Dear John and Joyce,

I will here attempt to write some of the impressions that I remember 

about the time of Stanford's illness. It is not easy. The most 

significant experiences are so deep and profound that I simply will 

not have the language to describe them. 

First, I want you to know that I am amazed at how you have handled 

this. I would not have been able to be as open and forthcoming with 

such difficult information. I am grateful for the generous sharing 

that helped all of us work through our own feelings. You did 

everything possible for Stanford as well. He knew that he was loved 

and that everybody was doing everything that was known to help him. 

As I have said before, I think you have done everything just right. 

You did all that you could do and you couldn't have done anything 

any better.

All through this Stanford was such a great example. He was somehow 

able to remain pleasant and upbeat right up to the end. He lived his 

testimony and that is the best that any of us can do.

I remember the Sunday when Stanford was rushed to the hospital for 

the first time. We thought he had appendicitis and that was bad 

enough. But when they ended up doing a different operation it became 

even more serious. That was nothing, however, to the news that there 

was cancer in Stanford's liver. That one made every parent groan 

within in a very intense way. I was at my office when the email 

came. I cried, shut my door, and kneeled down in my office and 

prayed for you and for Stanford. This was repeated more than that 

one time. I particularly remember the time just before Thanksgiving 

when Stanford was rushed to Dartmouth and it looked like he might 

not return. That was probably the most difficult piece of news of 

all. Stanford was still looking relatively good then and we had some 

hope that the treatments might work, but this was devastating. That 

was an instance when there was no way to express my feelings. There 

was love and compassion, but it was mixed with a kind of sorrow that 

created an intense desire that I could somehow alleviate the pain 

and difficulty that I knew you must be experiencing. I knew that the 

intensity of your feeling would make mine seem small in comparison. 

I really had no idea of how difficult that would be.

But Stanford did come back and even went to a Thanksgiving dinner at 

the Wilson's! What a kid! During the next while it seemed that there 

were times of hope, but it was becoming less and less likely that 

Stanford would be able to beat this. 

It was during this time that I remember praying for Stanford while I 

was working at the Temple. I remember being the officiator during a 

session and, instead of listening, I was thinking about Stanford. 

Why was this happening? How would it turn out? I wanted to pray for 

his recovery. Indeed, I did pray for him during that session. Not by 

name, because that isn't allowed, but my thoughts were there and I 

made a special plea for those who were sick and afflicted. I think I 

might have told you that I was thinking about Stanford while at the 

temple, but that it was a hard one and difficult to figure out. 

The last time I saw Stanford at Church he still looked pretty good. 

I remember him giving the prayer at Stake Priesthood Meeting. It 

brings tears to my eyes as I write this. I'm not sure how to 

describe my feelings, but what an inspiration. 

Here was a young man who was living his whole life of trial and 

testing in a few short months. It takes most of us 60-70 years to 

accomplish what he did in those few short months. And he endured to 

the end. If only we all could be so valiant.

That brings me to his final few hours. When I first arrived at the 

Hospice House I couldn't see him because there were so many people 

in the room. But as some of them, it seemed to be a lot of young 

friends from school, left I did get a glance through the door. I 

hadn't seen him during those last weeks and when I first saw him it 

was actually quite a shock because he had lost a lot of weight in a 

short amount of time. When I first arrived Stanford seemed to still 

be responding. At least it looked like he and John had some kind of 

interaction. As the evening came he didn't seem to respond much. It 

was a difficult time, but we all felt that we wanted to be there. I 

was struck by the number and variety of people there.  There were 

older folks who had lived long, and in some cases, difficult lives. 

Notably Sr. Favey, who had lost her husband within a year in a 

similar manner, was there. I felt compassion for her and was amazed 

that she would be there. There were some youth and a number of 

others in between. I will always remember John Carl standing there 

by the wall and thinking what a good person he is. Indeed, as I 

looked around I had similar feelings for everyone there. I even felt 

that way about Stanford's doctor who was standing near me. That was 

a wonderful thing in the mist of a very solemn proceeding. 

I had sat down on the soft chair in the very back when I heard some 

singing start. I enjoyed the heavenly sound. Others joined in 

singing about families and other songs well known to us. I stood 

back up and was able to see into the room. Just after the singing 

there was a quiet stir. The doctor went forward and consulted with 

the nurse. It took me a few seconds to realize that Stanford had 

passed away. 

Those were tender moments when there was really nothing that could 

be said. You were both again very gracious and there was a common 

sense of love and compassion. I remember leaving and seeing you next 

to Stanford's mortal body with Bishop Cole and his good wife Sandra 

waiting in the hallway to support you as you left. 

Not too long after that we gathered again to do work for Stanford 

that he hadn't been able to accomplish for himself. We met in the 

Temple to get him his endowments. That was a great session. I know 

you appreciated Milt and Lynette Farar officiating. He has been a 

great friend to you. I was grateful to be there. When I walked into 

the room and saw you sitting up front, I was impressed to sit next 

to you. I hope you didn't mind. It was wonderful to be in a session 

with so many people that knew each other. What a wonderful 

experience to surround the Alter together and look around knowing 

each person and loving everyone. Then in the Celestial Room it was 

like a glimpse of heaven. The room was filled with friends and a 

feeling of love and caring for each other. I know Stanford was 

pleased. He now has the power and authority to do the work he wants 

to do and those left behind have the Gospel to support them. 

I hope this summary of my experience is what you were asking for. I 

love and appreciate both of you very much. You are good people. I 

will be very willing to vouch for your good works before the Bar of 

God if ever I am asked. I will continue to keep you in my prayers 

for I know it must still be difficult for you to bear this 

unexpected burden in life.

David Burgess
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