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Jesus Prayed Earnestly in the Garden of Gethsemane

Matthew 26:38-39: "Saith He unto them, My soul is exceeding sorrowful, even unto death: tarry ye here, and watch with me. And He went a little farther, and fell on his face, and prayed, saying, ‘O my Father, if it be possible, let this cup pass from me: nevertheless not as I will, but as thou wilt.’
Prayed the Second Time

Matthew 26:42: "O my Father, if this cup may not pass away from me, except I drink it, thy will be done."
Prayed the Third Time- Angel Strengthens Jesus
A third time He went to His lonely vigil and individual struggle, and was heard to implore the Father with the same words of yearning entreaty. Luke tells us that Luke 22:43) "there appeared an Angel unto Him from Heaven, strengthening Him"
Luke 22:44 The Saviour accomplishes the atonement for all mankind
"And being in an agony he prayed more earnestly: and his sweat was as it were great drops of blood falling down to the ground."
Jesus was strengthened in prayer and accomplished the greatest feat in human history. 
Experience of Joseph Smith at the age of 14 years
A humble simple prayer of a 14 year old opened up the windows of heaven and started the dispensation of the fulness of times. 
Joseph Smith-History 1: 13-17: “At length I came to the conclusion that I must either remain in darkness and confusion, or else I must do as James directs, that is, ask of God. I at length came to the determination to “ask of God,” concluding that if he gave wisdom to them that lacked wisdom, and would give liberally, and not upbraid, I might venture.

So, in accordance with this, my determination to ask of God, I retired to the woods to make the attempt. It was on the morning of a beautiful, clear day, early in the spring of eighteen hundred and twenty. It was the first time in my life that I had made such an attempt, for amidst all my anxieties I had never as yet made the attempt to pray vocally.

After I had retired to the place where I had previously designed to go, having looked around me, and finding myself alone, I kneeled down and began to offer up the desires of my heart to God. I had scarcely done so, when immediately I was seized upon by some power which entirely overcame me, and had such an astonishing influence over me as to bind my tongue so that I could not speak. Thick darkness gathered around me, and it seemed to me for a time as if I were doomed to sudden destruction.

But, exerting all my powers to call upon God to deliver me out of the power of this enemy which had seized upon me, and at the very moment when I was ready to sink into despair and abandon myself to destruction—not to an imaginary ruin, but to the power of some actual being from the unseen world, who had such marvelous power as I had never before felt in any being—just at this moment of great alarm, I saw a pillar of light exactly over my head, above the brightness of the sun, which descended gradually until it fell upon me.

It no sooner appeared than I found myself delivered from the enemy which held me bound. When the light rested upon me I saw two Personages, whose brightness and glory defy all description, standing above me in the air. One of them spake unto me, calling me by name and said, pointing to the other—This is My Beloved Son. Hear Him!”

Prayer a Catalyst to my Learning of the Church

Malcolm Twigg Journal: “In the summer of this year (1966) aged 18 I recall whilst out walking near my lodgings in Cross Gates Leeds stepping into some nearby woods and praying out loud that if there was a God please help me to know and understand. My heart was drawn out to know if there was a God in Heaven and life after death. I did this on several occasions seeking light and truth.

During this period of time in the summer of 1966 one evening whilst walking to the library at Crossgates I decided to go a different way than usual. I walked past a newly completed church which was having an open-house. I was drawn towards it and a tall missionary came out to talk to me and invited me in to see a film called “Mans Search for Happiness”. I decided I had nothing to lose so I went into the church building. The film was a production for the 1964 New York World’s fair and had as its theme ‘Pre-mortal Life’, the ‘Purpose of Life’ and ‘What happens after this life.’ The message of this film touched every fibre of my being and I asked the missionaries if I could learn more. I now realize this diversion I took which took me past the chapel was an answer to my prayer in the woods

Ensign Articles

A Prayer in the Sand By Ralph Mortensen March 1998 Ensign
“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 rabbitbrush, 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 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. END

The Lost Watch By Bill Alston October 1988 Ensign
In 1975, I was stationed in Winnipeg, Manitoba, during the first several months of my mission. On Monday, our “D-day,” the elders with cars picked up “bus-pass elders,” and we all headed to the University of Manitoba for a good, old-fashioned missionary basketball game. Afterward we stopped for lunch, groceries, and ice cream, and then scattered to laundromats and our various apartments.

On Tuesday, I discovered my wristwatch was missing. It wasn’t just an ordinary watch; it had belonged to my Grandfather Alston. He had died in 1972, and my father had given it to me as a going-away present as I left for the mission field.

I was heartsick. Where could it be? I cleaned every inch of our apartment (much to the delight of my companion), called the other elders we had been with, ransacked missionary cars I had ridden in, and inquired at every conceivable place we had stopped the day before.

Weeks passed. Conferences came and went. Questions were asked—but all for naught. No one had seen my treasured watch.

More than two months later, I was attending a meeting at our zone leaders’ apartment with several other missionaries. My companion and I had been fasting with one of our contacts and were feeling close to the Spirit. As we started to leave, thoughts about my watch burst upon my mind. I didn’t understand why, but I felt distinctly that I should ask the Lord about it.

I found a room where I could be alone and knelt down to ask for guidance.

Suddenly, in my mind’s eye, I saw my watch. I could see it doubled up inside some sort of black tubing. The image enlarged and I could then see not only the black tube, but also its immediate surroundings.

Outside, much to the dismay of several other missionaries, I dismantled the entire dash of the missionary car I had seen in my mind. There was my watch! It had slipped down the defrost vent and was lodged in one of the many hoses of the car’s heating system.

After reassembling the dashboard, I again retired to a vacant room to thank Heavenly Father for his loving influence.

Within a week, all the missionary cars in Winnipeg were replaced and that particular car was sent to the junkyard. The car was gone, but the watch was found—thanks to the power of fasting and prayer.

‘A Fourteen Year Old’s Answer to Prayer’ Feb 1996 Ensign
Taken from https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1996/02/discerning-answers-to-our-prayers?lang=eng  by Grant E Barton

“I was fourteen and had tried to catch a bus to visit my father, who was stationed at an army base in Tooele, Utah, some thirty-five miles from Salt Lake City. I missed the bus, however, and decided to hitch a ride instead. A man took me as far as the Great Salt Lake and dropped me off near a smelter about twenty miles west of the city. It began to rain, and night was descending. Sulfuric fumes from the smelter filled the air, and I began to cough and wheeze.

Remembering my parents’ teachings, I started to pray. As I struggled for breath, my prayers became more desperate and earnest.

Into my mind came a voice that said, “Run.” I didn’t feel like running and shrugged off the impression. But the voice repeated more distinctly, “Run.” I started to jog through the cold rain. The voice came again and said more urgently, “Run as fast as you can!” So I did.

As I staggered over the top of a hill, I saw a lone car in the process of making a U-turn. I croaked out a noise and waved my arms. The car stopped, and even though I couldn’t speak coherently, the kindly couple in the car seemed to understand, invited me in, and drove away from the fumes. I was thoroughly drenched and was shaking uncontrollably from the cold. The couple told me that they had been sitting in their home in Tooele and felt that they should take a drive—in the middle of the storm!”
A Story of Faith and Answered Prayer of a 15 year old Girl

“Fifteen: My Year of Blessings” By Brenda Martinez Oct 1983 Ensign

“I look back to 1967 as a time of change in my life, a time of growing into maturity in many ways. I was fifteen years old, and in January we had discovered that my mother was expecting her sixth child. We were all excited, and Mother couldn’t have been happier.

Then, without warning, my mother began to miscarry. My father took her to the hospital, where she was given a powerful drug to prevent the miscarriage. The doctor told my father that if the drug was successful, there was a strong possibility the baby would be either mentally or physically deformed.

My father didn’t share this news with anyone, not even my mother, and under that heavy burden he became depressed. He was inactive in the Church then, and had no testimony to sustain him. My mother became despondent, and when she learned that she would be confined to bed for the rest of her pregnancy, her distress deepened.

I sensed acutely the sadness in our home, and being the oldest child, I felt responsible for doing something about it. But I didn’t know what. Then, remembering the counsel in James 1:5 to ask God for wisdom, I decided to pray.

I remember tearfully kneeling in our backyard, all alone, pleading with our Heavenly Father to let us have our baby, promising that we would always love and cherish it, that my mother would not be able to accept the child’s loss. As soon as I had uttered these words, I felt a warm, comforting hand upon my shoulder. I was told that all would be well. I stopped crying and stumbled to my feet, anxious to tell my sweet mother the wonderful news!

I remember her surprise as I walked into her room. She had just sent everyone out. I didn’t give her a chance to say a word, I was so excited. As I finished telling her of my experience, she wept. I bent and kissed her, and left the room.

Later she called me to ask if I remembered what I had said to her. I said yes, and related the story again. She looked puzzled and said, “What else?” I really didn’t know what she meant. She said that when I entered the room my face seemed to glow. I told her not to fear, our Father in Heaven knew of her deep desire to keep her child. She would be granted that, and the baby girl would be perfect in every way. I don’t remember saying all that to her, but the Lord knew of her need to hear it.

On May 18, a new baby girl joined the Murdock family.

Two weeks later, however, my mother was back in the hospital. She had started to haemorrhage and was hospitalized for another two weeks.

Like most fifteen-year-old girls, I had had my share of thoughts about romance, marriage, and babies. But nothing I had ever dreamed of had prepared me for what I then faced. Not only did I have my father to cook for, but I had the four other children as well—breakfasts, lunches, and dinners. There was also the laundry to wash and, to top the list, a two-week-old baby to care for.

At times I thought I wouldn’t make it. But that new little girl and I developed a very close bond; I felt as though she were mine. I recall one day when a few sisters from our ward came by to help out by offering to take the baby for a while. But after all we had gone through to get this little one, I told them they couldn’t have her and ordered them out. (I had a hard time living that down!) My mother called all of the ladies later to explain how very tired I was, and that I didn’t mean to be so rude.

How happy we were when mother came home! She found a very fat little girl (and why not? I had thought if she cried she must be hungry, so I fed her constantly), and, in spite of me, everyone had survived.

That little girl—now sixteen—has been a comfort and joy to our family. She saved her pennies, and at age seven she presented my father with fifty-one cents so he could go to a clinic to stop smoking and drinking. This proved to be the turning point in my father’s life. My parents have now celebrated the sixth anniversary of their temple sealing. What a wonderful experience that was to kneel and be sealed as a family!
‘A Fatal Accident’ From Beyond the Veil Volume 4 by Lee Nelson Page 3/5

“I found a typical near death experience in a nursing journal. A man in Switzerland found himself in a fatal automobile accident while driving to a championship soccer match. The first thing he remembered after the accident was floating in the air above the crash scene. He could see his mangled car, which was blocking traffic in both directions. He saw an ambulance and a white blanket covering the remains of his physical body which had died in the accident. 

He was obviously concerned at having died, and wondered what would happen next. Then he could hear voices, but not Angel ones. Angry words were coming from the cars which couldn’t move forward because of the accident. His fellow soccer fans were upset about missing the beginning of the match and were cursing him for making them late. 

Then through all the angry words he heard a women’s voice offering a very sincere prayer that the man under the blanket, regardless of his religious beliefs would be made whole, that the minds and hands of the paramedics and doctors would be guided in their efforts to heal this accident victim. It was too beautiful a day for this man to die. 

The man was touched by the prayer on his behalf, coming from a total stranger, that he decided he would try to help the woman see her prayer answered. He willed himself down to the ground, and somehow pushed himself back into his body. He was able to get the attention of the paramedics by wiggling a toe. Fluids and drugs were administered. He lived. 

Months later, after a long and painful recovery, the man asked an attorney friend to visit him. The soccer fan told all that had happened on the day of the accident, including how he was touched by the woman’s prayer. “I want you to find her for me,” he old the attorney. “I want to meet her, and talk to her.” “Impossible” the attorney said. “There were hundreds of cars at the scene of the accident. Nobody took roll.”

“I can make your job easy.” The man responded and handed the attorney a piece of paper with the woman’s license plate written on it.”

“Please Heal Leif” by Sonja Baker Ensign March 1997

“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
‘One More Car’ By J. K. Hatch, as told to Jo Ann Hatch December 1984 Ensign
“I grew up during the Great Depression in the little town of Taylor, Arizona. In those days there were no jobs around Taylor, so when I was seventeen years old, a couple of friends and I decided we would hitchhike the 250 miles to Phoenix to find some kind of work.

It was the first week in December of 1933, and we rode part of the way in the back of a cattle truck. We had to get down between the cows to keep warm.

When we arrived in Phoenix, we found out that there was no work to be had. Many men were standing in lines waiting for the free soup the government was giving out to those in need. You could buy hotcakes for ten cents, but we didn’t have a dime; so after a while we joined the soup line.

We looked for work and somehow survived for two weeks; then Christmas drew near. One of my friends had a sister who lived not too far away, and he and my other friend decided to go to her house for Christmas. But I was determined to go home.

Early the next morning, the day before Christmas, I started hitchhiking. I didn’t get to Flagstaff until 5:00 in the afternoon. That was halfway home. The sky was steel grey and it was bitterly cold, with eight inches of snow on the ground. There were holes in both of my shoes, so I found some cardboard and cut pieces to fit inside to keep my feet a little drier. Then I started down the highway again, trying to get another ride.

Since it was Christmas Eve, there wasn’t much traffic. It grew darker and colder, and I became more and more dejected as the few cars swished by in the snow and the chill of the night penetrated my thin coat.

By 10:00 I had become so cold and numb that I began to wonder what it would be like to freeze to death. I was so tired that I knew I’d never make it unless someone stopped soon. Several more cars passed me by, and I had to talk to myself to keep going. “One more car,” I said. “If the next car doesn’t stop, I’ll lie down under a tree and let it happen. One more car.”

In a short while I could hear an engine in the distance. “This is it,” I told myself, taking a deep breath as I held out my thumb. Swish. The car went by me. I closed my eyes and sank to my knees in total despair.

In my misery, everything was shut out of my mind for several seconds; but then I heard a sound. The car had stopped and was backing up! I struggled to my feet, heart pounding. In the car were two men from my hometown of Taylor. They had recognized me as they passed.

At about 1:00 A.M. I was safely deposited at the front door of my home. I could see there was still a light on, and as I came quietly through the door, there sat Dad and Mom with their heads in their hands, praying. When I spoke I was greeted with joyful cries and tears. Mom told me they had been praying all evening and into the night for my well-being and safe return home.
There were no presents that Christmas. Dad killed an old rooster next morning, and that was our Christmas dinner. Yet I have never felt the spirit of Christmas more strongly than I did that day as I sat with Dad, Mom, and my brothers and sisters and felt the warmth and love of our family.” END
‘He Hears and Answers’ by Clayton S. Huber February 5, 2002. BYU Speeches

See https://speeches.byu.edu/talks/clayton-s-huber/hears-answers/

“Lawrence Johnson is a dear friend who lives in Provo. During World War II he was a bomber pilot. One night his crew was given a mission to bomb a certain target. It was a dark night over the South China Sea. The antiaircraft artillery was heavy. Searchlights illuminated the sky. After they had passed over the drop zone, “The navigator stuck his head into the cockpit and said, ‘I don’t have any idea as to where we are. I got so scared back there that I just stopped keeping our position.’” Brother Johnson continued, “To complicate things, our radar went out after the bomb run. None of that seemed to bother me because of a sweet calm and a feeling that all was well. I pointed to a position on the map I was holding and told the navigator he could assume that was our position. He looked dubiously at me and asked, ‘Are you sure?’ I assured him it was—my quick little prayer seemed to leave little doubt.” 
From those coordinates on the map the navigator plotted the direction to their home base. After flying for seven hours they spotted the runway lights of their home base and landed safely. (Lawrence H. Johnson, personal history.) Likewise, through prayer and spiritual guidance, we also will be able to return safely to our home base—home with God the Eternal Father and His Son, Jesus Christ. I know and testify there is a God. I know He knows us. He hears and answers our prayers. He has not left us alone on our earthly journey.”
See https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/children/resources/topics/prayer?lang=eng for many stories to children of answered prayer. 
‘The Warning Dream’ By Olive Wagner Harris July 1980 Ensign
“I awoke suddenly, quivering with horror from a nightmare that not even the bright sun streaming through my bedroom curtains could dissipate. In the dream, I had vividly seen my eldest daughter and her unborn child, mangled in an automobile accident. I had the clear impression that the accident would occur on a long trip, not in everyday travel. I was living in Portland, Oregon, at the time.

I tried to be logical. My daughter was not pregnant. She and her husband, living in Palo Alto, California, were the parents of three children. To my knowledge they were not planning any long trips.

A few months later, though, my daughter wrote that they were happily expecting their fourth child. She also talked of trips they were planning to Arizona to visit my son-in-law’s parents and of business that would take them to Los Angeles. My worries increased and my prayers became more intense. I could not dismiss the constant heartache that troubled me, for I had experienced previous dreams, warnings, and impressions that had materialized.

Then I learned that they were planning to combine business with pleasure on a weekend trip to Los Angeles with their two oldest children. My son-in-law would be staying in Los Angeles after the weekend and my daughter would be driving back to Palo Alto with the children. Should I share that still-vivid dream? I was so concerned that on Sunday, which was Fast Day, I asked the members of the branch in Montana, where I was living temporarily, to remember my daughter in their prayers the next day.

Monday I continued to fast, praying continuously. I felt great distress, yet confidence that somehow all would be well. Soon after noon, a feeling of peace seemed to envelop me, sweeping away my fears. I knew that the crisis had been averted. My relief was complete a few months later when I received the phone call telling me that their little son had arrived safely. Now that the baby was born, my nightmare could never come true.

The next time I visited them in Palo Alto, I told them of my dream. Amazed, my daughter told me the other half of the story.

Before leaving their hotel room in Los Angeles that Monday morning, she felt strongly impressed to have a special prayer for safety. On the way, she developed a headache and drove off the freeway for a drink of water at a service station to wash down some aspirin. As they started to leave, a car pulled up behind them, the driver jumped out, stopped her, and said, “Lady, your left rear tire has a bubble on it. I saw it when you passed me a few miles back.”

Then he drove off without stopping for gas. The service station attendant told my daughter that he had seen the car pull off the freeway, apparently just to warn her. And the tire was badly damaged.

As soon as it was repaired, they set out again; but my daughter said that she stopped almost at once on the shoulder of the highway and told the children they must have a prayer of thanks for their safety. They were just finishing when the service station attendant drove up behind them, brandishing the credit card she had left, her only means of buying gas for the rest of the trip. We compared times. She had offered her thankful prayer at the time I experienced my sense of peace.

That nightmare happened over twenty years ago. My grandson, now six feet three, has recently returned from a mission to Argentina. I shall be eternally grateful that the warning dream never became a reality.” END
‘My Car Taught Me to Pray’ By Mervyn Dykes Sep 1982 Ensign
“There we were, stranded on the Desert Road several hundred kilometres from home. Our car didn’t want to start, and there was no one around to help us. It was after midnight, and winter was having one last sally before giving way to spring.

The Desert Road is on the volcanic plateau near the heart of the North Island of New Zealand. While it isn’t a desert of sand dunes, it is still so bleak and barren that its major use is as an army training ground. Definitely not the place for a young family to be marooned.

When we passed through the area on our southward trip from Auckland, we had been pursued by a snowstorm, the first we had ever seen. Now, homeward bound, it wasn’t snowing—just bitterly cold.

If we had been in our old car, I might have been able to do something to fix it through sheer familiarity. But that squat new engine with its attendant wires and hoses was too much to tackle in the dark. We sat there behind the fogged-over windscreen and wondered what to do.

That was when we decided to pray. And that was how, a few minutes later, we were able to start the car and drive on our way without even a hint of a problem.

We arrived home still not knowing what had been wrong with the car. But the next time we tried to use it, the car rolled a few yards and stopped. A daylight check under the hood quickly revealed the cause. As soon as I touched the lead between the distributor and the coil, it fell away, revealing a bright green splash of corrosion.

“You couldn’t have gone far like that,” said a friend who offered to help. But we had. All the way from the Desert Road, in fact. All that way on four wheels and a prayer.

Now, I recognize that this sort of thing doesn’t happen every time you need help with car trouble. But it worked that time for us—a time when we sorely needed the help. I had developed the habit of prayer early in life and had used it to search out the answers to big problems. I had also been diligent about personal daily prayers. But the Lord must have decided to use cars to teach me that there are no limits to prayer, that there is nothing so mundane that it is beyond our Father’s concern.” END
‘Sacrifice Brings forth Blessings’ President David O McKay Millennial Star 1931 Vol 31 page 709.

“Just how sacrifice brings us closer to the Lord I think we can better understand if I relate to you the story of a father whose son had been away two years. (on a mission). The financial depression had hit his father. He was an architect. Building had ceased and the father’s income had become quite limited. A letter came from the son that he needed forty-two dollars. The father did not have it. He did not know where to get it but he wanted his son not to be without the necessary funds. Well what could he do? He could do what every true Latter Day Saint does-exercise his faith in God. 

To that end he and his wife, in evening prayer, prayed that the way might be opened for them to send their son the money asked for. They retired that night as usual. The next morning he went to his work, not knowing any source from which the dollars could come. 

Towards evening a man came in the office and said: “Two years ago you did some architectural work for me and I could not pay you. You told me not to worry about it, to pay you whenever I wanted to. I have come here now to give you my check.” The father quite overcome said “How did you happen to think of this? I had forgotten it entirely”. 

The man answered: “My wife and I were coming from lagoon last night. Your name came up in the conversation and it was she who asked ‘Have you ever paid him that bill?. I answered ‘No’, and said ‘I will attend to that tomorrow.” The father said|: “At what time was that?” and the architect’s  heart filled with gratitude when he realized that it was just a few minutes after he and his wife had knelt in prayer, asking God to open the way. 
‘Lovest Thou Me More Than These?’ By Celestia Whitehead Feb 1982 Ensign
“I was a young mother with five children under the age of six. My husband, Van, had just finished his first year of law school. We were a gospel-oriented family and had been blessed by the Lord; in fact, our married life was virtually free from serious adversity. My life revolved around my family. I loved being a wife and mother, and yet sometimes I realized my life was so filled with housework and day-to-day tasks that it lacked spiritual intensity. Still, I did not know how to change it. We tried to express gratitude for our blessings, but without real opposition, how does one know how truly blessed he is?............
For some time I had been having dizzy spells, nausea, loss of balance, and other disturbing symptoms. I had a nursing baby. Van was preparing for law finals. It was a terrible time for me to get sick, but I was, and we had to do something about it. After my doctor checked my inner ears, he sent me to a neurologist, who promptly put me in the hospital for tests.

The tests were painful and left me with intense headaches and nausea. Many times I prayed for relief of pain and strength to endure, and I was surprised and humbled by the quick response to my prayers. The doctors were looking for a tumor, which was a little frightening, but Van and I naively imagined it would be something simple and operable and that I would be all right. Imagine my feelings when the neurologist came in one morning, looking very grave and upset, and said they had found a brain-stem tumor. It was serious. He told my husband such a tumor was inoperable and probably malignant. We were stunned. Suddenly our optimism vanished. The future seemed bleak.

I kept thinking of all the reasons I could not die: I could not leave Van—how would he manage? And what about my babies?

Many were praying for us. I found out weeks later, and am still touched when I think of it, that my mother prayed that, if possible, she would take my place should someone have to die. What love she showed! Our ward fasted and prayed, and I was deeply moved. While I was in the hospital I had no idea of the many wonderful people who were concerned.

My husband was a man in anguish. There were no regrets, but oh, we had planned to grow old together! We had always been close. How could we possibly get along without each other? He prayed for understanding, peace of mind, the courage to accept whatever happened.

I, too, prayed to have the right attitude. But it escaped me, until one morning I opened the Bible at random and was struck forcefully by the Lord’s words to Peter, “Lovest thou me more than these?” (John 21:15.) He seemed to be asking me that question. Did I love the Lord more than anything—more, even, than life itself? Yes, I told the Lord. Yes, I really did.

Finally, I was able to reconcile my feelings, to say, “Thy will be done” and really mean it. And when I could do that, I was filled with an inexpressible peace. I was no longer afraid. When I cried, it was because of my babies. How I hated to leave them to be raised by others! But we were an eternal family, sealed in the temple, and surely we would be together again...

Following my reconciliation with God, I felt a constant burning of the Spirit, and strength flowed from me to my loved ones. I began to understand that there were many in the spirit world waiting for me, and I would not need to feel afraid or alone. My loving father and my stepfather were both there to be with me. Yet the thought occurred to me over and over that I must keep my life in order. If somehow I were to live, I should see to it that I was prepared to die.

The doctors decided to give me a final test—a very painful injection of air into the spinal fluid. This would help pinpoint the tumor and perhaps tell the doctors more about it for possible cobalt treatments. Before the test, I received a beautiful priesthood blessing, promising that I would leave the hospital.

While I was recovering from the test, the doctor approached my family in amazement: there was no tumor. There was actually a space where the tumor had been, but nothing was there. The doctors had no explanation. They admitted to being baffled.

Suddenly I knew what the expression “a new lease on life” really meant. I had a new lease. After all, we are all here by the generosity of a loving Father and according to his wisdom. My “lease” had been renewed. After seventeen days in the hospital, I left, barely able to walk but supremely happy. This was the answer to the prayers of many faithful, wonderful people, and the blessing and power of the priesthood.
As I grew stronger, my life was once again filled with all the mundane chores of cooking, cleaning, laundry, and diaper changing. It was also, more than ever, filled with gratitude and happiness, and with an understanding of the need to constantly seek the Spirit, carefully teach the gospel to our children, and strive for more meaning in prayer.

My constant prayer now is that I will live to be worthy of the Lord’s confidence in me. None of us knows how long we may live. I hope to make the best of all the time I may have.” END
‘A Storm and a Prayer’ By Conrad E. Peterson Feb 1983 Ensign
“In Sevier Valley, central Utah, are located three red knolls, or mounds of earth (hence the name of my hometown, Redmond). Twenty feet below the surface of these knolls are mountains of salt. The local miners used to remove the dirt from the top of the knolls in areas about two hundred feet square, leaving a runway where wagons could be loaded with salt after it had been blasted into chunks of fifty to one hundred pounds. This supplied all the cows, horses, and sheep in the area with salt, but most of it was shipped out. My father transported it to nearby towns.

One day, my father’s brother wrote a letter, requesting that my father bring a load of salt to Ephraim, some fifty miles south of Redmond, since my uncle was too busy harvesting to come and get it himself. My father was also harvesting, so he asked me if I thought I could make the trip alone. I was a gangly lad of twelve at the time, and newly ordained a deacon. I told him that if he felt I was capable, I could surely do it. My lonely experience in hauling that load of salt would become a lifelong memory.

The next morning at sunrise I was on my way, driving a prancing team of horses, pulling my father’s wagon. It was a long journey, and it was almost sundown when I reached my uncle’s place. My two cousins helped me unload the salt, while their mother prepared one of her excellent suppers. I did justice to every bite before we retired for the night.

The next morning I helped my cousins milk the cows, and then we played about the farm until nearly ten A.M. Kindly Uncle Pete reminded me that if I expected to be back home before dark I had better make haste; the weather threatened a storm. Reluctantly I harnessed the team, accepted the lunch Aunt Lena had prepared for me, and started for home.

I had traveled about twenty miles when a terrible blizzard came up. Before long it was almost impossible for the horses to endure the storm. Frightened and very cold, I thought perhaps I was freezing. Then I remembered the teachings of my Sunday School teacher: “If you ever need the Lord, he is only a prayer away.”
I turned the horses toward the fence that bordered the road, secured the reins, and crept behind the spring seat of the wagon, covering myself with canvas. There I tearfully poured out my heart to my Heavenly Father. I told him how awfully cold and lonely I was, and asked him to guide me safely home.

After the prayer I felt a little better, so I dried my tears, untied the horses, and climbed back on the wagon seat, determined to brave the storm.

Miraculously, about two miles down the road the storm began to subside; and six miles farther on, I decided to stop to feed the horses and eat my lunch. Imagine my surprise when I found a campfire burning there! Not a soul in sight—just that inviting warmth. Young lad that I was, it seemed to me that an angel must have left the fire to warm me. I sat on a nearby log, enjoying the heat and choking down my lunch, with tears of relief and gratitude streaming down my face.

The snow ceased completely during the remainder of the journey, and a worried mother and father met me as I turned the team into the lane of our homestead.

Father went with me to feed and water the horses, with never a chastising word. When I related my experience to him and how the teachings of my Sunday School teacher had prompted me to pray for deliverance from the storm, he put his strong arms around me and said, “After supper, Conrad, I want you to tell the entire family of your experience…..Now, some seventy-eight years later, having just passed my ninetieth birthday, my encounter with the storm is still a vivid memory that I relate to my great-grandchildren.”

‘The Answer to Her Prayer.’ By Ruth Heiner Ensign March 1983

“A dedicated mother of nine children who listens to the promptings of the Spirit, my daughter Karen has been blessed with ample opportunity to bring happiness to the lives of many.

Not long ago, just a few days following the delivery of her ninth child, she felt strongly impressed, for a reason that she did not understand, to drive to the dairy to pick up milk for the next day. While getting into the car and while driving, she told herself again and again that she should not be driving yet—she was quite anaemic and still very fatigued. And she certainly didn’t need to go for milk, because her husband could pick it up before breakfast the next morning. Nevertheless, Karen knew that she should go, whether she felt like it or not, whether she understood or not.

After leaving the dairy, she passed by the store where she regularly bought groceries, all the while telling herself that she did not really need any. She felt too weak to do any shopping, and had not planned to make another stop.

But all her reasoning did not dissuade her from it, and soon she was driving into the parking lot and walking into the store. She picked up groceries that her family didn’t really need, frankly puzzled.

As she was about to leave the parking lot, she noticed a woman standing by a grocery cart with two small children in it. She had seen them in the store just a minute earlier. The children appeared to be upset, and their mother looked as if she had no place to go. There were no groceries in the cart.

Karen tried to convince herself that someone else would offer the woman and her children a ride, all the while knowing that she herself would end up doing so. She found the woman was stranded, without food or money, a divorcee with no work. She was many miles from her home and had ridden busses all day trying to make connections to the welfare center for help before it closed. This was as far as the bus would take her. Her children had become hungry and cross and the day was nearly over. Silently, she had prayed over and over for help.

It was then that Karen understood the reason she had felt compelled to go to the dairy, and the reason she had stopped to buy food her family did not really need. After sharing supper that evening with the young woman and her children, my son-in-law helped them return home, with the groceries my daughter had bought that day.

Needless to say, Karen felt especially thankful for her own bounteous life and the blessings she and her family had received from our Heavenly Father—blessings that made it possible for her to lighten the burdens of someone in need.” END
‘My Prayer to go on a Mission’ (taken from the journal of Malcolm Twigg)

“I remember the desire I had to serve a mission for the church but this seemed unlikely. First the church did not normally send young men on proselyting missions from the British Isles. There was no policy or encouragement for this. Secondly how the mission would be financed. Thirdly I had been dating Josie already 4 years and she was not even a member of the church yet and I wanted to continue our relationship. She was the girl I wanted to marry. I was already 21 and most missionaries went on missions at age 19. 

I would go to the hills near the golf course where I was staying and pray fervently that I could serve a mission for the church. These were long prayers with many tears. They were heartfelt and I believe heard by the heavens. Eventually events unfolded that encouraged me to take the step of going on a mission. The leaders of the church arranged for a Seventies Quorum in California to finance half my mission. I had enough money to pay for the other half although it would take all my savings. Eventually Josie was baptised at age 21 (which is when her parents would allow her to be baptised. She promised to wait for me for 2 years so I was comforted by that fact. I wish to emphasize that there was not the slightest encouragement from priesthood leadership although they were not opposed in any way. The door opened up in answer to my prayer and I was able to go at age 22.” END 
‘The Lifeline of Prayer’ Elder James E. Faust April 2002 Gen Conference.
The Savior told us, “Pray in your families unto the Father, always in my name, that your wives and your children may be blessed.” In our day, the Church urges us to have family prayer every night and every morning.

Family prayer is a powerful and sustaining influence. During the dark days of World War II, a 500-pound bomb fell outside the little home of Brother Patey, a young father in Liverpool, England, but the bomb did not go off. His wife had died, so he was rearing his five children alone. He gathered them together at this very anxious time for family prayer. They “all prayed … earnestly and when they had finished praying, the children said: ‘Daddy, we will be all right. We will be all right in our home tonight.’

“And so they went to bed, imagine, with that terrific bomb lying just outside the door half submerged in the ground. If it had gone off it would have destroyed probably forty or fifty houses and killed two or three hundred people. …

“The next morning the … whole neighborhood was removed for forty-eight hours and the bomb was finally taken away. …On the way back Brother Patey asked the foreman of the A. R. P. Squad: ‘Well, what did you find?’ “Mr. Patey, we got at the bomb outside of your door and found it ready to explode at any moment. There was nothing wrong with it. We are puzzled why it did not go off.’” Miraculous things happen when families pray together. END
‘Prayers Answered’ Elder Weatherford T. Clayton: Friend Magazine19 Mar 2018
 “I grew up with three brothers in California, USA. We were raised by wonderful parents. At night our mother would come into our rooms and listen to our prayers. I felt so much love from her. She understood me and was interested in my life. She helped me realize that Heavenly Father loved me too. I knew He was listening to me when I prayed. 
When I was a teenager, I lived in Japan for a few months without my family. One night I felt very worried. I had a lot of big questions, and I was nervous. I knelt by my bed and prayed. I said the words out loud instead of in my mind. I poured out my worries to Heavenly Father. All of a sudden a wonderful feeling came. My worries disappeared. The Holy Ghost filled the whole room with peace. I knew that peace was a gift from my Heavenly Father. I felt that He really did love me and that He wanted me to be happy. That was the first time in my life that Heavenly Father gave me a big answer to a prayer. 
Not every time is like that. Heavenly Father answers our prayers in different ways. Sometimes He trusts us to try our best to do the right thing. Then He nudges us—or gently guides us—to help us as we go. Those little nudges can be the answer to our prayers. They come at the right time to help us do the right thing. No matter what, you can know that Heavenly Father loves you. He will always listen to you when you pray.” https://media.ldscdn.org/pdf/magazines/friend-march-2018/2018-03-19-heavenly-father-listens-eng.pdf 

‘He Is There’ By Rosemary M. Wixom Liahona 27 Jan 2012
“When one of our sons was 11 years old, he woke up with a bad headache. At first I thought he was just delaying going to school, but I quickly realized he had a high fever. I took him to the doctor, and soon we were rushing to the hospital. There he was diagnosed with spinal meningitis, a serious illness. As his condition became more severe, he began having seizures. The doctor asked me to step out of the room. As I walked into the hall, I was afraid and began to cry. A woman I did not know put her arms around me. I prayed out loud that Heavenly Father would help my son and that all would be well. I remember feeling that all would be well. My son had surgery and many weeks of recovery. Today he is healthy, married, and a father of two beautiful girls. This experience was such an example to me of the power of prayer.” See https://media.ldscdn.org/pdf/lds-magazines/liahona-january-2012/2012-01-27-he-is-there-eng.pdf
Example of an Answered Prayer in the Bible

Hezekiah’s life is Extended

2 Kings 20:1-6: “In those days was Hezekiah sick unto death. And the prophet Isaiah the son of Amoz came to him, and said unto him, Thus saith the Lord, Set thine house in order; for thou shalt die, and not live. Then he turned his face to the wall, and prayed unto the Lord, saying, ‘I beseech thee, O Lord, remember now how I have walked before thee in truth and with a perfect heart, and have done that which is good in thy sight.’ And Hezekiah wept sore.

And it came to pass, afore Isaiah was gone out into the middle court, that the word of the Lord came to him, saying, ‘Turn again, and tell Hezekiah the captain of my people, Thus saith the Lord, the God of David thy father, I have heard thy prayer, I have seen thy tears: behold, I will heal thee: on the third day thou shalt go up unto the house of the Lord. And I will add unto thy days fifteen years; and I will deliver thee and this city out of the hand of the king of Assyria; and I will defend this city for mine own sake, and for my servant David’s sake.”

Example of an Answered Prayer in the Book of Mormon

Delivered out of Bondage through Prayer

Mosiah 24:10-17: “And it came to pass that so great were their afflictions that they began to cry mightily to God. And Amulon commanded them that they should stop their cries; and he put guards over them to watch them, that whosoever should be found calling upon God should be put to death. And Alma and his people did not raise their voices to the Lord their God, but did pour out their hearts to him; and he did know the thoughts of their hearts.

And it came to pass that the voice of the Lord came to them in their afflictions, saying: ‘Lift up your heads and be of good comfort, for I know of the covenant which ye have made unto me; and I will covenant with my people and deliver them out of bondage.’
And I will also ease the burdens which are put upon your shoulders, that even you cannot feel them upon your backs, even while you are in bondage; and this will I do that ye may stand as witnesses for me hereafter, and that ye may know of a surety that I, the Lord God, do visit my people in their afflictions.’ And now it came to pass that the burdens which were laid upon Alma and his brethren were made light; yea, the Lord did strengthen them that they could bear up their burdens with ease, and they did submit cheerfully and with patience to all the will of the Lord.

And it came to pass that so great was their faith and their patience that the voice of the Lord came unto them again, saying: ‘Be of good comfort, for on the morrow I will deliver you out of bondage. And he said unto Alma: Thou shalt go before this people, and I will go with thee and deliver this people out of bondage.’”

A Story in connection with the above experience of Alma. 

‘His Burden Was Made Light’ By Sandra Dawn Brimhall Ensign March 2006
“When Horst Scharffs was 14 years old, his mother gave him money for a railroad ticket and sent him into the country to try to buy food. The Scharffs lived in Hamburg, Germany, during World War I, and food was scarce and had to be rationed. Townspeople often tried to purchase food from farmers who sometimes had a little extra.

After a two-hour train ride, Horst arrived at a village where he began walking door-to-door. Though he visited more than 40 houses, no one would sell him anything.

Horst was determined not to return home empty-handed, so he decided to walk 4 1/2 kilometers (2.8 miles) to the next village. After walking about 45 minutes and stopping at all of the houses along the way, he met a farmer who sold him 100 pounds (45 kg) of potatoes. Horst couldn’t believe his luck! The most he had hoped for was a pound of butter or a few pounds of bacon.

The farmer lifted the sack of potatoes across Horst’s shoulders, and Horst started back the way he had come. It wasn’t long before he realized the difficulty of his task. The potatoes, which weighed at least as much as he did, were almost too great a burden for an undernourished boy. If he dropped the load onto the roadside to rest, he might not be able to lift it back onto his shoulders.

As Horst wrestled with this problem, he suddenly thought of his mother, who had taught him from the scriptures about the power of prayer. He remembered a story in the Book of Mormon about the people of Alma in the land of Helam. These Nephites, who were in bondage to the Lamanites, asked the Lord to help them bear their burdens. The Lord answered their prayers by making their burdens seem light. It occurred to Horst that the Lord might also lighten the weight of his burden.

Horst began to pray. Instantly, he felt as if the load had been taken off his shoulders. He was able to walk with ease all the way to the train station without resting.

At the station, another miracle occurred. Village police had the authority to take away any food they found on passengers. Many people tried to hide their food, but there was no way Horst could hide 100 pounds of potatoes. To his surprise, nothing was said when he boarded the train, and he was allowed to take the potatoes home to his mother.

Those potatoes not only fed Horst’s family during a difficult time, but they also fed his spirit—he developed an unshakable testimony that the Lord hears and answers prayers.”
See also https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1989/07/mormon-journal/one-hundred-pounds-of-potatoes?lang=eng (same story)
Further Examples of Answered Prayers in the Book of Mormon

1 Nephi 18:3-4: “And I, Nephi, did go into the mount oft, and I did pray oft unto the Lord; wherefore the Lord showed unto me great things. And it came to pass that after I had finished the ship, according to the word of the Lord, my brethren beheld that it was good, and that the workmanship thereof was exceedingly fine; wherefore, they did humble themselves again before the Lord.”
Mosiah 28:5-8: “And it came to pass that they did plead with their father many days that they might go up to the land of Nephi. And king Mosiah went and inquired of the Lord if he should let his sons go up among the Lamanites to preach the word. And the Lord said unto Mosiah: “Let them go up, for many shall believe on their words, and they shall have Eternal Life; and I will deliver thy sons out of the hands of the Lamanites. And it came to pass that Mosiah granted that they might go and do according to their request.” 

Alma 17:2-3, 10-12: “......And they had waxed strong in the knowledge of the truth; for they were men of a sound understanding and they had searched the scriptures diligently, that they might know the word of God. But this is not all; they had given themselves to much prayer, and fasting; therefore, they had the spirit of prophecy, and the spirit of revelation, and when they taught, they taught with power and authority of God.

And it came to pass that the Lord did visit them with his Spirit and said unto them: “Be comforted. And they were comforted.” And the Lord said unto them also: “Go forth among the Lamanites, thy brethren, and establish my word; yet ye shall be patient in long-suffering and afflictions that ye may show forth good examples unto them in me, and I will make an instrument of thee in my hands unto the salvation of many souls.” And it came to pass that the hearts of the sons of Mosiah, and also those who were with them, took courage to go forth unto the Lamanites to declare unto them the word of God.”

Alma 27:7, 11-13: “And Ammon said: I will go and inquire of the Lord, and if he say unto us, go down unto our brethren, will ye go? And it came to pass that Ammon went and inquired of the Lord, and the Lord said unto him: ‘Get this people out of this land, that they perish not; for Satan has great hold on the hearts of the Amalekites, who do stir up the Lamanites to anger against their brethren to slay them; therefore get thee out of this land; and blessed are this people in this generation, for I will preserve them.’ And now it came to pass that Ammon went and told the king all the words which the Lord had said unto him.” 

Ether 1:34-40: “And the Brother of Jared being a large and mighty man, and a man highly favored of the Lord, Jared, his brother, said unto him ‘Cry unto the Lord, that he will not confound us that we may not understand our words.’ And it came to pass that the Brother of Jared did cry unto the Lord, and the Lord had compassion upon Jared; therefore he did not confound the language of Jared; and Jared and his brother were not confounded. 

Then Jared said unto his brother: Cry again unto the Lord, and it may be that he will turn away his anger from them who are our friends, that he confound not their language. And it came to pass that the brother of Jared did cry unto the Lord, and the Lord had compassion upon their friends and their families also, that they were not confounded. 

And it came to pass that Jared spake again unto his brother, saying: ‘Go and inquire of the Lord whether he will drive us out of the land, and if he will drive us out of the land, cry unto him whither we shall go. And who knoweth but the Lord will carry us forth into a land which is choice above all the earth? And if it so be, let us be faithful unto the Lord, that we may receive it for our inheritance.’ And it came to pass that the brother of Jared did cry unto the Lord according to that which had been spoken by the mouth of Jared. And it came to pass that the Lord did hear the brother of Jared, and had compassion upon him, and said unto him.......”

3 Nephi 27:1-2: “It came to pass that the disciples were gathered together and were united in mighty prayer and fasting. And Jesus again showed himself unto them, for they were praying unto the Father in His name….”

Moroni 8:7: “For immediately after I had learned these things of you I inquired of the Lord concerning the matter. And the word of the Lord came to me by the power of the Holy Ghost, saying”
Revelations in Doctrine and Covenants that came in Answer to Prayer.
The revelations received by the Prophet Joseph in the Doctrine and Covenants came after his personal inquiry for knowledge and understanding: Some examples follow: 

Heading to Section 6: “The Prophet inquired of the Lord through the Urim and Thummin and received this response”

Heading to Section 11: “This Revelation was received through the Urim and Thummin in answer to Joseph’s supplication and inquiry”

Heading to Section 12: “At Joseph Knight’s request the Prophet inquired of the Lord and received this revelation”

Heading to Section 18: “In response to supplication for knowledge on the matter, the Lord gave this revelation”

Heading to Section 23: “As the result of earnest desire on the part of the five persons named to know of their respective duties the prophet inquired of the Lord and received this revelation.”

Heading to Section 28: “Just prior to an appointed conference, the prophet inquired earnestly of the Lord concerning the matter, and this revelation followed.

Heading to Section 35: “In December SR came to inquire of the Lord and EP.......shortly after the arrival of these two brethren, thus spake the Lord”

Heading to Section 43: “Some members were disturbed by people making false claims as revelators. The Prophet inquired of the Lord and received this communication.”

Heading to Section 48: “The Prophet had inquired of the Lord  as to the mode of procedure in procuring lands for the settlement of the Saints.

Heading to Section 49: “In prefacing this revelation the Prophet wrote ‘In order to have a more perfect understanding on the subject I inquired of the Lord and received the following.”

Heading to Section 54: “As a consequence NK and other elders had come to the Prophet asking how to proceed. The Prophet inquired of the Lord and received this revelation. 

Heading to Section 56: “The Lord answered the Prophet’s inquiry on the matter by giving this revelation.”
Some Non-LDs Experiences of Answered Prayers
What George Mueller's Example can Teach about Prayer
(See https://www.crossway.org/articles/what-george-mueller-can-teach-us-about-prayer/)

“George Mueller is dead now, but he was a great man of faith. He founded five great orphanages and other charitable institutions in Bristol, England. He started out, as faith always does, with a very small work, without any financial backing, and absolutely no means of support, except to get down on his knees and send up a believing prayer to God. For nearly seventy years George Mueller continued that great work, and it grew into a tremendous institution until it housed thousands. Every dime for feeding, clothing, sheltering, and schooling those thousands of orphans came in only one way — as a result of believing prayer.
Altogether he received more than a million four hundred thousand pounds — that was about seven million dollars — sent to him in answer to his prayers! Real answered prayer is not the mere working out of events as a result of "concentration." Many people today seem to assume prayer is merely an accomplishment as a result of "positive thinking" or a psychological adjustment. This is gross error!
Real answered prayer is a direct, completely miraculous supernatural intervention from Almighty God! It is the result of being obedient to God's Laws, asking according to His will, and then believing in faith until the answer comes.” 
Child Healed by Combined Faith and Prayers

Taken from ‘Miracles’ By Elder Dallin H. Oaks Ensign June 2001
“…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.
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.” 
“They Who Trust the Lord shall Not Want.”

Taken from https://www.ccel.org/s/shaw_sb/incidents/incident.htm#_Toc462415364
See the above web-site for many more examples

“Mrs. Mary Grant Cramer, whose husband is a member of the Cincinnati Conference of the Methodist Episcopal Church, who was for many years U. S. Minister to Denmark, and afterwards to Switzerland, and has also filled the chair of Systematic Theology in Boston University, has related for us, by letter, several accounts of answers to prayer, among which are the following;

“When Dr. George E. Shipman and wife, of Chicago, came to see us in Copenhagen, I was much impressed with the striking and interesting incidents Mrs. S. told us, in connection with their faith-work in the Foundlings’ Home. For instance, when they had put all they had in the Home, and there was a payment of six hundred dollars to be made, and it could no longer be postponed, for the man to whom it was glue said: ‘Business is business, and I must have my money, and I will send my son for it in the morning;’ they betook themselves to prayer, hoping the postman would bring them a letter containing the required amount; but he did not. 
Soon after he passed, a man rang the bell, and left an envelope containing a check for six hundred dollars, as a present from the mayor of the city, who was not a religious man; but his wife, who was then in Europe, was interested in the Home, and he sent the money on her account.  Directly after it came they handed the check for the amount to the man who was expected to call for it. In a similar way, Dr. Shipman on another occasion received four hundred dollars a little while before it was needed, and often got smaller sums in answer to prayer.

“Mrs. Shipman told me of Mrs. Pithey, an invalid saint she knew in Chicago, who was supported by voluntary gifts in answer to prayer. This made the closing years of her life a marvelous proof of God’s care for His helpless children who trust Him.

“I might add another incident: Recently a saintly woman, who has consecrated all she has to the Lord, and who lives by faith, giving her services gratuitously to His cause, felt that after the fatiguing labors of the summer, a change would be beneficial to her; she kept this to herself. Soon after a lady sent for her to call upon her, her object being to inform Miss M. that she felt impressed that she ought to go away from home for a while, and gave her fifty dollars.  One day a co-worker of this good sister, told me that she asked a token of the Lord in money, and the same day she found it in an envelope in the table, directed to her, from one who had never before made her a present, and who at first intended this sum for someone else.

"I am acquainted with a minister in New York city, who gave up his church and a salary of five thousand a year, to establish a church where he could reach the masses, he met with much opposition, but has met also with great success in his work. He said that on various occasions he felt it his duty to give all he had away, and before he could reach his home it would be replaced fourfold. His wife was greatly opposed to his giving up a certainty for what she thought an uncertainty, especially as they had five children; but he told me that since they depend upon the Lord for their support, his wife has less solicitude about how they will be provided for, than she had when his salary was five thousand dollars a year.”
Article 

‘Waiting for Answers’ Elder Jeffrey R. Holland
“Part of the wonder and majesty of the scriptures are the many inspirational stories of prayers receiving an instantaneous response—a prayer is uttered and the answer comes. Visions, angels, and divine powers open prison doors and heal all manner of defects and limitations.

On the other hand, there are just as many scripture stories when such is not the case. Sometimes we must wait for answers. We don’t pay as much attention to those scriptural stories, but they’re part of God’s message too.

We ought to make sure we are fair with the Lord when we seek answers to our prayers. We cannot expect Him to answer our prayers when and how we want them answered.

There are many ways for God to answer our prayers. Any turn of the page of your scriptures will show that answers come at various times in many different ways.

Sometimes our answers are instant, sometimes they come a little later, and sometimes they arrive much later. If we trust that we will hear, and if we remember all that God has said that builds that trust, we can find solace and encouragement in waiting, particularly when answers don’t come right away.” Instagram  12 Oct 2020
Additional Stories of Prayers Answered
From the Ensign 
“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
“Charlie” Eileen D. Telford Ensign Sep 1986 (Prayers answered for her patient Charlie)
https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1986/09/mormon-journal/charlie?lang=eng
“We Needed More Than Muscle” By Skip W. Holling Jan 1987 Ensign. (help with truck)

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1987/01/mormon-journal/we-needed-more-than-muscle?lang=eng
“A Second Chance” By Lois L. Saunders March 1987 Ensign (Amazing escape from car)

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1987/03/mormon-journal/a-second-chance?lang=eng
“Alex” By David A. Coory June 1987 Ensign (A one year old healed through prayer)

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1987/06/mormon-journal/alex?lang=eng
“Save My Life … Comfort My Children” By Mette Hansen Sep 1987 Ensign (prayer helps a woman and her two children after an accident)

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1987/09/mormon-journal/save-my-life-comfort-my-children?lang=eng
“I Prayed You Would Call” By Marcus N. Hamilton Sept 1988 Ensign (Non-member girl prays and member answers prayer)

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1988/09/mormon-journal/i-prayed-you-would-call?lang=eng
“We Knew the Plane Would Come” By Maudene (Deanie) Adams Oct 1989 Ensign (Prayer that a plane would come in bad weather in Alaska)

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1989/10/mormon-journal/we-knew-the-plane-would-come?lang=eng
“Seized by Panic” By Marva Jeanne Pedersen Jan 1990 Ensign (prayer and fasting on one Sabbath day helps a woman tormented by evil Spirits)

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1990/01/mormon-journal/seized-by-panic?lang=eng
“After the Sacrifice, a Twofold Blessing,” Ensign, Jul 1986, page 44 By Mary Ann Young 
https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1986/07/after-the-sacrifice-a-twofold-blessing?lang=eng
“Manoli’s First Fast” By Carol Ann Baughman Rivero Ensign July 1991 (A non-member joins fasts and prays for her mother)

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1991/07/mormon-journal/manolis-first-fast?lang=eng
Note: (Mormon Journal searched for the years 1980-to March 1992 incl.) 
Obtain the book “Chicken soup for the soul-Answered Prayers” 101 stories of Hope, miracles, faith,  divine intervention and the power of prayer. This book contains many stories to inspire. 
Articles

See the article “Answered Prayers or Coincidence? By Raymond A. Haeckel Dec 1990 Ensign https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/ensign/1990/12/answered-prayers-or-coincidence?lang=eng
See the article “Answers to Prayer” By Elder Brook P. Hales April 2019 Gen Conf.

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/general-conference/2019/04/13hales?lang=eng
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