
L I G H T E R  M I N D S  this session of conference, the Combined Salt 
Lake Area Street Gangs Choir-and espe- 
ciallv for their svirited rendition of "Onward 
Christian Soldiers" which opened this 

WHAT IF "RUDOLF THE RED-NOSED 
Now, brothers and sisters, I would like to 

REINDEER" WERE A GENERAL 
make this session a few, of well-chosen the conference remarks on as to high begin a 

CONFERENCE TALK? spiritual note as I'm sure we all hope and 
pray it will continue on. As some of you 
know, 1 have recently returned from the 
newly created Aurora Borealis District of the 

By Elder Bob Cratchit newly opened ~ o r t h  Pole Mission. As many 
of you know, up until a few scant years ago, 
these wonderful, heretofore godless people 

"It wasfelt by the branch presidency, President Dasher and Brothers Dancer 
and Prancer that, since Brother Rudolf was not attending sacrament meeting 
regularly-much less,fulfilling his branch calling of working in the kennel, 
el; nursery, he should not be allowed to play Church basketball--ol;for that 

mattel; any other reindeer games-until such time as these matters were 
resolved with the proper Church authorities. " 

M Y BELOVED brothers and sisters, 
we welcome you to the two hun- 
dred and second semi-annual con- 

ference of the Church. All the officers of the 
Church are seated here on the stand on this 
beautiful autumn day here on Temple Square 
in Salt Lake City Utah, in their plush, red, 
comfortable chairs, and don't you wish you 
were here in the Tabernacle, too? We wish to 
thank all the Church leaders who lead this 
church so well, and especially today we wish 
to thank the wonderful translators who are 

serving as translators, who translate all the 
wonderful addresses we will hear today 
which need translating-which is all of 
them, of course, except the talk of Elder 
Dmitri Poliakoff whom no one in our midst 
understands well enough to translate. We 
also wish to thank all civic and community 
leaders, whoever they are, that are in atten- 
dance, for doing whatever it is they do so 
well and with such dedication. Finally, let me 
extend our special gratitude to the wonderful 
young men who are providing the music for 

- - 
were living in igloos, huddled together in ex- 
tended family groups behind vast ice walls, 
in almost a communal situation. But since 
the collapse of communalism and the tearing 
down of the walls, our wonderful, dedicated 
missionaries, all of them burning with fer- 
vent testimonies, and it5 a good thing up 
there, let me tell you!, have been able to 
teach and baptize the people. My wife 
Lavinia and I travelled to that great land 
aboard a wonderful blessing of technology in 
our lives, the airplane, and, upon touching 
down at the airport, were greeted warmly by 
a marvellous and touching scene which 
smote our eyes, and 1 do not mean the 
howling, gale-force winds, though there was 
that, too. No, it was the sight of literally hun- 
dreds or dozens or, in any event, more than 
just a couple of the newly baptized and 
faithful Saints of that far distant land smiling 
broadly in the cold-or else, perhaps, grin- 
ning fixedly as the plane was three hours 
late-and holding s i p s  welcoming us to 
their wonderful if godforsaken icebox of a 
country. Each and every one of that marvel- 
lous welcoming party asked that they be re- 
membered to vou Saints back here in the 
land of the living, er, the home stakes. Also 
they asked for hymnals and sacrament trays 
and chapels like we have down here, and dy- 
namic fireside speakers, and honestly, 
who do they think they are? Here they've 
been organized as a district for about ten 
minutes and they want a temple, for heavens 
sake!. as if all of us at the Church Office 
~ u i ~ d i n ~  are ready to just drop everything 
and . . . well. Truly the work in that far dis- 
tant and spectacular land is progressing mar- 
vellously. Lives are being changed; 
testimonies are being built; welfare orders are 
being filled. 

I feel moved to tell you a faith-promoting 
and heart-rending story-and not just be- 
cause it's there on the teleprompter-about 
one good brother who attends church at little 
but faithful Frigid Branch there in the Aurora 
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Borealis Stake, a Brother Rudolf. Now, 
Brother Rudolf, who is, by the way a rein- 
deer, and though this is not a group specifi- 
cally mentioned in Elder Bmce R. 
McConkiek Monnon Doctrine as being 
worthy, they have recently been extended the 
blessings of the priesthood. That's the male 
reindeer; the female reindeer, of course, re- 
tain their alternate blessing of motherhood- 
and stripping the bark off trees for food. 
Well, Brother Rudolf was a less active 
member of Frigid Branch, a prospective elder 
who, frankly, was not attending his Sunday 
meetings regularly Moreover, it is probable 
that he had a little Word of Wisdom 
problem, as evidenced by a chronically red 
nose. Brother Rudolf was interested in 
playing Church basketball, but it was felt by 
the branch presidency, President Dasher and 
Brothers Dancer and Prancer that. since he 
was not attending sacrament meeting r e p -  
larly-much less, fulfilling his branch calling 
of working in the kennel, er, nursery, he 
should not be allowed to play Church bas- 
ketball-or, for that matter, any other rein- 
deer games-until such time as these 
matters were resolved with the proper 
Church authorities. 

Well, brothers and sisters, you know how 
the wonderful youth of our church can be. 
Those who havi persevered and earned their 
eagles and duty-to-God and Church-in-ac- 
tion and distinguished-fast-offering-collec- 
tion awards-and whose families have set 
aside, as the prophet has commanded, one 
evening a week to fight together or watch 
football, those youth generally serve fine mis- 
sions-though I hope my grandson doesn't 
have to serve in that godforsaken North Pole 
Mission, and he won't if my pull around here 
makes any difference, and it certainly ought 
to considering what I gave up to . . . well. 

Well, as I was saying, the youth in the 
Frigid Branch began laughing at Brother 
Rudolf behind his, uh, flank and calling him 
names-well, not so much calling him 
names as passing him hymn books that 
asked him to turn to various pages in succes- 
sion until he got to the back of the book 
where it said, "You're stupid. And you've got 
a red nose." The youth, of course, are a 
chosen and choice generation raised up spe- 
cially by the Lord for the trials of these last 
days, but they're also pains in the neck as 
Brother Rudolf found out. 

Now Brother Rudolf could easily have 
slipped through the frozen cracks of the 
Frigd Branch. He could easily have become 
another statistical casualty that makes us all 
look so bad up here, but, thankfully, he had 
wonderful home teachers who visited him 

not just every month, but often two or three 
times a month to borrow his snow blower. 
And these good brothers, Brother Comet and 
Brother Cupid, brought up Brother Rudolf in 
quorum meeting, and everyone in the 
quorum decided what they ought to do for 
him, which was to have the quorum presi- 
dent, President Blitzen bring him up in 
priesthood correlation meeting and correla- 
tion council meeting. After much fasting and 
prayer and marvellous outpourings of the 
spirit, the PEC and members of the CC felt 
impressed to take the matter to the district 
presidency 

The district president, a wonderful 
brother named President Claus, moved up to 
the North Pole from the Old Country, de- 
cided to take matters into his capable, mit- 
tened hands. President Claus is a toymaker 
and distributer of organic health and beauty 
products by profession. 

And I might say, he makes available to 
faithful couples, such as Lavinia and myself, 
special opportunities to purchase at what is 
admittedly a pretty steep price franchises to 
sell his fine product line directly to the 
public, and if this is interesting to you, you 
might just fill out the slips of paper you'll 
find taped under your seats in the Tabernacle 
and Mamot Center and . . . well. President 
Claus was preparing to make a business trip 
to every house in the world with his won- 
derful and healthful product line which has 
taken years off Lavinia, I can tell you!, and he 
noticed that it was a little hard to see out of 
the window of his tenth-story, penthouse of- 
fice with real leather walls. Normally, the vis- 
ibility at the North Pole is about two feet, and 
now it was down to one. 

He had hired a private sleigh to fly him- 
self and his business associates-every one a 
good member of the Church-Brothers 
Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, Comet, Cupid, 
Blitzen, and President Claus's two council- 
lors, Brother Vixen and Brother Donner- 
down to their sales opportunities. Now due 
to inclement weather it looked as though the 
trip would have to be postponed. 

President Claus was particularly disap- 
pointed because he had never missed his 
business trip before-the weather had al- 
ways held, just like at the Cumorah Pageant. 
But then the inspired thought came to him, a 
way to help Brother Rudolf back into activity 
and at the same time, maximize his own 
business opportunites: he would ask Brother 
Rudolf to fly with his team-provided 
Brother Rudolf was willing to make the best 
decision he had ever made in his life and be- 
come a franchisee like Lavinia and myself, 
who are generously supplementing our 

monthly Church stipend, and you can make 
this kind of money, too. 

Well, brothers and sisters, Brother Rudolf, 
that good brother of the Frigid Branch, took 
President Claus's kind offer. Hearts were soft- 
ened that night; testimonies were built; sub- 
stantial profits were realized. And Brother 
Rudolf, a happy, active member of the Frigid 
Branch now, wrote this faith-promoting story 
in his personal history. E? 

THE DAMAGE 
OF WONDER 

As a child I'd waken 
in the yellow flannel 
of streetlamps, and hold 
still, my eyes blinking, 
testing the light for warmth, 
for a clue to the Being 
who'd soon appear. 

I imagined Him coming 
for me, like a thief 
searching for my 
silvery skin. 
His heart dangling 
from a chain, 
His eyes beaming 
flowers. 
He'd take me away 
from my father, 
and love me in 
the den of His Father's 
mansion. 

At dawn, the 
light, the wonder 
disappeared, 
and I'd sink back 
into bed dripping 
with bums, 
and plans 
for floating away 

-ROBERT ERICHSEN 
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