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Zion’s Call is a newsletter published by the
Church of Jesus Christ, Oak Grove Restoration

Branch. It is published with the intent of

glorifying God and helping to preserve His
Restoration message. All correspondence should
be addressed to our editor:

Debbie Norman, 9664 Gillespie Rd
Napoleon, MO 64074

Or e-mail: denorman8165@gmail.com

ST

The Church of Jesus Christ

Oak Grove Restoration Branch
is located approximately 3/4 mile
north of I-70 from the Oak Grove exit.
We invite you to come and worship with us.

Sunday services are as follows:

Early Worship at 9:00 a.m.
Classes begin at 9:15 a.m.
Worship Service at 10:30 a.m.
Evening Service at 6:30 p.m.

Communion Sunday only:
(the first Sunday of each month)
Prayer Service at 9:15 a.m.
Communion Service at 10:30 a.m.

Wednesday Prayer Service at 7:00 p.m.
SO

Branch Pastor: Elder Vim Horn

Associates:
Elders Mike Lidberg and Aaron Smith, and
Priests James Bullard and Mick Ballantyne

SO

We need your testimonies to continue to print Zion’s Call!

The biggest challenge we face with each issue of Zion’s Call is
gathering enough testimonies to fill our pages.

We all have busy schedules, but won't you please take some
time to write down your testimonies of how God has blessed
you? We welcome all of your encouraging testimonies of what
the Lord is doing in your life—both little and big things! We love
receiving the testimonies of our young people, too!

Don’t worry if you are not a good writer. We can help you edit your
testimony as needed. Your testimony can bring encouragement
to many others! You never know whose life you might touch.

You may mail or email your testimonies to the addresses on this

page.

Live Internet Streaming of
Sunday Morning and Evening Services
(except Communion Sunday morning)
Go to www.ogrb.org and click “Video.”
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“Wherefore, my beloved brethren, |
beseech of you in words of soberness,
that ye would repent, and come with
full purpose of heart, and cleave unto
God as he cleaveth unto you.

And while his arm of mercy is extended
towards you in the light of the day,
harden not your hearts.

Yea, today if ye will hear his voice,
harden not your hearts . . .”

Jacob 4:8-10

Living Testimonies
Book Four
is NOW AVAILABLE!

o

Book Four

Order your copy today!

With Living Testimonies, Books One and Two out of
print and only a few copies left of Book Three, the Oak
Grove Restoration Branch has published
Living Testimonies, Book Four.

Living Testimonies, Book Four features 150 pages of
selected testimonies from the past 30 years of
Zion’s Call publications in an
8.5 by 11-inch format with a full-color soft cover.
(Inside pages are black and white.)

The suggested donation per book is $15.00
if picked up at Oak Grove Restoration Branch.
The suggested donation for postage

is an additional $5.00 per book.

Contact Debbie Norman for reduced postage if you
wish to order more than two copies mailed to the
same address. Make checks out to—
OGRB - Living Testimonies
and mail them to Debbie Norman at the
address on page 2 or use the enclosed envelope.

Email or write to Debbie with any question
at the addresses on page 2.
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Settle in Your Hearts
to Be My Disciples:
My Walmart Experience

Edited sermon excerpt by Elder Vim Horn, Pastor

About fifteen years ago, [ had an experience [ want
to share. We had an early snow that year and I was
caught unprepared. My son’s car needed snow tires.
I called Walmart and they said, “Sure, come on down
and we will put snow tires on for you.” I had no idea
what I was getting into.

When I got there, they told me it would be a two-
or three-hour wait. My cell phone battery was almost
dead, so basically I was stuck at Walmart for three
hours with nothing to do. I had the pleasure of
walking around Walmart for all that time. The first
time around it’s rather interesting, but the second and
third and fourth time it gets tedious. There was a deli
in the store, so I got some lunch and then walked
around some more. Finally, I heard that wonderful
announcement over the intercom that my car was
done.

I had a cart with a few items I had picked up, so I
headed back to the automotive area to check out and
pick up my car. Again, I was met with a surprise.
There was a huge line. What I thought was going to be
a quick exit took much longer than anticipated.

The line was moving slowly, but everyone was
being courteous with each other. After about thirty
minutes | was almost to the desk. There were only
about two customers in front of me and perhaps ten to
fifteen behind me.

A well-dressed older woman showed up and went
to the glass window to look and see if her car was in
there. As she came back, she confronted me about
several non-automotive items that I had in my cart.
She asked me in a very challenging manner if [ was
simply checking out or if I actually had a car that I
was picking up.
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Puzzled, I assured her I had a car that I was picking
up. Then she looked directly at me and said, “Do you
really or are you just saying that?” [ was amazed at her
aggressive attitude.

She said that her car had been in there since last
night and she was in a hurry. I became indignant and
told her I had a car in there and I had been waiting
over three hours. In a dismissive manner, she turned
around and took a place in line right in front of me.

It took me a few seconds to realize that she had cut
in line and intended to stay there. I swallowed hard a
couple of times and decided I would let the old crank
in without making a scene. I thought that I would be
gracious in that way, but in fact, [ was not gracious at
all. In my mind, that lady did not deserve my love or
concern, and she didn’t receive either. Instead, she
received my disdain and the disdain of all those
behind me in line.

I’m ashamed to admit it, but I turned to those
behind me and said, “This will be our Christmas
present to her. We will let her in.” Those of us in line
behind her bonded over our frustration toward this
lady as we talked about her while she stood there in
line. Then we began to talk about why we were there
and developed more connections. We were openly
friendly with each other, but not with her.

The lady ignored us. When she got to the desk, she
paid for the work on her car, got her keys, and left.

Finally, I got to the front of the line and paid for
the tires. As [ went outside and got inside the car to
leave, the Holy Spirit convicted me about my
behavior and feelings toward this lady. I became
painfully aware that I had lost an incredible
opportunity to bear witness of the gospel of Jesus
Christ and His unconditional love for us.

I had not shown this woman any love, much less
unconditional love. I had not sacrificed anything for
her. I had lost the opportunity to demonstrate to those
around me the mercy and love that we as disciples of
Jesus Christ are called to show.

In a very tangible way, I had lost the opportunity to
be an example because I wasn’t willing to pay the
price of demonstrating unconditional love and of
being Christ’s disciple.



In Luke 18:9-11 we read the parable Christ told of
the Pharisee and the publican:

He spake this parable unto certain men, who
trusted in themselves that they were righteous,
and despised others. Two men went up into
the temple to pray; the one a Pharisee, and
the other a publican. The Pharisee stood and
prayed thus with himself; God, I thank thee
that I am not as other men, extortioners,
unjust, adulterers; or even as this publican.

I had been guilty of the sin of self-righteousness,
just like the Pharisee.

Arthur Oakman said this:

The worst sin Latter Day Saints commit, do
you know what it is? They achieve a standard
of righteousness, and they draw a line and if
you don't come up to their standard of right-
eousness God pity you. Their righteousness
becomes God's righteousness, and they
condemn everyone else who doesn't conform
to their way of thinking. This is a sin to which
Latter Day Saints are peculiarly subject. Let
no man then judge another but let him
examine his own life and his own heart and
seek to function at the maximum capacity
physically and spiritually (Lecture 6, Spiritual
Endowment).

As I reflected on how Jesus might have handled
this situation in Walmart, I became painfully aware of
what my response should have been. As a disciple of
Christ, my response should have been already decided
in my heart before I even encountered this situation.

In Luke 14:28, Jesus says, “Wherefore, settle this
in your hearts, that ye will do the things which I shall
teach, and command you.”

As disciples of Christ, we need to settle in our
hearts that we will love God above all else. We cannot
be half-hearted and double-minded. We must be
wholehearted and single-minded in our love for Him,
which in turn will spill over into love for others.

I should have paid the price of being a disciple of
Christ. Out of love for her and for those around me, I
should have given her my place in line and taken her
place at the end of the line. If I simply let her in line in

front of me, everyone else in line behind me was
paying the price. Instead, I should have, out of love,
willingly paid the price by giving her my place in line
and taking hers. In this way, justice would have been
served and mercy would have abounded.

I believe this is what Christ would have done,
because isn’t this what He has already done for each
of us? He gave up His place in the courts of glory and
came as a man to take our place on the cross.

For even hereunto were ye called; because
Christ also suffered for us, leaving us an
example, that ye should follow his steps;

Who did no sin, neither was guile found in his
mouth;,

Who, when he was reviled, reviled not again;
when he suffered, he threatened not; but
committed himself to him that judgeth
righteously;

Who his own self bare our sins in his own
body on the tree, that we, being dead to sins,
should live unto righteousness; by whose
stripes ye were healed (1 Peter 2:21-24).

Arthur Oakman said, “The mark of a Saint is not
perfection, but consecration. A Saint is not a man
without faults, but a man who has given himself
without reserve to God . . . It does not take much of a
man to be a Christian, but it does take all of him there
is” (RLDS Radio Program Sermons:
Citizenship of the Kingdom,
Program 296A).

In Luke 14:26-27, Jesus said, “If any
man come to me, and . . . is afraid to lay
down his life for my sake, cannot be my
disciple. And whosoever doth not bear his
cross, and come after me, cannot
be my disciple.”

I pray that each one of us
will settle in our hearts that no
matter the situation, we will be
ready and willing to pay the
price to follow Jesus Christ as
His faithful disciple.

#
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At the end of my father
Lyle’s life, when we knew he
was looking at end-of-life

care versus recovery, I
talked to him about
offering a blessing to
each of his three sons’
families. 1 had the
thought that I should ask Dad to bless the families the
weekend of July 13-14. On Sunday evening, July 14,
the minister preaching at Oak Grove talked about the
importance of the patriarchal blessing. This seemed
to be a confirmation that I should ask Dad to leave a
“patriarchal” or father’s blessing for each family.

On Monday, July 15, after an appointment with
hospice care, my wife April and [ went to Dad’s room
to visit for a while. I told Dad the idea of offering a
blessing to each family, and he was very much in
favor of this, but also very concerned about having
enough strength to be able to do it.

Tuesday, July 16, my father’s sister Celia visited
him. Dad shared with her that he wanted to give the
boys’ families a blessing. On Wednesday, Dad was
having pain and very weak. My brother Todd’s family
visited and basically said their goodbyes. They had all
left by the time April and I arrived after the
Wednesday evening service at Oak Grove.

Vim, one of the elders from our branch, was there
when we arrived, and Dad was in a great deal of pain.
A nurse had given him pain medication just before we
walked in the room, Vim had also administered to
Dad by anointing his head with oil and the laying on
of hands. (See James 5:14.) After Vim left, April and
I stayed, but Dad was fitful and restless. I read
Romans chapter eight aloud to him until he fell asleep
and then we left.

On Thursday, Dad was not very responsive. [ went
to see him when I got off work. My other brother
Jared and his family were there to say their good-byes.
April had planned to let them have their time and then
come over later, but shortly after I got there I asked
her to go ahead and come over. Dad had an episode
around 5:00 p.m. and we thought he was dying at that
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A Father’s Blessing

-by Aaron Smith, Oak Grove Branch

moment. Todd and his family were asked to come
back, so they did, and all of us sat around that evening
wondering if Dad would pass at any moment.

Later, a hospice nurse explained that there are signs
to know when a person is in their final eight to ten
hours of life. Since Dad was not yet exhibiting those
signs, my mom Sherrie decided we should all go
home and sleep. Dad passed away at 10:20 a.m. on
Friday, July 19, 2024.

Later in the day, April reflected on my father’s life
and thought about how good and loving he had always
been to her and her children. She thought about what
a BLESSING he was to her and to the kids. She also
thought about how, when she and [ were struggling to
decide what to do about our wedding because of a
stressful situation that was not resolved, it was Dad
who said we should go ahead and get married because
we would be stronger together. In doing so, April
knew that Dad was giving his BLESSING on our
marriage.

We were mildly disappointed that Dad hadn’t
really had the opportunity to offer the blessings to
each son’s family as we had talked about. As April
rolled all of this around in her mind, she thought of
how Dad’s life was such a BLESSING to her, and
how even though he didn’t get to speak a blessing, he
WAS a blessing, simply in the choices he made and
the actions he took. The way he lived blessed us.
April became very content with knowing of this
BLESSING. She had a beautiful peace about it.

A day or two later, Celia called me. Among other
things, she told me that when she had visited Dad on
Tuesday, he had indicated he wanted to bless his sons.
She then told me that even though Dad wasn’t here
anymore I should consider the possibility that he still
could give that blessing.

A week later on July 27, April and I drove to
Temple Grove Reunion in Ohio. It was a long drive.
I was behind the wheel and fighting sleep, so we
decided to turn on the radio. The song that was
playing was “The Blessing” sung by Kari Jobe. [ have
liked this song for a long time. It is a paraphrase of
the words from the blessing in Numbers 6:24-26:



“The Lord bless thee, and keep thee; The Lord make
his face shine upon thee, and be gracious unto thee;
The Lord lift up his countenance upon thee, and give
thee peace.”

April thought that was so neat that I got to hear that
song. It made her think of my dad and the blessing his
life was. She believed it was a reminder of the peace
she had felt the evening Dad died and a confirmation
of the idea that even though Dad hadn’t been able to
speak a blessing to our families, he was a blessing.

About an hour later, I changed the radio station and
we heard the same song with the words of this
blessing! (This time it was a different version, and it
was sung by a choir.) April didn’t really think that was
a coincidence. She believed the Lord was really
driving home the fact that Dad didn’t need to speak
words to bless us because his life had blessed us.

When we arrived at reunion, we saw a good friend,
Krista. She said she had a card for us. She gave it to
us at the orientation service, and after the service,
back in our room, we opened it. She had given us a
sympathy card, and inside the card was a scripture
verse card which quoted Numbers 6:26, “May the
Lord bless you and keep you.” How beautiful! We
loved that the Lord had shown us three times one of
the most poignant blessings from scripture.

Then at the end of reunion on the last day at the
final service, Patriarch Junior Cotrill felt like God
wanted to give a message to the people there. A
patriarch in our faith is like a father to the Church. He
spoke several things, not directly to anyone, but to all
there.

At the end of this message he then said, “Allow me
now on our last day together, to bestow on each and
every one of you, this [my] patriarch’s blessing. And
now may the Lord bless you and keep you; the Lord
make his face shine upon you and give you peace;
now and in the days to come, forever and ever,
Amen.”

I was overcome with the Spirit of God as it burned
in my heart. This blessing was from a father—a father
in the Church—and it was the same exact message
that we had received now four times. God says in the
mouth of two or three witnesses every word shall be
established. Well, we had four witnesses!

Aunt Celia’s counsel that Dad could still give that
blessing from the other side was absolutely true.
Whether Dad did that himself or whether God
honored the intent of his heart prior to his departure,
the blessing was left upon us.

We told my mom about this experience and to our
surprise she added another layer to the testimony. Dad
had worked on several articles for the Glyph Notes
about ten or twelve years ago regarding a silver
amulet that had been found, dating back to 600 BC
near Jerusalem. The script on the amulet was none
other than Numbers 6!

In one of Dad’s articles, it says, “These are the
words with which observant Jews still bless their
children before the Sabbath meal on Friday nights and
that are also used in prayers in synagogues.” We
began to wonder, had the words given at reunion been
spoken to fit that time frame?

The words of blessing at reunion were given on the
closing day, which was Friday. In Jerusalem, it would
have been seven or eight hours ahead of our time in
Ohio. The timing of the blessing at reunion was
around 11:00 a.m. eastern standard time. So in
Jerusalem time, it would have been 6:00 to 7:00 p.m.
or right at the time of the evening meal! God’s usage
of the blessing pronounced at reunion fit the exact
timing of ancient Israel.

Blest be thou, O God of Israel,
Thou, our Father and our Lord!
Blest thy majesty forever;
Ever be thy name adored!

Thine, O Lord, are power and greatness;
Glory, victory are thine own;

All is thine in earth and heaven;

Over all thy boundless throne.

Riches come of thee, and honor;
Power and might to thee belong—
Thine it is to make us prosper,
Only thine to make us strong.

Ustick Onderdonk
—Henry
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MY CONVERSION TESTIMONY

In 1 Corinthians 13:11, we read: “When I was a
child, I spake as a child, I understood as a child, 1
thought as a child; but when I became a man, I put
away childish things.”

I am a convert to the Restored Gospel, having
grown up in the Presbyterian Church. One of the
greatest blessings I have experienced in my life is
becoming acquainted with the Restored Church of
Jesus Christ. In 1969 as a young man in college, I
first heard of this movement. Some friends invited me
to play volleyball on Friday evenings with their
church. Ithen began attending with them on Sundays.

As I got to know the people there, I grew to
understand that they had an entirely different level of
commitment to the cause of Christ than I had

witnessed in other churches. I had by then attended % by

with Presbyterians, Baptists, Methodists,

Evangelicals, Lutherans, and probably several others

in the Protestant faith. I had known atheists,
agnostics, Catholics and Jews.

Between 1969 and 1990, I joined the RLDS
church, was ordained to the office of teacher and then
elder, and spent a lot of time in learning, study,
prayer, service, and just living my life. I eventually
became uncomfortable with the directions the RLDS
church was taking, even though I lasted for several
years past the events of 1984, and eventually began
attending the Oak Grove Restoration Branch.

One of the great draws for me in the RLDS Church
was the emphasis on Zion and the task of helping
bring to pass the Lord's purposes through its
establishment. That was a theme much talked about
throughout the history to the Restoration, beginning
with Joseph Smith, Jr.

When I attended a particular worship service at
Oak Grove in 1995, I was stunned to realize the
sermon preached that day was the first one [ had heard
in at least five years where the concepts of Zion were
discussed. I knew then that I had once again found a
branch of the true Church of Jesus Christ, restored in
these latter days.
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-by Charlie Booth, Oak Grove Branch

I also want to share two things from our scriptures
that led to my conversion. For years [ had puzzled
over a practice of the Presbyterian Church (and other
Protestant churches) known as infant baptism. I
myself had been sprinkled as a baby, meaning the
Presbyterian pastor had dipped his fingers in water
that had been blessed, then placed his wet fingers on
my head and prayed over me. Later, I learned in
Sunday school that Jesus, when he was baptized in the
River Jordan, was immersed in the river, meaning he
was completely under the water. That seemed to me

N been a source of controversy among
AN

to be the way it should be done.
' \ The method of baptism has long
S AN

= the denominations, pitting them
against one another. I
wondered how such a
simple act, such
as Jesus had John the
Baptist perform for
Him, become so
complicated and
controversial over the
centuries?

I also felt instinctively that since an infant had no
voice or choice in the decision for baptism, it did not
make sense. Then, I learned what Mormon had written
in the eighth chapter of Moroni in the Book of
Mormon regarding this controversy which was even
taking place at that time, about 400 A.D. He wrote,
“For if I have learned the truth, there have been
disputations among you concerning the baptism of
your little children. And now, my son, I desire that ye
should labor diligently, that this gross error should be
removed from among you” (verses 4-6).

Then Mormon went on to say that the word of the
Lord had come to him and taught him the truth: Little
children are alive in Christ, even from the foundation
of the world, and do not need baptism until they are
accountable and able to repent. I knew when I read
chapter eight of Moroni that [ was reading truth.



One of the best moments of my life was when I
realized at age twenty-eight that Almighty God, maker
of heaven and earth, could use even me—that there
was a role for me in helping to build up His kingdom!
I had been reading the Doctrine and Covenants and
came to Section 4. As Iread, the Holy Spirit rested on
me in power, literally flooding my body with warmth
and assurance that what [ was reading was true. That
inspired scripture includes these words, “therefore, if
ve have desires to serve God, ye are called to the
work . ..” (verse lc).

I was profoundly humbled to realize the depth of
His love for me, and I knew that the Lord was calling
me to active service. I confess before you today that
I had believed that this was the true church of Jesus
Christ for over seven years at that time. I had
witnessed the dedication of the church members and
the priesthood.

I knew if I joined the Church there was what |
thought of as the “danger” that I might receive a
priesthood call someday, but despite my fears and
uncertainty over that possibility, I finally asked for
baptism. I could not deny the call of Section 4 to my
soul.

One more experience ['ll share involves the
concept of Zion. During a sermon at Oak Grove on a
Sunday morning several years ago, I had a brief
vision. The speaker was saying something about Zion
at the time, and in my mind I suddenly pictured a
large stack of clear blocks, which had the general
appearance of glass. Inside each of these blocks, as I
gazed upon them, I saw a different family—Iliving,
breathing, working, talking.

The strongest blocks were those with intact
families, and they neatly fit together to make a strong
wall. The weaker blocks would crack and chip off,
damaging the wall, even though some of the family
members remained inside as others left. I realized
that I had received a confirmation of the idea that
families are the building blocks of Zion.

I know that we are part of the true Church of Jesus
Christ, restored in these latter days. I could spend a
couple of hours explaining my assurance about it. I
could talk about continuing divine revelation, its
scriptural organization, authoritative priesthood, the
spiritual gifts, the mission of seeking to bring forth

Zion, and the ministry of truth that is the fullness of
the restored Gospel.

But I am, at heart, a very simple man—one who
does not need complicated, external evidences for
things that [ know. For what I do know is this: When
I became part of the Restored Church of Jesus Christ,
I knew I had come home. And home is where I
belong.

The Missing
Envelope

-by Delores Champ, Oak Grove Branch

My girlfriend called to tell me she was going to
mail me a money order. We have the post office’s
informed delivery service, so when I saw that her
envelope to me had been scanned in by the post
office, I knew it would be in my mailbox that day or
possibly the next, and I told my husband about it.

A week later, I still had not seen it arrive in our
mailbox, although there was a no-mail holiday
included during that week. [ was about ready to report
it to the post office, when . . . Read on for the rest of
the story!

My husband Dennis Heater is the one who usually
retrieves our mail. He disposes of the junk mail in a
recycling sack in the garage before he brings the rest
inside our house. Later in the week, he wanted to try
to find an envelope in the recycle sack that he decided
he wanted to keep. He brought the sack into the
kitchen and we both started looking for his envelope.

Lo and behold, there was MY missing piece of
mail! He had not realized it was in the recycle sack.
We assumed it must have become stuck to or was
grabbed up with another piece of mail that he tossed
into the bag to be recycled. At any rate, my missing
envelope and its contents were found.

We both were thankful Dennis went hunting for his
envelope (which he also found) and we praised God
for leading us to find my envelope, too.

—— I O
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@ The Grace of God

I'sure didn’t see that coming! November 15,2025,
was one of the worst days in my husband Bob and my
life together. I was in the kitchen baking pies for the
church Thanksgiving dinner. The pie crust was
perfect! I was so excited about that. I was using my
mom’s apple pie recipe which is notoriously
wonderful. I decided that instead of using the apple
peeler/corer [ was going to do the pies exactly as mom
would have done them. I diligently peeled and sliced
fourteen apples, enough for two pies—and then I
heard it.

It sounded like my kitten, Pickles, was playing
with the dining room mini blind. I loudly told her to
stop. The third time I told her to stop. I went into the
dining room. Ididn’t see the cat, but instead saw that
the entire screen porch was engulfed in flames,
shooting clear up through the roof. Bob came in the
front door and I hollered that the house was on fire.
He said dial 911, which I did, but in my mind I
thought I could just go get the hose and put it out. I
was so wrong!

I forgot all about Pickles and us both ran out of the
house. Within just a very few moments, the fire
trucks could be heard. They pulled up the neighbor’s
drive which was closer to that end of our house. At
the front of the house they took the fence down so as
to approach the fire from both sides.

I called my oldest son at work and told him our
house was burning. He was a little confused and
assumed it was the old farm house. I told him no, it
was the house he had helped build for my parents. He
said he’d be right there and hung up.

About that time my sister called. I answered the
call and told her the house was burning. She hung up
and headed our way as well. Within what seemed like
a very few moments they were both at the farm.
Before long there were six or seven pumper trucks
and loads of fire engines on the property.

They struggled to put out the fire as it got into the
attic. The vaulted ceiling created its own wind,
making the fire spread quickly. To make things even
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Even in a Tragedy
-by Cathy White, Oak Grove Branch

worse, the wind was blowing from the west rather
vigorously, making the fire spread throughout the
house faster.

When they finally got it out, they were able to find
Pickles. She had torn a hole in the couch in the family
room downstairs and was hiding in there to protect
herself. She was soaking wet and struggling to
breathe. They immediately put an oxygen mask on
her and my sister rushed her to the vet’s office in Oak
Grove. Four hours later we were able to pick her up
and she has been just fine ever since.

The old 1889 farmhouse on our property had been
serving as the office area for our children’s equine
therapy ministry. Now we needed to set up
housekeeping amid the office furniture. That entire
day and the following day, we were surrounded by
friends and family helping us do just that. And therein
lies the grace of God that I am referring to.

First, it was a huge blessing that we had another
house on our farm to go to. Second, it was the home
we were in thirteen years ago after both of my parents
passed away. It really felt like God had brought us
home.

Our kids and grandkids brought us a bedroom set,
helped us sort out office furniture to keep and throw
away, and did a run to WalMart to get us some clothes
and groceries. Friends and neighbors were all around
us. Neighbors I had never met came to our front door
and brought us cash to help us get by. One of our
board members started a Go-Fund-Me account for us.

Our church family hooked up a washer and dryer
for us, which required new water lines and electrical
hook up. They put in a new dishwasher for us, too, as
the farm house hadn’t had one for several years. I
found bags of new clothes on our back porch with no
idea where they came from. Our program volunteers
gathered around us for support.

I was amazed when two of our younger volunteers
showed up at the door. They go to college in
Columbia. One of them had seen my Facebook post
about the fire, so they came to the farm immediately.



They didn’t even go get a change of clothes. They
knew we would need help with the horses, so they just
came down as fast as possible.

One of my friends just happened to call me and |
told her about the fire. She asked what I needed and
I said shoes and a coat. They went and bought me a
pair of sneakers and she gave me the coat she had on.

That day both Bob and I felt the pure love of
Christ. However, it didn’t stop there. Two of our
friends, one from church and a neighbor we didn’t
know, did our laundry for several weeks until we
could get the washer and dryer installed. People are
still offering us items we might need.

We love our church family so dearly. We could
have never gotten through this and all of the things
that have occurred in our lives over the past eighteen
months without your love, fellowship and encourage-
ment. Thank you from the bottom of our hearts.

Our Memorable Trip

to
Chapala, Jalisco, Mexico

-by Dennis Heater, Oak Grove Branch

In April 2024, my wife Delores and I visited
Chapala, Mexico, near Guadalajara. My cousin
Shelly has lived there over seven years. She has an
Airbnb attached to her home, and she had invited us
to come visit her and stay in it while there. We had
the opportunity to get away from home, so we took
her up on her offer.

We flew down and spent a week with her. Shelly
has a beautiful place and her Airbnb was very nice,
with all the comforts of home. Shelly doesn’t own a
car, nor even have a driver’s license there. She walks
everywhere as most of the things she needs are close
by. If she needs to go to another area that is not local,
she has friends and drivers she knows who can drive
her where she wants to go.

Chapala’s sidewalks and cobblestone streets are
not known for their smoothness, so a person has to

constantly watch the ground while walking to keep
from falling. The first full day we were there we
started out shopping and sightseeing for the day.
There is a nice plaza area next to Lake Chapala, the
largest lake in Mexico, so we were headed there to
start our day.

Our plans suddenly changed only two doors from
Shelly’s place as I accidentally fell on the sidewalk,
tripping over a small uneven place, even though [ was
using my cane for stability. The toe of my shoe caught
on it and down I went, landing on my left arm and
knees. My knees got scraped up a little, but my arm
did not fare as well. I tore a place six inches long on
top of my left arm, which took away the skin down to
the meat. It was not a very pretty sight!

It so happened that this occurred right in front of
Shelly’s friend Carmen’s home which could not have
been better. She is a retired nurse of forty years, is
fluent in Spanish, she was home, and she has a car
that was parked in front of her house. Shelly knocked
on her door and called for help.

I was taken briefly inside her home where she
covered my arm with paper towels (as I was bleeding
quite a bit). Carmen said “Let’s get in the car; I'm
going to take you to Cruz Roja” (the Red Cross clinic
which was only a short distance away).

They immediately got me in and started working
on my arm, cleaning it up. One of my knees was
barely scraped, the other a little worse, so they cleaned
it up also. I left there with my arm and one knee
wrapped up. The staff there treated me well and it
was a clean facility. They prescribed two prescriptions
for me which we picked up at a “pharmacia” a short
distance from the Red Cross.

The Lord certainly blessed me because at the place
where I fell there was a registered nurse available, she
had a car, and there was a Red Cross nearby. Ifit had
happened anywhere else, I would have been on my
own to get help.

The Lord is always there to help us in our
situations and He was there that day when I needed
Him. Idid check in with the Kansas City V.A. where
I go when I got home. What a blessing it turned out
to be under the circumstances I went through. The
rest of our visit in Mexico went very well. There are
some beautiful places down there to visit.
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Isn’t It Wonderful What the

Lord Does for Us?
-by Caroline Leebl, Hale, Missouri

The testimony I would like to share takes place in
the early 1970s. I was only thirty-three years old and
a single mother of five children. My oldest was
around thirteen or fourteen and the youngest was two
or three. We were living in an eight-foot wide two-
bedroom trailer in the small town of Windsor,
Colorado.

Kodak Industries built a plant on the outskirts of
Windsor, and I was able to gain employment there
earning $3.50 to $4.00 per hour.

My children continued to grow and our trailer
seemed to be getting smaller. We needed a bigger
home. I heard about some low income houses being
built in a town about thirty miles away. I looked at
one. It was small and what I would call a cracker box
house. Even so, I put in my application.

I was denied! I had been praying about getting a
new home and felt so disappointed. I had thought it
would do until I could afford something better.

Earlier in the summer, the kids and I attended
family camp at Ramoca Campground at Colorado
Springs. Elder Glenn Friend taught a class on
financial planning. He mentioned three things to do to
get ahead in life. First, pay your tithing and give to
God. Second, pay yourself. Put a little bit of money
into savings from each paycheck. Third, pay off your
debts.

[took this teaching to heart and started saving what
I could. I had a little more than four hundred dollars
saved when I was denied the low-income housing. I
had thought to use the money for curtains and such.

Soon after being denied, the stake bishop visited
the congregation in Greeley where we attended
church. He was going around to all the congregations
in Denver Stake to raise money for a campgrounds.

The church did not own Ramoca Campground and
had just rented it for our camps. The Bureau of Land
Management had some acreage above the town of
Loveland for sale. They wanted four hundred dollars
per acre.
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I gave the Church the four hundred dollars [ had in
savings. I knew a campground for the Church was a
worthy cause.

Not over a month later, [ was told I might be able
to get a Farmers Home Association (FHA) loan to buy
a house. The FHA gave loans for homes that were
located ten miles or further from a big city. Windsor
qualified. There was a new home being built less than
a mile from the Kodak plant where [ worked.

Again, I put in my application. This time, I was
accepted. This home was much larger and better built.
I even got to choose the carpeting and fixtures. [ only
gave four hundred dollars to the Lord, but He gave me
a new home that at that time cost about $25,000.

Ineeded $2100 to close on the new home. I had the
trailer to sell, and I asked the Lord to help me sell it.
In Greely there was a place that bought used trailers.
I called and the manager came out to look at my
trailer. When he finished checking it out, he said he
would give me $2100 for it. The Lord knew just what
I needed!

Isn’t it wonderful what the Lord does for us? I
hope this testimony might strengthen someone else’s
faith.
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My Vision Was Healed!

-by Beverly Conoley, Missouri

In 1991, T went to the eye doctor. He told me I had
glaucoma.

The next Sunday, I went to church, not telling
anyone about my eye condition. The minister came
over to me and told me he wanted to administer to me
(the laying on of hands by the elders, as mentioned in
James 5:14). I agreed, and he did.

The next visit to my eye doctor, he told me I no
longer had glaucoma. I was healed!

26 LAk



“Why Have You

Lost Your Faith?”
-by Larry Green, Oak Grove Branch

In September 2022, my regular care doctor was a
little alarmed during a routine physical because my
PSA was elevated. (PSA is a blood test done primarily
to screen for prostate cancer.) He sent me to a
urologist. When I met with the urologist, he wanted an
MRIL

When the MRI results came back, the doctor
noticed a little bit of something that concerned him.
So our next step was a biopsy. Before the biopsy, I
was administered to by two of the elders of the
Church with the laying on of hands and anointing with
oil, as we are told to do in James 5:14. That was a
great experience.

I then had my biopsy done. [ was told it would take
about ten days for my urologist to read it and get back
to me. At this time I really didn't have any concerns.
I had an appointment with the urologist coming up
that Thursday.

On Tuesday, I was at work. I worked for the post
office and my work area was a large warehouse-like
areca. I was all alone in that area, when all of a sudden
my phone rang. It was my doctor. He said, “Larry this
is Doctor Haggard. You do have cancer,” and then he
hung up.

This definitely made me start thinking a little. My
wife Nancy worked at the same facility, so I
discussed this with her on our break. I said to her,
“We have an appointment on Thursday. Why couldn’t
he have waited until then?”

My mind had started spiraling and worrying a little.
That night when I laid down to sleep, I suddenly felt
someone sitting on the edge of my bed. It was Jesus.
He said, “Son, why have you lost your faith? I have
this taken care of.”

I'sat up in bed for a minute and then was able to lay
back down and go right to sleep. A huge burden was
lifted off of me. That was the last concern about this
cancer that I had.

I went to Dr. Haggard on Thursday with my wife
and we discussed my best treatment options. We also

found out my doctor was a Christian. The three of us
sat around and shared testimonies for about twenty
minutes. [ walked out of there like I was walking on
air.

I started my radiation treatments right before
Thanksgiving. I went through forty-three days of
radiation and yes, | was fatigued, but I think I had a
very easy time of it.

I went back to see my radiation doctor on April 16
and he told me that my cancer was gone. I was in a
little daze leaving there. I went to my car and sat
down to send a text to our pastor with the news so he
could share with the rest of our Oak Grove
congregation and thank them for their prayers and
support. I cried for about fifteen minutes and then
prayed, thanking Jesus for His love and repenting for
losing my faith.

“You’re Going to Be Okay”
-by Connie Martin, Oak Grove Branch

In 2011, T was diagnosed with cancer. It was
devastating news, but I did not panic. I did take some
long walks, praying all the time. Through a series of
blessings, I ended up with Dr. Dudzinski as my
surgeon and oncologist. She was a marvelous doctor
and just who I needed to guide me through the
process.

One night before surgery, [ was lying in bed. I had
said my prayers and was trying to go to sleep. As |
dozed off, I felt a touch on my shoulder and heard the
words, “You’re gong to be okay.” From that moment
on, my worrying ceased.

The morning of the surgery as we were headed to
the hospital, my mother said that everything was
going to be just fine. I replied, “I know it is.”

Thirteen years later, I remain cancer free. Praise the
Lord from whom all blessings flow.
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