John Larsen-Stan-Ensign Article

The morning of Friday, June 9, 2006, held the last “ordinary” hours that I can remember for our family of seven.  It was to be a typical day filled with chores to accomplish, places to go and the mundane duties of life to attend to.  Our son, Stanford, who was busy finalizing the details of his Eagle Scout project, was beaming with the joyful anticipation of his high school graduation the following day. While my wife, Joyce, and I were feeling a bit of nostalgia at the thought of our third child taking his first steps into adult life.  Life, though ordinary, was remarkably good.

Then, as if in a moment, everything changed.   

At first when we found Stanford doubled over on the hallway floor and suffering from abdominal pain we were concerned but not alarmed.  After all, Stanford was young and healthy.  He was strong and had a vitality which seemingly defied illness or injury.  However, as the pain persisted for a number of hours and intensified, it became clear that his condition warranted medical attention.  After receiving a blessing from his home teacher, my wife rushed our son to a nearby emergency room.  Initially, Stanford’s doctors suspected appendicitis. However, when MRI results revealed a healthy appendix, the puzzled physicians provided heavy pain medications and sent Stan home in hopes that the pain subside as quickly and mysteriously as it had appeared.        

It was then, on what began as an ordinary day in June that the greatest trial of our lives began.
The following day was graduation, despite excruciating pain, Stanford, in a feat of will and inner strength, participated in his high school graduation.  It was this inner resolve and unbreakable spirit that characterized Stan every day in the struggles that followed.
Sunday came, and for the first time in many years, Stanford did not feel well enough to attend church.  As the day progressed, so did the severity of the pain.  I returned to the emergency room that night with our son in my arms and earnest prayers in my heart.  Stanford spent the night at the hospital awaiting the results of further tests on his appendix, and I sat restlessly beside him.
The next evening the phone rang as we sat anxiously around the dinner table.  Choked with emotion, my wife explained that Stanford’s appendix was fine, but that the doctors had found a tumor blocking his small intestines that required emergency surgery to remove.  Initial tests indicated that the tumor was cancerous.  Dinner was long forgotten as we absorbed the ominous news.
We tried to comfort and assure one another, but in spite of our efforts one question remained: Why Stan?

Stanford was the son that every parent longs for, the brother every sibling needs and the friend every person deserves. As one of only a handful of Latter-Day Saints attending his high school, he stood as a shining example of the Gospel to all who knew him.  Regardless of which activity he was carrying his backpack to (seminary, scouting, jazz band, concert band, chorus or drama) one was certain to find among its contents a worn set of scriptures and the “For the Strength of Youth” pamphlet.  Stanford upheld the standards of the church with exuberance, steadfastness and joy, and, as a result, people were drawn to him.

As word of Stan’s condition spread through the ward, his school and the community, a constant flood of visitors came to see Stan.  Whether he was at the hospital or in our small home, hundreds, perhaps thousands of people of all ages and from various organizations came to spend time with him.     
The ensuing months proved, at once, trying and hopeful.  The oncologist treating Stan explained that the pathology lab was having trouble identifying the type of cancer Stanford was suffering from.  Four world-class labs examined the tumor to no avail.  Treating an unidentified cancer is extremely challenging; however, when an ultrasound revealed additional tumors growing in his liver, Stanford was determined to begin treatment.  During the following months Stanford underwent forty-five medical procedures, including four different rounds of chemotherapy.  Throughout the grueling experience Stanford remained full of hope and love for the Savior.  Even as his condition deteriorated, Stanford demonstrated over and over again the strength that faith will provide.  Undaunted, he pushed forward…until he could push no more.  On January 23, 2007 Stanford passed on surrounded by family and friends.  

Over 1200 people attended our son’s funeral, and many of them were surely asking the same question our family had asked: Why Stan? Though I may never know in this life the specifics of why Stan needed to suffer in such extremity and succumb to a disease he battled so valiantly, I do know that his doing so fulfilled the purposes of God.
####Introduce “All Things” talk here.        
---------- DRAFT ---------------------------------------------

It was about noon on Friday, June 9, 2006, the day before his high 

school graduation.  Stanford Larsen hung up the telephone and 

started walking down the hallway to his bedroom.  The call with the 

elementary school principal concerning his Eagle Scout project had 

gone well.  Things were starting to come together.  He was sure he 

could get the project done before his eighteenth birthday in August.  

Suddenly, without warning, Stanford doubled over in pain and fell to 

the floor.  The pain continued for hours and wouldn't let up.  

Stanford's home teacher came over and gave him a blessing, and then 

Stanford's mother took him to the emergency room.  The MRI taken at 

the emergency room looked normal with no signs of the suspected 

appendicitis.  Stanford returned home around midnight on heavy 

painkillers.  

The next morning Stanford's parents, John and Joyce, wondered if he 

would be up to attending graduation.  Stanford was insistent on 

going.  He wasn't going to miss graduation!  So, the family of seven 

climbed into their minivan and drove through the rain to the arena. 

Stanford wasn't feeling his best, but graduation with all his 

friends was an exciting event.  He greatly enjoyed being there and 

attending a graduation party that afternoon.  

Sunday morning came.  For the first time in years Stanford stayed 

home from church sick.  The pain level kept increasing during the 

day.  When evening came the pain level was so high that John took 

him back to the emergency room, stopping on the way at the home of a 

close family friend to give Stanford another priesthood blessing.  

He was admitted to the hospital and put on a morphine drip.  The 

emergency room doctor explained the plan.  Stanford would stay the 

night.  On Monday the surgeon would go in with a laparoscope to see 

if his appendix needed to be removed.  John stayed the restless 

night and Joyce traded places with him late Monday afternoon.  

Stanford still hadn't gone into surgery.  

The phone rang just as the family was sitting down to a late dinner 

after family prayer.  Choked with emotion Joyce explained that 

Stanford was finally out of surgery.  His appendix was okay, but 

they found a tumor blocking his small intestine that required 

emergency abdominal surgery to remove.  Initial tests indicated the 

tumor was cancerous.  Thunderstruck John hung up the phone and 

tearfully told Stanford's brothers and sisters the ominous news.  

Dinner was forgotten as everyone absorbed the shock.  Cancer?  Why 

Stanford?   

Stanford was one of a handful of Mormons at his high school.  He was 

a shining example of the gospel to all who knew him. He was well 

known at school and beloved by teachers and friends. He was involved 

in seminary, scouting, marching band, jazz band, concert band, 

chorus, drama, and always upheld the standards of the church.  Well-

worn copies of the scriptures and "For the Strength of Youth" were 

always in his backpack.  Word of Stanford's condition spread through 

the school, ward, and community.  A flood of visitors found their 

way to the hospital during his six-day recovery, many of them 

bringing Sponge Bob balloons or toys, which were Stanford's 

trademark.  

Stanford was discharged from the hospital on Fathers Day.  Three 

days later 23 staples were removed from the ten-inch incision on his 

abdomen.  Two days later on June 23rd Stanford, Joyce, and John had 

their first meeting with oncologist Dr. James O'Shea.  He explained 

that the pathology lab was having trouble identifying the type of 

cancer.  Initial tests indicated lymphoma, a cancer that responds 

well to treatment, but another lab was trying to repeat the tests.  

The tumor went through four world-class pathology labs, but none 

could identify the cancer.  Stanford was referred to specialists at 

Dartmouth Hitchcock Medical Center and at the Dana Farber Cancer 

Institute.  An ultrasound in mid July revealed tumors growing in his 

liver.  Time was running out.  Treatment had to start right away.  

Stanford went through 45 different medical procedures including four 

different chemotherapy protocols, but all of the treatments proved 

ineffective.  On January 23, 2007, exactly seven months after his 

first appointment with Dr. O'Shea, Stanford passed away surrounded 

by family and friends.  

