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The Working of Miracles a Gift of the Spirit

D&C 46:11, 21:  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…. And again, to some is given the working of miracles.”
‘Miracle of Young Boy Receiving his Sight’

President Joseph F Smith in Rotterdam, Holland in 1906
“It was on the seventh day of August 1906 that President Smith and party arrived in Rotterdam, having come from the boat at Antwerp two days before. There was living in that city a boy of eleven years of age, John Roothoff, by name, who had suffered greatly for a number of years with his eyes. His mother was a faithful member of the church, as also was the boy, who was slowly losing his sight and was unable to attend school. The boy said to his mother: “The Prophet has the most power of any missionary on earth. If you take me with you to the meeting and he will look into my eyes, I believe they will be healed. 

According to his desire he was permitted to accompany his mother to the meeting. At the close of the meeting as was the custom, President Smith moved towards the door and began to shake hands and speak encouragingly to the people as they passed from the hall. As John Roothoff approached him, led by his mother and his eyes bandaged, President Smith took him by the hand and spoke to him kindly. He then raised the bandage slightly and looked sympathetically into the inflamed eyes, at the same time saying something in English which the boy did not understand. However, he was satisfied. President Smith had acted according to the boys faith and according to his faith it came to pass. When he arrived home he cried out with great joy: “Mama my eyes are well: I cannot feel any more pain. I can see fine now and far too,.”  (Life of Joseph F Smith Deseret Book co 1938 page 397. 
Phoebe W. C. Woodruff Raised from the Dead

See additional stories in “Visits to the Spirit World”
The Deseret News 1909 pp 59-60: Taken from “leaves of my journal” by Wilford Woodruff

“December 3rd found my wife very low. I spent the day in taking care of her, and the day following I returned to Eaton to get some things for her. She seemed to be sinking gradually, and in the evening her spirit apparently left her body and she was dead. The sisters gathered around, weeping, while I stood looking at her in sorrow. 

The Spirit and Power of God began to rest upon me until for the first time during her sickness, faith filled my soul, although she lay before me as one dead. I had some oil that was consecrated for my anointing while in Kirtland. I took it and consecrated it again before the Lord, for anointing the sick. I then bowed down before the Lord, prayed for the life of my companion, and in the name of the Lord anointed her body with the oil. I then laid my hands upon her and in the name of Jesus Christ I rebuked the power of death and of the destroyer and commanded the same to depart from her and the spirit of life to enter her body. Her spirit returned to her body, and from that hour she was made whole; and we all felt to praise the name of God, and to trust Him and keep His commandments. 

While I was undergoing this ordeal (as my wife related to me afterwards) her spirit left her body, and she saw it lying upon the bed and the sisters there weeping. She looked at them and at me, and upon her babe. While gazing upon this scene two persons came into the room carrying a coffin, and told her they had come for her body. One of the messengers  said to her that she might have her choice-she might go to rest in the Spirit World, or upon one condition she could have the privilege of returning to her tabernacle  and of continuing her labours upon the earth.

The condition was that if she felt she could stand by her husband, and with him pass through all the cares, trials, tribulations, and afflictions of life which he would be called upon to pass through for the Gospel’s sake unto the end, she might return. When she looked at the situation of her husband and child she said ‘Yes I will do it.’ At that moment the decision was made the power of faith rested upon me, and when I administered to her, her spirit re-entered her tabernacle, and she saw the messengers carry the coffin out of the door.”

“They Expected Last Rites” Richard L. Emery Ensign Feb 1987

“I first heard about Sharon when my bishop requested that I go to our community hospital to administer to a woman who had been hurt in an automobile accident. I had only just returned from visiting another sister in the same hospital, which was some distance from my office. Because I had not been able to get much done that day, I really didn’t want to make that trip again and was feeling somewhat annoyed at the inconvenience. As I drove toward the hospital, my thoughts were less than positive.

Sharon and her family had been on their way home to Utah from the East when they had collided head-on with a semitruck in Illinois.

Sharon was seriously injured in the collision, with a deep cut over her eyes, a fractured arm, a broken nose, internal injuries, and a badly crushed skull. One of Sharon’s sons was killed in the accident. Another son sustained a broken leg. Her husband and the two remaining children were slightly injured.

In the hospital emergency room the doctor had examined her briefly and had told the staff he had no hope of saving her life. Sharon had asked for a priesthood blessing.

When I arrived at the hospital, another member of my ward was waiting for me, ready to help me administer the blessing.

My companion searched Sharon’s head for a spot to apply the consecrated oil﻿—a difficult task, because her skull was so severely injured. He anointed her temple, as this was the only accessible place.

I groped for the words for her blessing. I had never administered to anyone who was dying before, and I didn’t know what to say. I gave the Spirit full rein. I remember assuring her that she would live to raise her children, that her earthly mission was not yet over, that her family still needed her, and that her injuries would heal quickly.

This was startling to the Catholic hospital’s emergency room staff, which consisted of nurses and nuns. They were expecting last rites, and they were stunned to hear us tell a woman who was mortally injured that she would be all right.

One of the nuns spoke with us after the blessing, excited to think that Sharon had a chance for recovery. The same nun called me the next day to say that Sharon wanted to see me.

She was sitting up in her hospital bed when I arrived. She had a bright smile on her face and a sparkle in her eyes. She thanked me for the blessing and asked me to read from the scriptures. As I was preparing to leave, she asked me to adjust her oxygen mask, which kept slipping off her face. As I reached for the head strap, I noticed that there was no sign of her skull injury. Her head was whole, with no evidence of bleeding or broken bone.

Two weeks later, Sharon walked out of the hospital with only her arm in a sling and a small bandage on her forehead. The incident had afforded a rare opportunity for both of us. For Sharon, it was a chance to demonstrate her extraordinary faith in the priesthood; for me, it was a time to renew my commitment to render priesthood service readily whenever it is needed.” END

Personal Experience
The following newspaper report is an experience I witnessed whilst serving a mission in Chelmsford Essex, England in 1971. Two children were miraculously healed. The local newspaper had the following title on their front page. The reporter was unfamiliar with the terminology used by the church.
Miracle Saves No-Hope Boy (9 years old) Essex Chronicle 24 Sep 1971
(Note: Also 11 year old girl healed of leukaemia. Both children received priesthood blessings through two different sets of Melchezidek Priesthood Holders.)
“A father spoke yesterday of a miracle which he believed had saved the life of his nine-year old son who suffered severe brain injuries and a collapsed lung in a road accident. For Galleywood cub Geoffrey Mayhead there was little hope for his survival after the accident, two days before his ninth birthday. As he lay unconscious in a Chelmsford hospital his rocketing temperature and fading pulse had caused despairing doctors to all but give up hope for his life. 

His mother and father, Mr and Mrs Albert Mayhead of Barnard Road Galleywood were told “Your son has almost no hope of survival. If he does live, he’ll be a vegetable. 

But then it happened .The best birthday present the family could have had, said Mr Mayhead yesterday, was ‘a miracle’.

A year or so before, another local family had faced a similarly agonising situation when they were told that their 11year old daughter , suffering with ‘incurable ‘ leukaemia, had but 3 months to live. 

And the identical eleventh hour intervention that was to astound doctors then led Mrs Shirley Vince, Of Springfield park Avenue, Chelmsford, to utter the same verdict on her daughter Jacqueline’s amazing recovery: ‘A miracle.’

How could two youngsters defy the edicts of the entire medical profession and pull through against seemingly impossible odds?

Both sets of parents think they know the answer: FAITH

Both children were blessed by two teams  of priests from a sect called the Elders In Priesthood of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.

Permission was sought from their parents , and from the hospital authorities concerned to do this, and this was readily given.

Mr Mayhead, who keeps the Widford Transport Café, and who has two other children, a boy of 12 and a girl of 14, takes up the story:

“Geoffrey was unconscious for days, and we were told by the doctors, that there was almost no hope for him. 

“I went to the hospitals all the time during those next terrible days. The accident was on a Sunday . By the Monday night there was no progress. His temperature had rocketed and his pulse rate was weak. I was told that his condition was deteriorating. Then I heard that his lung had collapsed, and that he was unlikely to last the night.’

Geoffrey did last the night. And an even worse prospect faced his parents…that he would die the next day, on his birthday.

“I accepted the fact that we were going to lose him” said Mr Mayhead. “Can you imagine how we felt? Birthday cards had arrived for him.”

That night a neighbour knocked on the Mayhead’s door. She told them that her husband was an elder in the church, and asked if he could bless the boy at the hospital. Mr Mayhead said “I thought that if they reckoned it would help, then they were very welcome. We believe but we don’t go to church a great deal.”

With another elder, the three went to Geoffrey’s bedside, and got permission from the night nurse to bless him. He was still unconscious. The priests put their hands on his head, called his full name, and prayed that he might be restored to normal health. Then doctors and staff at the hospital were blessed. (In the prayer given whilst the boy was being blessed)

They left at 10.45pm just twenty-five minutes after they had arrived. Heart, temperature and pulse readings  were taken every five minutes. 

At midnight Mr Mayhead was told the astounding news. His son’s temperature had dropped. He was showing “a marked improvement”

During the next ten days he gradually improved beyond all understanding. Doctors couldn’t believe it. Neither could Mr Mayhead, who continued his lonely vigil all through that time. 

“After eight days his twitching stopped” said Mr Mayhead. “His temperature remained normal, and he was put into an adjoining ward.  

“One morning his eyes opened. I was overjoyed. I couldn’t believe it. He wasn’t taking any notice of anything, but at that moment it didn’t matter. 

“I thought if I could show him something that he would recognise it might help him further. So I brought a fishing book along, and he was able to point to the pictures of breeds of fish as I pointed them out. 

“Then I took a toy building game, and he was able to start building a few models with my help”

And then came Geoffrey’s first words since the accident. Suddenly he said to his father: ”I’ll have a cup of tea.” And then he added “I’d like a biscuit too.”

Mr Mayhead said “The nurse was so astonished and overjoyed that she shot away to get the tea. It seemed like a miracle.”    

He went on “When a qualified man who has spent his life dealing with such cases tells you that the boy would die or be a vegetable, and then the boy pulls through, well, what else can you call it.”

Doctors also said that when the plaster was taken off Geoffrey’s injured right leg the limb would be one inch shorter than the other. This, also was not so. 

Today Geoffrey is getting on well, and probably wont even have to use any walking stick or other aids to get about. “We are hoping that there will be no relapse” said Mr Mayfield. “And at the moment that looks unlikely.”

Jacqueline Vince’s parents were told at their home in Springfield Park Avenue, Chelmsford that their daughter , suffering with cancer of the blood had about three months to live. 

Two Elders asked to bless her. That was nearly a year ago. Now she is back home, and feeling better every day. 

The names of the two elders who administered to Geoffrey are known to me, but neither is anxious for any personal publicity in the matter. But the wife of one of them said that such practice was part of the priesthood duties, and could not be described accurately as a faith healing. They do not claim success every time and only carry out the blessing if unanimous permission is granted all round.” End of Article in the newspaper.

‘Your Son Has a Brain Tumor’ By Louis Principe July 1990 Ensign
“One Sunday morning during church, our seven-year-old son, Joey, became ill. My wife, Anne-Marie Boutross, and I left early with him. On the way home Joey had a seizure. Barely breathing, he turned white and then went limp.

We raced to a hospital emergency room in St. Petersburg, Florida. After an examination, the doctor told us, “Your son has a brain tumor the size of a golf ball.” My first thought was to give Joey a blessing, and I called one of my priesthood brothers for assistance. I knew what I wanted to say in the blessing, but I asked Brother Jonathan Harman to be the voice because I wanted the will of Father in Heaven to be done. In the blessing, Brother Harman said that it was a trial, but he told Joey, “You will be well.”

Joey was transported to the intensive care ward at a children’s hospital. Within the hour, a surgeon told us Joey had a very deep neuroblastoma tumor. He also told us that if Joey made it through the operation, he would be at least 50 percent paralyzed, since the doctors would be operating in the motor reflex area of his brain. Brain scans performed on Monday confirmed the doctor’s diagnosis.

On Tuesday, Joey was transported to the hospital at the University of Florida in Gainesville, where paediatric neurosurgery is taught. That morning Joey lost the use of his right arm, and later that evening, the use of his right leg. That night, his physician requested that I meet with him. “If Joey makes it through the operation,” he told me, “he’ll have two years at the most to live.”

Wednesday morning, Brother and Sister Harman arrived at the hospital to stay with us through the lengthy operation. The entire stake was fasting for us.

As the operation began, an angiogram pinpointed the exact location of Joey’s tumor. “It’s pretty bad,” we were told. “It’s deeply rooted in the brain.” Two hours into the operation, the doctor called us again. “You had better prepare for the worst,” he said.

Brother Harman, disconsolate, told his wife, “I was impressed by the Spirit to say what I said.” Sister Harman relayed his words to Anne-Marie and added, “He feels bad that he gave you hope that Joey would be all right. But he truly felt inspired to say, ‘You will be well.’”

Almost another two hours passed before the doctor called again. “I don’t know how to tell you this—Joey is in the recovery room moving all of his limbs. It’s the most amazing thing I’ve ever seen. When I went back, the tumor was completely defined and sitting on top of his brain. It’s as if someone put his hand into Joey’s brain and lifted the tumor out. Your boy is going to be well.”

Later when the doctor met with us, he shrugged his shoulders and said, “The tumor just lifted right out. I can’t explain what happened, but Joey is looking at a cure.” One week later Joey was out of the hospital, and within two weeks he was back in school.

Seven months later, Joey was re-examined. The surgeon reported, “This brain scan is as perfect as that of any normal child.” Other reports indicated that the tumor had not been cancerous, and there was no sign of recurrent problems or even any scar tissue.

We had experienced a miracle.” END
‘After Four Hundred Names’  By Jon B. Fish Feb 1986 Ensign
“A few weeks before I turned eight years old, my father was killed in a trucking accident. A month later, we moved to a new home in St. George, Utah, across the street from the large vacant field just east of the beautiful white temple.

Mother was soon called to be the stake genealogy secretary. Whenever a group assigned could not make it, a member of the temple presidency would call mother to ask if her sons could come to the temple to do baptisms for the dead. Mother never turned the Lord down. My two older brothers and I often went to the temple to do baptisms.

One summer’s day, I had cut my hand severely on an empty can. I begged Mother not to take me for stitches, so she cleaned the wound, applied a “butterfly” bandage, covered that with a band-aid, and then wrapped my hand in gauze.

No sooner had she finished than the telephone rang. It was the brethren from the temple, wanting us boys to come over to do baptisms. Because my two older brothers had been very busy lately, I had been going to the temple on a regular basis. I had by now compiled a lengthy list of baptisms for the dead that ran into thousands. Once again, my older brothers were not around, so I hurriedly bathed, dressed, and ran over to the temple.

Several hours and four hundred names later, Brother Edwards and I stopped for the night. I remember him well, his right arm to the square revealing a hand missing most of the fingers because of an accident he had had in his youth. After every baptism, he would carefully help me up into the stainless steel chair, where I was confirmed. After every twenty or thirty baptisms, Brother Edwards would look down at me and say, “Brother Fish, can you do some more?” I would answer yes, and away we would go.

As I drifted through the back door, exhausted, Mother spotted the dripping gauze on my hand and helped me into the bathroom to re-dress the wound. So tired and hungry that I just wanted to eat and sleep, I wasn’t paying attention to my hand. I let her unwrap the bandage.

The gauze came off first, then the band-aid, and finally the butterfly bandage. My mother looked shocked. I looked down. Not a trace of a cut remained—no scar, no redness, nothing!

I remember my mother quietly hugging me. As we cried together, sharing that moment, the Spirit bore witness to me that I had been healed because of my service in the temple of the Lord.”
‘Miracles’ By Elder Dallin H. Oaks Ensign June 2001 (extracts)
“A few years after the pioneers arrived in the Salt Lake Valley, a young man took an ox team up Millcreek Canyon on a cold winter day to get logs to build a house. It was extremely cold, and the snow was deep. His sled held five large logs. After he loaded the first one, he turned around to load another. In that instant, the log already on the sled—22 feet long and about 10 inches in diameter—slipped off the sled and rolled down on him, striking him in the hollow of his legs. He was thrown face-forward across the four logs still on the ground and pinned there, alone, with no way to extract himself. He knew he would freeze to death and die alone in the mountains.

The next thing this young pioneer remembered was waking up, sitting on a load of five logs nicely bound on his sled with his oxen pulling the load down the canyon. In his personal history he wrote, “Who it was that extricated me from under the log, loaded my sled, hitched my oxen to it, and placed me on it, I cannot say.” 
Thirty-three years later, that young pioneer, Marriner Wood Merrill, was ordained an Apostle of Jesus Christ. End
President Gordon B. Hinckley shared another miracle in the restoration of sight: 
“I recall once when I arrived in Hong Kong I was asked if I would visit a woman in the hospital whose doctors had told her she was going blind and would lose her sight within a week. She asked if we would administer to her and we did so, and she states that she was miraculously healed. I have a painting in my home that she gave me which says on the back of it, ‘To Gordon B. Hinckley in grateful appreciation for the miracle of saving my sight.’ I said to her, ‘I didn’t save your sight. Of course, the Lord saved your sight. Thank Him and be grateful to Him.’” End  
Miracles in response to Faith

As I said earlier, the Lord works miracles in response to the faith of His children. No denomination—not even the restored Church—has a monopoly on the blessings of the Lord. He loves and blesses all of His children.

(5 year old girl healed) In an airport one day I picked up a copy of the Dallas Morning News. My eyes were drawn to a columnist’s report of a letter detailing a remarkable miracle. The writer’s five-year-old granddaughter, Heather, suddenly became feverish and lethargic. She breathed with difficulty, and her lips turned blue. By the time she arrived at the hospital, her kidneys and lungs had shut down, her fever was 107 degrees, and her body was bright red and covered with purple lesions. The doctors said she was dying of toxic shock syndrome, cause unknown. As word spread to family and friends, God-fearing people from Florida to California began praying for little Heather. At the grandfather’s request, a special prayer service was held in their Church of Christ congregation in Waco, Texas. 
Miraculously, Heather suddenly came back from the brink of death and was released from the hospital in a little over a week. The columnist concluded that Heather “is living proof that God does answer prayers and work miracles.”  
In his great talk on miracles, 

Elder Matthew Cowley tells of several miraculous healings, including this one that occurred while he was serving as a mission president among the Maori people of New Zealand.

One Sunday a father brought a nine-month-old baby forward to Brother Cowley, requesting that he give him a name and a blessing. Here I quote Brother Cowley:

“I said, ‘All right, what’s the name?’ So he told me the name, and I was just going to start when he said, ‘By the way, give him his vision when you give him a name. He was born blind.’ It shocked me, but then I said to myself, why not? Christ said to his disciples when he left them, ‘Greater things than I have done shall you do.’ (See John 14:12.) I had faith in that father’s faith. After I gave that child its name, I finally got around to giving it its vision. That boy is about twelve years old now. The last time I was back there I was afraid to inquire about him. I was sure he had gone blind again. That’s the way my faith works sometimes. So I asked the branch president about him. And he said, ‘Brother Cowley, the worst thing you ever did was to bless that child to receive his vision. He’s the meanest kid in the neighborhood; always getting into mischief.’ Boy, I was thrilled about that kid getting into mischief!” 13
Matthew Cowley talk impressed me so deeply when I was a student at BYU. I quote:

“I was called to a home in a little village in New Zealand one day. There the Relief Society sisters were preparing the body of one of our saints. They had placed his body in front of the big house, as they call it, the house where the people come to wail and weep and mourn over the dead, when in rushed the dead man’s brother. He said, ‘Administer to him.’ And the young natives said, ‘Why, you shouldn’t do that; he’s dead.’ ‘You do it!’ …

“The younger native got down on his knees and he anointed this man. Then this great old sage got down and blessed him and commanded him to rise. You should have seen the Relief Society sisters scatter. He sat up and said, ‘Send for the elders; I don’t feel very well.’ … We told him he had just been administered to, and he said, ‘Oh, that was it.’ He said, ‘I was dead. I could feel life coming back into me just like a blanket unrolling.’ He outlived the brother that came in and told us to administer to him.” 19
Another sacred experience is related in the book Tongan Saints.                                     (three year old girl brought back to life and all wounds healed)

It happened while Elder ‘Iohani Wolfgramm and his wife were serving a mission in their native Tonga, presiding over a branch on an outlying island. Their three-year-old daughter was accidentally run over by a loaded taxi. Four of the occupants of the taxi sorrowfully carried her lifeless body to her parents. “Her head was crushed and her face was terribly disfigured.”  The sorrowing helpers offered to take the little girl’s body to the hospital so the doctors could repair her severely damaged head and face for the funeral. I now quote the words of her father, Elder Wolfgramm: “I told them I did not want them to take her but that I would ask God what I should do and, if it was possible, to give her life back.”  
The helpers took the little girl’s body into the chapel. Elder Wolfgramm continued: “I asked them to hold her while I gave her a priesthood blessing. By then the curious people of the village were flocking in to see our stricken little daughter. As I was about to proceed with the administration, I felt tongue-tied. Struggling to speak, I got the distinct impression that I should not continue with the ordinance. It was as if a voice were speaking to me saying: ‘This is not the right time, for the place is full of mockers and unbelievers. Wait for a more private moment.’

“My speech returned at that moment and I addressed the group: ‘The Lord has restrained me from blessing this little girl, because there are unbelievers among you who doubt this sacred ordinance. Please help me by leaving so I can bless my child.’”  
The people left without taking offense. The grieving parents carried the little girl to their home, put her body on her own bed, and covered her with a sheet. Three hours passed, and her body began to show the effects of death. The mother pleaded with the father to bless her, but he insisted that he still felt restrained. Finally, the impression came that he should now proceed. I return to his words:

“All present in the home at that moment were people with faith in priesthood blessings. The feeling of what I should do and say was so strong within me that I knew Tisina would recover completely after the blessing. Thus, I anointed her head and blessed her in the name of Jesus Christ to be well and normal. I blessed her head and all her wounds to heal perfectly, thanking God for his goodness to me in allowing me to hold his priesthood and bring life back to my daughter. I asked him to open the doors of Paradise, so I could tell her to come back and receive her body again and live. The Lord then spoke to my heart and said, ‘She will return to you tomorrow. You will be reunited then.’”  
The parents spent an anxious night beside the body of the little girl, who appeared to be lifeless. Then, suddenly, the little girl awoke, alive and well. Her father’s account concludes: “I grabbed her and examined her, her head and face. They were perfectly normal. All her wounds were healed; and from that day to this, she has experienced no complications from the accident. Her life was the miraculous gift from Heavenly Father during our missionary labors in Fo’ui.”  
The Miraculous Protection of the Manila Philippines Temple: I experienced another miracle during an attempted military coup to overthrow the government of Philippine president Corazon Aquino in December 1989. 25 Many persons were killed in nearly a week of heavy fighting between rebel and loyal government troops. A principal site of this fighting was Camp Aguinaldo, which adjoins our temple in Manila.
During the first day of the attempted coup, gunfire and bombing could be heard from our temple. That night the road in front of the temple was occupied by rebel armored vehicles, trucks, and many soldiers. With the coming of daylight on Saturday, these rebel forces exchanged gunfire with the loyal government troops in Camp Aguinaldo. Opposing aircraft fired rockets and dropped bombs.

At about 3:00 P.M. Saturday afternoon, the rebel soldiers breached the gate of the temple and occupied our temple grounds. At this time we had five Philippine employees there: three security men and two custodians. Our temple president, Floyd H. Hogan, instructed them by phone not to resist the soldiers entering the temple grounds or the temple annex, which housed facilities like name processing, but to secure the temple and take cover there. The man in charge, Brother Espi, later wrote that he worked to develop a good relationship with the rebel soldiers to convince them that even though they wanted to get access to the temple, “because of the sacred nature of the temple, they should not try to enter.”

Saturday afternoon and Sunday morning there were almost continuous exchanges of gunfire between the government troops in Camp Aguinaldo and the rebels around the camp, including those occupying our temple grounds. Brother Espi later wrote: “We all thought that we are on our own but still asked our Heavenly Father to strengthen each one of us and to spare the temple from being desecrated.”

Others were praying too. In his later report, Area President George I. Cannon wrote: “The Sunday when the rebellion was going on was fast Sunday. Throughout the Philippines the members were praying and fasting for the temple, for the members, and for the missionaries.”

Sunday morning a government helicopter gunship appeared and strafed the vicinity of the temple, but retreated because of stiff resistance from the rebels’ 50-caliber machine guns. About noon that day an air force plane dropped several bombs that hit the residence house near the temple. Bomb fragments broke windows in the temple annex.

Sunday evening Manila radio reported that the Mormon temple was in rebel hands but that a government force was moving in to drive them out. At that report, President Hogan, the temple president and a retired colonel in the U.S. military, went into action himself. He made the dangerous walk from the temple president’s home to the assembling government troops. 
There he found that their commander had given the rebels one hour to surrender and planned to attack them at 11:00P.M. His force included armored personnel carriers, heavy mortars, and at least 150 soldiers, who believed they outnumbered and could easily defeat the rebel force in the temple annex. But their attack would obviously employ extensive heavy weapons and rifle fire and would cause great damage to the temple facilities. President Hogan argued with the commanding officer that if he would only wait until daylight, the rebels might abandon the temple grounds and no attack would be necessary. The commander insisted that he had to follow his orders, and President Hogan was not able to contact the general who had given the order to see if he would rescind it.

During this time I was the member of the Quorum of the Twelve whom the Philippines Area President contacted for help at headquarters. Thirty minutes before the 11:00 P.M. Manila deadline, Area President George I. Cannon phoned me to report that our temple annex and grounds were the last remaining rebel stronghold in Manila and the army had massed artillery and troops for an assault at any moment. He said he had done all he could through the Philippine government and the American ambassador to discourage the attack, but without success. It was then 7:30 A.M. Sunday in Salt Lake City.

By a remarkable coincidence—one of those happenings that cannot be coincidental—the First Presidency and Quorum of the Twelve Apostles had scheduled an unusual meeting that Sunday morning. At 8:00 A.M., 3 December, just 30 minutes after I received that alarming report from Manila, the assembled First Presidency and Quorum of the Twelve bowed in prayer and pleaded with the Lord to intervene to protect His house. Elder Marvin J. Ashton led our prayer. As we prayed, it was 11:00 P.M. Sunday evening in Manila, the exact hour appointed for the assault.

The attack never came. Twenty minutes after our prayer, President Cannon phoned Church headquarters to report that the military commander had unexpectedly decided against a night assault. Early the next morning, Philippine time, President Hogan phoned to say that the rebels had melted away during the night. I recorded in my journal, “I consider this a miracle of divine intervention no less impressive than many recorded in holy writ.”
On Monday morning President Hogan inspected the temple annex. It had shrapnel marks and many broken windows on the north side, but inside, none of its locked rooms had been entered. The temple itself had not been entered and was not damaged. A total of six mortar or rocket shells had exploded inside the temple grounds. From their trajectory, President Hogan concluded that some of these shells had to have passed between the spires of the temple. The patron housing building under construction had been hit by four or five rockets and had sustained extensive damage. The Manila temple opened for normal sessions the next day.

A week later I received a letter from the Philippine ambassador to the United States, Emmanuel Pelaez, whom I had recently hosted at Church headquarters. His letter explained how he had worked behind the scenes, as soon as he learned that our temple was threatened, to urge the Philippine military to “do everything possible” to spare this sacred building from damage. After the fighting was over, they had reported to him that “they were careful in their counter-shelling, so as not to cause damage” to the temple. I concluded that the Lord had worked behind the scenes through these government servants to save His house.
When I was in the Philippines a few months later, I personally inspected the temple and grounds and found that despite all of the shelling and exchanges of gunfire within a few feet of this sacred edifice, it was completely unmarked by any shell fire except for one bullet hole, apparently a single stray rifle shot, at the top of the highest steeple. As President and Sister Donald L. Hilton of the Philippines Manila Mission wrote in a letter sent to their missionaries, “an unseen army of angels assisted faithful temple guards that the temple was not desecrated.” ‘Miracles’ By Elder Dallin H. Oaks Ensign June 2001 End
‘Seek the Spirit of the Lord,’ Ezra Taft Benson, Ensign, Apr 1988
An Incident from the Life of Bishop John Wells
“President David O. McKay and President Harold B. Lee used to relate an incident from the life of Bishop John Wells that is instructive to all of us. Bishop Wells was a great detail man and was responsible for many Church reports.

A son of Bishop and Sister Wells was killed in a railroad accident on October 15, 1915. He was run over by a freight car. Sister Wells could not be consoled. She received no comfort during the funeral and continued her mourning after her son was laid to rest. Bishop Wells feared for her health, as she was in a state of deep anguish.

One day, soon after the funeral, Sister Wells was lying on her bed in a state of mourning. The son appeared to her and said, “Mother, do not mourn, do not cry. I am all right.”

He then related to her how the accident took place. Apparently there had been some question—even suspicion—about the accident because the young man was an experienced railroad man. But he told his mother that it was clearly an accident.

Now note this: He also told her that as soon as he realized that he was in another sphere, he had tried to reach his father but could not. His father was so busy with the details of his office and work that he could not respond to the promptings. Therefore, the son had come to his mother.

He then said, “Tell Father that all is well with me, and I want you not to mourn any more.” See David O. McKay, Gospel Ideals, Salt Lake City: Improvement Era, 1953, pp. 525–26  recorded in Ezra Taft Benson, “Seek the Spirit of the Lord,” Ensign, Apr 1988
Story of Barbara Smith Amussen is Visited by her Husband to Notify of Impending Death  a/a Elder Ezra Taft Benson Ensign, Apr 1988
“My wife’s mother, Barbara Smith Amussen, was an officiator in the Logan Temple for twenty years and a widow for forty years. She was a woman without guile. I loved her so much that I spent a lot of time with her, because she was a widow and there was no priesthood in the home.

This choice woman knew the exact time she was to depart mortal life. Her husband, Carl Christian Amussen, a Danish convert and Utah’s first pioneer jeweller and watchmaker, appeared to her either in a dream or vision. She admitted, “I’m not sure which, but it was so real it seemed that he was right in the room. He said he had come to tell me that my time in mortal life was ending and that on the following Thursday (it was then Friday), I would be expected to leave mortal life.”

Her oldest daughter, Mabel, said, “Oh, Mother, you’ve been worrying about something. You’ve not been feeling well.”

Her mother replied, “Everything’s fine. I feel wonderful. There’s nothing to worry about. I just know I’ll be leaving next Thursday.”

Then she said, “Mabel, when the time comes, I’d like to pass away in your home in the upper room where I used to sit and tell the boys Book of Mormon and Church history stories when they were little fellows.”

As the time drew near, she attended fast meeting in her ward. She bore her testimony, and the bishop said she talked as though she were going on a long journey.

“She was bidding us all good-bye,” said the Bishop, “expressing her love for us and the joy that had been hers working in the Temple” (which was just a few yards away from the chapel). And then she bore a fervent testimony.

The bishop was so impressed that, following her testimony, he arose and announced the closing song, although they had not been together quite an hour.

As the days passed, she went to the bank, drew out her small savings, paid all her bills, and went to Bishop Hall’s mortuary and picked out her casket. Then she had the water and the power turned off in her home and went down to Mabel’s home. The day before she passed away, her son came to visit her. They sat by the bed and held hands as they talked. On the day of my mother-in-law’s passing, Mabel came into the room where her mother was reclining on the bed. Her mother said, “Mabel, I feel a little bit drowsy. I feel I will go to sleep. Do not disturb me if I sleep until the eventide.”

Those were her last words, and she peacefully passed away.” END                                                             
‘A Special Baby, a Dream Fulfilled’ Geri Walton,  Ensign, Sept. 1986, Page 39

One morning, early, my husband, Dennis, and I awoke to find that we had both experienced the same profoundly revealing dream.

“We seemed to be together in a hospital delivery room, and I was involved in the intense stages of labor. Dennis was comforting me, and although the setting was familiar the circumstances were very different. Our previous four children had been born by caesarean section; this time we seemed to feel that the baby wasn’t going to be delivered in a surgical unit. As the dream continued, a baby girl was born to us, smaller than any of our first children.

Then the dream ended abruptly for both Dennis and me, and we awakened simultaneously. We began to discuss the new baby as naturally as if I had just truly given birth to her. I recall being concerned about her tiny size, but we both were impressed with what a pretty and sweet baby she was.

Why had this happened to us? Was this a spiritual experience to prepare us for the opportunity to share together the natural birth of an infant? Or was there more to the dream than we recognized?

We continued in the glow of the moment until some of our “little people” began to invade our space. The pace of the day picked up rather rapidly, and routine soon pushed any more thought about the dream to the back of our minds.

On a Saturday morning about nine days after the dream, I was doing my breakfast dishes when the phone rang. Dennis was in the backyard with the children, mowing the lawn and tidying the yard.

After introducing herself, the caller said, “I’m calling on behalf of the Social Services Department. I know that it’s rather unusual to bother our foster families on a weekend, but we have an emergency situation and need some help.” She spoke guardedly.

“Can you tell me more specifically what we are being asked to do?” was my only response.

“Well, we have a baby that has to be moved from a hospital nursery this morning. She’s rather ill, quite small, and as a matter of fact she’s been under observation for the last week or so. However, she’s no longer considered to be at intense risk. I should mention, though, that I’ve been informed she cries a lot and isn’t thriving. Basically, we require a home that can observe her for a week or so before we place her for adoption,” she replied.

At this point I asked, “How old is this baby?”

“Oh, I’m sorry, I haven’t noticed. Let’s see. … She’s about nine days old.”

My heart leapt within me and tears swelled in my eyes. Trying to stay calm, I replied, “What time would you like to drop the baby off?” After I hung up, I ran to the back door and got Dennis’s attention. Still crying, I told him about the baby.

A young woman brought the baby to the door after lunch and reaffirmed that they’d take her off our hands in a week or so when they found the right adoptive home for her. I found myself listening to her words and playing the usual role, all the while waiting for them to hand her to me and knowing there had to be more to our future together than a few days. The baby’s name was Stacey, and she was exactly as I’d remembered her in the dream.

I could, but won’t, explain in detail how we discovered her health problems—heroin drug addiction, double hernias, a heart murmur, brain seizures, milk allergy, and even the doctor’s presentiment that she could be retarded due to the combination of her health problems. 
Needless to say, as time and information revealed these titbits, her adoptability level decreased and she stayed with us longer and longer.

Attending education week at BYU a year later was a boost to our spirits, because one of the faculty members took time to bear testimony to us about his family’s special problems in adoption and how they’d been overcome. We took heed and began to move toward adopting Stacey, prayerfully overcoming every obstacle put in our way. She was about 2 1/2 years old when her final adoption papers were signed in our living room, and shortly thereafter we went to the Alberta Temple for the sealing ceremony.

She’s now six years old, and believe me, she’s not retarded. She’s bright and inquisitive and a delightful test to our patience. We always felt she was meant for our family, and our Heavenly Father blessed us abundantly in bringing our dream to fulfilment.” End
‘Calm Down, Robin’ Robin Cotton,  Ensign, Apr. 1988, page 46

As I loaded the washer with clothes, I felt a strong urge to check on my children. Aaron, eleven months old, and Christi, two, were taking much-needed naps after a hectic morning. At first I shrugged off the feeling, thinking I would finish the task at hand and then go. But the prompting was so strong that before I realized it I was heading down the hall toward the children’s room.

When I came to the bathroom, I noticed that the diaper pail lid was out in the hall. Puzzled, I tried to remember whether I had put the lid on the pail after filling it with clean water and detergent a few minutes earlier. I stepped into the bathroom and was terrified to see Aaron’s head immersed in the water. He was hanging so still! I grabbed him, and his little body was heavy and cold as I lifted him out. There was no sign of life.

I ran hysterically through the house, shaking him and crying, “Aaron! Aaron!” Into the kitchen I went, still shouting his name. 
Then I stopped as a voice spoke to me. “Calm down, Robin. Calm down,” it said. I suddenly felt at peace and sure of myself. Then something seemed to guide me to the living room. I laid Aaron on the rug and thought, “Now what?” Without hesitation, I turned him over on his stomach and started pushing on his back. After several pushes, I could hear short gurgling sounds as the pressure forced the water from his mouth. Gradually, signs of life returned to Aaron’s body. Then Christi was standing by me, asking questions. I sent her for a blanket, took off Aaron’s wet shirt, and put the blanket over Aaron to warm him. The color began to return to his face, and he felt a bit warmer.

I called one of the sisters from our ward, who lived nearby. “Alice, I need you. Can you come right away?” Then I called the doctor, left a message for my husband, John, at work, and rushed to the hospital.

Emergency personnel, who were waiting for us when we arrived, rushed Aaron in for tests and X rays. As I waited, I prayed constantly, feeling strength from Heavenly Father.

Finally, I was standing next to Aaron’s hospital bed, looking into an oxygen tent and watching him struggle for shallow breaths. Soon the Relief Society president was there, along with my mother, our home teacher, and my husband’s supervisor, who had come until John could get there. When John arrived, he and our home teacher gave Aaron a priesthood blessing. Afterward, I looked down through the tent and said, “I love you, Aaron.” A faint smile appeared on his tired face. I knew then that he was all right. How grateful I am for the prompting of the Holy Ghost that saved Aaron’s life! END
‘A Prayer in the Sand’ Ralph Mortensen, Ensign, Mar. 1998, Pages 66–67

“On a beautiful summer afternoon I left with my wife, Donna, and our five young children to go to an old rock quarry in the foothills of the Rocky Mountains. We were hoping to find red pumice rocks we could use to landscape our yard. During the 25-mile drive we sang songs, visited, and felt content and close to each other.

After traveling the bumpy, dusty road to the rim of the quarry, we got out of the truck to discover that other people had had the same idea—there were no more pumice rocks to be found. Nevertheless, we enjoyed the fresh mountain air and being together as a family. All too soon, the sun started to go down and the air became cool. We left the quarry, taking the road that led out to the highway.

After a few minutes, the truck rumbled around a broad curve that suddenly led us right into a pile of drifted sand. The truck’s wheels spun slowly and helplessly as we tried to get out of the drift. We were stuck! I directed my family to gather rabbit-brush, small rocks, and anything else we could find to place under the rear tires. But it didn’t help; the movement of the wheels just pushed the rocks down into the sand. I tried again and again with no success. My frustration mounted as the dusk turned into darkness.

I told Donna and the children of my plan to walk to the highway, catch a ride to the nearest town, and get help. I explained it was the only way to get out of our fix and that the sooner I got started the sooner we could return home. But in my mind I kept thinking, ‘How long will it be before I can return with help? Will my family have to spend the night here? Will the gas in the truck last through the night to keep them warm?’ 

The tense, worried look on Donna’s face betrayed her similar fears. She pleadingly asked if there wasn’t something else we could do to free the pickup. She also expressed her fear of waiting in the dark, lonely quarry with five small children. I was torn. I felt I couldn’t leave my family, but I could see no other solution.

“Daddy, we haven’t prayed about it yet!” said our five-year-old.

To my surprise I realized that, indeed, we hadn’t thought to pray about it as a family. I was humbled by the simple words of a child. Yet it still seemed impossible to me that we could find a way out of our situation without getting to a telephone and calling for help.

I knelt on the running board of the pickup with my hands folded on the seat and offered a prayer aloud for our little family. During the prayer, an image of white boards came to my mind. With the image came an understanding that I was to use boards from a collapsed storage shed I had seen about a half mile back to free our truck from the sand. Relief and gratitude filled my heart and spread to my family as I told them of the solution.

I left my family in the truck and went into the darkness in search of the boards. After I had been gone for a long time, my family knelt in prayer again to ask Heavenly Father for my safe return. Donna felt impressed to turn on the truck’s lights and honk the horn. She was not a minute too soon. Unable to see in the darkness after gathering an armful of boards, I had been walking in the wrong direction.

I followed the lights and the horn back to the truck, where I placed boards solidly under each tire. Confidently I started the truck, shifted into low gear, and drove out of the sand to squeals of joy and delight from my family.

Our hearts full of gratitude, we thanked our Heavenly Father and drove peacefully home, with a heightened understanding that God is always near and that he hears and answers our prayers.”
‘One More Child?’ Peter K. Wheadon, Ensign Oct. 1998

Several years ago when my wife, Sydney, and I were courting, we occasionally discussed how many children we might have. We were married in the Los Angeles Temple and settled in California. The years sped by, and we had four children. We never really discussed having more. My wife, meanwhile, had started to pray about whether or not we should have more children.

One Monday during our family home evening, we were seated in a circle in our family room, each taking turns presenting a part of the lesson. There was an empty space in the circle where no one was seated. Then, quietly, the space wasn’t empty any longer. I saw a baby in an infant feeding chair, surrounded by a soft glow. The image remained there for several moments, then slowly faded.
After the children were in bed, I told my wife what I had seen, and we tearfully thanked Heavenly Father for this experience. It wasn’t long until Aaron joined our family, and we rejoiced at his birth.

One day, some years later, our son Bruce rose to bear his testimony in fast and testimony meeting. He told of a special incident he had once experienced as a young child during a family home evening. He had seen a little baby in an infant feeding chair, surrounded by a soft glow. He had never mentioned it, he said, but wanted to express his gratitude for the experience, for he knew his brother Aaron was meant to be a part of our family. Ensign Oct. 1998
President Eyring spoke of a Miracle that, one month ago, touched his own family. General Relief Society meeting in the Conference Center in Salt Lake City on Saturday, Sept. 29, 2012.

“His daughter, Elizabeth, was six months pregnant and home alone with her 3-year-old daughter when she experienced a medical emergency associated with her pregnancy. Her husband was away at work and told her to call 911. But before she could place the call a knock came at the door. It was her visiting teaching companion.

“They had no appointment for that morning. Her companion had simply felt she ought to come by to see Elizabeth.”

The woman drove Elizabeth to the hospital, where doctors performed surgery just in time to save Elizabeth and the baby — which weighed one pound, eleven ounces.

“A faithful member of the Relief Society, prompted by the Holy Ghost, watched over, cherished, and comforted her sister in God’s kingdom,” President Eyring said. “She and the tens of thousands of others who have given such inspired service over the generations have not only the thanks of those they helped and their loved ones, but of the Lord.”

The miracle of one Relief Society sister arriving to help just in time is multiplied through the power of a unified society of sisters, President Eyring said. Soon Elizabeth’s family received a message from their bishop who said the ward Relief Society president was building a plan to assist them and help them care for their older children while they spent time at the hospital with the new baby. “What they did for my daughter made it possible for her to have a precious moment, when she held for the first time, her tiny daughter,” he said.

President Eyring then spoke to Latter-day women across the globe. “With all your differences in personal circumstances and past experiences I can tell you something of what lies ahead for you,” he said. “As you keep the faith you will find yourself invited by the Lord often to serve someone in need when it will not seem convenient.”

‘Miracle Children’ Church News 13 Sept 2007
In 2006 and early 2007, three families and their children's medical miracles were featured in Church News cover stories. Conjoined twins Kendra and Maliyah Herrin of North Salt Lake, Utah, were separated Aug. 7, 2006, in a landmark surgery that was the first of its kind.

Infants Nick and Nate Draper, twins from Phoenix, Ariz., born with weak hearts, celebrated their first birthday at home — Nick with a donor heart and Nate with a healed heart. And Devon Rivers, an 11-year-old boy from Yamhill, Ore., who spent two years in a coma on life support, awoke and returned to school, Boy Scouts and other activities.

Each family overcame statistical odds; their stories caught the eye of national media. A year later, they have celebrated birthdays and other important milestones. The Herrin twins started kindergarten, Devon Rivers turned 12 and began passing the sacrament, and Nate Draper, once thought to be blind in addition to his heart problems, can see. All three families said they are progressing toward a simple goal: to have happy, healthy children.
Herrin Twins

Formerly conjoined twins, Kendra and Maliyah Herrin, started kindergarten Aug. 28 and are looking forward to attending a concert by Disney pop sensation Hannah Montana. They spent their summer playing outside, watching and re-watching "High School Musical," camping with their family, and visiting a local amusement park. Kendra likes spending time with her sisters and Maliyah dreams of becoming a fashion designer.
One year after the twins, daughters of Jake and Erin Herrin of North Salt Lake, Utah, were separated their lives sound ordinary. And in most ways they are. But their mother still doesn't take for granted being able to hold the girls one at a time. Their family Web site still receives more than 10,000 hits a day. And the girls could not start school without a mob of children gathering around them the first day. "They love that they are famous," said Sister Herrin of her daughters.

Born Feb. 26, 2002, at the University of Utah Medical Center, the Ischiopagus/ Omphalopagus conjoined twins shared an abdomen, pelvis, liver, kidney, large intestine and two legs (each controlled one).

In landmark surgery, which lasted 26 hours and garnered international attention, Kendra and Maliyah were separated — the first surgery of its kind performed on twins that shared a single kidney. Each girl kept one leg and Kendra kept the kidney, which was in her body. Nine months later, Sister Herrin donated a kidney to Maliyah, who is still being monitored for rejection.

The girls get around in wheelchairs and are working daily in physical therapy to become proficient with a walker or crutches. That is more than their parents could have dreamed five years ago. (Kendra can now walk from the car to the chapel and then to her Primary class with the walker.)

Conjoined twins make up about 1 in 50,000 to 100,000 births and happen when a fertilized egg starts to split, as with typical identical twins, but doesn't finish. Most of the time separation surgeries are done when the twins are 6 to 12 months old. But because the Herrin twins shared Kendra's kidney, the surgery was delayed. "It's amazing to see how far we've come in such a short time," said Brother Herrin. "It really has been a miracle."

The day of the separation a year ago was one of the "happiest and saddest days of our lives," he said. "I don't think we could have ever imagined things going as well as they have." 

Draper Twins
Two months after Nicholas and Nathaniel Draper celebrated their second birthday July 11, the toddlers are doing great, said their parents, Michael and Nicole Draper. Nate's heart, which began functioning normally after more than eight months on the nation's heart transplant list, is looking good. Nick's transplanted heart, has no rejection issues, Sister Draper added

Once too sick to be held, the boys roll over, laugh, hold toys and are working to sit up and eat after months of being fed through a tube in each of their stomachs. "We feel hugely, hugely blessed that they are where they are at, that they are progressing," said Sister Draper. "In general, they are a million times healthier than they were. They are making progress. And we have them. There are a lot of families that didn't get to bring their kids home. That is a huge blessing that we got to bring both of them home, when we could have lost one or both of them."

	


Once on 15 daily medications, Nick is now on eight. Nate was taken off his last heart medication in August. The twins suffer from a heart disease called dilated cardiomyopathy, a condition in which the muscles of the heart are not strong enough to pump efficiently. Doctors say it is extremely rare for a baby to be born with this condition, and even rarer that both twins would have it.
After their birth in 2005, the babies were flown from Arizona to Mattel Children's Hospital at UCLA in Los Angeles, Calif. The boys' condition set in motion an almost yearlong effort to help the family. Nick, who was added to the heart-transplant waiting list first, received a donor heart Feb. 16, 2006.
Then, doctors gave the Drapers encouraging news. After Nate had spent months in the paediatric intensive care unit, it appeared his heart was healing by itself. Maybe he wouldn't need a transplant. The baby returned to Arizona in June 2006. And once thought to be blind, Nate — as well as Nick — is now meeting with a vision therapist who is helping him see better. "Things are going great," said Sister Draper of the Mountain Park Ward, Tempe Arizona West Stake. "We are very happy." 

Devon Rivers
On July 8 — almost three years after contracting a mysterious illness and living 22 months in a vegetative state — Devon Rivers was ordained a deacon. For his parents, Carla and Roger Rivers, the day was miraculous. During the nearly two years Devon was in a coma they prayed he would one day "be able to pass the sacrament and go on a mission."

Although still recovering emotionally, Devon can do most of the things his friends do — ride a bike or 4-wheeler, participate in Scouting, go to school, play outside and fish. On July 26-27, Devon visited the Oregon coast and caught a salmon. His father still can't believe he woke up. "It just happened," he said. "It is just one of God's many miracles. He never lost a bit of memory of things beforehand. The only thing he forgot was the time in the coma."

In the fall of 2004, Devon got sick. In the hospital, he groaned and shook and slowly grew worse and worse, until he was hooked to life support. His family looked into his eyes and found nothing but a blank stare. He could not eat or breathe on his own. Brain scans revealed dead cells. He was moved to a care center for critically ill children.

Then in fall of 2006, Devon started to get better. He was removed from the breathing machine in August. By November he was walking and by December he was talking in sentences. In January, the then-11-year-old returned to school. He tested in the 90th percentile on a fourth grade level, the school year he got sick. Today, his communication is slow but, other than that, a person wouldn't know he was ever sick, said Brother Rivers.

Bishop Nicholas P. Ochs, of the Yamhill Ward, McMinnville Oregon Stake, said he loves to sit on the stand and watch Devon at Church. Devon smiles, he said. His parents smile. Ward members smile. "The most amazing thing is to see him pass the sacrament and be involved in priesthood ordinances," said Bishop Ochs.

"He is a great young man.... Everyone is excited about the fact that he is able to do these things." Doctors, nurses or medical professionals cannot explain Devon's miraculous recovery, he said. "But we all know what it is."
‘I Had a Dream. You Anointed My Child.’ by R. Lanier and JoAnn M. Britsch Ensign Feb 1976

“In November 1889 Elder Edward J. Wood and his mission president, Joseph H. Dean, went to a secluded spot under a banyan tree in Samoa and prayed to the Lord for guidance. A child was ill and the mother, having seen the elders in a dream, asked the missionaries to come to her island to heal the baby. Yet the missionaries were wary. The country was uneasy, the Mormon position was precarious, and the elders were afraid of a trap.

Then, in the midst of prayer, Elder Wood heard a voice assuring him they should go. This was the answer the elders needed, and they were soon on their way. When they arrived, the mother, who had been waiting on the beach for them, greeted them respectfully and motioned for them to follow her to her falé (house).

“I am glad you have come,” she said. “It is all right. Here is my child.”

She lifted a white sheet from the body of the child, who was lying on the floor of the hut. The elders declared the child dead, but the mother insisted she was alive and added, “You do what I saw you do last night in my dream, and she will be well. Have you the authority to do what I saw you do in my dream? You anointed that child with oil; you laid your hands upon her head.”

They could hesitate no longer. They had the authority, so they administered to the child, covered her with the cloth, and left. Elder Wood heard nothing more of the child or its mother until two years later, when he was called to labor on another island. Much to his surprise, he was greeted kindly by a woman who called him by name. She called to her side a young girl about nine years old, and addressing the crowd, she said:

“This is a living testimony of the great power of the gospel, and the power and authority held by Mr. Wood and his associates. They administered to this child over two years ago. I have never seen them since, but I know they have the power of God with them, and all of you must listen to their message.”

Then, addressing Elder Wood, she explained that she was the daughter of the high chief of the island. She invited him to stay at her home where his needs would be supplied.

The next morning Elder Wood was bitten on the hand by a centipede, the most deadly insect of the islands. Immediately his arm and hand began to swell to the size of a boxing glove. The natives gathered around, expecting him to die. “Give us your last message,” they cried. “You will die within an hour.”
While he was suffering excruciating pain, the high chief’s daughter approached Brother Wood leisurely, shook his hand and remarked: “That is all right, Brother Wood. Have you got any of that oil with you?” He answered, “Yes,” and asked for his valise, from which he produced a bottle of oil.

The woman said, “Now, do what you did to my child, and you will be all right.”

“I felt when she said that” remarked Brother Wood, “that I positively knew it would be so. I anointed my hand, and the swelling left, just like taking a glove off my hand.”

She turned to the natives who had gathered around and said, “As I told you, the Lord is with this young man, and his church and his people.”

This miraculous healing helped the work of the Lord to spread rapidly, and in a short time a branch of the Church was established there, with a membership of more than one hundred people.” END
(Taken from Wood’s Journal, November 1889; a “Tape Recording of Edward J. Wood”; and Thomas C. Romney, The Gospel in Action, Salt Lake City: Deseret News Press, 1949)
‘Please Heal Leif’ by Sonja Baker Ensign March 1997 ‘Healing through Prayer’
“One day in November 1989 I received a telephone call from the principal of the school where three of our children attend. She explained that Leif, our youngest child, had been walking along a railing and had fallen off, hitting his head on the concrete below.

When I arrived at the school, the principal told me that Leif was drifting in and out of consciousness and that the school staff had been so concerned that they had summoned an ambulance. I found my little son lying on a couch in a fetal position. He would answer only when spoken to, and occasionally his eyes rolled back in his head. He lay very still. However, I felt very calm as I waited for the ambulance.

When the paramedics arrived, they checked Leif over carefully, administered oxygen to him, splinted his neck, and placed him on a stretcher. He was limp and passive. On the way to the hospital, as I sat holding my son’s hand, it came to me that what Leif needed most was a priesthood blessing. Yet there was no one to ask; the Church then was not well established on our small island in British Columbia. Even if I could reach my husband, Ted, it would take two hours for him to arrive. So, as I sat there, I bowed my head and offered a prayer. I asked Heavenly Father to please heal Leif.

Within moments Leif began to stir. He pushed away the nose prongs that were delivering oxygen to him, saying he did not want them anymore. He uncurled from the fetal position and turned to lie flat on his back.

We arrived at the hospital where a concerned doctor was waiting for us. Leif was placed on a hospital bed in the emergency room and responded cheerfully as the doctor examined him and tested his reflexes. Soon Leif sat up on the edge of the bed laughing and chatting with the hospital staff. The contrast to his earlier behavior amazed everyone.

All of Leif’s reflexes tested normal, and because he seemed to be feeling fine, the doctor said I could take him home. After we arrived home, I called the school and thanked them for their care and concern and let them know that Leif seemed to be okay and might be back in class the next day. The school principal could hardly believe Leif was all right.

This experience strengthened my testimony that Father in Heaven does indeed hear and answer our prayers. He comforts us in our extremities and, according to our faith and his wisdom, bestows marvelous blessings.” END
‘Save My Life….Comfort My People’ by Mette Hanson Ensign Sept 1987

It was twilight on a cold and rainy October day in 1968, and I was riding my bicycle home from work in Copenhagen, Denmark. My husband was in Canada on an assignment at that time, and I was alone with two children, a boy ten and a girl seven years old.

On my way home I had to cross a very busy four-lane road with a bicycle lane. For safety, I had made it a habit to get off my bike and walk it across the intersection. On this particular day I got halfway across the street and stopped in the middle to let the cars go by. A small car stopped in the lane to my right, and the driver signaled for me to cross. A big truck stopped in the lane beside the small car, and the truck driver also signaled to me, so I continued across the street. Just as I passed the truck I saw a Volkswagen coming toward me, illegally in the bicycle track, at full speed. There was no time for me to escape, either backward or forward.

In that split second, countless thoughts of my children, my husband, my widowed mother, and my job flashed through my mind, and I prayed more fervently than ever before: “Please, dear Lord, whatever happens﻿—spare my life.”

The car hit the bicycle, slamming the handlebars into the left side of my body. As I lay helpless in the road, I could barely breathe because of the pain, but I didn’t lose consciousness. When I turned my head, I saw the Volkswagen’s tire only an inch away. I looked at my bicycle, which had been thrown several feet by the collision. It now looked half its original size.

I was certain that I had experienced a miracle. The tire couldn’t have been any closer, yet it had not crushed my head. I felt that an invisible hand had stopped it right there. Tears streamed down my cheeks as I thanked Heavenly Father for saving my life.

I lay in the road waiting for the ambulance. What would the children think when I didn’t come for them? Would I be in time to call the day-care center from the emergency room before it closed? Who could I contact? I hardly knew my neighbors because of a busy schedule, and members of my ward were some distance away.

At the busy emergency room, the staff wouldn’t let me use the telephone before they had taken an X ray. The nurses were too busy to make the call for me. The police officers didn’t show up until four hours later to make a written report of the accident.

For the five longest hours of my life I was kept in the hospital with a number of people helping me. Still, I felt that only Heavenly Father was able to give me the real help I needed. For the first time in my life I found myself unceasingly praying about my only concern﻿—two small and lonely children.

“Please tell them I’m all right,” I prayed. “Let them have peace of mind so that they won’t panic, and give them patience. Please tell them what to do.” I felt the presence of the Holy Ghost, and an all-embracing peace filled my mind﻿—the same feeling I prayed my children would receive.

Finally, the doctor told me that except for my painfully bruised ribs, I was as good as new, and he let me go. The two policemen offered me a ride home, and we arrived outside my apartment building at 10:15 that night.

Two small, tired children walked hand in hand in the dark toward the police car. “Mom, where have you been? What happened to you? How come it’s so late? Why did the police drive you home?” they asked, as soon as we were safely in the apartment.

I explained, and asked, “How did you get home?”

My son said, “We couldn’t understand why you didn’t come to pick us up, but we thought you might be late from work, so we walked home. It started to get dark, but we couldn’t get in because we haven’t got a key.

“I didn’t know what to do, but all of a sudden I thought we should pray about it. So we knelt on the doormat while I said a prayer. We sat without talking for a little while after the prayer, as you taught us to do, and then a nice thing happened to me.

“I felt a big, warm hand touching the top of my head, and I heard a friendly voice saying, ‘Your mother is well, she has been taken care of. It will be a while before she comes home, and it will be dark outside, but just stay calm. Take your little sister by the hand and stay near the apartment and play peacefully. If you do, the time will go by quickly until your mother is with you again.’

“When I looked up to see who was talking to me, I couldn’t see anybody, and no more was said. I felt calm.”

Over the years I have seen my son have occasional struggles as he has grown into adulthood. It’s sometimes easy during difficult times to doubt there is a living God.

Each time he was struggling, I would ask, “Do you remember what happened to you the night of my accident?”

His features would clear, and he would say, “Mother, it’s true, and I will never be able to deny it.”

I am grateful that my son is able to carry an experience like this with him. I have also learned how important it is for us to teach our children to pray and to remember the words in Psalms 94:9: “He that planted the ear, shall he not hear? he that formed the eye, shall he not see?” 
Report on an Earthquake from Chile Santiago East Mission                   Deseret News 6 Mar 2010 (being prepared through revelation)
Sister Lisa Laycock, wife of Chile Santiago East Mission President Larry Laycock, sent an e-mail to family and friends about the earthquake that hit the country on Feb. 27. She asked that her message be shared "in hopes it may inspire others." Here are excerpts from her e-mail:
"I am writing to let you all know how very grateful we are for your prayers, concern, and love. Please keep praying! We need the Lord's help and guidance in order to do all He would have us do to learn what He would have us learn from this earthquake tragedy, and to minister in the way He would have us minister. During the past few days, we have witnessed many events which serve to remind us that the Lord is in charge and that as missionaries and members of His church, The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, we are performing His work, and as President [Thomas S.] Monson teaches, 'When we are on the Lord's errand, we are entitled to His help.' I want to share with you a few miracles that will help you to understand our profound feelings of gratitude.
"When we were set apart for this calling, Elder [Richard G.] Scott of the [Council] of the Twelve Apostles taught us many important lessons. He spoke from personal experience when he was a mission president in Argentina. One message that he shared with us is this: 'At times, during your mission, you will be awakened in the middle of the night or the early morning hours with thoughts of specific things you should do for certain missionaries. Do not ignore these thoughts. They are promptings from the Holy Ghost who will communicate with you in the stillness of the night or the peace of the early morning hours. He will speak to you then because that is when you are still enough to hear.' Elder Scott further instructed us to keep a notebook beside our bed so that we could record these precious promptings. He said that by the next morning, we would be likely to forget the promptings if we didn't write them down.
"We have been astonished at the fulfillment of Elder Scott's prophetic words. We have received many promptings in the exact manner that Elder Scott described. We are so thankful that Elder Scott taught us how to recognize and act upon these precious promptings. Had he not taught us we may not have given these promptings the attention they require.
"Nearly two and one half weeks [before the earthquake], I was awakened at around 4 a.m. by just such a prompting. I did not hear a voice, but the thought was as clear as if it had been in the form of spoken words: 'There is going to be an earthquake. Prepare your missionaries.' I sat up in bed and immediately remembered Elder Scott's counsel. That morning I told Larry what had happened. He immediately set to work organizing our missionaries to prepare for an earthquake.
"In talking with our office missionaries to arrange for them to put together a list of everything we would need to prepare...in both Spanish and English...we discovered that the Lord had also let two of our office missionaries know of the possibility of an earthquake (in the form of dreams) and the need to prepare our mission. 
We set a goal and arranged our schedule so that we could visit every apartment in the mission to check for safety and to review with our missionaries what to do in case of an earthquake. What a wonderful experience we have had as we have met with them and shared scriptures with them about being spiritually and physically prepared. '...if ye are prepared, ye shall not fear' (D&C 38:30). 
We instructed every missionary to have a "go-bag" (36 hour kit). We reviewed our emergency action plan with them of where to go and what to do if they had phone service and in case they did not. We gave everyone a paper with all instructions in English and Spanish, and we reminded them that 'this life is the time to prepare to meet God' (Alma 34:32-34). We shared with them our thoughts and feelings about the need for spiritual and physical safety. 
Some of them became frightened and asked us if we knew something they didn't know. We smiled and repeated '...if ye are prepared, ye shall not fear.' We didn't want to unduly alarm them, but we did want to impress upon them the need to be prepared. We tearfully reminded them of our recent transfer conference where we had shared our feelings about our dear Elder McKay Burrows who was unexpectedly called home in January while serving his mission in Romania...how he was prepared in every way to meet God. We reissued our challenge to 'be prepared' in every way. Then we knelt with them in their apartment and dedicated each apartment, asking for a blessing of safety and security to be upon every apartment.

When the earthquake came, we were prepared. We did not experience the panic that many felt. We knew we were prepared. Because of the words of the Lord's chosen apostle, Elder Scott, we had listened and heeded the quiet, but clear promptings of the Holy Ghost. We were blessed with peace in the midst of chaos. We learned an important lesson: our preparation helped us to avoid panic and fear, but the Lord, in His wisdom, allowed us to experience enough discomfort to know that He has all power. He is in charge. We are nothing without Him. We are dependent upon Him for every breath we take. Only He can save us from death and destruction. He is the way, the truth, and the life. He is our perfect example. If we follow Him, we will be saved through obedience to the laws and ordinances of His Gospel.

"As the earthquake became more violent, the mission home groaned and wailed. The power died, so the whole city was black. The windows made a hideous screeching sound, and flying objects banged against swaying walls. The printer/fax machine, books, book ends, and fifty-pound television burst from the entertainment center and crashed to the floor, cabinets emptied, drawers flew open, the refrigerator moved, water sloshed out of the toilets, the floor jolted up and down as we ran across it trying to hold onto the walls to keep from falling down, and the piano toppled over like a small toy. 
As we made our way to the back yard, I remember thinking, 'God is all-powerful. He is our only refuge from this horrible mess.' I prayed and prayed for Him to still the earth. When we reached the back yard, we watched in terror. By the light of the moon we could see the swimming pool water form giant waves and crash out onto the rocks. House and car alarms screamed into the night...some from being crushed by falling debris and others I guess from the bizarre movement of the earth. I am not sure if the intense rumbling sounds came from the earth itself or from everything else that was shaking so violently. 
Finally, it stopped. When the calm came, we had to sit down because our legs were weak and unstable. My legs stayed wobbly all day and night yesterday. Today (Feb. 28) the muscles in my legs hurt like I ran a marathon. The aftershocks have been extremely unsettling. Each one begins like the one last night started. We just close our eyes and wait to see if it escalates or dies down. I have never experienced anything like this!” END
Separate Studies

See the study ‘Faith and Priesthood Blessings-Assist the Sick and Afflicted’ Faith and Priesthood Blessings–Assist the Sick and Afflicted
See the Study Answered Prayers 
https://malcolmtwigg.com/priesthood-miracles/
Additional Inspirational Stories Not Recorded

“Risking death for the Prophet” July 1975 Ensign Philo Dibble-Healing after being shot
https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1975/07/mormon-journal/risking-death-for-the-prophet?lang=eng
“Crows in the Corn” Betty Harvey  Ensign July 1982 (Inspiration saves the day)
https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1982/07/mormon-journal/crows-in-the-corn?lang=eng
“Bill Stop Don’t Run by Jana Squires Flake Ensign October 1996
https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1996/10/mormon-journal/bill-stop-dont-run.html?lang=eng
 “Flying Blind at 100 mph” Cameron J. Fugal Ensign Jan 1998 (clouds open) 

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1998/01/mormon-journal/flying-blind-at-100-mph?lang=eng
“I Needed a Blessing” Brandon J. Miller Ensign Sept 2001 (snake bite)
https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/2001/09/latter-day-saint-voices/i-needed-a-blessing?lang=eng
“Look Out” Mark H. Soelberg Ensign Sept 2009 (A voice warns of danger) 

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/2009/09/latter-day-saint-voices/look-out?lang=eng
“She Went to the Temple” Mari V Owen July 1984 Ensign (very ill woman attends Temple)
https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1984/07/mormon-journal/she-went-to-the-temple?lang=eng
“Only through the Priesthood” Don Searle Ensign April 1984 (“severe maladaptation syndrome,” often called “environmental disease-healing”

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1984/04/only-through-the-priesthood?lang=eng
“Song of Rescue” Gary Loren McCallister July 1985 Ensign (recovery from a car accident)

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1985/07/mormon-journal/song-of-rescue?lang=eng
“Flying Coffins” By Elmer Beckstrand Feb 1986 Ensign (Prayed and heard a voice)

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1986/02/mormon-journal/flying-coffin?lang=eng
“Terminate the pregnancy the Doctor said” by Ron Hansen Ensign Feb 1988

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1988/02/mormon-journal/terminate-the-pregnancy-the-doctor-said?lang=eng
“Sammie—Gift of God” By Helen Jones Oct 1990 Ensign (Told might die-Decided not to have abortion-met her father in a dream-all would be well).

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1990/10/mormon-journal/sammie-gift-of-god?lang=eng
“A Priesthood Blessing” By Eleanor Yates Barton April 1984 Ensign
https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1984/04/mormon-journal/a-priesthood-blessing?lang=eng
“Lost on the Tundra” by Todd Crosland Ensign Jan 2007 page 30
https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/2007/01/lost-on-the-tundra?lang=eng
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