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Read books.
Play games.
Spell words.
Tell jokes.
Slove math problems. 
Act surprised.
Practice sight words.
Be a friend.
Read more books.
Mediate disagreements.
Give encouragment.
Be teased.

Be there.
Laugh often.
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HOPE [hohp]
(noun, verb) an ancient, powerful force. More than a beautiful abstract noun. 
We use hope to help us press through, to give us a reason to strive. 
When we share our hope with one another, we become an 
infinitely powerful source of light.

house of hope
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I believe in 
serendipitous 
encounters

Provo’s Ice Shacks
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Each Hoof Print
A Step Towards A Miracle

On the other side of the stall:

Sweat. Dirt. Frustration. Laughter. Sweat. 
Four hands support a six-year old girl with 
cerebral palsy as she lies across a horse 
hoping to finally learn to crawl.

Horses for Healing
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House of Hope

a Beautiful house
a Power house
a Courageous house

Rule 1: Discretion.
Rule 2: Have fun: play, laugh, 
sing, carry a child on your back.
Rule 3: Be brave. 
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We live in an age of community: 
the where, the what, and, most importantly, the “who” that surrounds us. 
Community de�nes. We cling to it, make it a refuge. 
We give it everything we have and are. But when we step outside 
our community, even for a just a small moment, we feel there is nothing. 
And yet, community exists everywhere, and in every one. 
When we come to a new place, to an environment we’ve never been, we each bring a little piece of 
community with us. And so, together, we come to realize the task that lies before us: 
We must learn to make something out of nothing. 



LUCKY 

She was a little out of breath 
   and clearly in the middle of a run.
    “Hi, I’m sorry, but can you take my picture? 
     I need to prove to my friends that I made it here.”

He was open and smiling as he sat by the pond 
       sharing his bread with the fish.
          “I come here every day.”

He was a 78 year-old adventurer 
  standing beside his bicycle. “You are lucky to have something
           so beautiful in your backyard.”
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Bridal Veil Falls.                                                                                     
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The city Bus.                                                                                     

the bus:

ww
Where stories are waiting to be heard.

go sit & talk &
 thank.



BYU Museum of Paleontology.                                                                                     

An ankylosaurus: because they are armor-plated and on the defense. 

A pteranodon because they can fly (also, because there is a silent “p” at the beginning). 

A compsognathus because I’m small, travel primarily in packs, but I’m not afraid to eat people alive. 

A Long Neck because The Land Before Time was one of my favorite movies when I was li�le. 

Brachiosaurus because it’s tall, and I wish I was taller. A raptor because they are very quick. 

A triceratops because I love the number three. 

A Brachiosaurus because they have always seemed like the nice and friendly dinosaurs, 
not trying to hurt anyone unless they are trying to protect themselves.
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We live to serve,
and serve to live
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Well, I got a divorce from my wife. A�er she was gone, 
I lost my kids. I lost my house. I no longer had anything to live for.
I am actually walking to the top of the trail, and then I am going 
to run down. I think it is about time I make a change in my life.
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I thought to myself that maybe this wouldn’t be so hard and I would have a 
really good time. Only the second half of that statement proved to be true. 

Smile:
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UCommunity

If you had a quarter and a jukebox, 
which song would you choose?



The goal was empty 
and vulnerable.

As we banged on our bongos we created a                                   like a heartbeat,
 co

nne
cti

ng
 al

l o
f u

s.

Rhythm
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The goal was empty 
and vulnerable.

Behind it, a boy splashing mud in every direction.
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Experience life

Jalapeno*
enjoy a 

First, purchase nine jalapenos at the farmer’s market 
from someone who also sells fresh vegetables. Split 
one jalapeno down the center (lengthwise) leaving 
the stem intact, so the two halves are still connected. 
Optional: Fill the center with cream cheese. Then, 
wrap the jalapeno with one slice of bacon and spear 
with a toothpick. Repeat. Fry jalapeno on a grill, 
stove, or over an open flame. Cool till bacon is what-
ever color of brown you prefer and the cream cheese 
is warm. Serve hot. 

*
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a boy who looks to be about 12 or so there really isn’t anything that they’re laughing about in particular
bright bundle of orange energy
laughed for no real reason at all
just bouncing up and down
the harder you listen, the less sense the sounds make
he grinned enthusiastically the entire time
joined by the experiences we had in common
relationships are not built on words, but on shared experiences
overcame my hesitations and gave me the courage to go
He didn’t so much as look my direction
pushing a train around and around a set of tracks
just respect and mutual admiration
renewed, refreshed, and ready to take on the world again
I need some time to be a child again
the three of us, playing “monster”, spinning in circles
breathless with anticipation
covering our eyes so that we won’t be found
giggling princess chatterbox
play and sit and run and hide and do everything over again
the next place to explore
throw a ball, push a swing, or choose a crayon color
inspired by the never-ending excitement and joy
a few short hours 
they give me service in turn
no expectations but attention

Happiness 
                                            a perpetual state of being
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O
ne tim

e, w
hen I w

as four, m
y fam

ily w
as at the airport and there w

as a very long and steep escalator that w
e needed to go dow

n. 
Som

ehow
 w

ith everything going on, I got stuck alone at the top of the elevator before the steps, too afraid to board. I don’t rem
em

ber how
 

long I w
as up there or even that m

uch of the story at all, in fact perhaps this could alm
ost have been a dream

 because the m
em

ory is so 
vague and distant. I do rem

em
ber though the fear and the refusal to go dow

n, and I do rem
em

ber a m
an, a random

 stranger, w
ho saw

 a need and 
carried m

e dow
n that escalator, returning m

e to m
y fam

ily.
“Is it alright if I just ask you a couple of survey questions? It w

ill be really quick.” 
N

ate asks the stranger. M
ichele and I stare at him

, am
azed by his courage and talent to easily talk to random

 strangers on the bus. 
The lady looks up from

 her book. “A
lright, yes, I suppose.” N

ate goes through his list of survey questions for his English project. 
O

n a scale of one to ten w
hat are you? A

re you religious? D
o you like art? W

ould you object if som
eone asked if they could draw

 you on the bus? 
Then, �nally, w

hen com
pleted the survey, he asks, “So is it okay, if I do draw

 you?” The lady laughs, but obliges. N
ate gets out his draw

ing pad 
and charcoal and begins to draw

. The w
om

an continues to read her book until her stop com
es. Then this is the part that strikes m

e the m
ost. 

O
r really, the bus driver is w

hat strikes m
e the m

ost in the story. The bus driver has a huge enthusiasm
 tow

ards N
ate’s draw

ing. 
“W

ow
 that is am

azing, that is so good!” The bus driver calls out to N
ate. She explains how

 her son w
as in a draw

ing class and how
 his 

teacher alw
ays told him

 to sign and date his draw
ings, because it w

ill be useful, and one never know
s w

hen one m
ight becom

e fam
ous. 

She keeps glancing in her rearview
 m

irror to see how
 the draw

ing has progressed, her enthusiasm
 tow

ards N
ate’s sim

ple �ve m
inute portrait 

over �ow
ing m

uch m
ore than w

hat it seem
s like the typical bus driver w

ould give. “M
ake sure you sign and date it!” She excitedly calls out to N

ate.
The kindness of strangers can absolutely am

aze m
e. I understand being nice to friends, fam

ily, acquaintances, cow
orkers, schoolm

ates, etc. 
You have to be. It sim

ply m
akes sense. You need to be nice to them

 in order for them
 to like you, so they w

ill be there w
hen you are having a problem

, 
need a boost, or sim

ply need som
eone to eat lunch w

ith. It m
akes sense to be kind to those you w

ill see in the future; there is no need to adm
ire people 

for being kind to their friends and fam
ily. But w

hat am
azes m

e about the kindness of strangers is that really, logically, m
ost of the tim

e, except for the far 
aw

ay blessings in heaven, there is no point in being kind to strangers. You w
ill never see them

 again, you w
ill m

ost likely gain no bene�t from
 holding a 

door, giving up extra change, sm
iling at them

, etc; but, yet, w
e still do these things so often for the people w

e w
ill likely never see again in our lives. 

So w
hy do w

e do it?
In m

y senior year of high school I can rem
em

ber there w
as this boy. I am

 pretty sure this guy and I had gone to the sam
e school since sixth grade. 

W
e had never talked, I don’t know

 if w
e ever had any classes together or if I even knew

 his nam
e. I had seen him

 so often over the course of the years,
so often in the hallw

ays, I felt like I should say hi, like one does w
ith a friend. I alw

ays stopped m
yself, how

ever, since I didn’t actually know
 him

. The end.
Yes that is the end of the story. N

either of us ever ended up acknow
ledging each other. It is entirely possible that he never noticed m

e, 
w

hile I never got past the fact that I hadn’t talked to him
 before. A

nother tim
e in m

y senior year. 
O

ne day m
y dad w

as not at w
ork, so he cam

e w
ith m

y m
om

 to pick m
e up from

 school. 
M

y m
om

 had to go inside to the o�
ce to run som

e errands so m
y dad and I stayed w

aiting in the car. 
A

s w
e w

aited a boy cam
e up to a car near us that held a girl and her brother, the boy proceeded to have a conversation w

ith this girl. 
From

 the conversation m
y dad and I could tell that this guy seem

ed like a really nice genuine guy. A
fter their conversation ended, m

y 
dad asked m

e about this guy. I had never talked to the boy before, but I knew
 a couple things about him

 like he w
as on the football team

 
and so forth. A

fter that m
y dad continued to ask m

e about other people w
ho w

alked by our car. It am
azed m

e how
 m

uch I had picked up about 
so m

any of the people from
 m

y school even though I had never talked or even interacted w
ith them

, just brie�y saw
 and passed by them

 in the 
hall and at other school events.  There w

as the boy that looked like Justin Bieber and had a girlfriend, the girl w
ith dyed red hair w

ho w
as friends 

w
ith that group of people, the girl w

ho Lynn and Caitlin w
ere friends w

ith w
ho w

as on the track team
, etc. N

ever had I realized how
 m

uch random
 

inform
ation I had gathered about all the people around m

e. A
nd it m

ade m
e w

onder about w
hat I w

ore and how
 I acted and w

ho I hung out w
ith 

and how
 m

uch of that inform
ation about m

yself had been stored subconsciously in the back of m
y peers’ brains, and it m

ade m
e w

onder w
hat all of 

them
 w

ould say if they had to say to describe m
e to som

eone based on their random
 observations. W

hen M
ichele, N

ate, and I w
ent out to 

experience the com
m

unity, it w
as am

azing how
 m

uch the com
m

unity helped us, not in gifts and service necessarily, but by their com
plim

ents,
w

ords of encouragem
ent, and kindness. W

hen I lost m
y bus ticket, tw

o bus drivers let m
e aboard their buses w

ithout paying. There w
as the tim

e 
that M

ichelle w
as talking to a girl m

aking a friendship bracelet, and the girl ended up giving M
ichelle the friendship bracelet. There w

ere the m
any 

tim
es that people w

ould random
ly and openly com

plim
ent N

ate on his draw
ings. A

s w
e greeted the com

m
unity the com

m
unity greeted us. Though 

foreigners to the bus, they helped show
 us the w

ay. There is so m
uch m

ore out in the com
m

unity w
aiting to be opened and explored, the �rst step is 

putting on the boots and stepping out of the front door.
It fascinates m

e how
 there are so m

any people w
e see every day w

ho are so ingrained and part of 
our everyday lives, yet w

e never talk to them
. Perhaps it is because w

e didn’t say hello at �rst in the beginning, 
that it is holding us back, perhaps w

e think it is too late. A
ll it takes is a sim

ple sentence or tw
o to change that daily ignoring to a daily 

hello or sm
ile. I have noticed how

 often in new
 situations w

here I know
 no one, yet w

ith the person I have know
n for only about �ve m

inutes, 
w

e suddenly bond against all of the unknow
n that is going on around us. W

e don’t have m
uch m

ore in com
m

on than anyone else nearby except 
those �ve m

inutes of conversation that tells us that this person is now
 a con�dant, a trustw

orthy person, an open door that I can com
m

unicate w
ith.

M
aybe the reason w

e are so kind to strangers, and the reason that they are so kind to us, is that w
e have realized that there is a connection 

betw
een all of us. W

e realize there are som
e w

alls betw
een us that are hard to break, so w

e do w
hat w

e can to break through them
. 

M
ost of us have this built in w

ant and drive to know
 one another, but som

etim
es can’t w

ith the social bounds and rules holding us back. 
I think that it is perhaps through service that w

e get to know
 our fellow

 neighbor, w
hether it is a brief few

 second’s interaction, w
riting a check as a 

donation to a charity, having a full blow
n conversation, or carrying a four year old dow

n an escalator, that w
e m

ake that �rst connection w
ith,  

truly and sim
ply getting to know

 one another. A
nd that is w

hy w
e are so kind to strangers. W

e know
 that there is som

ething and som
eone so m

uch 
greater than us, and w

e w
ant to have a glim

pse of that. W
e know

 that w
e are tapping in w

ith lives and som
ething that is so beautiful, som

ething beyond 
ourselves that w

e couldn’t im
agine tell w

e actually feel it and experience it. 

Hold the door
Give away your extra 

change
smile at someone

make a difference
it is the small things that count.



OOO EXPERIENCEE

I walked to the end of the dock. My reflection bounced back at me from the water. The lake did not look sanitary. 
I dipped my foot into the chilly water and pulled it out. Closing my eyes, 
I stood there thinking to myself, “Should I jump?” 
Then, without any warning—splash! 
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Homes.
People.
Communities.


