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Smith, the Prophet, and the knowledge
that he imparted to us will always be a

source of inspiration to me. I am thrilled

at the opportunity of serving in the Lord's

Church.

"May the Lord continue to bless you

in His work, and thank you for the effect

you have had on my life."

"[signed] George Watson"
This past Christmas, when George

Watson and his beloved Chloe came
to Salt Lake City to visit two of their

children and a son-in-law, they came
to my office so that we might formally

meet. They expressed their testimonies

and again conveyed their thanks for all

who had participated in this human
drama, this miracle in our time. Tears

flowed, prayers were offered, and grati-

tude was conveyed.

It was an appropriate season of the

year for our visit together, when all Chris-

tendom pauses for a brief moment and

remembers Him—even Jesus Christ

—

who died that we might have eternal life.

He who notes the fall of the sparrow
surely orchestrated the search-and-rescue

mission that brought the Watson family to

His fold. May we ever be found in His

service and on His errand is my humble
prayer, in the name of Jesus Christ, amen.

NOTES
1. Jeremiah 8:22.

2. D&C 18:10.

3. History of the Church, 5:366.

4. "Dear to the Heart of the Shepherd,"

Hymns, no. 221.

5. Mosiah 2:17.

6. Alma 1:30.

7. Luke 15:4-7.

8. Luke 15:16.

9. Luke 15:20-24.

10. Luke 15:32.

11. Ecclesiastes 11:1.

President Gordon B. Hinckley, First

Counselor in the First Presidency, will be

our concluding speaker.

Before hearing his remarks, we re-

mind you that the CBS Tabernacle Choir

broadcast will be from 9:30 to 10:00
tomorrow morning. Those desiring to

attend this broadcast and the Sunday
morning session which follows must be

in their seats before 9:15 a.m., daylight

saving time.

Because daylight saving time begins

at 2:00 a.m. tomorrow, we encourage you
to move your clocks ahead one hour
before you retire this evening.

As you leave this priesthood meeting

tonight, we ask you to obey traffic rules,

to use caution, and to be courteous in

driving.

We express our gratitude to the

priesthood choir from Ricks College for

the beautiful music this evening. Follow-

ing President Hinckley's address, the

choir will conclude by singing "God
Bless Our Prophet Dear." The benedic-

tion will then be offered by Elder Dennis

B. Neuenschwander of the Seventy.

President Gordon B. Hinckley

Speaking boy to boy

It's always a challenge to follow

President Monson.
All of the deacons, teachers, and

priests, stand up, will you please. Just

stand up and stretch for a minute. All of

the former deacons, teachers, and

priests—you can stand up for a minute.

Thank you very much.

I think I would like to say a few
things to the boys. You older men may
listen or sleep. What a wonderful thing it

is to be young in this time of the history

of the Church and the history of the

world. Surely this is the great age of en-

lightenment. This is a time like no other

time. Never before has there been so

much of scientific discovery. Never be-
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fore have there been greater opportunities

for education. Never before have there

been such widespread opportunities for

service in the Church. I almost feel jeal-

ous of you. And then I do not. I think of

the many problems with which you live.

You face difficult temptations that are all

around you.

Some lessons I learned as a boy

It's easy for old men to lecture

young men. Rather than do that, I think I

would like to do something I've never

done before. If you will permit me a per-

sonal indulgence, I wish to talk with you

about some lessons I learned when I was a

boy.

I grew up here in Salt Lake City a

very ordinary kind of freckle-faced boy.

I had a good father and mother. My father

was a man of education and talent. He
was respected in the community. He had a

love for the Church and for its leaders.

President Joseph F. Smith, who was Pres-

ident in my childhood, was one of his

heroes. He loved President Heber J.

Grant, who became President of the

Church in 1918.

My mother was a gifted and wonder-

ful woman. She was an educator; but

when she married she left her employ-

ment to become a housewife and mother.

In our minds she was a great success.

We lived in what I thought was
a large home in the First Ward. It had

four rooms on the main floor: a kitchen, a

dining room, a parlor, and a library. There

were four bedrooms upstairs. The house

stood on the corner on a large lot. There

was a big lawn with many trees that

shed millions of leaves, and there was an

immense amount of work to be done
constantly.

The lessons of work

In my early childhood we had a

stove in the kitchen and a stove in the din-

ing room. A furnace was later installed,

and what a wonderful thing that was. But

it had a voracious appetite for coal, and

there was no automatic stoker. The coal

had to be shoveled into the furnace and

carefully banked each night.

I learned a great lesson from that

monster of a furnace: if you wanted to

keep warm, you had to work the shovel.

My father had an idea that his boys

ought to learn to work in the summer as

well as in the winter, and so he bought a

five-acre farm which eventually grew to

include more than thirty acres. We lived

there in the summer and returned to the

city when school started.

We had a large orchard, and the trees

had to be pruned each spring. Father took

us to pruning demonstrations put on by

experts from the agriculture college. We
learned a great truth—that you could

pretty well determine the kind of fruit you

would pick in September by the way you

pruned in February. The idea was to space

the branches so that the fruit would be

exposed to sunlight and air. Further, we
learned that new, young wood produces

the best fruit. That has had many applica-

tions in life.

Signs of danger

We got sick then just as people get

sick now. In fact, I think we did more so.

In those early years the milk we drank

was not pasteurized. We, of course, did

not have an automatic dishwasher, except

that it was our automatic duty to wash
the dishes. When we were diagnosed
as having chicken pox or measles, the

doctor would advise the city health de-

partment, and a man would be sent to put

a sign in the front window. This was a

warning to any who might wish to come
to our house that they did so at their own
peril.

If the disease was smallpox or diph-

theria, the sign was bright orange with

black letters. It said, in effect, "Stay away
from this place."
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I learned something I have always

remembered—to watch for signs of dan-

ger and evil and stay away.

Lessons learned as a schoolboy

I attended the Hamilton School,

which was a big three-story building. The
structure was old and poor by today's

standards, but I learned that it was not the

building that made a difference; it was the

teachers. When the weather would permit,

we assembled in front of the school in the

morning, pledged allegiance to the flag,

and marched in an orderly fashion to our

rooms.

We dressed neatly for school, and no

unkempt appearance was tolerated. The
boys wore a shirt and a tie and short

trousers. We wore long black stockings

that reached from the foot to above the

knee. They were made of cotton and wore

out quickly, so they had to be darned fre-

quently. We learned how to darn because

it was unthinkable to go to school with a

hole in your stocking.

We learned a lesson on the impor-

tance of personal neatness and tidiness,

and that has blessed my life ever since.

Louie and Lynn

The bane of my first-grade teacher's

life was my friend Louie. He had what
psychologists today might call some kind

of an obsessive fixation. He would sit in

class and chew his tie until it became wet

and stringy. The teacher would scold him.

Louie eventually became a man of

substance, and I have learned never to

underestimate the potential of a boy to

make something of his life even if he

chews his tie.

As the years passed, I finally reached

the sixth grade in that school.

My friends were essentially the same
through all of those years. People didn't

move much in those days. One of my
friends was Lynn. That wasn't his real

name, but that's what I'll call him. He
was always in trouble. Lynn seemed to

have a hard time concentrating on what
was going on, particularly when spring

came and things looked better outside

than they did inside.

Miss Spooner, our teacher, seemed
to have it in for Lynn. One day at about

eleven o'clock, Lynn disturbed the class,

and Miss Spooner told him to go shut

himself in the closet until she let him out.

Lynn obediently went to the closet and
closed the door behind him. When the

bell rang at twelve o'clock, Lynn came
out chewing the last bite of Miss
Spooner's lunch. We couldn't help laugh-

ing—all but Miss Spooner, and that made
matters worse. Lynn went on clowning
throughout his life. He never learned until

it was too late that life is a serious thing in

which serious choices are to be made with

much of care and prayer.

The seventh-grade strike

The next year we enrolled in junior

high school. But the building could not

accommodate all the students, so our

class of the seventh grade was sent back
to the Hamilton School.

We were insulted. We were furious.

We'd spent six unhappy years in that

building, and we felt we deserved some-
thing better. The boys of the class all met
after school. We decided we wouldn't tol-

erate this kind of treatment. We were
determined we'd go on strike.

The next day we did not show up.

But we had no place to go. We couldn't

stay home because our mothers would ask

questions. We didn't think of going
downtown to a show. We had no money
for that. We didn't think of going to the

park. We were afraid we might be seen by
Mr. Clayton, the truant officer. We didn't

think of going out behind the school fence

and telling shady stories because we
didn't know any. We'd never heard of

such things as drugs or anything of the

kind. We just wandered about and wasted

the day.

The next morning the principal,

Mr. Stearns, was at the front door of the
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school to greet us. His demeanor matched

his name. He said some pretty straight-

forward things and then told us that we
could not come back to school until we
brought a note from our parents. That was
my first experience with a lockout. Strik-

ing, he said, was not the way to settle a

problem. We were expected to be respon-

sible citizens, and if we had a complaint

we could come to the principal's office

and discuss it.

There was only one thing to do, and

that was to go home and get the note.

I remember walking sheepishly into

the house. My mother asked what was
wrong. I told her. I said that I needed a

note. She wrote a note. It was very brief.

It was the most stinging rebuke she ever

gave me. It read as follows:

"Dear Mr. Stearns,

"Please excuse Gordon's absence

yesterday. His action was simply an im-

pulse to follow the crowd."

She signed it and handed it to me.

I walked back over to school and got

there about the same time a few other

boys did. We all handed our notes to Mr.

Stearns. I do not know whether he read

them, but I have never forgotten my
mother's note. Though I had been an ac-

tive party to the action we had taken, I re-

solved then and there that I would never

do anything on the basis of simply follow-

ing the crowd. I determined then and
there that I would make my own decisions

on the basis of their merits and my stan-

dards and not be pushed in one direction

or another by those around me.
That decision has blessed my life

many times, sometimes in very uncom-
fortable circumstances. It has kept me
from doing some things which, if in-

dulged in, could at worst have resulted in

serious injury and trouble, and at the best

would have cost me my self-respect.

Father's Model T

My father had a horse and buggy
when I was a boy. Then one summer day

in 1916 a wonderful thing happened.

It was an unforgettable thing. When he

came home that evening he arrived in a

shining black, brand-new Model T Ford.

It was a wonderful machine, but by
today's standards it was a crude and
temperamental sort of thing. For instance,

it did not have a self-starter. It had to be

cranked. You learned something very
quickly about cranking that car. You
retarded the spark, or the crank would
kick back and break your hand. When it

rained, the coils would get wet, and then

it would not start at all. From that car I

learned a few simple things about mak-
ing preparation to save trouble. A little

canvas over the cowl would keep the coils

dry. A little care in retarding the spark

would make it possible to crank without

breaking your hand.

But the most interesting thing was
the lights. The car had no storage battery.

The only electricity came from what was
called a magneto. The output of the mag-
neto was determined by the speed of the

engine. If the engine was running fast, the

lights were bright. If the engine slowed,

the lights became a sickly yellow. I

learned that if you wanted to see ahead as

you were going down the road, you had to

keep the engine running at a fast clip.

So, just as I'd discovered, it is with

our lives. Industry, enthusiasm, and hard

work lead to enlightened progress. You
have to stay on your feet and keep moving
if you are going to have light in your life.

I still have the radiator cap of that old 1916

Model T. Here it is. It is a reminder of

lessons I learned seventy-seven years ago.

I've learned something else from
that car. I now ride in a car of modern
vintage. It is quiet and powerful. It has

every convenience, including heating

and air-conditioning. What has made the

difference between that old black 1916
hard-riding and noisy Model T and to-

day's automobiles? The difference has

come because thousands of dedicated and

able men and women over two genera-

tions of time have planned and studied,

experimented and worked together to

bring about improvement.
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I have learned that when people of

goodwill labor cooperatively in an honest

and dedicated way, there is no end to

what they can accomplish.

Our family home evenings

In 1915 President Joseph F. Smith

asked the people of the Church to have

family home evening. My father said we
would do so, that we would warm up the

parlor where Mother's grand piano stood

and do what the President of the Church

had asked.

We were miserable performers as

children. We could do all kinds of things

together while playing, but for one of us

to try to sing a solo before the others was
like asking ice cream to stay hard on the

kitchen stove. In the beginning we would
laugh and make cute remarks about one

another's performance. But our parents

persisted. We sang together. We prayed

together. We listened quietly while
Mother read Bible and Book of Mormon
stories. Father told us stories out of his

memory. I still remember one of those

stories. I found it recently while going

through a book he had published some
years ago. Listen to it:

"An older boy and his young com-
panion were walking along a road which

led through a field. They saw an old coat

and a badly worn pair of men's shoes by

the roadside, and in the distance they saw
the owner working in the field.

"The younger boy suggested that

they hide the shoes, conceal themselves,

and watch the perplexity on the owner's

face when he returned.

"The older boy . . . thought that

would not be so good. He said the owner

must be a very poor man. So, after talking

the matter over, at his suggestion, they

concluded to try another experiment. In-

stead of hiding the shoes, they would put

a silver dollar in each one and . . . see

what the owner did when he discovered

the money. So they did that.

"Pretty soon the man returned from

the field, put on his coat, slipped one foot

into a shoe, felt something hard, took it

out and found a silver dollar. Wonder and

surprise [shone] upon his face. He looked

at the dollar again and again, turned

around and could see nobody, then pro-

ceeded to put on the other shoe; when to

his great surprise he found another dollar.

His feelings overcame him. ... He knelt

down and offered aloud a prayer of

thanksgiving, in which he spoke of his

wife being sick and helpless and his chil-

dren without bread. ... He fervently

thanked the Lord for this bounty from
unknown hands and evoked the blessing

of heaven upon those who gave him
this needed help.

"The boys remained [hidden] until

he had gone." They had been touched by
his prayer and felt something warm
within their hearts. As they left to walk
down the road, one said to the other,

"Don't you have a good feeling?" (Bryant

S. Hinckley, Not by Bread Alone [Salt

Lake City: Bookcraft, 1955], p. 95).

Out of those simple little meetings,

held in the parlor of our old home, came
something indescribable and wonderful.

Our love for our parents was strength-

ened. Our love for brothers and sisters

was enhanced. Our love for the Lord was
increased. An appreciation for simple

goodness grew in our hearts. These
wonderful things came about because
our parents followed the counsel of the

President of the Church. I have learned

something tremendously significant out

of that.

Parents' love and mother's death

In that old home we knew that our

father loved our mother. That was another

of the great lessons of my boyhood. I

have no recollection of ever hearing him
speak unkindly to her or of her. He en-

couraged her in her individual Church
activities and in neighborhood and civic

responsibilities. She had much of native

talent, and he encouraged her to use it.

Her comfort was his constant concern.
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We looked upon them as equals, compan-

ions who worked together and loved

and appreciated one another as they loved

us.

She likewise encouraged him and

did everything in the world to make him

happy. At the age of fifty she developed

cancer. He was solicitous of her every

need. I recall our family prayers, with his

tearful pleadings and our tearful plead-

ings.

Of course there was no medical in-

surance then. He would have spent every

dollar he owned to help her. He did, in

fact, spend very much. He took her to Los

Angeles in search of better medical care.

But it was to no avail.

That was sixty-two years ago, but I

remember with clarity my brokenhearted

father as he stepped off the train and

greeted his grief-stricken children. We
walked solemnly down the station plat-

form to the baggage car, where the casket

was unloaded and taken by the mortician.

We came to know even more about the

tenderness of our father's heart. This has

had an effect on me all of my life.

I also came to know something of

death—the absolute devastation of chil-

dren losing their mother—but also of

peace without pain and the certainty that

death cannot be the end of the soul.

Love at home

We didn't openly speak about love

for one another very much in those days.

We didn't have to. We felt that security,

that peace, that quiet strength which
comes to families who pray together,

work together, and help one another.

"Honour thy father and thy mother:

that thy days may be long upon the land

which the Lord thy God giveth thee"

(Exodus 20:12). As a boy I came to be-

lieve in that divine commandment. I think

it is such a great commandment from the

Lord. If it were only observed more
widely, there would be far less misery

in the homes of the people. Instead of

backbiting, accusation, and argument,

there would be appreciation and respect

and quiet love.

My father is long since gone. I have

become a father, and a grandfather, and a

great-grandfather. The Lord has been
very kind. I have experienced my share of

disappointments, of failures, of difficul-

ties. But on balance, life has been very

good. I have tried to live it with enthusi-

asm and appreciation. I have known much
of happiness, oh, so very much. The root

of it all, I believe, was planted in my
childhood and nurtured in the home, the

school, and the ward in which I grew,

where I learned simple but important

lessons in living. I cannot be grateful

enough.

My heart aches and I grieve when I

see the tragedy of so many broken homes,

of homes where husbands do not seem to

know how to treat their wives, of homes
where children are abused and grow to

become the abusers of another generation.

None of this tragedy is necessary. I know
it is not. The answer to our problems lies

in following the simple gospel of Jesus

Christ, the Son of God, who brought into

the world His Father's love.

Brethren, will you forgive me for

taking your time to talk in a personal way
as I have done? I did not know how to say

what I wanted to say without doing so.

Young men, "Do what is right; let

the consequence follow" (Hymns, no.

237). "Choose the right when a choice is

placed before you" (Hymns, no. 239).

Fathers, be good men, that your
wives will speak of you with love and ap-

preciation and your children will remem-
ber you with gratitude everlasting, I

humbly pray in the name of Jesus Christ,

amen.

The choir sang "God Bless Our
Prophet Dear."

Elder Dennis B. Neuenschwander
offered the benediction.


