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When I was asked to lead a 
discussion in Relief Society 

on the Savior’s invitation to feed His 
sheep, I decided that if I wanted 
to motivate the sisters, I should do 
something for one of His sheep.

I gathered up my courage and 
invited a less-active sister to come to 
a Relief Society activity with me. She 
accepted my invitation and we had 
an enjoyable time. I felt that this was 
a good example, and I was eager to 
share my experience. But the Lord 
had more to teach me.

One morning while getting 
dressed, I realized that my silver 
bracelet was missing. This bracelet 
was given to me as a birthday pres-
ent while I was visiting France, so it 
has special meaning to me. I began 

More Precious Than a Silver Bracelet

Suddenly, an impression came to 
me: “Do you pray just as earnestly for 
your sisters in the Church? Are they 
as precious to you as your bracelet? 
What about your sisters outside the 
Church? Do you also pray for them?”

When I shared my experience with 
my missing bracelet in Relief Society, 
we had a beautiful discussion. I told 
the sisters that I had learned that when 
the Savior asks us to feed His sheep, 
we must remember that “the worth 
of souls is great in the sight of God” 
(Doctrine and Covenants 18:10). He 
wants us to be mindful of those around 
us and to love, care, and pray with 
all our energy for them. As we do so, 
we will find that everyone is far more 
precious than a silver bracelet. ◼
Sylvie Houmeau, Quebec, Canada
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One morning, I realized that my  
silver bracelet was missing. My heart 
was heavy because this bracelet was 
precious to me.

searching for it in the most likely 
places, but I couldn’t find it. I then 
told myself that if I just prayed, I 
would be able to find my bracelet 
quickly.

After I prayed, I looked every-
where. For two days I prayed intently 
and searched intensely. I pled with 
Heavenly Father to help me find it, 
but I still couldn’t find it. My heart 
was heavy because this bracelet was 
precious to me.

One evening my son prayed  
with me at my bedside. After our 
prayer, he picked something up and 
handed it to me. It was my bracelet! 
He had found it under the bed. I 
somehow must have missed it in  
my search. I cried for joy to have it 
back again.


