
GETTING THROUGH TO ELSA

I N S T A N T  M E S S A G E S

My neighbor Elsa was intim-
idating. Still, I decided I 
should get to know her 

better. I thought, “There must be good 
in there somewhere,” and I decided 
mowing her lawn would be a good 
way to bring it out.

After only a couple of weeks of 
mowing, Elsa approached my mom. 
She accused me of trying to kill her 
grass and told me to stop mowing.  
I couldn’t understand! I was trying to 
do something good for her, but she 
didn’t like it.

I went about a month without 
mowing. One day, I just couldn’t take 
it anymore. I was convinced she’d 
like her lawn to be cut, whether she 
knew it yet or not.

I worked quickly, making sure not 
to cut the grass too short, and never 
to make a divot. I was getting near 
the end when I heard her door slam. I 
wanted to run, but I held my ground. 
And then I saw her walking toward me.

She was carrying a small box of 
chocolates! “Here,” she said in a thick 
accent. “You take chocolates.”

After that Elsa and I became 
friends. She told me stories from her 
childhood in Germany, and I really 
enjoyed talking to her.

Because we became friends, I 
realized she wasn’t scary at all but 
was a very kindhearted lady. All it 
took was a little bit of service.
Blake C., Arizona, USA
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FINDING A STASH OF CASH
s I was leaving a department store one day, I found a wad of 

cash on the ground next to our car. I grabbed it and showed my 
mom. We counted the money. It was about $480.

I thought of all the things I could get with that much money. 
However, I thought someone must really need it.

We decided to go back into the store and ask the workers to 
announce the license plate number of the car next to ours over the 
loudspeaker. Eventually a lady with small kids came to the front of 
the store. My mom asked her if she’d lost anything. The lady quickly 
checked her pockets and said she’d apparently lost some money—
nearly $500. She seemed very distressed. My mom handed her the stack 
of cash. The lady was so thankful and wanted to know where it was 
found, so my mom explained that I had found it on the ground near 
her car door. The lady was so thankful to me for being honest that she 
wanted to give me $20.

It would’ve been nice to have the $20, but I felt good about letting 
her keep it. In For the Strength of Youth it says, “Be honest with yourself, 
others, and God at all times” ([2011], 19). That means to choose not to lie, 
steal, cheat, or deceive in any way. It also says, “When you are honest, 
you build strength of character that will allow you to be of great service 
to God and others” (19). Being honest made me feel good; I’m glad I 
was able to help this woman.
Dylan W., Maryland, USA

A NEW 
STANDARD  
AT GYM

One time in gym class we 
were about to start the social 
dance unit. Someone asked 

the teacher whether or not we needed 
to bring gym clothes for this unit. She 
answered, “No, you don’t. But don’t 
wear shoulderless shirts to gym. I  
realize that they’re currently in style, 
but it’ll make the boys feel uncom-
fortable because it doesn’t cover very 
much. The more the shirts cover, the 
more comfortable the boys will be.”

At this, little conversations broke 
out among the class members: “If that’s 
the case, then I’ll wear a long-sleeved 
shirt” and “I won’t wear one of those 
for sure.” Being a member of the 
Church, I knew that shoulderless shirts 
weren’t modest. I’d never worn one, 
so it wasn’t asking a lot of me, but it’d 
be harder for others. Yet at the next 
gym class, not a single girl wore that 
style of shirt. A week later I still didn’t 
see anyone from that class wearing a 
shoulderless shirt to school, even on 
the days we didn’t have gym.

It seems that they all got an impor-
tant message about modesty that day. 
It was neat to hear the importance 
of modesty discussed in a positive 
way in a non-Church setting, which 
strengthened my testimony of what 
I’d already been taught and accepted. 
The answer my teacher gave, though 

simply stated, changed the way a lot 
of the class dresses and thinks now: 
if it’s too immodest for social dance, 
then it is and will always be immodest 
for anything else. So why wear it?
Breanna B., Alberta, Canada
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