REVELATION
AND REUNION:

In August 2018, professor of social work Jini Roby addressed
students, faculty, staff, and family at the College of Family,
Home, and Social Sciences convocation ceremony. The
following is adapted from her remarks.

FOLLOWING THE SPIRIT AND SAVING A LIFE

STEVEN ROE, COURTESY JINI ROBY

I grew up in postwar South Korea in
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abject poverty. My grandmother lost her husband and
three sons in the Korean conflict and had escaped to a
very remote mountain village where we lived literally on
what we could gather.
Childhood was really magical. My brother and I were
best friends, but when he was almost seven and I was
almost six, our father decided to reclaim his son. That was
a very sad day for me, and I learned something about loss
at that time.
Fast forward 28 years. I had been adopted by members of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints
in southern Utah, I had met and married my husband,
and we had three children. One night during my evening
prayer, I received a strong prompting that I should go to
Korea and find my brother.
All the years growing up, I had imagined my brother
being successful. He was probably a doctor or the CEO
of a large company. I didn’t worry about him.
I thought it would be nice to go find him someday,
but the voice prompted me to go immediately. I told the
Holy Ghost that it wasn’t a good time for me and that I
would go when it was more convenient.
Yet within 72 hours of receiving the prompting, I had
packed my bags and left. I wandered around Korea for
10 days with no direction. I started in the city he’d gone
to as a child, and I finally found someone who knew that
he had moved to Seoul 20 years prior.
So I went Seoul. With a population of 14 million people,
I spent days running into dead end after dead end. Finally,
I got down on my knees and said, “Heavenly Father, were
you just trying my faith? Because if you were, I showed
you that I was willing to be obedient. But if you really want
me to find my brother, I need help.”
A voice came to me saying to go to the nearest police
station. I doubted the prompting, but once again, the voice
patiently said to go to the police station.
So I did. Miraculously, they had his latest address
because he had been arrested for assault and battery in
a street fight. That did not sound like the brother I knew.
Nevertheless, I went.

The address was a little shack where charcoal bricks
were being sold in a questionable part of town. I knocked
on the door, and an old lady came and asked how many
bricks I wanted.
When I asked if the woman knew anything about my
brother, she said no and shut the door in my face, but I
knew I couldn’t go away.
So I knocked on the door and again asked for help.
The woman came back to the door and yelled at her
husband, “Do you know anyone by this name?”
Luckily, he knew my brother and said that he would
be coming by the following evening.
I went the next day, and it really was my brother; we
recognized each other from when we were almost seven
and almost six, and we were able to talk about the old
days.
In the course of the conversation, he was batting the
air and swearing and doing other things that I immediately
recognized as signs of schizophrenia. He was homeless,
he had lost all of his teeth, he had several diseases, and
he looked really close to dying.
I gave him some emergency psychiatric medication
and told him where he would be able get a hot bath,
clean shave, haircut, new clothes, and a dry bed where
he could sleep.
The next morning, I got up early and was watching TV. Overnight had been the first hard freeze of the
year, and Seoul city crews were going around picking
up frozen bodies in the area where my brother would
have taken his pay, drunk to oblivion, and become one
of those bodies.
Then I knew why the Spirit insisted. Then I understood
why, despite my rebelliousness, I felt deep within me that I
needed to obey. Twenty-eight years after being separated,
there was still that spark of care for my brother. The Lord
was able to energize that care and use me to save His
precious son.
I know that Heavenly Father is omniscient. He loves
each one of us, and when we listen and help the least of
our brethren, we have done it unto Him, our Lord. I bear
testimony of that in the name of Jesus Christ, amen.
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