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And Eve . . . was glad, saying: Were it not for our 
transgression, we never should have had seed, and never 
should have known good and evil, and the joy of our 
redemption, and the eternal life which God giveth unto all the 
obedient. (Moses 5:11) 

 
I OFTEN PRAY WHILE DRIVING. Usually I’m discreet 

about it: eyes on road, hands on wheel, I keep my lips closed 

and my face benign in order to avoid any stares during those 

little sideways glances at traffic signals. But sometimes I’m 

too desperate to care about appearances. Driving to the temple 

on one such occasion, I indulged in a full-blown roadway 

drama—heaving sobs, streaming nose, the whole bit—as my 

pent-up distress spilled out in humid pleas and apologies. It’ s a 

wonder my windshield didn’ t steam up. 

Nothing—and everything—was wrong. I was in the 

final stretch of my fifth pregnancy; all 6.8 of us at home were 

healthy and (mostly) stable. We had a nice home with 

everything we needed and plenty of things we didn’ t. I was in 

the middle of an exciting project for Relief Society. Things 

were good, although more than a bit crazy. Every time I 

extended myself in one direction, I came up short in another 

(my temper had been especially short that week), and my 

sense of weakness and failure created an aching knot in my 

gut. I’m making a mess of everything, I confessed aloud. I’ ll 

never get this project done right. The house is a wreck. And I 

certainly can’ t handle another baby. Despairing and visibly 

damp, I parked the van and headed for the temple entrance.  

Relief began as soon as I stepped inside. At first, 

complaints and cares continued to swirl through my mind, but 

as the temple atmosphere surrounded me, I felt strangely 

disconnected from all the trouble. As I prepared for worship, 

light streamed into my mind and heart, smoothing the rough 

edges of my thoughts, and filling me with peace. In a flash of 

clarity I realized that my messy life was full of enduring 

meaning and purpose. All my inadequacies and fears were 

mortal trappings that I would one day shed like a dress. And 

beneath them dwelt a luminous soul, one who was as strong, 

as noble, as beautiful as Eve. 

By the end of the afternoon, I was completely buoyed 

up and calmed down. I drove home confident that glorious 

things were happening within and around me. And once I was 

back in the thick of dinner, dishes, and diapers, my confidence 

lasted approximately seventeen minutes.  

We play at Paste - 
Till qualified, for Pearl - 
Then, drop the Paste - 
And deem ourself a fool - 

 
The Shapes - though - were similar - 
And our new Hands 
Learned Gem-Tactics - 
Practicing Sands -  

 
(Emily Dickinson, Poem 320)1 

 

Why does discouragement so easily overshadow 

divine light? I like to blame the singular charms of my mortal 

mind. It seems designed to promptly drain itself of spiritual 

sensations. And it has a tough time integrating pearly eternal 

views with pasty earthly realities. I can really feel that my life 

is full of significance—until I bump into tedium or chaos. I 

can truly sense that my soul is full of emerging glory—until I 

fall into a coarse, cantankerous mood. The Spirit is trying to 

teach me through a variety of sources (from great poems to 

temple liturgy) that paste and pearl are not mutually exclusive; 

that in fact, the two are intimately connected. But thanks to my 

muddled, leaky mind, it takes continual searching to find that 

truth operating in my life.  

One day when Segullah was still in the planning 

stages, I had a visit with an old friend. As we caught up on the 

latest in our lives, I mentioned that my writing cronies and I 

were working on a new journal for LDS women. This friend 

looked a bit confused. “ I’m surprised you’re doing this,”  she 

said. “Your plate is already so full.”  I followed her gaze 

around the room, where there lurked sizeable piles of books, 

toys, and tousle-headed children. I could see her point. 

 “You’re right,”  I heard myself saying, “and that’s 

why I’m doing this.”   

She probably thought I was referring to my need for a 

little diversion, and I admit, this journal effort is a welcome 

change from the literal sand-sweeping my home requires on a 

daily basis. But I was actually speaking of my need to 

discover how my full plate relates to my full potential. These 
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days of paste-playing translate into godly progress, but I’m 

usually too busy fretting about my fumbling hands and sticky 

fingers to even notice, let alone remember. Reading and 

writing about life as a Latter-day Saint woman gives me 

opportunities to explore the link between telestial experience 

and celestial possibilities.  

On the days when I seriously doubt such a link exists, 

and I feel miles apart from that Eve-like woman I sensed in 

the temple, it helps to think of Eve herself. As our archetype, 

she experienced both the paste and the pearl—and learned 

how the two connect. Consider all the mortal predicaments she 

faced, including fear, forgetfulness, and frustration. Think of 

her hiding in the bushes. Think of her heaving altar stones, 

building an anchor to a fast-fading divine reality. Think of her 

full plate: scads of children, centuries of mortal mess, and how 

about those family problems? Widespread apostasy, 

fratricide . . . we’re talking some lone and dreary times. 

Yet in the midst of it all came moments of diamond-

pure clarity that showed her what she was gaining. One of 

these was the brilliant moment recorded in the book of Moses, 

when the angel explained to Adam and Eve the purpose of the 

sacrifices they had been offering (Mos. 5:6-8). As Eve learned 

of the Savior’s ultimate sacrifice, and the resulting grace that 

flows to man through covenant-keeping, she realized that a 

glorious destiny could be hers—and that it would come not in 

spite of, but because of, the gritty difficulties she faced.  

How long did the loveliness of that moment linger? 

We don’ t know, but in Moses 5 and 6 we find Eve seeking 

such moments again and again. That altar signified her 

capacity to forget, but also her determination to remember. 

She and Adam “ceased not to call upon the Lord,”  and 

continued to draw upon His redeeming, transforming power. 

They held gospel-centered gatherings and kept an inspired 

book of remembrance. Through these measures, they built 

relationships, gained knowledge, and grasped joy. And 

through the Lord’s grace and their own diligence, they 

eventually received eternal versions of those earthly treasures.   

Their example is ours to follow, and Malachi 

prophesied of Latter-day Saints doing just that, “Then they 

that feared [reverenced] the Lord spake often to one another, 

and the Lord hearkened, and heard it, and a book of 

remembrance was written before him for them that feared the 

Lord, and that thought upon his name. And they shall be mine, 

saith the Lord, in that day when I make up my jewels”  

(Malachi 3:16-17). These verses describe people like us 

gathering in families and wards and other circles, engaging in 

faith-based seeking, sharing, comforting, and remembering. 

Segullah is one such gathering.  

It’s a curious title, this Hebrew word that’s translated 

as peculiar treasure or (in Malachi’s verses) jewels. It can 

remind us that through the covenants we sincerely strive to 

keep, we may one day qualify for pearl, for a future of 

perfection and creative fulness. And even more importantly, it 

can remind us that by virtue of those same covenants, we 

already qualify as pearl—for we belong to the Lord’s 

cherished cache of souls. Because of the grace which flows to 

us in that relationship, our own glorious destinies are 

unfolding this very day.  

I�ve found many examples of that truth in the pages 

of this issue, The Measure of Creation. We hear more about 

the meaning of segullah, more about the journal�s purpose and 

more about Eve. We delve into topics such as pregnancy and 

infertility, parenting and gardening, discovering individual 

gifts and finding peace despite limitations. Each essay, 

thought, and poem reveals the rich significance of ordinary 

living, and the beautiful, noble strength of ordinary women. 

Truly, when we seek, we find—and when we share, the power 

of our findings is multiplied.  

Of course, we will have to keep seeking, finding and 

sharing, since our retention spans are usually measured in 

minutes (seventeen was pretty good, actually). But as we do, 

we’ ll find our plates getting full of eternal things: faith, hope, 

discernment, integrity, identity, understanding, love—and 

diligence. As Eve has taught us, these are the godly traits 

which emerge amidst mortal paste and sand. And someday, 

they’ ll be the gem tactics we use to form, shape, and polish 

our own segullah. �  

 

                                                           
1 Thomas H. Johnson, ed.., The Complete Poems of Emily 
Dickinson (Boston: Little, Brown and Company, 1960), 151. 
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HERE’S A TRUE STORY: Two summers ago I was invited 

to go to lunch with a female professor who was visiting BYU. 

Though not LDS, she studies nineteenth-century Mormon 

women’s poetry, so she was here to give a lecture. Four of us 

ended up eating at the Museum of Art Café (you should try 

those scrumptious salads and wraps). We discussed the 

professor’s research, how it tied into other aspects of LDS 

history, her plans for her future and a bit about ourselves. At 

the end of an hour-long lunch, all four of us women needed 

just a “bite”  of dessert. So we ordered a brick-heavy, 

chocolate cake–brownie thing, put it in the middle of the table, 

and dug in. As we each pushed the last bite toward someone 

else, it occurred to me how the whole scene was really 

normal . . . and really bizarre. What could be more normal 

than a group of women sharing a dessert—chocolate, of 

course—and chit-chatting away at 500 miles per hour on some 

random topic? I’m sure anyone who glanced our way saw 

something that happens every second of the day all over the 

world. But, when I stop and think about it, I ask: what could 

be more bizarre than inviting a PhD—who you met an hour 

ago and who is about to give a scholarly lecture to a 

professional audience—to grab a fork and stab into a joint 

dessert in the middle of a university café? What we were 

thinking? All of those talented and erudite university 

professors must have thought we were absolutely crazy! 

I have no justification for my lack of professionalism, 

and I’ ll be a bit mortified if my department hears about it. But 

it worked. I did not feel uncomfortable at the time, and I have 

no reason to think anyone else at the table felt awkward, 

either. It was . . . liminal, not that I really know the meaning of 

that word. There was a weird crossing of worlds, a merging 

and stretching that opened a new space. We found ourselves 

somewhere between the rules of academic protocol and an 

intuitive female friendship, not rejecting either while 

following neither precisely. That middle space was a new  

 

space, and it was good. The subsequent poetry lecture was 

rigorous; the visiting professor was eloquent. I listened  

carefully to her lecture and  admired her analytic depth, 

probably more so since we shared a fudge dessert. Go figure.  

Somewhere in losing the trappings of expert authority, she 

gained it. I respected her more, and I liked her more. Can we 

find a similar boundary place for faith and literature? A place 

where women’s voices weave good writing and religion, 

stretching both and blending them into something new? I say 

we can. 

Of course there are already other publications 

committed to similar tasks—Irreantum, Dialogue, Sunstone, 

BYU Studies, Meridian, the Ensign and Exponent II, to name a 

few. So what makes Segullah unique? It’s a combination of 

things. For one, we’re all about the gospel.  As far as doctrine 

goes, you may rest assured that the conclusion of whatever 

you are reading will be faithful. We believe in the gospel, and 

we sustain the authorities. On the other hand, we are not 

looking for glossy glamour shots from your local mall—the 

Monday morning scramble is more our style. You may 

encounter interpretations, perspectives, and experiences 

different than your own in Segullah. You will find real women 

with real struggles that may not always be resolved, contained, 

and tied up in a tidy package with a red satin bow. Segullah is 

a place where believing women bump into real life with all its 

carpool-migraine-budget issues, its miscarriage-death-divorce 

disasters, and its true-love, answers-to-prayers, blessed-by-

charity moments of sheer joy. It’s a place where we admire 

your faith all the more because we have learned who you are 

and the price you paid to get there. 

Segullah is also all about women and the female 

experience. The Proclamation on the Family states that 

“Gender is an essential characteristic of individual premortal, 

mortal and eternal identity and purpose.”  Such being the case, 

we want to hear about your female experience, about how  
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being a faithful woman influences your life, your decisions, 

and your actions. Not that we are against hearing from men 

about  men. We may even have a few things to say about men,  

ourselves. Me, for instance. I may want to write about the time 

a few years ago when I was grouching around in a PMS snit, 

totally destroying the Sabbath for me and my entire family. As 

I sat on the stairs, quietly raging and sobbing after ruining 

dinner, yelling at my kids, and picking a fight with my 

husband (and genuinely believing that it was all their fault), I 

told God that I hated PMS and that I couldn’ t take feeling like 

this for one more second. I cannot explain the physical 

sensation of my anger being lifted and calm pouring down. 

Every so often I take out that stunning moment and look at it 

in awe: there is a male God who understands my body, my 

emotions . . . me, even when I’m not acting like myself. When 

I write about that day, I’ ll want to write it in Segullah, a good 

place where people I have never met can come to talk about 

women and God, about being female and being faithful. Some 

might come to the table expecting an extreme: either a gossipy 

emotional muddle or a polite intellectual foray. They will find 

instead a feast of intellect and emotion. This is not an 

exclusive feast for females, though I have to admit that women 

may find it easier to join in and share a bite or two. No 

matter—we welcome everyone to the banquet of heart and 

mind, and we hope most will contribute to our dessert buffet 

(green Jell-o excluded, unless you have some fabulous new 

recipe). 

Lastly, we are all about good writing. This journal 

will not be a free-for-all, anything-goes, call-yourself-

published type of online posting. We’re serious about editorial 

review. Back in 1888, Orson F. Whitney prophesied that the 

LDS people will yet have Miltons and Shakespeares of our 

own. “Ort,”  as he was called, probably would feel fine about 

expanding that prophecy for a few Jane Austens, George 

Elliotts, and Charlotte Brontes. I am not so naïve as to claim 

that such a task is easy. We’ve had 117 years to fulfill the 

prophecy, and we have not produced much that can stand the 

test of 40 minutes of critical reading, much less 400 years. But 

I am scaring would-be writers unnecessarily. We would love 

to discover (or be) Shakespeare’s contemporary sister, but 

we’re more middle-brow than we are Milton and decidedly 

undignified compared to Dostoyevsky. Case in point: this 

essay. We won’ t publish poor writing, but the informal style  

of a good personal essay works for us and our real lives. 

Perhaps years of journaling have taught the LDS people to 

write their own experiences better than they realize. We may 

find that we write best when we drop pedantic facades and be 

ourselves, when we write like we chit-chat—sitting around the 

table with our friends and sisters, eating dessert and sharing 

our daily struggles. The talk is open, honest, intimate, and 

insightful. That is the kind of woman-talk Segullah wants 

written down.  

President Kimball said that the growth of the church 

during the last days would be predicated on the 

“articulateness”  and “righteousness”  of Mormon women.1 He 

also said we should be as concerned about our “capacity to 

communicate”  as we are about sewing, food preservation, or 

any other homemaking skills.2 I think writing personal essays, 

poetry, and fiction is one way we can articulate how the 

gospel seeps into the nooks and crannies of our everyday lives 

and makes us who we are. I think we can tell what we believe, 

why we struggle, how we find the strength to press on, and 

where we think all of it is taking us. And I think we can do it 

without being didactic or preachy. I think we can write with 

the inspiration of God and the perspiration that all gut-

wrenching hard work requires. After all, we are not on our 

own in the world of language and art. Who could be more 

creative than the Creator? Who can find the right word better 

than the Word? He who created sunsets and babies, He who 

speaks to each of us in our own language, and He who knows, 

“according to the flesh,”  the very depths of our most deeply 

felt female pains—He is right here with us. Gospel-grounded. 

Woman-centered. Well-written. That combination is what 

Segullah wants to voice. Is it something you want to hear and 

talk about? Come read, write and talk with us. We invite you 

to pull up a chair, grab a fork, and dig in . . . this dessert is 

chocolate. �  

 

                                                           
1  Spencer W. Kimball, “The Role of Righteous Women,”  
Ensign, November 1979, 102. 
 
2  Spencer W. Kimball, “Privileges and Responsibilities of 
Sisters,”  Ensign, November 1978, 102. 
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THE SOUND OF THE TELEPHONE awakened me from a 

sound sleep. My husband leaned over the nightstand to 

answer. Suddenly on edge, I mentally sorted the possible 

reasons for a phone call so early in the morning. Had there 

been an injury or an illness in the family? An emergency at 

Don’s job? Did someone need a blessing?  

I held my breath as Don silently passed the phone to 

me. Then I heard a cheery voice say, “Good morning, Sister 

Schultz. I need to get your visiting teaching report.”  

“Oh, I’m so sorry,”  I stumbled in embarrassment. “ I 

completely forgot to call you,”  and I quickly listed the sisters I 

had visited. 

My husband looked at me with bewilderment as I 

passed the phone back to him. “She wanted a visiting teaching 

report? But it’ s only the first day of the month!”  

“ I forgot to call her about last month,”  I patiently 

explained.  

“What do you mean? Last month hasn’ t even been 

over for eight hours yet! How could she possibly expect you to 

have reported already?”  

I smiled at his naiveté. Relief Society sisters are often 

diligent to a fault. There was a mixture of fatigue and 

admiration in my voice as I explained, “Honey, she’ ll 

probably have the final report finished before noon. This is 

Relief Society.”  

We Relief Society sisters can be intimidating 

creatures—intimidating to nonmember associates, to 

priesthood holders, and perhaps especially to each other. I love 

the energy and enthusiasm of my sisters in Relief Society. 

Women of great strength and commitment are needed in these 

last days. I admit that I also feel overwhelmed from time to 

time by my desire to measure up to that same goodness, and I 

suspect that I am not alone. Isn’ t it ironic how the very thing 

that can bring us community and strength—our collective 

virtue as sisters—can also spark feelings of weakness and 

isolation? Even when we are living in accordance with gospel 

principles, we may question whether we are living up to the 

expectations of those around us. We wonder if our 

personalities are too reserved or too bubbly, if our brand of 

gospel living is too conservative or too liberal, if our families 

are too large or too small. In our desire to get a handle on the 

intangible process of spiritual refinement, we can easily get 

caught up in external comparisons and the cultural trappings 

of Mormonism.  

I remember when I was assigned to visit teach Suzie,1 

a beautiful young woman who readily shared both her 

testimony and her fears. She told me that despite her faith, 

after years away from the church she felt she could never fit in 

with the women of Relief Society. I had only been active in 

the church myself for a few years, and I identified with her 

immediately. One day I commented to her about how much 

alike I thought we were. She didn’ t say anything, but I felt her 

gaze move through the front window to the driveway, where 

my minivan, equipped with three car seats, was parked. For a 

moment I couldn’ t speak. I was overcome with the realization: 

I’ ve started to look like one of them. 

I never expected anyone to think I was too 

conventional to understand the challenges of returning to 

church activity. My first steps back to church were in 

Birkenstocks. While the other women in our ward dressed in 

lace-trimmed sweaters and color-coordinated pumps, I showed 

up with waist-length hair and a broomstick skirt. Then I 

offered to teach belly dancing for enrichment night. It is easy 

to make assumptions about each other too quickly. We are all 

complex and beautiful women, and the depth of our 

personalities and experiences encompasses far more than what 

is visible on the surface. Sometimes the greatest gift we can 

give each other is openness. In sharing some of those less 

obvious aspects of ourselves, we give those around us 

permission to be fully themselves, and we allow God to more 

fully use each of us for His purposes. I have found that our 

combined goodness, despite the occasional insecurities that 

may prompt, also makes the women of this church wise, kind, 
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and tolerant. I believe that we have a tremendous capacity to 

accept and love the uniqueness in each other. 

Here’s one example. A few summers ago my young 

daughters and I all got head lice. I put the rest of our life on 

hold and spent the better part of a week picking every last 

chemical-resistant critter off my girls’  heads. My own hair 

was a more perplexing problem. I had a long, thick mane that I 

couldn’ t possibly see well enough to treat by myself, and we 

lived six hundred miles away from the closest extended family 

member. At that time my husband was a full-time graduate 

student who was temporarily working two full-time jobs. He 

only came home to sleep, and then not for long. He did his 

best to help me, but one day at about 3 a.m., when we were 

both exhausted from several sleepless nights of nit picking and 

no significant progress, I decided that my hair was taking too 

great a toll on our family, and I shaved my head.  

For most of the week I was comfortable with my 

baldness, but the closer it came to Sunday, the more I worried. 

I couldn’ t stop visualizing the perfectly dressed, perfectly 

coifed women in Relief Society. I suddenly felt out of place 

with our prevailing ward culture, and I was sure that they 

would never understand my decision. But they surprised me. 

Sisters hugged me and told me how nicely my head was 

shaped. Several women told me that I looked like G.I. Jane 

(now that was a stretch, but I appreciated the thought). Others 

shared their own lice horror stories, offered advice and 

volunteered to help if the situation repeated itself. One sister 

even came to me in tears and recounted a story of a friend who 

had died of cancer. She had promised her friend that if her hair 

fell out, she would shave her own head in support, but in the 

end her courage failed and she didn’ t do it. She thanked me for 

my example of humility and grace. 

 I have never felt more loved or accepted in the circle 

of Relief Society, and the feeling didn’ t come from perfecting 

my image as wife, mother, or daughter of God. Nor did it 

come from hiding my vulnerabilities or from trying to look 

and act in the manner that I thought others expected. It came 

from sharing the truth of my experience and allowing others to 

lift me up. And I seemed to lift them up in the process.  

That same openness is one of the hallmarks of 

Segullah. In fact, the level of openness in these pages may 

surprise some readers. We are offering you a behind-the-

scenes view of the making of our lives—the triumphs and the 

disappointments, the extraordinary and the mundane. Some 

stories are more personal than others; each is in its own way 

an offering of openness. We hope that as our readership 

expands so will the range of women featured here. We know 

that the experiences that make up this sisterhood take many 

different shapes and forms, and we believe that in giving voice 

to a range of faithful perspectives, we can deepen our 

understanding of the gospel and our appreciation of what it 

means to be a Mormon woman. 

The kind of personal writing that we feature is always 

a risk. For the writer it is a process of self revelation; for the 

reader it is a process of stretching to understand the feelings 

and experiences of another. Whether we�re writing about joys 

or sorrows, life crises or ordinary events, we become 

vulnerable when we describe what�s happening in our minds 

and hearts, and when we allow ourselves to feel and care 

about the experiences of others. One purpose of Segullah is to 

illustrate and encourage such risk taking. In fact, publishing 

this first issue involves elements of risk for us as a group. In 

sharing our stories, we recognize that the external 

circumstances of our group represent only a small piece of 

Mormon womanhood, and we are trusting our readers to look 

beyond those limitations to find meaning and common 

purpose. We are also relying on our readers to share more 

stories and perspectives with us, representing a wide spectrum 

of ages and backgrounds. In our combined diversity we 

believe that we will find great wisdom, unity, and strength. 

It is our hope that through these offerings of 

openness, given prayerfully and with love, we can remind 

each other that we are not alone, and that even in the hardest 

of times we each have the capacity to overcome. We hope that 

as we laugh, cry, question, and rejoice together, our 

testimonies of the gospel and our faith in ourselves will be 

renewed. Most of all, we hope that our joint efforts will bring 

increased faith in our Savior Jesus Christ, who teaches us how 

to love, and who promises that through the power of his 

atonement, weak things can become strong in him. After all, 

that’s the purpose of sisterhood . . . and the beauty of a few 

bald heads. �

                                                           
1 Name changed 
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MY KIDS AND I WERE VISITING MY MOM when the call 

came. Her ashen face rounded the corner while the phone 

attached to her ear periodically barked information. The 

barking stopped momentarily, and Mom turned to us. “ I think 

you’d better sit down,”  she croaked. “Louie is being life-

flighted to the University of Utah medical center.”  Louie, my 

thirty-one-year-old sister, had just moved to Denver, Colorado 

with her husband and four young kids to start up their own 

business.1 I sat down heavily. “They think she had a stroke,”  

Mom whispered in disbelief. My three kids glanced at us 

worriedly. There was a bit more barking from the phone and 

then I heard a dial tone. We all knelt to pray. Afterward my 

Mom, still agitated, ran upstairs to call Dad. Peace filled my 

mind and heart. In recent years many stresses had combined to 

pound away Louie’s naturally bubbly spirit. During the last 

few months I had prayed that the real, happy, fun-loving Louie 

would return. Perhaps this would be my answer: her 

unexpected death could bring her the peace and happiness I 

prayed for. The emotions were complex and even scary, but I 

felt peace.   

Louie did not die. Through the following year 

miracle after miracle brought about a full physical recovery. 

Some memories, organizational and cognitive abilities, 

language and math skills were gone, though. Louie laughingly 

explained her new limitations, “ I used to be able to put one 

over on my kids; I had many ways of saying NO. My mind 

doesn’ t work that way anymore. Now I only have one way of 

saying NO!”  She posted a reminder list at the garage door of 

certain essentials before departure, including Is the oven off? 

and Do you have the baby? I marveled at her external 

resilience, courage, and adaptations, but I was even more 

impressed with her internal self-acceptance.   

I lacked that self-acceptance. Even though my own 

path was easier by comparison, I struggled with limitations of 

my own. Juggling family needs, housework, service, and 

personal fulfillment always left something undone. Juggling 

the details was challenging, but it was even harder to feel at 

peace with what I was able to do. Sundays were regularly the 

biggest challenge. Often, after putting on a great show at 

church (never-ending smile, keeping children reverent during 

Sacrament meeting, signing every sign-up sheet, displaying 

attractive laminated visuals, and putting out all organizational 

fires) I found my talents and energies spent and nothing but a 

grumpy wife and Mom left for the family. The car ride home 

often set the unhappy tone: tired kids whining or crying, Mom 

snapping, and everyone wondering what, or if, we would eat 

once we got home. I knew it was not what the Lord wanted for 

me or for my family, but no matter how hard I worked, there 

was always more to do. I wondered, “How will I ever know if 

I am doing enough?”   

Being a list-oriented person, I decided I needed a 

better list. I reasoned that if I could figure out what mattered 

most and concentrate my efforts there, I might feel more 

settled inside. I pondered and prayed, read the counsel of 

prophets and apostles, and fasted to find my priorities—my 

balance. Finally, the collection of teachings and inspirations 

gathered over several months reached critical mass: I knew 

what my priorities should be, and I realized that they were 

based upon my talents, my responsibilities, and my earthly 

mission. The priorities commanding my greatest attention 

were relationships with God, spouse, and children. 

Homemaking, church callings, and relationships with 

extended family and friends came next. Hobbies such as 

continuing education, piano, gardening, and reading rounded 

out my grand list. 

But knowing my priorities was just the beginning. I 

still couldn’ t accomplish everything. The perfectionist in me 

required nothing less than one hundred percent. However, if I 

gave one hundred percent to everything on the list I would 

implode. And if I didn’ t give one hundred percent, I would 
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have to endure harsh self-judgment and, perhaps, the equally 

harsh judgment of others. For example, homemaking was 

number four on my priority list. Thus, if someone dropped by 

unannounced they would observe that I suffered from CHAOS 

(Can’ t Have Anyone Over Syndrome)2. I didn’ t want to be 

judged a lazy slob.  Likewise, my church calling was number 

five on the grand list. Church service, like housework, was 

never done. There were always people to visit, casseroles to 

make, and lessons and visuals to construct.  If I gave one 

hundred percent to church service, higher priorities such as 

relationships with God and family would suffer. If I didn’ t 

give one hundred percent, someone 

might criticize my lack of talent or 

work ethic. I wanted the accolades and 

recognition of my outward 

“perfectness”  (from ward members, 

neighbors, and even from the Lord), 

but inside, I knew I couldn’ t do it all. 

And I didn’ t know any other way to 

find peacefulness and self-worth. 

My search for understanding 

became more urgent when, a year after 

the stroke, Louie began to experience 

petit mal seizures and her hair started 

falling out. My family puzzled over 

this apparent downturn. At about the 

same time, we learned that Louie’s 

husband, struggling with his own 

heavy burdens, needed to attend a two- 

month clinic to overcome depression 

and work-a-holism. Louie was overwhelmed by her many 

responsibilities and obligations. Extended family tried to help, 

but I felt powerless being 1000 miles away. As the demands 

on my sister piled up I imagined myself in her situation and 

imposed on her my inner doubts, struggles, and questions. I 

complained, “Can’ t this ‘ refiner’s fire’  be tempered? Hasn’ t 

Louie given enough? How much more can their precious 

family endure?”  Louie continued to faithfully press on despite 

the stress and difficulties. I, however, beset by questions and 

doubts, needed the peace and self-acceptance Louie possessed. 

My wonderings reminded me of a thought provoking 

phone conversation with my Aunt Helen. It had been a 

difficult Sabbath and I whined about the impossibility of 

accomplishing all my tasks. “Everything can be a blessing,”  

she said.  I rolled my eyes, perceiving her faith as simple-

minded. I queried sarcastically, “And how has your illness of 

the past 15 years been a blessing?”  With complete sincerity 

and patience Helen answered, “ I have learned that I am of 

worth simply as a child of God. I cannot be a homemaker, I 

can barely function as a mother, and I am unable to be a 

proper wife. Yet God loves me and I have worth.”  My throat 

closed painfully as I considered her metamorphosis from 

prominent author and inspirational speaker to essentially a 

quadriplegic. “Oh,”  I sheepishly 

muttered. She understood and lived by a 

conception of her worth as a child of God 

that I only grasped cerebrally. I was 

amazed at her serenity. I wondered how 

and if I could also arrive at such serenity. 
I finally began to understand, 

paradoxically, as I became even busier. I 

was thrilled to be the new Seminary 

teacher—for the first few weeks. 

Household organization, temple 

attendance, and housework suffered first. 

As morning sickness, two cranky 

children, and snapping adult tempers 

joined the mix, I realized that despite my 

priority sheet, I was out of balance again. 

I couldn’ t keep going, but I didn’ t want 

to ask to be released. I cried a lot. I 

complained a lot. I prayed a little. Then, I 

prayed some more. I read a compilation of BYU Women’s 

Conference talks and happened upon Robert L. Millet’s talk 

from 1998 entitled, “After All We Can Do: The Meaning of 

Grace in Our Lives.”   Brother Millet succinctly stated my 

dilemma, “ Instead of praying to know my limits, to know 

when my offering was acceptable, I prayed for more drive and 

more willpower.” 3 How often had I prayed for more strength, 

more energy, or more efficiency? Perhaps, in this instance, I 

asked amiss?  

I contemplated my motivation and purpose. I studied 

the Topical Guide under “offering”  and “acceptable.”  I prayed 

to know my limits and to know when my offering was 
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acceptable. Eventually, I came to understand that giving only 

thirty percent of my time and talent to this particularly 

demanding calling was OK when the Lord said it was 

acceptable. I realized the Lord had called me knowing my 

limitations and that what I could offer was enough; He would 

provide what I could not. The Lord’s acceptance of my limited 

abilities brought knowledge of my worth as a child of God to 

my soul—knowledge my intellect had been unable to fully 

assimilate. Through the Spirit I knew that my willingness and 

desire to serve was the acceptable offering, not how much I 

achieved. 

Reassurances of God’s love 

came as I daily and weekly prayed 

to know the Lord’s expectations. 

Sometimes the Lord’s answer was, 

“Buck up! Put on a smile and just do 

it.”  At other times, the Lord’s 

answer was, “Slow down, do not try 

to ‘steady the ark.’  Others can 

accomplish this work. You need to 

focus on family or personal growth.”  

And at still other times the answer 

was, “Well done, thou good and 

faithful servant; enter into my rest.”  

Whatever the answer, I felt his love and knew that my outward 

achievements were not the offering; my determination to serve 

the Lord cheerfully in whatever capacity he directed was my 

acceptable offering. 

And then I thought of Helen. What humility and 

grace. Helen’s daily offerings, for years, have included 

patience, a cheerful heart, assembling family histories, and 

keeping extended family connected. Her life, because of the 

lack of tangible works, was a far cry from what she and others 

thought it would be, but what an important and difficult 

offering. Through the Spirit she knows that her offering is 

acceptable before the Lord, and thus she has peace. 

And Louie? A scripture constantly on my mind 

suggested an alternative scenario to my hopeless doubting. 

“For my thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are your ways 

my ways, saith the Lord”  (Isaiah 55:8). Could this scripture 

apply to my fears and questions about Louie’s situation? A 

challenging concept filled my mind: though she may not have 

her old abilities, she has what is essential to raise her children 

and support her husband. Louie’s post-stroke offerings of 

charity, goodness, devotion to family, and a forgiving heart 

are enough. I reveled in my newfound certainty that she and 

her family can have joy in her offering. While I wish her road 

could be easier, I know by that very wish that my 

understanding of the Lord’s purposes is not complete.  

Each of us possesses different talents, abilities, 

challenges, and priorities. God created us to be unique. The 

Savior’s injunction to “Judge not!”  

resonates with added clarity as I 

recognize that only the Lord knows when 

an individual’s offering is acceptable. I 

am humbled by the thought that I have 

unrighteously judged another’s thirty 

percent offering. I’m also humbled to 

realize that my perfectionism is another 

name for pride. I have learned that only 

through my relationship with the Father 

can I obtain needed peace and self-

acceptance. God knows my strengths and 

weaknesses, my talents and limitations 

and yet he loves and values me. Truly Aunt Helen’s statement, 

“Everything can be a blessing,”  reflects the importance of 

humility and a faith-filled attitude that it took me so long to 

understand. When I feel overwhelmed, as I do almost daily, I 

try to remember to seek my Father’s will and to ask for his 

reassurance that my offering is enough, so that I may find 

peace, rest, and joy to my soul.  �  

 

 

                                                           
1 Names and places changed 
2 “CHAOS” is a registered trademark of FlyLady and 
Company, Inc. 
3 May Christ Lift TheeUp (Salt Lake City: Deseret Book 
Company, 1999), 60. 
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Far above Superior today  

I glimpsed our heaven married  

To the maiden Earth, and saw her slip  

onto her glistening finger  

that double wedding band;  

I thought: how little we can search  

from ground to sky  

only to see perchance one half  

of one beribboned band,  

much less two; ringing round rosie  

in all their glory.  

How often life is like the marriage band-  

We wear half above and half behind and  

glimpse not both together.  

How delicious to be a finger and see all!  

For what we see is a beginning is an 

ending,  

For what we see is an ending is a 

beginning,  

From far she is slight and delicate,  

and we rush to meet her warm arms 

outstretched,  

Small, glorious,  

Encompassing lives, covenants, lakes. 

� 	 � ��� ���
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As I have many sisters, someday  

I shall have a daughter,  

(as you are all my sisters, and all my daughters)  

and she will look at me, with my  

three legs and one arm,  

raising her and her sisters to God,  

pointing their souls toward Christ,  

And say, Mama, how is it  

with your third leg and sleepy mind,  

that you believe, and try, and do,  

pointing your soul towards Christ,  

despite all this (by which I mean this cane  

and no leg left to stand on) and I  

shall twinkle back at her, and say  

little daughter (for you are all my daughters  

and all my sisters), I know that Christ  

was born and chose to live a perfect life  

and suffer in it pangs far worse than these;  

to die  

and loose those chains which bound the dead  

to live  

and loose those chains which bind the living  

that one day, sinless, perfect, whole  

two legs, two arms  

I can kneel to Him on perfect knees; but until  

I do and try and believe, not despite pain,  

but because of it. And my daughter  

will look and see, that I am made  

not less beautiful by a third leg,  

but more. 
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WAS BARBIE FROM THE TRIASSIC PERIOD? I wondered 

yesterday as I watched my son and daughter playing together 

with each of their favorite toys. Barbie and Triceratops were 

happily frolicking through the den, apparently either married 

or dating. They were looking for some of Jocelyn�s other 

Barbies (their offspring?). Once found, they were all picked up 

by a Pteranadon and flown through the house towards a 

volcano erupting in the kitchen. I crept around the house, 

trying to see what Barbie and Triceratops� next adventure 

would be without being noticed. After they climbed the 

volcano, they flew off (again on the Pteranadon) toward 

Barbie�s summer home on the coast of Maine. Now I�m no 

child development expert, but I wonder how a three-year-old 

girl understands the real estate market value of coastal 

property on the Atlantic. 

What great kids I©ve got, I thought. What a joy to 

have them in my home. They were sharing, laughing, learning, 

and growing together. They were taking care of each other, 

meeting each other�s needs, and finding ways to compromise 

for the benefit of both. It was a true mom moment where all 

the work comes together to make for one magical second. 

These are my pay-offs. These are what I work so hard for. 

There’s no money in parenting, or in creating capable human 

beings, but these rewards tend to overwhelm my senses more 

than money ever could. I stand in the kitchen, listening to 

giggling while I’m smiling at the countertop and wondering if 

we should have another baby. 

Forward ten minutes. Party’s over.  Wailing, 

screaming, crying, hitting, time-outs—my Little House on the 

Prairie moment has come to a jarring halt. Gone is the feeling 

of accomplishment for raising such well-behaved children. 

Gone is the pride at hearing the words "please" and "thank 

you" uttered without persuasion. Gone is the idea of increasing 

the size of our family. In its place is that familiar knot in my 

stomach and blank look on my face. I re-enter my regular 

world—a world where I’m breaking up fights, fishing  

toothbrushes out of the toilet, and counting to ten to keep 

myself from yelling. 

As the bellowing of children continues on behind me, 

I walk back to the kitchen counter. I share a lot with this 

kitchen counter. It sees my smiles when I’m eavesdropping on 

happy children playing, and it often catches my tears as I spill 

all my frustrations onto the linoleum. Am I having any success 

at being a parent? I start to question if I’m building competent 

members of society, or if I’m grooming a batch of societal 

cast-offs. 

I wonder why on earth the Lord thought it would be a 

good idea to send some of his most precious children to live in 

this house. The Lord has, for unknown reasons, entrusted Don 

and me with these spirits. The job description is a mouthful— 

raise these spirits with an abiding testimony of the Lord. 

Teach them grace, charity, kindness, love, generosity, 

gratitude, leadership, humility, reverence, and faith. Oh, yeah, 

and along with all those things, teach them how to read, how 

to work, how to do arithmetic, algebra and geometry, how to 

take care of this world, how to manage their resources, and 

above all, how to use the bathroom. And if you want strong, 

capable, thinking adults out of this deal, there are about 1,000 

other things not listed here (or anywhere else convenient). So 

cover all those too. Sometimes I cringe at the task in front of 

me. I retreat into my bedroom and pull up the covers, hoping 

to hide away from the overwhelming nature of my job 

description. 

Before I had children, my career was pressure filled 

and demanding. I worked twelve-hour days and traveled a lot 

to strange and exotic places. It was interesting, challenging 

and tremendously rewarding. No matter how difficult it got, 

though, or how much stress I felt, I never felt the demands I 
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now feel with my children. I wasn’ t responsible for my 

colleagues’  testimonies. I was never asked to teach a co-

worker  how to develop faith. Not once was I asked to clean 

up vomit at 2 a.m. Hindsight has shown me how easily I 

traveled through those years of my life. 

So here I sit, listening to Barbie and Triceratops try to 

repair their relationship. Can they do it? I pin my hopes on 

their ability to reconcile their differences. Have I taught them? 

Do they have the skills? Is this my performance review? 

Thoughts bounce around as I listen to the heated discussion 

between the two. 

I often think that evidence of my success or failure 

lies in these moments. I feel like the true test of my parenting 

lies in their ability to exist without me. My ultimate goal here 

is to succeed myself right out of a job. Some days that sounds 

pretty alluring. Other days I ache with the knowledge they 

won’ t need me forever. Today I wonder if I can pack their 

bags fast enough to get them on the next bus to Grandma’s. I 

wonder if I’ ll survive the day. 

It occurs to me that Heavenly Father is a perfect 

parent. He does not take my imperfections upon Himself as a 

badge of bad parenting. He doesn’ t assume my flaws are due 

to some mistake on His part. Heavenly Father is creating me, 

shaping me, watching me struggle to get along, to meet others’  

needs. He’s hoping, prodding, sending me to my room on 

occasion, trying to teach me to be more like Him. He’s not 

hiding under the covers, wondering where He went wrong. He 

might wonder where I went wrong, but does not extend that 

reflection to himself. I, in turn have my own set of hoping, 

prodding, and creating to do. I’ve just somehow got to mourn 

the failures my children make with them, not for them. 

If the model for raising children is Heavenly Father, 

and the expectation is perfection, why does He send us 

children in our youth? Why, when in the midst of our own 

inexperience, does He carefully place children in our home, 

asking us to do what, for all practical purposes, is impossible? 

Still staring at the kitchen counter, I’ve been lost in 

thought for a several minutes. I notice the quiet, and awaken 

from my thoughts. It’s not just in my head—peace has come 

back to the Dorton household. Barbie and Triceratops have 

worked it out. They are happily jaunting through the forest in 

the living room, looking for their baby eggs. 

Is it just by chance that they found success? Has my 

influence been a part of anything that’s happened in the last 

ten minutes? Are there pieces of me somewhere inside them? I 

know the answer has to be yes. Of course I’m in there. Of 

course I’ve had influence over them. But their success does 

not speak directly to my success, just as their failures are not 

always reflections of my own failures. 

Really, since Heavenly Father has purpose in all that 

he does, He knows that sending children into this home will 

not always be a perfect experience. Maybe some of the 

success my children have learned is from watching my 

failures. I sometimes yell; I sometimes lose my temper; I 

sometimes speak without thinking. My children watch me do 

all these things.  

Then they watch me fix it. 

They watch me make amends, apologize, repent. 

They observe the ways in which I deal with conflict, both 

internal and external in nature. They watch the Atonement 

play a part in my life. Maybe part of the purpose of sending 

children into imperfect homes is to teach them how to fix their 

own mistakes. Our human nature seems hard-wired and prone 

to mistakes, but it’ s those very mistakes that help us grow. 

Why wouldn’ t it be the same for our children? 

Really, this is my performance review. The real test 

is not to see how well my children behave, but how I deal with 

these little people when I don’ t get the obedience and gratitude 

I expect from them. The Lord loves me with the same 

fervency whether or not I’m obedient and grateful. I, in turn, 

love my children, even as I’m pulling them off of each other 

after a fight. I love them when they don’ t obey, don’ t listen, 

don’ t thank, don’ t flush. The Lord’s words are echoed every 

day in my own. We’re doing the same job—me as the 

apprentice—He as the Master.   

I suppose this involves all sorts of adult behavior, the 

list is quite a mouthful—things like patience, endurance, long-

suffering, grace, kindness, love, charity, gratitude, forgiveness, 

leadership reverence, faith—wait a minute, this list is starting 

to sound familiar.   

At least I remember to flush . . .   �   
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I HAVE a crazy aunt. Every family flock has a few colorful 

birds, and she is one of ours. My aunt is an artist with a flair 

for the unconventional. From Native American jewelry and 

belly dancing to the more typical branches of sculpture and 

painting, her medium is life itself. Nothing she encounters 

escapes untouched. 

I went to visit one summer when she had turned her 

talents loose on the backyard. I crunched along the winding 

and shaded gravel paths, admiring the landscaping while 

trying to avoid her noisy and territorial wild turkey. The 

plentiful array of flowers and plants would have equally 

delighted both a wedding planner and Chinese herbalist. As I 

made my way around the yard I came upon the vegetable 

garden and stopped short. I stared at it for a few moments, 

dumbfounded. 

Let me explain that I have a bit of a history with 

vegetable gardens. I grew up in the long shadow of my 

father, who is a true Gardener. His peas, radishes, spinach, 

and lettuce appear every year in stout little rows by mid-

March. Several varieties of tomatoes, potatoes, squash, 

melons, and berries soon follow. He has invented irrigation 

systems to maximize the ease and effectiveness of watering. 

Weeds have evidently surrendered the domain because I have 

never seen one pesky, thorny leaf. During the harvest season 

he gives vegetables away liberally and often. One more batch 

of zucchini may have even jeopardized some neighborly 

relations. My father’s garden is his great joy, from the spring 

sprouts to the fall clearing to the winter months of 

anticipation. 

Since moving on to my own bit of earth, I have 

discovered a great love for flower gardening. I have reveled 

in the fresh fragrance of lilacs and cheered at the first tiny 

crocus blades peeping through the soil. I have wondered at 

the elegance of iris, the simplicity of lilies, and the exotic 

beauty of hibiscus. Every color of emotion, from a calm 

shady green to a happy profusion of hot pink, could be found  
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 and expressed in combinations of foliage and bloom. 

Vegetables just seemed a bit . . . well, utilitarian by 

comparison. At a stage in life where I felt mostly 

functional myself, cultivating more practicality held little 

appeal. A potato just couldn’ t charm me the way a peony 

could. My preference became more and more apparent as 

the flower beds flourished while the vegetable garden sat 

forlornly by, wilted and weedy. I had the vague sense that 

learning which flowers were edible would not fulfill the 

prophetic counsel to have a garden. Though my guilt over 

this situation grew along with the dandelions (which 

actually are edible but probably don’ t count either), it was 

not enough to motivate any serious shoveling. The art of 

growing vegetables simply escaped me . . . until I saw my 

aunt’s garden. 

Hers was not large, nor did it contain any exotic 

plants. What struck me about her garden was that she had 

planted it in circles. Circles! A small stand of corn rose in 

the center, and it spiraled out to tomatoes, beans, beets, 

peppers, and cabbage. When I asked her about it, she 

giggled and said that she was too lazy to unwind the hose, 

so she planted the seeds along the coils. Brilliant! My mind 

went back to the many times I had wrestled with an 

endlessly kinking hose or cringed at my crooked furrows. 

But my aunt had simply made the garden suit herself and 

now had beautiful results. 

Part of my frustration with vegetables was rooted 

in my inability to grow a garden like my dad’s. I had 

imposed an ideal on myself and then became discouraged 

when I could not reach it. I then defensively claimed to 

dislike vegetable gardens, but this did not exempt me from 

obedience to the prophet’s counsel. What I realized while 

staring at that circular revelation was that the weighty 

standard I had struggled under simply did not exist. Perfect 

gardens could take whatever shape or form was perfect for 

the person planting them. All I had to do was recognize my  

 

own strengths and weaknesses and act within them. My 

little patch of weeds became an invitation for me to dig  

within my own soul for inspiration. I could plant my 

own circle of peas and lettuce and edge it with triangles 

of tomatoes. I could plant rhubarb with my roses or 

potatoes with my petunias. Maybe I could plant by 

recipe and have a soup, salad, and salsa section. Or, I 

could simply stand back and let my children create their 

own patchwork of plants.  

I realized that getting comfortable with 

vegetables was just another way of getting comfortable 

with myself. Rather than pressuring myself with the 

example of others, I could let their work and creativity 

guide me to my own expression of obedience. Whether 

it’s one little pot or a half-acre plot, I recognized the 

value in nurturing something that nourishes. The unseen 

fruits of the harvest include sharing, thoughtfulness, and 

love, and these I have also watched my father sow and 

reap in abundance. Honoring his legacy would not mean 

imitating him; it would mean finding my own path to the 

inspiration he felt. 

   For now I sit in the grip of winter, anticipating 

the warm soil and soft sunlight of spring. I imagine 

filling our garden canvas with a palette that includes 

pumpkiny oranges and spinachy greens. I look forward 

to a leafy feast, both for body and spirit. I hope to grow a 

charming potato. I see myself handing a small plant to a 

small child, and watching possibilities grow. �  
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CREATION. Creation of 

little people. Little bodies 

being formed in the womb. 

We mammals are 

interesting creatures; our 

motherhood astounds me. I 

am confused amid my early 

pregnancy as I make the 

very enlightened discovery that every person I see had to be 

born to get here. Born? Yes, every human being on earth was 

inside a mother’s womb and eventually came out into the 

light. All those people in the grocery store, in the parking lot, 

all those school children—all of them, born! 

During the first few months of pregnancy I am 

amazed what women go through. The non-stop nausea that 

permeates every second of my days in those first three months 

always begins with the same routine. First, I am strong. I am 

just barely pregnant and I feel great. I’ve gotten in shape 

physically and mentally and this time, nothing is going to get 

me down. I am older now, wiser, and just have things in better 

control. I am in control—me, alone. You’d think I was my 

own savior, with my organizing and hard-working attitude 

keeping this family running. Everything is in order; our home 

seems to be running pretty efficiently. My husband and I have 

prayed about another baby and we feel good about it. We are 

excited to share the news of another member of our family 

with our children. I await the nausea, but it doesn’ t come. I am 

after all, three whole weeks pregnant. The lack of sickness 

makes me nervous—am I really pregnant? But, yes, the test 

was positive and there are other signs—I am pregnant. I 

overconfidently begin to think this time will be different. “ I 

just didn’ t eat healthily enough back then,”  I say to my family. 

“This time I’m just not sick—isn’ t it great!”  

Then, sure enough three or four days later it begins: 

the nonstop monster of queasiness. It’s hard to open my eyes; 

it’s hard to close my eyes. My feet and hands are cold. I feel 

like I’m trapped in my body. No food sounds appealing. The 

colors around me are too bright, too ugly. The scent of my 

husband’s deodorant suddenly 

repulses me. My children’s 

breath is equally bad. The sky is 

too low and too dark. When will 

I learn? This is the fifth 

pregnancy I’ve had during the 

winter holidays. Suddenly, 

almost instantly my jeans are 

uncomfortable at the waist. “ I will not let this get me,”  I say 

over and over. “ I am in control.”  I beg in my prayers to please 

have some relief. Then, when it does come, a few minutes 

here or there I worry that something must be wrong� �

� I vow to my husband and friends that this will be the 

last pregnancy for me. I cannot do it again—EVER. I write 

this down in my journal for future reference. I must remember 

how difficult it is—how torturous it is. Isn’ t it strange how this 

overconfident woman in control of all is suddenly a helpless 

child wondering how and if she will make it through this day, 

this hour, this minute? I don’ t have a choice; I must go 

through it.  As I begin to ponder pain and suffering, I look up 

all the scriptures I can under these topics, searching to make 

sense of this. Trying to put my short-term misery in 

perspective, I think of others who are sick, really sick, for long 

term. I think of people who are suffering more than I can 

imagine—children in hospitals suffering with disease in small 

pale bodies. I think about the Lord’s pain and suffering and of  

God’s suffering as He watches us. I wonder how and why we 

must suffer. I am level with the ground. I am thankful for even 

the smallest kindness, getting choked up when mere 

acquaintances routinely ask me how I am. As I awake in the 

morning I lay still, fighting off the moment when I can no 

longer make the baby wait in her crib. I have to get up. We 

head to the kitchen for breakfast. 

It’s amazing how quickly our diet has gone from 

health conscious to instant preserved and refined sugar. If it’ s 

frozen, we have it. If it’s canned, we eat it. I give myself 

kudos for getting something, anything on the table—even if it 

doesn’ t have enough nutrition to support an ant. I am really 
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accomplishing something if I can take a bath or comb my hair. 

The questions begin to come as our 

lives are falling down around us.  

“Why do we have children anyway?”  

And, “ this is the plan of . . .  

happiness?”  

Just when it seems it can’ t get 

much worse, something unusual 

happens; I am not nauseated for two 

hours one afternoon. Is something 

wrong? Gradually, I am feeling relief 

for longer and longer periods of 

time. I mark the calendar days off in 

black marker. The first trimester is 

almost over and relief is coming.     

In another week or two I’m on my feet again, already 

forgetting the seemingly endless misery of the last few  

months. I am a humbler, better version of myself than the self-

sufficient woman of twelve weeks 

ago. Knowing who my Savior is, I 

have a refreshed memory of my 

reliance on Him. I have begged for 

His grace and help in my affliction, 

and my soul has a tangible sympathy 

for others who are suffering. Will I 

go through this again? Yes! I hope 

so. Already I can imagine a small 

head covered in dark hair—a 

newness of creation who will be 

arriving.  My small sacrifice is 

worth it to meet this little soul. 

And now my prayers will not be 

for relief, but to let this little one stay for a long, long time. �  

�

�
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One eternal round, 

(You’re tellin’  me!) 

No beginning and 

No end. 

Sameness 

In this job of 

Day to day 

Mothering. 

Eternal round of 

Messes today, eternal  

Round of joy forever— 

These smiles and  

Rolls of fat, upstretched 

Arms  

Throughout these 

Days of preparation. 

 

   

—Lani B.Whitney 
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Smiling, 

Mischevious, 

And proud, she 

Takes all the 

Clothes off the shelf, 

The books too, 

And cleans the drawer. 

Jane 

      is learning 

        to 

walk. 

�
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Please tell us briefly how you came to have such strong 

interest and involvement in LDS women’s issues. 

  

Life has a way of moving us into events which shape us much 

more than we shape them. My interest in helping women of all 

ages to find their voices and visions began when I came into 

my own as a young woman—and realized most young women 

were facing the same struggles I had been through; i.e. who 

am I really, what am I meant to do with my life, how do I go 

about creating a whole life, how do I get it all in without 

losing myself? These questions, coupled with issues of self-

esteem, body image, and stuff relating to relationships and 

social value, caused me to seek and search. Upon making it 

safely through that first leg of my journey I sought to find 

ways to provide others with tools which could help them gain 

confidence in themselves and in their own abilities. 

  It wasn’ t until later, however, when life had 

presented me with a series of challenges and provided—or 

even forced me into—a variety of experiences that I began to 

take on the larger issues facing women. By that time we were 

residing in Washington, D.C. I was asked to lend my voice to 

an issue that was tearing at the very fabric of our society; the 

ERA movement. As an advocate for equality but not 

sameness, I was asked to become a spokesperson for the 

church on these and other issues and participated in literally 

hundreds of television and radio interviews on these subjects. 

 

What were some of the greatest societal challenges of that 

time, and what are some of the greatest challenges of the 

current time?  

 

Although the challenges change in the specifics, the issues 

remain much the same over time: creating an environment 

where all in that society can be valued, can prosper and grow; 

where worth is recognized in all ways and individuals are 

accorded dignity.  

  I have learned through the years that these concerns 

and others just as important—or even more so—continue to 

plague and polarize our society. The grand challenge of our 

present time seems to be in creating a society in which the 

absolutes of morality can be addressed and adhered to. One of 

those absolutes is that one has not only the right, but the 

responsibility, to make judgments. 

  

What do you mean— to make judgments? 

  

Let us go back to the beginning. Upon claiming mortal bodies 

God removed the veil from the eyes of His beloved Adam and 

Eve. We then learn that He has bestowed upon them a great 

and glorious gift—to become ‘as gods.’  What is the nature of 

the gift? It is knowledge; that knowledge which will reveal to 

them the absolutes of good and evil and which will allow them 

to clearly distinguish and make knowing and deliberate 

choices between the two. It is then and only then, in the words 

of Alma, that ‘ they are placed in a state to act’—and they 

know whether to do evil or good.1  Knowledge is 

power. Essential to the activating of that power is making 

judgments. 

  With that understanding the issues become very 

simple. We belong to a faith that understands that each of us is 

a child of God, and that we made lots of pacts with Him 
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before we were born. Columnist Jerry Johnston expressed it 

well, “We agreed to bear God’s children, to train them and try 

to get them back to him without major damage. Anything that 

undercuts that sacred pact is seen as sabotage. That is why my 

faith has no use for abortion and promiscuity. It is why we see 

gambling, drinking and child abuse as ‘pact busters’ . Such 

things short-circuit the sacred process.” 2 

  

These issues are so divisive; how do we proceed? 

  

That is the nature of such issues—divisive. It often becomes 

extremely difficult to find common ground. Yet, with such 

high stakes there is a need to continue. 

  I have found that while it is not always possible to 

establish common ground, sometimes we can find common 

cause.  It is possible to ‘put on the glasses’  of those with 

whom we are finding differences, respect those who disagree 

with us, and to accord those on the other side of the debate the 

same value we would like them to accord us. Sometimes, in 

this process, we can find pieces of the problem on which we 

can agree and work together towards their resolution. In this 

process, however, we need never abandon our own moral 

compass or feel a need to compromise on those things for 

which there is no room for compromise. 

  

 With so many issues and so much to do, how do we sort out 

where to direct our energies? 

  

I feel it is more important then ever that we, as women, with 

uniquely women’s voices, actively participate in the shaping 

of a society where children and families can find safety and 

sanctuary. Among those issues women will wish to address 

are their concern for strong marriages and homes, priority to 

the care and rearing of children, appropriate education for all 

of society’s children and that such education be conducted in 

safe buildings and safe environments, in places where there is 

not constant exposure to drugs or to verbal, physical or sexual 

harassment. We need to fight for safe communities and 

protection against those unsafe forces which insinuate 

themselves into our homes electronically be it via television, 

games or computers.  

  Additionally, I feel that women will wish to speak to 

the validity and importance of the Priesthood of God.  This 

power is so essential to a crying, dying world, so vital to 

matters of heaven and earth that it must be sustained and 

supported, for it will come under ever increasing attack.   

  Women need to speak to their right to be valued and 

to find parity in all their roles, especially that of mother, for 

unless they stand and declare that it will be so—it will not be 

so.  

  

What are some of the major struggles women commonly face 

as they make choices about the direction of their lives?  

  

One of life’s grand challenges is to find ways to manage one’s 

time, energies and emotions while successfully navigating the 

daily ‘chores’  of our lives—without losing one’s core. It’s a 

fine line we walk. The grand challenge given to Eve and to all 

women is that of being able to discern, embrace, articulate and 

then give life to that which is essential, as opposed to that 

which is merely important.  

  Most true ambiguities arise when we are confronted 

with two important and good choices. We must learn to 

distinguish between those things that are vital and essential to 

our salvation and to that of our loved ones, as opposed to those 

things that are important to us and our worldly needs and 

expectations.  Missions are those things assigned to us by God 

and connecting us to Him. Careers are details of larger 

missions but secondary to our first responsibility. There are 

many lesser ambiguities, having to do with things of the 

world, of self, of body image, of fear, of depression, of money, 

of partnerships; however, there is not sufficient time or space 

to go into these here.      

  

Your book, Eve and the Choice Made in Eden, has been such 

an important piece of literature for women.  What led you to 

your study of Eve? 

  

Because of my involvement in women’s issues, I had been 

asked to consider writing a book about current challenges 

facing women and the choices available to them. With the 

research all gathered and the writing about to begin, I prayed 

for direction. At that time I was given the distinct impression 
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that I was on the wrong path, and that I needed to write about 

Mother Eve. Inherent in this message was a promise that many 

of the troubles now confronting women and men would be 

laid to rest with a correct characterization of the events and 

motivation of the great drama in and around the Garden. I 

explore these issues fully in that book.   

  

 How can a study and understanding of Eve effect women’s 

perceptions of themselves, and men’s perceptions of women? 

  

The story of Eden, the Garden, and Adam and Eve, permeates 

our literature, our laws, our societies, and our response to one 

another as men and women, both spiritual and secular.  The 

misperceptions are enormous and have created and continue to 

create not just misunderstanding but harm.  Men and women 

alike need to understand the depth and power and beauty of 

this entire episode.  

  I was recently interviewed by a well-known radio 

personality who told me the insights and understanding he 

came to through this book had changed his life and the way he 

perceived and treated his wife and the other women in his life.  

Women have told me that this new understanding has given 

them the courage to move forward.   

  Bottom line: as we understand that Eve courageously, 

heroically, and with enormous generosity of spirit claimed that 

most precious aspect of agency, the right to exercise spiritual 

and personal integrity, we begin to see better how to live our 

lives. To choose to act or think in ways that God has 

counseled is to arm yourself with His power. As you choose 

good over evil, right over wrong, action over inaction, you 

open your soul to the possibilities and His power is unleashed. 

Weakness, powerlessness, and inadequacy are replaced with 

strength, control, and wholeness. 

 

Please tell us why you chose to sponsor Segullah’s essay 

contest, and the significance of naming the prize for your 

daughter, Heather. 

  

I choose to sponsor your essay contest for all the reasons I 

have addressed in the previous questions.  It is essential that 

women have places to dialogue in ways that are not of the 

world, places to explore their talents and trials, places where it 

is safe to make passions felt and questions heard. As we come 

to know others’  thoughts and challenges, as we see others’  

ways of dealing with those challenges while striving to hold 

on to balance and perspective, as we share their laughter, their 

tears, their frustrations, and their testimonies—we gain 

strength for the journey. 

  Also I believe, as do our Prophets, that it is essential 

for women to become articulate in all ways—in their lives and 

through their voices, as defenders of their homes, their faiths, 

their marriages, their beliefs, their core. Women need to feel 

confident in addressing these issues in both the larger and 

smaller societies of their life. 

  I chose to name the prize after my beloved daughter 

Heather, who was taken from us in an accident some years 

ago. She was a student of journalism. She hoped to use that 

forum to address many of the same issues she had seen me 

address, as well as those that were unique to her generation. 

Through your voices you can make her live. I also have a 

granddaughter named Heather, and I hope each of you who 

writes for Segullah will add to her strength, her voice, her 

vision, and her testimony. 

  

 What words of advice would you give women to help them 

along their journey? 

  

Whatever else you do, always seek the light—and 

walk in that light. I begin my new book, Eve and the Mortal 

Journey, with the phrase: “We have not been sent to endlessly 

investigate the darkness, but rather to seek divine light and to 

walk in that resplendent light.”  God is not interested in the 

possibility of your defeat. His plan for you is victory.  We 

were all prepared from the foundation of the earth for this 

mortal journey. We have been given a blueprint that, if 

followed, assures a life filled with joyful accomplishment and 

safe return. Never forget that God knows and loves you at a 

very personal level—and that the Plan is perfect. �  

 

                                                           
1 Alma 12:31. 
2 Jerry Johnston, Deseret Morning News, August 9, 2003.  
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SEGULLAH IS NOT A WORD you will hear on the streets of 

Downtown, USA. You’re not even likely to hear it in the halls 

of academia. First of all, it’ s Hebrew. Secondly, it’ s based on a 

concept that is out of style. Segullah is about divinely 

instituted covenants, and about a people who take them 

seriously.  “For thou art an holy people unto the Lord thy 

God,”  Moses told the ancient Israelites. “And the Lord hath 

chosen thee to be segullah unto himself, above all the nations 

that are upon the earth.” 1  

The term segullah is thick with meaning; there is no 

one English word that can be substituted for it. A Hebrew-

English Lexicon provides a base from which to work. Segullah 

is defined as a noun referring to “possession, property.”  And 

not just any property, but the “valued property or peculiar 

treasure,”  of the king.2 The Oxford English Dictionary 

specifies that the word always denotes “belonging exclusively, 

or specially, to.” 3 Although the seventeenth-century editors of 

the King James Bible siphoned segullah into numerous 

phrases (personal treasure, peculiar people, treasured 

possession, special people) it was always in context of a royal 

treasure, or more specifically, the treasure of the king. Both 

metaphorically and literally, the king of the scriptures is Jesus 

Christ. Segullah is his cache of covenant people.4 

 

All those born or adopted into the House of Israel 

have the potential to become part of the Lord’s personal 

treasury. In Deuteronomy, he assures the Israelites,  

 
The Lord thy God hath chosen thee to be a special 
people unto himself, above all people that are upon 
the face of the earth. The Lord did not set his love 
upon you, nor choose you, because ye were more in 
number than any people; for ye were the fewest of all 
people: But because the Lord loved you, and because 
he would keep the oath which he had sworn unto 
your fathers.5 

 

The same terminology applies to the modern House of Israel – 

the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. President 

Hinckley, speaking in General Conference in 1999, concludes, 

“ I believe that Peter was speaking of us when he said, ‘But ye 

are a chosen generation, a royal priesthood, an holy nation, a 

peculiar people; that ye should shew forth the praises of him 

who hath called you out of darkness into his marvelous 

light’ .” 6  

We enter the gospel covenant to be refined and 

purified, to become a “peculiar people.”  Because the merits 

and promises we bring to a covenant with God can never 

match what he offers, we hope for mercy, rather than an equal 

exchange. Anciently, treaty-covenants were not made between 

equals, but between weaker and stronger parties. The former 

pledged certain obligations in order to enjoy the protection and 
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mercy of the latter.7 God’s covenant with the House of Israel 

follows the same pattern. We pledge our faith and obedience, 

“ relying alone upon the merits of Christ, who is mighty to 

save.” 8 The Lord offers us benevolence and grace. His grace 

comes in two main forms to the House of Israel: a lineage 

through which flow the rights and privileges of the Priesthood, 

and the presence of the Lord during mortal life.9  

Both elements of the Lord’s part of the covenant—the 

priesthood authority, and the opportunity for sanctification— 

were restored through the prophet Joseph Smith. In 1829, John 

the Baptist appeared to Joseph Smith and Oliver Cowdery, and 

conferred on them the Aaronic Priesthood.10 Within a year 

Peter, James, and John—the last 

presiding quorum of Christ’s 

church in antiquity—restored the 

Melchezidek Priesthood. Elijah 

appeared at the dedication of the 

Kirtland Temple and restored the 

sealing power, as Malachi had 

prophesied.11 The authority and 

power to act in God’s name were 

returned to the earth in full.  

Those who hold the 

priesthood, as well as those who 

are blessed by it, are under 

obligation to respect and magnify 

it—to uphold their part of the 

covenant. At the beginning of this 

dispensation, the Lord cautioned, 

“Behold, there are many called, 

but few are chosen. And why are they not chosen? Because 

their hearts are set so much upon the things of this world, and 

aspire to the honors of men.” 12 The world, it seems, and 

apparently many of us who have been “called”  to make 

covenants with the Lord, but who balk at being “chosen,”  are 

far too interested in the “honors of men”  and the temporal 

profit margin to focus on laying up treasure in heaven, or more 

specifically, on becoming part of the Lord’s own peculiar 

treasure. 

  Paul draws on the image of a “peculiar people”  in the New 

Testament using the word peripoiesis, which indicates not 

only a valuable, but a purchased, treasure.13 “For ye are 

bought with a price,”  he reminds the Corinthians, “Therefore 

glorify God.” 14 The Lord has “purchased with his own 

blood”15 his segullah. The atonement fulfills his end of the 

bargain, offering the House of Israel protection and mercy, 

purification and sanctification. The House of Israel, in turn, 

must accept the atonement and follow the commandments 

associated with it. 

 Obedience and faith are easier pledged than fulfilled, 

and the Lord will not purify us against our will. Writing on the 

subject of consecration, Hugh Nibley warns, “Untold millions 

have accepted the law, but only a handful of people at brief 

and scattered intervals have lived up to it.” 16 Take the 

Israelites of Moses’  day, for 

example. They were bound to a 

lesser portion of the law of God (the 

part Moses came back down from 

Sinai with after smashing the first 

round of tablets) and still they 

struggled to keep it, or even to keep 

track of what it was and what it 

meant. Forty years after they 

accepted the law, the Lord lamented 

that they were “a children in whom 

is no faith.” 17 

Subsequent generations 

fared even worse. Although the 

original Israelite covenant, and the 

commandments related to it, were 

compiled and retained, religious and 

secular leaders almost immediately 

began wrapping it in oral analysis, legal decisions, and 

anecdotes.18 The law of God became so obscured by layers of 

tradition and interpretation that the Jews, for all their effort, 

lost sight of the original intent of the covenant. “Wherefore, 

because of their blindness, which blindness came by looking 

beyond the mark, they must needs fall; for God hath taken 

away his plainness from them, and delivered unto them many 

things which they cannot understand, because they desired it. 

And because they desired it God hath done it, that they may 

stumble.” 19 

 As the modern House of Israel, we have covenanted to 

keep the law of God, just as the ancient Israelites did. 
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Unfortunately, in our zeal (or ignorance, or apathy), we 

sometimes take a cue from the generations following Moses 

and wrap the gospel covenant in what we imagine are 

protective layers, in order to secure ourselves from breaking it. 

When the analogies and interpretations, the kitsch and cultural 

idioms, with which we surround ourselves begin to obscure 

the law we are under covenant to keep, we earn the same 

condemnation as the Jewish nation did, and we lose our 

treasured status. 

The Lord expects us to take our covenants seriously 

and become a “peculiar people.”  To be called “peculiar”  in 

twenty-first-century America is not a compliment, any more 

than “popular”  is in scriptural terminology. While the secular 

definition of the word revolves around “unusual,”  “eccentric,”  

or “strange,”  the scriptural definition is a generous accolade. 

Peculiar appears only seven times in the scriptures, and 

always as the preface to “ treasure”  or “people.”  In the Lord’s 

terminology, it means “valued,”  “made,”  or “selected by 

God.”  20  “Different”  or “peculiar,”  in a scriptural sense, is not 

only a compliment, it’s a commandment.  

Different, however, does not mean aloof. Anciently, 

and even in the early days of the church, the Lord did 

command Israel to withdraw not only spiritually, but 

physically, intellectually, and politically. Today we are 

commanded to engage. For us, being segullah means turning 

away from the world’s enticements, not from its problems. 

“Go forth,”  the Lord says again and again. “Go forth; to them 

that are in darkness, Shew yourselves.” 21  The Lord’s segullah 

is not for static display. We must be an active influence in our 

communities, our nations, and the world. We must go forth not 

only to shed light but also to gather others in to its full source, 

so that they too may receive covenant blessings: the merits of 

Christ, which bring sanctifying and glorifying power to the 

soul. �  

 

                                                           
1 Deut. 14:2. Italics added. 
2 Francis Brown, ed., A Hebrew and English Lexicon of the 
Old Testament (Oxford: Clarendon Press, 1951), 688. 
3 Oxford English Dictionary, 1989, s.v. "segullah." 
4 LDS Bible Dictionary, “peculiar.”  Compare the various 
translations of the same word in Ex. 19: 5; Ps. 135: 4; Eccl. 2: 
8; Mal. 3: 17. Titus 2: 14 and 1 Pet. 2: 9 should carry the 
meaning of the saints’  being the Lord’s own special people or 
treasure. 
5 Deut. 7:6-8 
6 Gordon B.Hinckley, “Thanks to the Lord for His Blessings,”  
Ensign, May 1999, 88. Italics added. 
7 Brent L. Top, “A Peculiar Treasure: The Blessings and 
Responsibilities of a Covenant People” (speech, Brigham 
Young University-Hawaii, Laie, Hawaii, February 21, 2002). 
8 Moro. 6:4. 
9  Thomas, M. Catherine, Selected Writings of M. Catherine 
Thomas (Salt Lake City: Deseret Book Company, 2000), 11.  
10 D&C 13:1. 
11 D&C 110:13-16. 
12 D&C 121:34. 
13 Top. 
14 1 Cor. 6:20. 
15 Acts 20:28. 
16 Hugh Nibley, Approaching Zion (Salt Lake City: Deseret 
Book Company, 1989), 422. 
17 Deut. 32:20. 
18  Paul Johnson, A History of the Jews (New York: Harper & 
Row, 1987), 152-3. The Lesser Law was compiled as the 
Pentateuch, or the first five books of the Old Testament. 
Together the Pentateuch and Books of the Prophets (Joshua 
through Malachi) form the Torah. The Mishna, meaning to 
“repeat”  or “study,”  was created in the second century from 
interpretations of the Pentateuch, legal decisions on specific 
points of both the Oral Law and the Pentateuch, and anecdotes 
and legends meant to aid understanding. As soon as the 
Mishna was complete around 200 AD, another generation of 
Jewish scholars began interpreting and commenting on it, 
producing yet another layer of Oral Tradition known as 
Gemara, which was eventually canonized along with the 
Mishna as the Talmud. 
19 Jacob 4:14. 
20 Russell M. Nelson, “Children of the Covenant,”  Ensign, 
May 1995, 32. 
21 Isa. 49:9. 
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Preparation: 

For all have not every gift given unto them; for there are many 

gifts, and to every man is given a gift by the Spirit of God. 

(D&C 46:11) 

 

My seven-year-old granddaughter asked if I would make 

Halloween cards with her for a school party. In anticipation, 

she collected construction paper and markers and confidently 

began drawing witches, goblins and spiders. With trepidation, 

I picked up the same paper and markers and hesitantly began 

drawing. Her cards were better than mine. 

Such is the level of my artistic talent—subpar to that 

of a seven-year-old. At the time this and other creative gifts in 

music, drama, or textile design were passed out, I was passed 

over. I think in concrete terms, not abstract concepts. I 

function in straight lines, not meandering designs. Planning a 

regional meeting won’ t cause my pulse to race, but planning a 

centerpiece will. I have always struggled with conflicting 

feelings of admiration and envy towards those who naturally 

are gifted at coaxing random elements into works of beauty. 

Wistfully, I always wondered if I, too, could ever bring joy to 

others through creativity. 

 

 

Inspiration: 

For I will tell you in your mind, and in your heart, by the Holy 

Ghost. (D&C 8:2) 

 

It was mid-September, 2000, when I walked into a 19th 

century brick rowhouse in Washington, DC. Upon entering, I 

stopped, transfixed by the unexpectedly familiar sight before 

me. Dozens of Byzantine icons, painted and bejeweled, hung 

on the walls. Their solemn faces were draped with scarves of 

brilliant colors or encircled by haloes of holiness. I knew these 

eyes. Brown and soulful, they fixed mine with a collective 

stare and seemed to follow me as I circled the room, 

marveling at their ethereal beauty. Years ago, they had 

watched me from the ornate altars of the Greek Orthodox 

Church of my childhood. I could almost hear the priest 

chanting and smell the pungent incense, its smoky haze 

stinging my eyes. 

I took my seat in the room, ready to focus on the 

Diversity seminar that had just begun and which was required 

by my employer. But as the morning progressed, I gazed at the 

icons more than my handouts. These symbols of my heritage 

reminded me that upon baptism, I had turned away from the 

culture of my ancestors. With a pang of regret, I recognized 

that I had done exactly what our prophet counsels us not to do. 
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At that point, I mentally checked out of the 

conference as strong impressions suddenly and inexplicably 

entered: our beautiful Temple Visitor’s Center, the growing 

cultural diversity of our area (over seventy languages are 

spoken in my stake alone!) and President Hinckley’s counsel 

to reach out to others with a spirit of appreciation and 

goodwill. One thought at a time, line upon line, a new concept 

poured into my mind: our church 

could develop an effective outreach 

program by organizing exhibits and 

programs to honor the many cultures 

and faiths in our multi-national 

community. Thus, new bridges of 

understanding and respect could be 

built with our neighbors. The “big 

picture”  and “how-to”  details quickly 

crystallized in my mind. I could barely 

scribble notes fast enough, wondering 

how this enormous undertaking would 

develop. The answer came after 

sharing this experience with a member 

of my Stake Presidency. I was called 

to be my Stake’s Public Affairs 

Director and given a mandate to 

explore these ideas. Stunned and 

humbled by this assignment and Lord’s trust in me, a glaze of 

uncertainty settled over me—could I possibly do this?  

 

Creation: 

For my thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are your ways 

my ways, saith the Lord. (Isaiah 55:8)  

 

An ensuing series of Stake activities at the Visitors’  Center led 

me to become well acquainted with its Director. He was eager 

to explore new avenues of community outreach, and we 

discussed the unique opportunities available to the Church in 

our international city and the ideas that had come to me. In 

October 2001, he asked me to plan the first Black History 

Month celebration the following February. I was pleased but 

not surprised, excited yet apprehensive—my clear impression 

dissolved into a cloud of foggy details. Where do I start? Who 

can help? Obviously we needed the talents of others—artists, 

speakers, and someone to plan an exhibit—to make this 

happen. It took until mid-December to pull together a small 

planning committee of three people. Thankfully, it was then 

that the miracles began.  

It just so happened that a committee member knew an 

LDS person who was well acquainted with a renowned private 

collector of African-American memorabilia.  We set a meeting 

to see his artifacts and determine if 

they would be suitable for our 

display. Upon entering his small 

townhouse, we were stunned by the 

sight before us. Covering walls from 

floor to ceiling and lying on tables 

were original lithographs, historical 

letters, signed photographs, maps 

and documents from abolitionists, 

performers, athletes and politicians. I 

was awed by the creativity of the 

music, art and history that 

surrounded us. We walked through 

each room, seeing incredible 

treasures mounted on walls, resting 

on tables, hanging askew in 

hallways, stacked in the basement on 

metal shelving units—and gasped at 

the sight of a smoke detector disassembled, its wires dangling 

from the kitchen ceiling. Amazingly, the collector agreed to 

allow us to borrow more than 200 items that traced over 400 

years of African-American history!  

Thrilled at procuring this extensive collection, we 

said prayers of gratitude and set to work.  If ever my straight-

thinking mind was needed, this was it. I organized and tracked 

a myriad of details while others created a beautiful gallery. 

They devised an exhibit layout, artistically hung pictures and 

photographs, arranged perfect museum case displays 

(complete with black draped cloths and bright accent colors), 

and designed invitations, programs and publicity materials. 

Always, we were acutely aware of the inestimable 

significance of this exhibit: the Mormon Church, still 

considered exclusionary by some with lingering questions 

about blacks and the priesthood, would host the first unveiling 

ceremony and public exhibit of this extraordinary historical 
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collection! My 

emotions swung from 

disbelief to awe, with 

new insight into how 

the Lord works: He 

lays the groundwork 

by placing the right 

people in the right 

circumstances at the 

right time. In this case, 

he provided 

connections, people, 

and materials needed 

for our committee to 

fulfill His purposes. 

All we needed to do 

was play our part. 

 

Opposition: 

For it must needs be, that there is an opposition in all things. 

(2 Nephi 2:11) 

 

The three of us had six weeks (including Christmas!) to 

complete what would ordinarily have taken eighteen months. 

To properly unveil the exhibit and launch an official 

celebration of African-American history, we had several 

events to plan: a formal ceremony with dignitaries and media 

representatives, special guest speakers, and an African-

American family history conference. Except for securing the 

exhibit, everything in conjunction with creating and 

publicizing the first Black History Month was stalled or road-

blocked. There were numerous communication mishaps that 

caused contention. Publicity materials were not delivered on 

time. Three museum cases, needed for fragile artifacts, were 

unexplainably delayed in construction. Speakers were 

unavailable. People who could direct a choir or perform 

musical numbers were sick or out of town.  

I was piqued—yet propelled—as each obstacle 

surfaced. There were times when I wondered if this would 

actually occur as planned. Ringing cell phones, streams of e-

mails, and endless meetings were our committee’s lifeline. 

Despite the chaos, a sense of peace prevailed. Burning within 

us was an 

understanding of the 

Lord’s direction of this 

activity; all who were 

involved, even in the 

smallest degree, 

recognized that same 

spirit. Knowing beyond 

a doubt that these 

events must occur 

sustained me through 

days of cliff-hanging 

frustration. The Lord 

had brought us 

together, each with a 

specific talent, 

networking connection, 

or inspired thought. 

We created a synergy 

unparalleled to anything I had experienced. I was profoundly 

humbled to see how my career background and gifts of 

organization and vision contributed to our ultimate success. 

Overcoming one obstacle after another, our committee pressed 

on, recognizing that it was through our hands that the Lord 

would display His. 

 

Culmination: 

Wherefore, be not weary in well-doing, for ye are laying the 

foundation of a great work. And out of small things proceedeth 

that which is great. (D&C 64:33) 

 

The pictures were hung; the last museum case was locked.  I 

entered the absolute stillness of the room and stopped, 

transfixed by the sight and spirit that enveloped me. Yet 

another group of brown, soulful eyes stared back at me—

Marion Anderson, Jackie Robinson, Frederick Douglass, and 

many others.  I felt their presence.  I sensed their joy at being 

together in this hallowed space.  I cried at the injustices they 

suffered as they struggled to share their gifts of creativity and 

vision with humanity, and at the insidious prejudice that still 

lurks under the fixed smiles of the unenlightened in our 

society. I marveled that despite the sting of intolerance, they 
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persevered and developed their gifts, creating timeless works 

of history, music, and art that have inspired millions and 

contributed to the work of the Lord.  

The exhibit drew thousands of people during its 

seven-month display. Many had tears in their eyes after seeing 

for the first time documents and pictures that brought history 

to life: a slave plantation manager’s book, an original 1840 

print of L’Amistad, a first-edition of Phillis Wheatley’s book 

of poetry, a note from Dr. Martin Luther King written from 

jail. There was something that touched every visitor’s soul, 

regardless of their cultural background.  

Heartfelt expressions of gratitude filled our comment 

book; many visitors recognized the spirit that was ever-present 

in the room: “We experienced the presence of Frederick 

Douglass and other founding fathers and mothers of African 

American freedom,”  wrote one guest. “This is truly a gift to 

humanity from up above. Thanks to all those who had part in 

this exhibition and thanks to Him who is our Creator,”  penned 

another. A distinguished member of the African-American 

community emphatically stated, “ It is God’s will that this 

exhibit is in this place at this time.”   

 

Continuation: 

Wherefore, ye must 

press forward with a 

steadfastness in 

Christ...having...a 

love of God and of 

all men. (2 Nephi 

31:20) 

     

“How will you ever 

top this?”  a visitor 

on tour asked me. 

“We can’ t,”  I 

replied, “but we will 

keep bringing events 

like this to the 

community.”  And 

we are, as the 

outreach programs 

continue. Over the past four years, hundreds of people not of 

our faith have participated as exhibitors, speakers, dancers, 

and choir members; thousands have joined us as audience.  

Along with Black History Month, we commemorate 

Asian/Pacific Islander Month, Hispanic Heritage Month, 

Women’s History Month, and others.  A bridge of 

commonality has been built over the waters of perceived 

differences. People from church and community are crossing it 

from both sides and meeting in the middle with newfound 

respect and mutual appreciation for each other. We are 

learning together—on a very personal level—that we are truly 

brothers and sisters, watched over by one God and guided by 

the same Spirit. 

The Lord does manifest His will to the least of us, 

His children. I rejoice in seeing how He can use my talents in 

His creative works. He prepared me all along, from my innate 

gift of linear thinking to my profession in diversity training, to 

assist in this assignment at this time. There is a customized 

part for each of us in His plan, predicated on our strengths, 

abilities, and desires to be engaged in His work in our little 

corner of Zion. And His plan is about creating goodness and 

opportunities to love and serve others. 

   As far as arts and 

crafts, I’m still 

woefully deficient 

but determined to 

make progress. 

Happily, I have just 

discovered quilting! 

Perfect squares 

match perfect 

triangles and are 

sewn in straight 

lines, creating artistic 

patterns of beauty. 

Now, this is 

something that I can 

do. �  
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TO SAY THAT I HAVE BEEN acquainted with infertility for 

two years now doesn’ t sound like a lot of time. Many go for 

double and triple that amount. Sarah, the wife of Abraham, 

longed for a baby for almost a lifetime. But to those of us 

whose sorrows seem to be intimately tied to our monthly 

cycle, every period a painful reminder, two years’  worth is as 

good as eternity. 

Curiously though, these last two years have been 

divided neatly into six-month phases of learning and 

progression. After several months of trying to get pregnant, I 

started feeling confused about my role in fulfilling the 

measure of my creation, thinking that it meant only to bear 

children. Why would the Lord give us a commandment and 

then impede our ability to fulfill it? This was one of the great 

mysteries and consequently, one of the great blessings of the 

Lord. 

Having married a bit later in life for my Utah County 

upbringing (twenty-five years!) I wanted to start a family right 

away. These feelings, I recognize now, were partly a product 

of my own insecurities; I married late, therefore I needed to 

catch up with the rest of the twenty-five-year-olds who had a 

baby bouncing on each hip. My husband, a previous bachelor 

of thirty-one years, felt differently. He tried to persuade me to 

enjoy our Eden of sorts before that thrust into the lonesome, 

sometimes rewarding, yet dreary world of parenting. For the 

first six months of our marriage, I refused to enjoy our 

childless state, constantly aware of the dreaded menstruation 

that always came, right on time. Because conception was 

tightly linked with my confidence, I rode an emotional boat, 

rising on great waves of hope and sinking in tides of despair. 

Meanwhile I was simultaneously destroying anything good 

about my new marriage. 

For the most part we who suffer from infertility are 

sensitive women. Friends and family tip-toe around us, aware 

of our feelings that may or may not be amplified by others’  

statements. We don’ t want to know how fertile you are, or 

how you always get it right on your first try, and please don’ t 

remind us how infertility and stress go hand in hand. We know 

all too well. I watched sisters and friends, not to mention 

unwed teenagers, get pregnant effortlessly. Most of the time I ���
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was last to know of their news: “ I was nervous to tell you. I 

didn’ t want make you feel bad.”   

One day I will write a book on insensitive things not 

to say to women who struggle with infertility. (Maybe from 

the royalties I can buy whole orphanages in China!) It would 

cover statements ranging from, “ I think you should just adopt”  

or “Maybe if you lost weight . . . ”  to questions like, “Are you 

sure you are doing it right?”  or “Are you the problem . . . or is 

it your husband?”  The truth is, almost every woman has had at 

least one month where her conception dreams didn’ t come 

true. This is something I would definitely remind the “ fertile”  

women who read my book. 

But enough about my book promotion. 

After six months of feeling dreadfully sorry for 

myself, I entered into a new phase. This period of time, 

another six months, was easier on my husband but also less 

convenient. My sister, as fertile as Palm Springs (me = the 

Mojave), bought a book for me that covered fertility, from 

women who grow mustaches to honeymooning old ladies. 

(Oh, the things I learned!) In about a week I knew just about 

everything that the fertility world had to offer. A notebook of 

charts and fertility signs accompanied me wherever I went. I 

loved to show them off: “Excuse me, but would you like to see 

my fertility chart? This spiky line means that I am ovulating.”   

My temperature was taken every morning at 6:00, and what 

fun it was to try to guess my temp while waiting, thermometer 

in my mouth. Low numbers meant that I was pre-ovulation, 

high numbers meant that the event had occurred. Never before 

was I so aware of myself— every twitch had a meaning and 

therefore had to be recorded. 

Which of course meant that sex was no longer 

spontaneous. This was the part I mentioned earlier about this 

phase being inconvenient for my husband. “Can’ t do it 

tonight, but in two nights and four hours we will be good to 

go!”  Several times my husband awoke to find me with a 

flashlight in bed recording his performance in my notebooks. 

“Pretty good. I don’ t think we got it this time, though.”  

Also inconvenient to my husband were all the doctors 

I introduced him too. Not knowing our exact problem (but 

having intuition after exhaustive research on my part) we were 

both subjected to tests. Some husbands many never know how 

tricky the old semen test can be. These were the steps my 

husband had to follow: get a container from a sweet nurse, try 

not to snicker as she explains the instructions, go home and do 

your thing, put the container in your armpits (it must remain at 

body temperature!) as you drive back to the clinic, hand the 

warm container to another sweet nurse (sometimes the drop-

off nurse is different, and usually about the same age as, or 

younger than your husband), and wait for the results. As for 

me and my tests, I took them all like a brave soldier. “Take my 

blood if you must--just tell me why I can’ t conceive!”   

Having pretty much passed our physical 

examinations we were sent to an infertility specialist, who my 

husband, at first glance, thought was a Xerox copier 

repairman. We sat down in two big chairs facing his enormous 

desk. Suddenly I felt like we were visiting with a bishop and I 

needed to confess something. “Uh . . . Doctor, would you like 

to see my notebooks?”   

To put it simply, my cervix sheds proverbial globular 

icebergs that even the best of swimmers can’ t defeat (I’ ll spare 

you the details of how we actually saw this in liveaction under 

a microscope). Our best bet, from a medical standpoint, was 

artificial insemination. Basically the specialist, with the aid of 

his nurse, injected my husband’s semen into my cervix. After 

the procedure we sat in the examination room. I was upside 

down in the gyno chair for ten minutes, while my husband 

tried not to heave in the corner (giant syringes generally make 

him queasy). As I stared at a tacky poster of the ocean deep, 

purposely mounted on the ceiling to amuse those lucky 

artificial insemination candidates, I thought, “So this is that 

wonderful event called conception.”  

And it didn’ t even work. 

Fortunately fate stepped in and we bought a house 

that desperately needed an invitation into our decade. I 

couldn’ t paint and try to conceive at the same time (now that 

is tricky) so our focus shifted from conception 

to . . . construction. It was okay because our house needed the 

money that was disappearing fast on things like ovulation 

predictor kits and expensive chocolates for me every time our 

efforts failed. Plus, I think the infertility specialist charged me 

for every question I asked because sometimes an ultrasound  

exam was fifty dollars; other times it was two hundred and 

fifty. 
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The house allowed me to let go of all my anxieties 

and focus on something I could complete. I loved picking out 

paints and designing spaces. I suppose I was really just 

suppressing feelings, because I gained a whole lot of weight. 

So it was six months of feeling free, eating and doing 

whatever I wanted. I actually tried to resign myself to never 

having children. We even got a puppy, a gorgeous chocolate 

lab, to satisfy any lingering motherly intuitions. I loved our 

lifestyle—just me, my husband and a loyal dog. I finally had 

that newlywed bliss that I had robbed myself of earlier. In a 

new neighborhood I could 

reinvent myself, and no one would 

ever need feel sorry for me and 

my derailed quest for motherhood. 

I would fulfill the measure of my 

creation by self-indulgence, food, 

movies, and (conscience be 

damned) celebrity gossip! 

I might have continued 

the fun indefinitely, but as winter 

approached, I had an experience 

which marked the beginning of 

another phase. There is something 

about the first of November that 

inspires a change in me-it has 

been that way for much of my life. 

Maybe it’ s the coming holidays or 

the changing light, but whatever it 

is, this time of the year is magical. 

On this day I was pulled out of my bemused existence as I 

went for my morning walk. All bundled up in sweats and a 

wool hat, I was passing by my neighbor’s home when I had an 

inspired thought, “ I am fulfilling the measure of my creation.”  

Terms and conditions that grew out of ignorance such as, “ I 

will be happy once I get married,”  or “ I will only be satisfied 

when I am a mother,”  no longer seemed valid. Before, I had 

been looking to my husband, doctors, or psychological 

complexities to fill a void. Suddenly I realized that because I 

was so stuck on my achievement of motherhood to make me 

happy, I had ignored inspiration about being a wife, let alone a 

woman!  

My hard heart changed. I wasn’ t a mother, but I was 

a woman, a wife, an aunt, a Primary teacher, a school teacher, 

a neighbor, and a friend. By the time I made it home the 

thought (no doubt planted in my mind by a superior source) 

strengthened; indeed I was, even on that cold morning in 

November, satisfying the very point of my existence. 

Since interest in my body was no longer simply how 

to make it pregnant, I felt empowered to do the Lord’s work in 

other ways. First, I wanted to develop my relationship with 

Deity. To be at peace with the life I had been given and the 

trials I was called to bear. Second, 

I had a desire to really care for my 

husband. (It was the least I could 

do after all that I had put him 

through!) I wanted to cook for him 

using daring ingredients, meet him 

at the door when he came home, 

dress up when he took me out on 

dates, and fold his laundry! 

Before, these were demeaning 

tasks in an unfilled woman’s life; 

now they were the quintessence of 

my destiny. And I was happy to 

know it. 

What will come in the 

next six month chapter of my life? 

I don’ t know, but my husband and 

I love to speculate! A run for 

Congress, perhaps? I will 

however, take comfort in knowing that no matter the phase of 

my body, pre-conception or no conception, menopausal or 

post-menopausal, it can always do the work of the Lord. I am 

certain that fulfillment will change throughout my life. For 

now, fulfillment is learning about the sacredness of wifehood 

and the divine nature of womanhood. I would love to be a 

mother, but until then I have other responsibilities, other 

things to learn. I feel blessed to have had all this time to 

prepare for what may be. I could be years away from 

conception, or even adoption, but I know this time has not 

been wasted.  

Until that time . . . I have a book to write! �  
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And after ye have obtained a hope in Christ ye shall 

obtain . . .  the intent to do good—to clothe the naked, and to 

feed the hungry, and to liberate the captive, and administer 

relief to the sick and the afflicted. (Jacob 2:19) 

 

IT’S 7:15 MONDAY MORNING. I’m on my knees on the 

hardwood floor, searching for 

Pre-schooler’s socks under my 

bed, where my dear husband 

kicked the clean laundry. The 

uncomfortable maneuver is 

made more difficult by Second 

Grader hanging on my shirt 

chanting “ I need food, I need 

food,”  echoed by the hungry 

cries of Infant in my arms. 

Fourth Grader unloads a barrage 

of faulty logic at me, trying to 

convince me that she should 

stay home from school even 

though she has no symptoms of 

illness. I try to tune them all 

out, but I still hear the questions 

and complaints racing through 

my own mind—Why am I doing this? I hate it! I want to spend 

my life doing something that really helps people, something 

meaningful, like Gandhi, Mother Teresa, or Martin Luther 

King Jr. did. I can’ t believe my best intellect and creativity are 

needed to find socks. And then I remember . . .  

Overbright Wyoming sun bears down on my 

shoulders, rays so hot they are heavy, weighing me down. So 

bright—I squint at my bleached out surroundings—the dried 

up lawn in the teeny yard of our decrepit rental home, the 

neighbors’  worn houses, this small town in Wyoming. How  

did a girl like me end up in a place like this? A few months 

 

earlier my husband and I had both been full-time students.  

Finishing my degree had seemed important to both of us, and 

so we shared housekeeping and childcare responsibilities 

equally. Our toddler had perched on Shane’s hip as he taught 

undergrad geology courses and frolicked on a blanket in the 

middle of my medieval Spanish literature study group. It 

worked. I graduated, and Shane accepted a summer internship 

with a “real”  oil company in this place. 

I gladly followed with my two-year-

old child and seven-month-pregnant 

self. I remember the warm sunny day 

we drove off, leaving behind our equal 

student personae, and entered this 

small town in our new roles as a 9 to 5 

breadwinning man and his seven-

months-pregnant, stay-at-home wife. I 

hadn’ t thought any of this through—I 

didn’ t realize we were both interns for 

the summer, trying out our future 

careers.  

The mosquitoes feasting on 

my shins bring me back to the task at 

hand- standing in the teeny yard, trying 

to hang out to dry the mountain of wet 

laundry balancing on my shoulder. The 

mosquitoes are murder, but swatting is 

impossible. The Largest Pregnant Belly the World Has Ever 

Seen and the shooting sciatica pain it causes make bending 

over nearly impossible. It is the middle of July, the hottest 

week of the year, and I’ve already passed a miserable half 

hour in this antique house with no air conditioning, washing 

dishes by hand in hot soapy water, wondering if the trickle 

tickling the side of my neck is sweat, condensation of the 

steam coming off my hands, or tears of frustration. I finally 

got the two-year-old asleep for a nap, and somehow dragged 

the million-pound hamper of wet clothes out of the car and 
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into the yard without going into labor. I’m almost in 

tearsagain. This is my job; I want so badly to do it, to feel 

capable, but I had no idea it would be so hard; I had no idea it 

would hurt so much.  

I’ve got a few items on the line now, and take a 

minute to balance on one foot (like The Karate Kid, or a very 

large flamingo) to scratch the shin of one leg with the heel of 

the other. I’m moving slowly, trying not to drop the clothes, 

trying not to drop the clothespins, trying not to hit the sciatica. 

Success! Both feet back on the ground, I move to hang the 

next item. Crisis! In slowest motion my foot comes down 

wrong on the uneven turf, and starts to turn under. I shift my 

weight to avoid a sprained ankle, and the clothespins fly out of 

my hands. I grab at them, knowing I won’ t be able to pick 

them up if they fall. But the sudden shift is in the wrong 

direction, and sciatica pain shoots down my leg like an electric 

shock. The clean wet clothes fly off my shoulder into the dust. 

Seriously afraid of falling now, I grab the clothesline, and 

manage to right myself, but at the cost of the clothes already 

hung. My grab bounces them off, and they land in the dust 

with the rest. I’m upright and whole, but the clothespins and 

laundry are all over the place. The yard is a battlefield littered 

with debris from the Battle of the Laundry. And I have lost the 

battle. I retreat into the shade of the house, and find myself on 

my knees, in tears. The crying is not the polite upset of a 

pregnant woman, but the deep wracking sobs of a soul 

wrestling with the purpose of life. 

It’s so hard! It’ s all encompassing, overwhelming, this 

business of being pregnant, taking care of the home, the 

children, the family. It’ s impossible! No one can do all of it! 

And how is there time for anything else? How will I ever 

make a contribution to society? How will I ever live the 

gospel? I want to “ feed the hungry, clothe the naked, visit the 

 sick and administer to their relief”  like Mother Teresa, Martin 

Luther King, Jr., or Gandhi. But how will I ever do all that if I 

can’ t even get my underwear clean?  I’d managed to ask my 

burning questions, and didn’ t expect a reply. But one came 

anyway. In my mind I heard my voice repeating Jacob 2:19, 

but this time it was accompanied by memories of what I’d 

done that day. I saw myself again struggling to clean the 

dishes in the stifling kitchen and understood that to be a part 

of “ feeding the hungry.”  My entire struggle with the laundry 

was part of “clothing the naked.”  Kissing my two-year-old’s 

hurts was definitely “administering to [her] relief.”  And then I 

thought of the baby I would soon give birth to, and really 

considered how naked, hungry, and helpless he would be. 

Without feeding, clothing and care, he would not make it. I 

felt reassured that that while the world surely benefited from 

the work of Mother Teresa, my mothering contributed too. I 

was astounded as the mental light went on. Service was not 

something to get to when my work was done; my work was a 

way to serve. 

It’s 7:18, same Monday morning; everyone is still loudly 

voicing their needs, and I don’ t have time to reminisce any 

longer. But those few moments will do to remind me of the 

clarity of purpose I felt on a hot Wyoming July afternoon, 

when I gratefully committed to being a mom. With a slightly 

improved attitude, I forge on to find the socks, make breakfast, 

check a temperature, and do all that a mother does.  

The most important of the Lord’s work you and I will ever 

do will be within the walls of our own homes.1 �  

                                                           
1 Harold B. Lee,  Stand Ye in Holy Places ( Salt Lake City: 
Deseret Book Co., 1974), 255. Quoted by Howard W. Hunter,  
"Being a Righteous Husband and Father," Ensign, November 
1994, 50.  
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AFTER OVER FIFTEEN YEARS of medical procedures and 

doctors, my friend was pregnant. A mere three weeks before 

her baby was due, his umbilical cord became wrapped around 

his neck, and he died. They buried him in the smallest casket I 

have ever seen. In the last year alone, I’ve been to funerals of 

young mothers, watched friends’  marriages disintegrate, seen 

husbands sent overseas to Iraq, read about tsunami victims, 

helped orphans in Haiti, wept with victims of abuse, and 

struggled to understand the statement that “men [and women] 

are, that they might have joy”  (2 Nephi 2:25). Two weeks ago 

you could have found me crying at my computer desk; the 

genealogy record listed death dates, over a century old, not 

even my family—yet how could anyone not wince to see that 

three brothers, ages eleven, seven and five, died on the same 

day in 1897? I have three boys. Accidents happen.   

Some days I know why Christ is “a man of sorrows, 

and acquainted with grief”  (Mosiah 14:3). Life in this fallen 

world makes me wonder how we are to have anything more 

than fleeting moments of joy. 

Some of my wonderings have led me to define “ joy”  

as something different than “happiness,”  if only for my own 

rhetorical purposes. For me, happiness is a feeling largely 

based on external circumstances, events, and relationships—

all of which I never have as much ability to influence as I 

wish. I feel happy when my kids do well in school. I feel 

happy when my husband compliments me. I feel happy when 

my students give me good teacher evaluations. I try to 

heighten my happiness: I study with my kids, I prepare a 

thorough syllabus and think of creative lesson plans, I tell my 

husband I like him to say nice things . . . but my husband 

sometimes has bad days or meetings or endless phone calls 

and does not say much to me at all, my kids clearly have their 

own minds, and a few students hate English no matter how 

many dog-and-pony shows I put on.  Joy must be something 

else, something more stable, less volatile, more long-lasting, 

and less ephemeral—something dependent on eternal and 

internal matters, rather than matters beyond my control. Elder 

F. Enzio Busche explains, “ [I]n each of us is the potential for 

two opposing situations.  A person can experience feelings of 

joy that become almost unbearable. Or a person can 

experience unhappiness to the extent that there seems to be no 

way out.” 1  While we might “believe that circumstances are 

the deciding factor in happiness,”  such is not the case.2  

Lehi teaches that joy and misery are intricately 

intertwined. Indeed, we can “have no joy”  if we do not 

“know” misery. While it is easy to slip into platitudes about 

what will bring us joy, it is rather more difficult to open 

ourselves to grief and misery and allow ourselves to 

thoroughly “know” the pain life inevitably brings. Yet once in 

awhile I notice how much room is created in a heart scoured 

by pain; I see how much stronger the joy is, almost unbearable 

in fact, when we have faced and felt the alternatives. It is a 

strange paradox that we need both to feel either, and that 

neither is based on external conditions as much as one might 

suppose. We asked our readers to consider the scripture in 2 

Nephi 2:25 and to ponder: What is joy? How, when and where 

do you find joy? How does it impact your life? Here are a few 

responses. —Kylie Tur ley, Focus Editor  

 

The difference between joy and happiness is that joy is 

spiritual. Recently I had surgery on my feet, and I received a 

priesthood blessing. I was lying on the couch with my feet up, 

and I was just filled with the most all encompassing warmth. 

That was joy. It was purely spiritual. One of my sons was 

recently called to the high council. When he told me, I felt joy. 

I wasn�t just proud of him. I was deeply moved to know that 

he had a testimony, that he was worthy, and that he was 

serving the Lord. I also feel joy when my testimony is 

strengthened or affirmed. Every month it is my goal to read 

the Ensign from cover to cover. Sometimes I am touched so 

deeply by what I read that it seems to be written just for me. 

That spiritual manifestation is a form of joy. The gospel is the 

source of strength and joy. —Bonnie Schultz 

 

It’s always very painful to see a child turn from values that 

you hold dear to your heart. When our son decided that he 

didn’ t need to attend church meetings or seminary any more, 

that hurt! You pray with all your heart that Heavenly Father 

will help him to feel something spiritual, that he will know in 

his heart that the things he’s been taught are true. As the years 

pass, you watch and wait and pray for a miracle. It’s a joy 

when you see small sprouts of hope popping up. They start to 

flower, and you thank Heavenly Father and continue to pray 

for stronger growth. My son was recently married in the Mt. 

Timpanogos temple. What a beautiful, joy-filled day. Joy to 

me feels like contentment, a full heart and gratitude. When 
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you’re doing the right thing and doing what you can, joy finds 

you!   —Lynette Gardiner  

 

While my husband was finishing a one-year internship for 

medical school, we decided not to have children. Our plan did 

not work. I was unhappy when we found out I was pregnant, 

and really upset to discover the baby�s due date was the exact 

date of Michael�s graduation in San Francisco. I slowly 

decided to accept God�s will, but, as the time drew near for the 

baby to be born, the magnitude of having a baby, packing up a 

house, then moving and flying to a graduation seemed 

overwhelming. One day I offered the sincerest prayer to the 

Lord.  The anxiety I felt subsided, replaced by the comfort and 

light I needed to press forward. Two weeks later (but two 

weeks early) I gave birth to a healthy baby girl.  I will never 

forget how I felt while looking down at my precious new 

baby. The darkness was replaced with brightness and great 

joy. I feel like I now understand why the Lord provides us 

with opposition in all things. Having personally experienced 

darkness and uncertainty made the joy all the more sweet. 

—Wendy Petranek 

 

Reading a recent article about the common “depressed 

mother”  sent my mind reeling. If you and I “are that [we] 

might have joy,”  why is it so hard for so many to find? Yet 

when I realized that not only are women not enjoying 

motherhood, but a greater majority of people simply aren’ t 

enjoying life, I understood. Life and motherhood are not the 

problems—rather, it is us and our realization of what brings 

joy. I truly love life and find great joy in mothering; I love 

stepping outside for a run in fresh dawn, and feeling the clean 

thrill of a new day. I love curling up with a freshly bathed 

toddler in Downy pajamas. I love pondering on my porch at 

sundown, capturing lessons learned in careful prose. During 

these moments, my heart echoes e.e. cummings’s lines: “ i thank 

You God for this most amazing day  . . .  for everything which 

is natural which is infinite which is yes.”  And yet these joys 

aren’ t free—they are secreted in sacrifice, surrounded with 

self-discipline, and revealed through righteousness. Joseph 

Smith taught, “Happiness is the object and design of our 

existence; and will be the end thereof, if we pursue the path 

that leads to it; and this path is virtue, uprightness, 

faithfulness, holiness, and keeping all the commandments of 

God.”  Talk about a path less traveled! 

—Emily Halverson   

 

I’ve been caring for my critically ill husband for the past few 

years. It has been a time of great challenges, but also the joy 

that comes from drawing closer to the Lord and serving one 

that is dearly loved. We do not in advance know how the Lord 

will take us from where we are to where we need to be . . .  we 

only know that we MUST walk in faith, nothing doubting. 

And when the journey seems unbearable we can take comfort 

in the words of the Lord: “ I have heard thy prayer, I have seen 

thy tears: behold I will heal thee”  (2 Kings 20:5). 

We have much reason to hope. Joy can be ours, for 

joy is not the absence of disappointments, or heartache, or 

trials or suffering, or the absence of illness and infirmities. For 

true joy is the presence of God. And we can rejoice for the 

Lord said, “Verily, verily I say unto you, I will impart unto 

you of my Spirit, which shall enlighten your mind, which shall 

fill your soul with joy”  (D&C 11:13). —Mar ianne Hatton 

 

 

"Joy is not in things, it is in us." —Richard Wagner 

Let our things serve us as a reminder as to where real joy 

commences.  —Kimber ly Beal 

                                                           
1 F. Enzio Busche, Yearning for the Living God (Salt Lake 
City: Deseret Book Company, 2004), 274. 
2 Ibid., 275 (Busche’s italics).  
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Focus topic for Fall 2005: How does the gospel of Jesus 
Christ help you during difficult times?  
 
Focus topic for Spring 2006: What insight would you 
share with a young woman who is considering serving a 
mission? 
 
To respond, see our  guidelines at www.segullah.org  
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