The Love of a Mother
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In writing personal stories, I have tried to paint pictures in the mind of the reader and leave a special feeling in their heart.  Neither my children nor my grandchildren have had the privilege of personally knowing their grandmother or great grandmother here on earth.  If special memories are not written, in time they will be forgotten.  To live for generations to come, these memories need to be written and preserved.
For a number of reasons, one of my favorite pictures is the one of me with this car.  
This picture is special because of the memories I still have of my mother and the car. This vintage 1939 Chevy 4 door was Mom’s favorite.  She just loved to drive it.   The car came standard, with the Mohair Seats and doors that opened out. This style of doors, were known as suicide doors.  When you would drive the car, the front end would raise up a little as you would shift gears. 

A friend gave me this car, He said, “You can have the 1939 Chevy if you will take care of it”, but he wouldn’t let me pay for it.  The car needed a new engine, so I towed the car home.  Looking through the paper I found a 1953 Chevy that ran good, for only $100.00.  While driving the car home I noticed black smoke coming from the exhaust pipe.  I realized the motor would eventually need rings, so I decided to rebuild the engine, before putting it into the 1939 Chevy. 
I drove the car into our backyard, where we had a big tree, from which I hung a block and tackle that I used to pull the engine.  The replacement motor was just a little bigger than the six cylinder engine I took out.  With the help of some of my friends we started to rebuild it.  Upon completion we were unable to bolt the rebuilt motor to existing motor mounts, so we towed the car to an automotive shop to have the engine welded into place, motor mounts and all.  During the process I ran out of money.  So I took on a great partner, my sister Marilyn.
I had a minor incident while changing the brakes, in our dirt and gravel driveway.  The rear wheels of the car were on jack stands, and I was yanking on the brake drum. All of a sudden the car slipped off the jack stands, the wheel and brake drum I was working on landed on my left ankle, burying it into the dirt.

I looked around and could not see anyone to help me; the doors to my house were closed.  Being unable to move caused me great mental anguish and feelings of helplessness.  I was praying that someone would hear me and come to my rescue.  In times like these it’s important to remember that you are never alone.  I yelled for help and Mom ran out.  She tried to jack up the car but could not get it high enough to free my ankle.  Out of frustration and being scared, she grabbed the back of the bumper and moved the rear of the car to the left far enough to free me.  
To me, this was a miracle to be able to watch my mom get my ankle free.  She was never able to explain how she had the strength to do it herself.  As soon as my ankle was free from the wheel, I slid myself back and tried to stand up.  Believe it or not my ankle was fine and I was able to walk back in the house.  Mom said, “Don’t you scare me like that ever again.”  
When a person draws on the powers of heaven, their personal strength becomes greater than their own.  Love -- being one of the greatest gifts -- yields miraculous power.  The ability of a caring mother is beyond comprehension, especially when she fears for one of her children.   Even for Mom, she had a hard time trying to explain how she was able to free me from being trapped under the car. She just knew that she had special help, which gave her great strength when she needed it.

Like Nephi of old; I too was born of goodly parents.
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(1 Nephi 1:1.)

I, Nephi, having been born of goodly parents, therefore I was taught somewhat in all the learning of my father; and having seen many afflictions in the course of my days, nevertheless, having been highly favored of the Lord in all my days; yea, having had a great knowledge of the goodness and the mysteries of God, therefore I make a record of my proceedings in my days.







