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My husband and I raised our children 
in the gospel. We had family scrip-
ture study every morning, family 

prayer, and weekly family home evening. We 
attended church, ate dinner together, and went 
on family vacations. Our children regularly 
attended the temple to perform baptisms for 
the dead, they graduated from seminary, and 
two of them served missions.

And then as adults, they started exploring 
paths and ideas that were different from the 
things we had taught them. One by one, our 
children stopped participating in the Church until 
only one of our five children still chose to attend. 
We shed many tears over our children and won-
dered if we had failed as parents or if there was 
something we could have done differently.

For a long time, we pled with the Lord 
to change their hearts, and finally the Lord 

You Love, He Saves
We prayed that our children’s hearts would be changed. Then 
came an uncomfortable (and liberating) realization.

answered our prayers. But not in the way we 
expected.

Instead of simply changing our children’s 
hearts, He showed us that we needed to start 
by changing our own hearts. While parents 
play an important role in teaching their chil-
dren, He reminded us that Jesus Christ is their 
Savior and Judge.

In my determination to save my children, 
I had spent many hours praying, reading my 
scriptures, and going to the temple, thinking 
that if I did all of the right things, I would 
qualify for God’s intervention—as if somehow 
my actions would lead God to override their 
agency and force them to believe as I do.

My husband and I wanted so badly to save 
them, but our version of saving looked more 
like lecturing, nagging, or showing disap-
proval of their choices, which ultimately led 
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to contention. We realized that in our despera-
tion to bring our children back, we were actu-
ally driving them away. The more they felt our 
judgment and disappointment, the more they 
avoided us.

My prayers changed to a plea for my own 
heart to be changed. I realized that my reasons 
for wanting my children to change came from 
the wrong place. I prayed for more love. I also 
prayed to overcome my feelings of shame and 
embarrassment that my family didn’t look any-
thing like the perfect families my friends dis-
played on social media with photos from their 
children’s temple marriages or grandchildren’s 
baptisms.

As I turned to the Savior for healing, my heart 
began to soften toward my children. I realized 
that to love them as He loves them meant making 
some changes. To Him, love wasn’t a method—it 
was the motivation that drove everything He did. 
He said He didn’t do “anything save it be for the 
benefit of the world; for he loveth the world” 
(2 Nephi 26:24). 

Trusting in the Savior’s ability to do His work 
(see 2 Nephi 27:20) allowed me to focus on 
loving my children and turning the saving over 
to the Lord. It didn’t mean giving up on trying 
to help them, but when loving them became the 
driving force behind my interactions with them, 
it changed how I interacted. 

I started to see them in a different light. I 
began focusing on their strengths and their 
talents and began to see what loving, generous, 
intelligent, and good people they were.

My husband and I listened more and talked 
less. We asked questions about their lives and 
their interests. Instead of judgment, we showed 
curiosity. We replaced criticism and disappoint-
ment with expressions of love, and our children 
could feel that it was genuine.

Our home became a place where they could feel love and 
acceptance. They stopped hiding things from us and started being 
honest and open about what was going on in their lives. We grew 
closer.

Our family is still a work in progress, but our children enjoy 
coming to our home and spending time with us now. They feel 
safe in our presence, and through our love I hope they can feel 
God’s love for them. I don’t know if in this lifetime they will return 
to the things they were taught as children, but I know that they are 
in the Savior’s hands. ◼
The author lives in Utah, USA.
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don’t just talk—listen


