ORAL HISTORY

SPENCERKIMBALLAND THE
SERVICESTATIONGUY
By John R. Whiting

On 8 January I985 John stopped in at my
ofice.]ohn Whiting is a short man, slight of build
and balding, now retired. I had not seen himfor
many years, but I recognized him immediately.
When I was in my teens and the family car
needed gas or repairs, my instructions were
always to Wake it to johnny's." Because Johnny
Whiting's service station was near our home, 1
saw nothing particularly unusual in the instruction, but I was vaguely aware o f a loyalty between myfather aid the service station operator
that ran both ways.
When Johnny said in my o#ce, 'l'd like to
tell you some things about yourfather that you
may not know," I welcomed him and turned on
the tape recorder. After listening, I understood
much better the origin and depth of that relationship.
Here, almost verbatim, is the transcript o f
Johnny Whiting's story. It reads well aloud.
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M Y FATHER DIED when I was just six
and I was raised a lot by my uncles, who were
ranchers in southern Utah. Mv father was a
very religious man, but after he died, my
mother, two sisters, and I went to live with
my grandfather, who was not a member of
the Church. Mother manied again when I was
in the fifth grade and we did not have a lot
of religious background. I was a deacon,
though, and I passed the sacrament in the
ward. Then I was a teacher and a priest. But
I also hunted and fished, and if there was
good hunting or fishing on Sunday, that is
where I went.
I served in the military right after World
War 11,and went to Nanking, China. After two
years, when I was twenty, I came back and
manied my high school sweetheart, Lucille
Cameron, whom I called Effie. The onlv time
in my life that a mission was ever mentioned
was the night I went to get my recommend

to be married the next day.
The bishop said, ''John, what do you thmk
about a mission!"
1 said, "You know, I'm getting mamed in
the morning."
"Have you ever thought about a mission!"
"Well, nobody ever said anything about
that to me. I'm going to get mamed in the
morning and I don't think Effie and I want
to go on a mission tomorrow."
"I guess the mission in your life is going
to be getting mamed."
I said, "Maybe that's the way it is going to
be." So that is how it was. We got married
at the end of 1947.
I went to work washing cars at Yellow Cab
in Salt Lake City for six months and then I
went to work at a Wasatch Oil service station on 21st East and 13th South. After I
worked there about a year, I bought the station.
Now at that time if you asked me about
sheep and horses and cattle, I knew about
that, or the service station business, I knew
about that, but if you asked me about church,
I didn't know much.

O N E night (I think it wasJanuary 1949,
the year we had the big snow storm), I was
closing the station at about ten minutes before
nine. I had opened the station as usual at
seven in the morning and would ordinarily
have worked it alone until closing time at ten,
but because of the blizzard I had not had a
car in since about six-thirty and so I decided
to close early. I got a phone call
A man's voice said, "My car is broken
down. It won't start and I really am cold and
tired. Will you help me!"
I said, "Sure. What's wrong with your car?
Why won't it run!"
"I think the battery is dead."
"Where are you?"
He said, "I'm in front Laura Larsen's." That
was an ice cream parlor in Sugarhouse, more
than two miles away.
I said, "Why don't you go over to that
Wasatch Oil station right there!" because I
was also Wasatch Oil. "Go over there and ask
them to help you."
"I did."
"What did they say!"
"They won't help me; they're getting ready
to close."
I said, "I'll be locking up in about ten
minutes and Ill come."
When I got there I found this little man
in an overcoat and hat. His face was pitifully
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cold. I got him in my mr with the heater going
while I checked on his car. It was, as I recall,
a 1946 Buick. I raised the hood: the hood
raised up on the side. It had a big long six
volt battery, a 2E.With the tools I had, I got
it out. The cables were almost corroded away
with acid. I got the battery in my car and he
said, "What do we do now!"
I said, "The best thing is to take it back to
the service station and we'll charge the battery and see if the problem is the battery."
He said, "Maybe it is the battery; maybe
I need a new one."
I said, "Well,maybe you do, but before we
decide that, we ought to go back and charge
it. If I put the voltmeter on it right now and
put it under load it is just going to show you
need a new battery. The best and most honest
way to find out is to charge the battery and
find out if it will take a charge."
He said, "That sounds very nice. I'm so
grateful to you."
I said, "Don't wony about it. We'll get you
running."
He didn't say much. He was so cold. We
got up to the service station and I took the
battery and I took the hose and washed all
the corrosion off and I put the battery charger
on it. Since I had left the service station in a
huny and had not cleaned it up as I should
have, I started to clean the lube bay. He went
into the office there and was reading. It was
probably church books, but at that time I
didn't know.
I charged the battery up for about an hour.
It was almost a quarter to eleven. I said, "Let's
go gve her a check and see how it turned out."
He said, "That sounds great, but maybe we
need a new battery."
"Maybe so. Let's go find out." I put the
voltmeter on it and it didn't have one dead
cell, it had two dead cells. I said, "I've tried
my best."
"Thanks. Now, have you got a battery for
it!"
"Sure. And you're in luck."
"Why am I in luck!"
"First, I sell batteries. Second, I've got the
right battery for you. Third, it's on sale."
"How much is the battery!"
I said, "The battery sells for $17.95, but
it is on sale for $14.95."
He sad, "I don't want to pay $14.95.I want
to pay $17.95."
"No, it normally sells for $17.95, but it is
on sale for $14.95."
"Well, I want to buy the battery, young
man, but I don't want to pay $14.95."
"Okay, I can take your old battery down
and put it back in your car, but your car still
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won't run and you'll have to go get a battery
somewhere else."
"That is not the point. I want that battery,
but I want to pay $17.95."
I said, "Apparently, mister, you
misunderstood me. I said that the battery sells
for $17.95, but it is on sale for $14.95 and
that is what it is going to cost you-$14.95.
Now if you want to pay me $14.95, you can
buy the battery. If you don't, I'll take your old
battery down and put it in for you and take
you home."
"My, you're an obstinate young man!"
"No, I'm really not. That's just the way it
is."
He said, "Let's put the battery in."
So we took the new battely and I checked
to make sure it had a full charge and we took
it down and put it in his car, which of course
started right up.
When I finished tightening the cables and
closed the hood, he said, "You're not going
to believe this, but I don't have any money
with me."
I said, You know what, you don't look like
a flake to me; you look like the kind of man
who will come pay me."
He said, "I will. What time will you be in
the station in the morning!"
"Ill be there at seven."
"Well, I won't be there at seven, but I'll be
there by eight. Is that okay!"
"Sure."
I opened the station the next morning at
seven o'clock. I took a work order and filled
~t out, but I left the name blank because I
didn't know who it was. I wrote down that
it was a Buick and that it took a 2E battery
and that it came to $14 95 plus tax of about
32 cents. It came to about $15.25.
The man came in about eight o'clock and
I went out to meet him. I handed him the
work order with the price on it. He said to
me, "Say, that still isn't right."
I said, "Oh, golly, let's not go through that
again. The battery is on sale for $14.95."
He said, "You've charged me nothing for
your labor and I want to pay the labor."
I said, "Mister, you don't understand. Itn
selling; you're buying. That's the price. That's
all there is."
He said, "I can't believe what Itn hearing.
I really want-you [to] put down five dollars
for your labor."
"I'm not putting anything down; that's the
ticket "
"You certainly helped me last night. If you
only knew how cold and tired I was, you
would know how much I appreciated that."
"I appreciate the business."

"You were so kind to me."
He gave me a credit card. So I went in and
stamped the credit card and brought it back
out. I handed him the slip and he signed his
name. I noticed it was "Kimball," so I wrote
"KimbalY on the work order. He put the credit
card back in my hand and he said, "Now,
would you look at this, my boy. Look at that
name."
1 did. It said, "Spencer W. Kimball."
He said, "Does that name mean anyhng
to you!"
"No, 'Spencer W. Kimball,' no, I don't
know, no."
He reached inside my shirt and took hold
of the neck of my garments and pulled it out
a little way and said, "What are those?"
"Those are my garments."
"And that name doesn't mean anything to
you!"
I said, "Oh, my gad, you're one of them
Church guys."
"Yeah, I'm one of those Church guys."
"Oh, my gad "
"Yes, I'm one of the apostles."
I said, "Oh gad, jeez, I'm sorry Apostle
Kimball." So I called him Apostle Kimball
three or four times.
He said, "You know, my boy," and he put
his arm around me, "it's kind of protocol in
the Church not to call us apostles but to call
us elders, so if you'll just call me Elder Kimball."
"Gee, I'll call you anything you want me
to call you."
He asked me what my name was and I
said, "Well,my name is John Whiting, but my
mother calls me Johnny."
"That's what I'll call you."
I said, ''I'm really sorry, Elder Kimball, not
recognizing that name. I really am. I feel badly.
But I11 change."
"Now I want to tell you something,
Johnny," he said, "and I want you to listen to
what Ikn telling you."
"All right, I'm listening."
You don't know it now, but in time you
will. You have just made the best customer
that you will ever have as long as you are in
business. But it is predicated on one thing."
"What's that!"
"On whether this is the way you treat all
of your customers. If you treat me differently
because I am an apostle than you do that man
over here, I won't be around very long."
I said, "I only kncw one way to do
business "
"Then you've just got the best customer
you11 ever have."
That was in January 1949.When I left Salt
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Lake City to go to Palm Springs as a jobber
for Phillips Petroleum, Elder Kimball had
traded with me for about nineteen years.
When I left Salt Lake City more than ten
members of the Quorum of the Twelve or the
First Presidency had traded with me for ten
years or longer. As time went on Elder Kimball would bring me his friends-I think the
Erst was Delbert Stapley. He introduced me
and said to Elder Stapley, "You can trust
Johnny. He has taken really good care of me."
So Elder Stapley traded there and LeGrand
Richards and President Henry Moyle. It went
on and on. He was just about the most
wonderful man I ever did business with.

I

didn't like him just because he was an
apostle. I liked him for his s~ncerityand his
honesty. One day he came in and said,
Yohnny, you've made an error on my bill."
I said, "Oh, geez, Elder Kimball, I'm sony.
Let me check that."
I took the bill out of his hand and hunied
and ran in the office and added it up again.
I said, "I'm sorry, but all the figures add up;
where is the error!"
He said, 'You didn't charge me for washing
and cleaning the car. You spent a lot of time
cleaning and polishing it and didn't charge me
for it."
I said, "Elder Kimball, if I want to do that,
that's my business."
"That's great, but I want to pay for that service."
"I was happy to do it. It was not on your
bill because I didn't want it to be on there.
If I want to wash your car, that's my business.
You should just say, 'Thanks, Johnny.' "
He put his arms around me and gave me
a great big hug.
I love him because he was so good to me.
I'd go plow the snow out of his driveway with
my jeep when it snowed, or I'd take him some
fish or some pheasants.-Or I'd just go over to
visit with him and he'd give me something
out of his garden. Those simple experiences
changed my whole life. There are thousands
of people I have done business with, but he
is the most honest man that I knew. He never
took advantage of friendship. He'd say, "I owe
you for this," or "I owe you for that," and I'd
say, "You don't owe me a dime." And he
would say, 1 want to pay for everything I get
in life." He didn't want to take; he just wanted
to give.
ELDER Kimball taught me many prin-
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ciples of the gospel, one to one, because I
really didn't know much. Even though I had
been married in the temple and even though
I loved the Lord, I still lacked a lot of the
knowledge.
I moved to a new Phillips Oil station a
block east. Mine was their number one station in the valley, because I sold so many tires,
batteries, and accessories and my lube/oil
ratio was so high compared to gasoline. And
it was repeat business, people like Elder Kimball who brought their cars to me rather than
to the dealer. One day the company decided
they wanted the men who worked at my station to wear Bermuda shorts as part of a promotion. I really had reservations about it. I
really didn't want to. But the city manager
came up to me and said, "You're our number
one station and I want those Bermuda shorts
on all your guys, and that's the way it is."
I said, "Well, if I do that, I11 have to roll
up my garments."
"That's too bad. You do what you have to
do with your garments, but you get those Bermuda shorts on."
So I ordered all these Bermuda shorts and
had all my men wear them and the Phillips
man was pleased. But I didn't feel really comfortable in them, even though they were cool.
In my service station I had a little sign that
said, "Either run to the front or walk back and
pick up your check." And I meant it. When
a guy worked for me and a car came in, he
ran to the front or he wouldn't work for me.
But I didn't ask guys to do anything I wouldn't
do myself, so when the bells would ring we'd
tear out there and run to the car.
One day about a week after we started
wearing shorts I ran to this car on the north
end of the island and when I got out there
I saw it was Elder Kimball. As I was talking
and putting the gasoline in, he came around
where I was, put his arm around me, and said,
uJohnny,is there anything out of place today."
I said, "Not a thing. Nothing's out of order."
He said, "Are you sure? Have you checked
your knees lately!"
I looked down and my garments had slipped down about five inches below the Bermuda shorts. I was so embarrassed. Here was
the person I looked to in my life for spiritual
guidance more than anyone else and I had
disappointed him. I had worn the garments
improperly. I just Felt sick about it.
I said, "Well, you don't have to worry
about that, Elder Kimball. That won't happen
again."
"You do what you think is right. Whatever
you do will be right. I know that."

As soon as he drove out of the driveway,
I called my men in and said, "I don't know
about you guys, but I t e wt
my last Bermuda shorts. If Phillips tries to kick me out
because I won't wear Bermuda shorts, they're
going to have a big lawsuit on their hands.
If any of you want to take them off, you go
right ahead. You're not wearing Bermuda
shorts around here unless you want to. That's
your business."
A B O U T 1957, Elder Kimball had talked
to me a lot about tithing, how important it
was for me to pay a tidl tithug and attend
tithing settlement. I had never attended tithing
settlement.
I said to him one day in December, "Elder
Kimball, I am going to tithing settlement this
year and I am going to settle my tithing with
the Lord."
He said, hugging me like you can't believe,
"That's so wonderful. Every time you keep one
of the Lord's commandments he seems to
bless you even more than he did before. You
really can't afford to be without the blessings
of the Lord."
"This year I am going. I want you to know."
"That's great."
I was doing pretty well financially, but like
everybody else I was spending more money
than I made. I went in to see my bishop,
Steven C. Richards, who owned Granite Furniture Company, for tithing settlement. I got
the figures as close as I could with the help
of my bookkeeper. I needed $355 more to pay
my tithing in full and that was $355 more
than I had, because the checkbook was clear
down to zero.
I said to Bishop Richards, with Effie sitting right alongside me, "Bishop, 1want to pay
in full, but if I give you a check, you've got
to hold it for two or three days, because it is
going to take me a little time at the service
station to get this covered. I don't want to
write you an insufficient funds check."
The bishop said, "Johnny, we don't do that.
We're not allowed as bishops to do that." But
because the bishop saw that 1was really tuming over a new leaf and maybe because he
thought he could make something good out
of an old stone, he said, "I11 tell you what I11
do. Ill put my check in instead of yours. That's
not kosher, but I'll do that for you. Tell me
when you have covered your check and then
I'll cash it."
I said, "I don't care how you do it, so long
as it is okay with you.''
I could hardly wait until Monday to tell
Elder Kimball, because it was the first time

I had ever been to tithing settlement.
That is so unnatural! The first question
I went to open the station at six o'clock someone asks is, "How much?" and, "If I buy
in the morningrl wheeled the tires out. It was four how much are they going to cost me!"
colder than a bear! I was getting the oil racks Even the first time I put tires on Elder Kimout when in drove a guy in a Cadillac. As he ball's car he asked me what it would cost.
drove up in front of the lube bay something Later, because he trusted me, he just said,
happened that never happened to me before "You work out whatever is fair," but no one
and never has since. A~ I went over to wait just ignores price.
on the man he said, "Do you have five
While I was mounting the tires I thought,
premium tires with white sidewalls that will "Hey, wait a minute. I know the reason this
fit this car!"
guy is here before eight o'clock. This guy is
I said, "That's an 8.20 x 15. I sure do."
going to give me a bad credit card. How am
"Do you have premium? If you don't have I going to stall him until eight o'clock, when
premium I don't want them."
I can check on it!"
"Yes, I do."
While I was working he was asking, "Can't
"Will you mount them right now!"
you do this faster!"
"Sure."
I said, reluctantly, "Yes, I guess I can."
"I mean before you open, before you do
"Well, hurry up, I am really in a hurry."
anything."
1 thought, "I'm really going to get nailed.
It was still dark outside and I thought, Here I am $355 in the red from that check
"What in the world!" But I ran the car in and
for the tithing and I am going to get nailed."
I started mounting these tires. He was a guy And I didn't know how to get out of it. I was
on the road just passing through. His tires mounting the tires slowly, and mounting and
were fairly well worn, but they weren't baldies
mounting.
by any stretch of the imagination. He wanted
As I got toward the end I thought, "Hey,
premium tires and he didn't discuss price
wait a minute. I bet the guy isn't going to give
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me a bad credit card, he's going to give me
a bum check, because I won't be able to clear
that until 9:30, and there is no way I can keep
him hanging around until then."
I was absolutely sick. I finally got the five
tires on-nobody ever buys five tires-and
wrote up the work order. I thought, "Ah, gee,
here I pay my tithing and now all of a sudden I'm not only going to be in the hole $355
but $700 or $800."
I flipped the price book open in front of
the customer and was about to say, "Sir, here
is what the tires list for, but he^ is what I sell
them for." I started, ""Here is what the tires
list for-" but he cut me off.
He patted me on the back and said, "Good
job, good job."
I said, "Wait a minute-"
But he interrupted me, "Terrific. Good job.
Add it up."
I said, 'What about the trade-in!"
"Forget about the trade-in. Just add up the
bill."
I thought, "That guy is going to nail me for
sure. That guy is going to send me right down
the pipe."
I finished the blll and it came to four hundred and eighty-something dollars and the
guy pulled out his wallet and counted, "One,
two, three, four, five."
They were hundred dollar bills and I
thought, "Here I have been worrying about a
bad credit card or a bad check and now I'm
going to get counterfeit bills." I was sick,
absolutely sick, because I knew those bills
were counterfeit
Then he said, 'You can have the change."
Besides that, he nipped my shirt pocket open
and put in a $20 bill and said, "That's for
doing such a good job, my boy. Thanks. Keep
the change and the tip is yours."
I was just sick. I could hardly wait for the
bank to open. And as soon as the bank was
open I was there. I said to Riley Draper, the
manager, "Look at these bills and tell me if
they're counterfeit."
Riley looked at the bills and said, "No,
John, those bills are good as gold."
I said, "Go check the serial numbers. There
is something wrong with them."
Riley got a sheet listing bad bills and came
back and said, "No, John, there's nothing
wrong with these bills."
Then I thought, "Oh, for crying out loud.
You idiot! One of two people has done this.
Either Elder Kimball has sent in a man to buy
those tires so I could cover my tithing check,
or the bishop did."
I was really provoked. I was angry to think
that they would not m s t me. I thought, "What
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did they need to do that for!"
But then I got to thinking, "Wait a minute.
Elder Kimball didn't know about the check."
So then I was mad just at the bishop. I got
in my car and went down to Granite Furniture
and went in to see Bishop Richards.
1 said, "Hi, bishop."
He said, "Hi,Johnny, how are you doing!"
'1 am a little upset."
"Why are you upset!"
"Why did you send that guy in there to
buy those tires?"
"What are you talking about!"
9wrote that check last night and I told you
I would cover it in two or three days. Why
did you send that guy in to buy the tires!"
"I don't know what you are talking about."
So I told him about the tires and he said,
"I can't figure you out. '0 ye of little faith!'
Won't you ever believe in the Lord? You
know, when you commit to do things for the
Lord the Lord blesses you."
"But the Lord didn't send that guy in the
Cadillac to buy five tires. You did that. You
sent that turkey in. And if you didn't, Elder
Kimball did."
"Elder Kimball doesn't know anything
about that check, does he!"
"No."
When I left I still thought, "Well, Itn going
to talk to Elder Kimball." When I got back he
had already been in, so I called him at his
office and asked him if he would come in on
his way home.
When Elder Kimball stopped in and I told
him about everything,he said, "Johnny,you'll
never be able to figure it out in all time. When
you keep the commandments the Lord is
bound to bless you. Right then you needed
that blessing. Now, I didn't send that man in
and your bishop didn't send him in. I don't
know why he came in. But did he come in!"
"Yeah."
"Was the money good?"
"Yeah."
Well, I can't explain that, except that when
you do what the Lord asks you, he is bound
to help you. He probably won't do that again
in money, but maybe that was the lesson you
had to be taught in tithing."

"Tell me something. Do you know when
the Lord is going to come? Do you? Do you
know, or do you think, or does anybody really
know!"
He put his hands on the lapels of my coat
and he brought his face right up to mine and
said, "Now you hear me, and listen. If you
knew how close it was until the Lord Jesus
Christ comes upon the earth again, you'd
absolutely be shuddering in those boots. I'm
not telling you, 'Today,' and I'm not telling
you, Tomorrow,' and I'mnot t e h g you, 'Next
year or in the next ten years,' but it is so close
that if you knew how close it was you'd
absolutely shudder in your boots. You're a
good boy. I hope you'll remember that
always."

E v E w time I turned around he was
teaching me in one way or another.
I later became elders quomm president
and then I was put in the bishopric of the East
Millcreek Fourth Ward. That literally scared
me to death. I was not afraid of the work, but
afraid that they would ask me to get up there
and conduct meetings and I was especially
afraid of fast day, because sometimes when
I get emotional I start crying, especially when
I get to talking about my testimony, and I
would get embarrassed. So I really didn't want
to do that job, but the bishop said, "That'll be
.
will be a
no problem for you, ~ o h n n yThat
piece of cake."
I thought, "Piece of cake, my eye!"
When the bishop decided that about every
six months the bishopric would talk, I was
absolutely scared to death.
I went over to Elder Kimball's home and
told him what they'd done and how stupid
they were. He said how wonderful it was and
sat down and helped me write a talk. He suggested ideas and helped me find appropriate
scriptures. It was in the evening and he had
already had a whole day of work, but he took
time to help me. And probably in the five
years I was in the bishopric he helped me
write twenty talks.

1

O N E day I was standing in the service
station with Elder Kimball, whom I had
known six or seven years. It was snowing and
I was wearing insulated boots. I said, "Will
you answer a question!"
He said, "I've always tried to answer your
questions, Johnny."
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learned something about fellowshipping from,the way Elder Kimball ~reatedme.
He helped me to change my whole life. After
I was released from the bishopric I was put
in as Explorer adviser. I had worked a lot with
boys and enjoyed it.
The bishop asked me to fellowship a
neighbor and prepare him to go to the temple. I asked that the man be assigned to work

with me as assistant Explorer adviser. We
became good friends. One time we took our
families to Lake Powell on Memorial Day. He
had seven children and I had four, plus my
mother and stepfather.
While we were at the lake it was Sunday
and I decided that we should have a little Sunday School, administer the sacrament, and
have a brief testimony meeting. I thought this
might help him. I asked him whether he
would help bless the sacrament and he said,
' f i e never done that."
I got out the scriptures and showed him
what to do. In the meeting, as he prayed
sincerely, his voice cracked. Then, after most
of the people had borne their testimony and
I was about to close the meeting so as not to
embarrass him, he stood up and said, "You
know, I've never done this in rr-y whole life,
but I just feel like I want to do it now."
He told about his life and how the gospel
really meant something to him now, how
working with me in Exploring had changed
his attitude, and how he wanted to go to the
temple. He sobbed and sobbed and said how
much he loved us and we were his first real
friends. It was touching, and when we closed
the meeting we had the most marvelous feeling you could ask for.
The next Sunday the bishop said, "Johnny,
where were you? I missed you last Sunday."
I said, "Bishop, the neatest thing in the
whole world happened. I took Blaine and his
family and we went to Lake Powell and we
had the greatest experience we could have
had."
"That is wonderful,John. I knew you could
get close to him."
"You know, we had the sacrament on
Sunday - "
"You what!"
"We had the sacrament on Sunday and we
had a fast and testimony meeting."
"I didn't authorize you to have the sacrament down there. I didn't authorize you at all."
"I know, bishop, but we needed to. It just
was my family and his, and we did it."
"ohnny, you are out in left field."
"I'm really sony you feel that way, but I
thought it was right."
"That's the way people apostatize from the
Church. You hadn't any business doing that."
I was upset, and as we went in to
priesthood meeting I said to the high priest
quomm instructor, "I don't care what your
lesson is for today, but before you are through
I want 15 minutes of the brethren's time,
because I want to find out how far out in left
field I really am."
I told the brethren what had happened and
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asked what they thought. And all the brethren
in the high priest quomm agreed One of them
said, Yohnny, you had a wonderful opportunity to help Blaine get close to the Lord. I
would have done the same thing." Another
man said when there were two of them in a
foxhole during the war they had had the
sacrament together. And another had been in
the Navy and had adrmnistered the sacrament
on shipboard.
But I still felt bad and I knew that, if I had
a problem, I could ask Elder Kimball. 1knew
I would get a straight answer. And, whatever
answer he gave me, I felt really comfortable
inside. I could hardly wait for him to come
in.
Elder Kimball came in about eight or eightfifteen Monday morning, as I expected. I told
him what we had done. He put his arm
around me and said, fohn, that's how we will
reach these brethren. You know, some of the
brethren would go out fishing and administer
the sacrament and justify their missing their
Sunday meetings. So the Church doesn't
ordinarily authorize the administration of the
sacrament by men off on a fishing trip. But
when you have a chance, like you had, to do
some real good, do it. If I had been with you,
do you know what I'd have done!"
I said, "What!"
"I'd have been the second one up to bear
my testimony if you were conducting." That
made me feel good. Blaine has put all his sons
on missions. And today he is active in the
Church, in part, I think, because of what happened that time.

I

used to go to the general priesthood
meeting down in the Tabernacle and Elder
~imballwould see me and wink, and afterward he would come down and shake my
hand in front of all the General Authoritiesme, a little old service station guy.
When I moved to Palm Springs I'd send
him dates occasionally and he'd send me letters saying how much he missed me and
loved me. Once when he visited my stake he
came down from the stand at the end of the
meeting and said, "Come on and have lunch
with me. They're going to have something for
us to eat in the other room."
I said, "1 can't go in there. I'm in the
bishopric, but the lunch is for the high council and the stake presidency. It's not for me."
You're going to have lunch with me. If you
won't come in &d eat with me here, then we'll
have to go somewhere else to eat. But come
in here with me: it'll be fine."
I didn't want to do it, but he took me to

the head table and said, "Sit right here." I felt
like an idiot, because I knew I shouldn't be
in there.
I said, "I can't stay here."
He said, "Sit down. You'Ee having lunch
with me."
The stake president came over to where
I was sitting and, not knowing why I was
there, said, "It is really nice of you to come
in, Brother Whiting, but you know, this is a
dinner just for the stake presidency and the
high council and we're going to listen to Elder
Kimball."
But Elder Kimball said, *I asked Johnny to
be my guest. Is that okay? We could go
somewhere else."
The president said, "Oh! Brother Whiting,
you're welcome." I felt about an inch high.
Elder Kimball was that way with me, and
not just with me but with many people.

IN 1979 1was almost killed in an airplane
accident. I spent most of the summer in the
hospital. I had my back broken and they said
I'd never walk again. Just before Christmas I
was sitting, thinking, "Why me? Why me?
What have I done? I haven't really been such
a bad person." I didn't know all about the
gospel, but I tried. "Why me!"
The mailman came and Effie went out to
the mailbox and got the mail. She said, "Oh,
you got something from S.W.K."
I said, "What's in it!"
She opened the envelope and took out a
pamphlet called Tragedy or Destiny, by
Spencer W. Kimball. It was inscribed "To my
kindest friend ever."I read that and I thought,
"If anybody ever changed my whole life, it was
him, and to think that 1 would gripe about
having the few medical problems I have when
he had problems all of his life. I ought to be
ashamed of myself."
W H E N my hther died in my youth,
each summer I went to Fayette, Utah, and
lived with my uncles. I herded sheep and cattle and rode horses and learned to shoot. I
started swearing in my early youth. As a
young man I worked in the oil field in
Rangely, Colorado, and that made things
worse. I don't recall using the Lord's name,
but I would say every other swear word like
you would say, "Please pass the butter." It
would just come out. Then I read an article
on Profanity by President Kimball in the
Ensign in 1981. Before I read it I never really
understood how I offended the Lord in using
profanity. I read and reread that article and
*
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1 thought, "President Kimball's writing that
article to me. He is not just writing to
members of the Church in general; he's
writing it to me." And I made a personal commitment right then to stop swearing. I quit
cold turkey. And I doubt if I have sworn three
times since that day, where it used to be
automatic. I like to have a clean mouth. I wish
now that I could go back to every person that
I've cussed in front of and personally
apologize, because now when I hear people
swear, it hurts.
It is like Elder Kimball said about the time
when he came out of the operating room and
the orderly wheeling him stubbed his toe and
used the Lord's name. Elder Kimball said,
"Please don't talk about my friend that way."
That's how I feel now, to;. And I feel sony
when I hear others use those words.

I

have two real regrets in life. One is that
I never finished my Eagle Scout requirements.
The other is this: About a year before I moved
to Palm Springs Elder Kimball came in one
Saturday morning and said, "Johnny,what are
you doing!"
I said, "Well, what would you like me to
do?"
"I'm going to Idaho for a stake conference,
and I want you to go with me."
As I look back on my life, there are not
very many times when I lied, but I hed that
time. I said, "I can't go."
He said, "Why?I'l take you home and you
can huny and change and we can leave in half
an hour. We've got plenty of time."
I said, "I just can't get away."
When he was asking me, I wanted to go.
I wanted to go with him in the worst way.
But I thought, "We'll get up there and he'll ask
me to bear my tesamony and the tears will
roll down my eyes and I will be embarrassed.
I'm not going up there and shed any tears in
front of him. I don't want to get embarrassed
in front of him " So I stayed home. And to the
end of my life I'll regret not having taken the
opportunity to go with him.
I'll be indebted to him into eternity,
because he helped me to appreciate my savior,
Jesus Christ. He helped me to appreciate my
priesthood and my family. He helped me find
my own testimony. I have tried to help other
people as he helped me. I guess that's how
the gospel works. It's a payback system But
even though I've spent ten years in the
bishopric and seven or eight years on the high
council and have done a lot of things for a
lot of people, it is still nothing compared to
what Elder Kimball gave me. 23
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