By Sherena Skidmore McMurdie

(Based on a true story)

“When ye are in the service of your fellow wouldn't tell us where we were going, but the street we
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beings ye are only in the service of your God were on looked familiar. . . .

(Mosiah 2:17). Then it hit me. We were going to the care center. Our
aturday was finally here. It was time school class had gone there a few times. We each had a
for our surprise adventure! “grandparent buddy” to talk to and play games with. My

‘T hope we’re going to the trampoline buddy was named Bill, and he was pretty cool.
park,” I shouted from the backseat. Mom But not as cool as a trampoline park, 1 thought as
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https://www.lds.org/scriptures/bofm/mosiah/2.17?lang=eng#16
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Mom pulled into the parking lot. When my brother
saw the red and tan building, he groaned.

“This is going to be the worst day ever!” he
grumbled. “This isn’t a fun adventure at all.”

Mom looked at us from the rear-view mirror. “Oh
come on, give it a shot. By the time we’re through,
you just might change your mind.”

I didn’t say anything. I wasn’t so sure. I helped
Mom carry bags of small quilts into the lobby. It felt
calm and peaceful inside.

“Do you know why I like coming here?” Mom
asked. I shook my head.

“I feel the same way here as when I see new
babies at the hospital,” she said. “Like I'm close to
heaven.”

Close to heaven. 1 liked that.

We showed the receptionist at the front desk the
quilts we wanted to hand out, and he led us to a
room where we could visit.

“Is Bill still here?” I asked. “The one who’s mar-
ried to Ruth and likes baseball?”

One of the workers nodded. “Oh, yes! Bill is still
here. We sure love him.”

We started talking with some of the people,
and it was actually pretty interesting hearing about
their lives. And after a while, I saw Bill sitting in his
wheelchair.

“Hi, Bill””

He didn’t look like he remembered me, but that
was OK. I picked out a small quilt with a baseball
pattern and laid it on his lap.

“He gets cold a lot, and that will really help
him,” said one of the workers standing nearby. “His
wife will be happy to see it. She comes to visit him
every day.”

Our visit wasn’t long, but it was long enough
to see Bill smile. On our way out, we read a piece
of paper posted on Bill’s door that told some fun
things about his life. We learned that he grew up
on a farm and learned to play baseball from his
stepmother.

“Hey, Mom, look!” I pointed to a line on the
paper. “He was so good at baseball that he was
going to sign on with a professional team! But then
he served in the military instead.” It was neat to
learn a bit more about Bill.

Soon we were back in the van, buckling our
seatbelts.

“So?” Mom asked us. “What did you think?”

I smiled. “T actually had fun. And I feel really
happy. I think it's because we helped Bill.”

As Mom drove home, we talked about different
ways we can show people love and how the Spirit
tells us when we are making good choices. We
were all feeling so great that we decided to go
back and visit another day.

What a great day! 1 thought as we pulled into our
driveway. It was a fun adventure after all. &

The author lives Arizona, USA.

Turn the page for an activity to go with this story!

“May we remember the elderly and those who
are homebound. As we take time to visit them,
they will know that they are loved and valued.”
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