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It is an emotional time for me.  I’m tired and nostalgic and deeply grateful.  I’m conscious that this 

is the last time I will address you in my former capacity as Commissioner [of the CES].  And I’m 

very mindful today of the blessings of the Lord to me.  I’ve needed His help as much these last few 

weeks as I’ve ever needed Him, and yesterday maybe unlike any day I’ve ever known.  I’m mindful 

of what it means to host the President of the Church, and to be what you ought to be with the 

people you love and admire most in this world.  I include in that day’s humility this day’s humility, 

because in a very real way, I feel the same about hosting you here. 

I stand all amazed at the love Jesus offers me, 

Confused at the grace that so fully he proffers me. 

I tremble to know that for me he was crucified, 

That for me, a sinner, he suffered, he bled and died. 

I don’t know what kind of madness would possess a man to believe he could talk about the 

atonement.  I don’t know what kind of arrogance or senility would allow you to accept the 

assignment.  Someday maybe we’ll have a symposium on the atonement.  Not an hour at the end, 

rushing for airplanes.  And maybe we’ll hold it in the temple.  And maybe we’ll come with clean 

hands and a pure heart.  I look forward to that time with you; and in the meantime, accept the 

invitation to do what little I can. 

This invitation came just about five days before my appointment.  I accepted it reluctantly then, 

but I had honest intentions.  I’ve been reading about the Master; I had been that spring.  And 

against my better judgment (for anyone does feel unequal to the task, and I really do), I accepted it.  

I’ve not hated to do it for what it’s meant to me, but I struggle when, whatever the course, we get 

to the point where I have to talk about these gifts to us.  Again, I don’t know what would allow 

you to think you could do it in a symposium.  But I had been reading, and I had been thinking, 

and I had been feeling.  And I wanted to do something just selfishly.  I supposed then, and now, 

that it would be a failure to you.  But I thought it could nudge me a little closer, and I need that; I 

want that; and I accepted. 

I had intentions of being away for a month this summer.  Ho, ho, ho.  I thought I was going to be 

away for a month this summer and I had made some arrangements to be literally away.  Secluded 

away…from mail and telephones and almost all people.  I was going to read and write about this 

subject.  I have things that eat at my soul about it, and I wanted to do that.  That has not been my 

privilege, come four or five days later.  I do not have a written text.  I’m not sure there will be any 

way that we can share this with you.  I’m confident it will not come out on tape in a way that is 

graceful or appropriate or dignified.  I have some feelings, I have some notes.  I come to you on 
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the heels of a first commencement and reception for a former president, and significant messages 

yesterday, and I pray you will take me as I am. 

I really have one thought.  It has some attendant implications and it meanders a bit.  But I see it as 

one thought about the atonement.  It is certainly not a definitive statement about the mission of 

Christ in our lives.  It is one small ingredient that I share with you, as simple as it is; and then look 

forward to learning at your feet in the years ahead about what all of this really means.  Maybe 

when we’re older and wiser and cleaner, we’ll know more about it. 

I ask you to pursue with me one thought.  It’s the toughest part of the gospel of Jesus Christ, as I 

suppose sacrifice is.  It is the thing that Christ has asked us to do, and it’s related to the 

atonement, and it seems to me hardest of all the commandments.  At the beginning of His 

ministry, it comes in the form of the lines that say, 

Love your enemies, 

bless them that curse you, 

do good to them that hate you, 

and pray for them that despitefully use you 

and persecute you. 

         Matthew 5:14 

You know those lines from the fifth chapter of Matthew.  It comes in the same form, more or less, 

at the end of His life when taken to Calvary.  And fainting under the burden of His cross, and 

having paid those great prices to which we will allude, He then feels His flesh open and His blood 

running, by carefree, capricious, whimsical, jovial Roman soldiers, with attendant carefree, 

capricious, whimsical, jovial, blasphemous neighbors and friends and family standing by.  When 

that flesh is opened and when that blood runs (I guess in the most tragically unjust moment in the 

history of this planet, in the thing above all other things that never should have happened, at least 

on the surface, at least in terms of cause given and life lived) when His is prepared for that cross, 

He says, “Father, forgive them.” 

Now I come to you today saying, “I don’t know how you do that.”  I don’t know how to do good 

to those who hate me.  I don’t know how to bless those that curse me.  I think I’m not particularly 

guilty of ‘an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth,” necessarily.  That is, I may not curse those that 

curse me.  Or, as Paul said later, to feed my enemy when he’s hungry and to give him drink when 

he’s thirsty [Romans 12:20-21].  And yet here in this culminating moment of this majestic life, 

from start to finish of one piece, it is consistent from birth to death; in this moment of greatest 

tragedy and deepest injustice, at the time when a fist could shake and the heavens could rend and 

the legions of angels could come and set unrighteousness right, and injustice just, and unkindness 

kind, at that moment, He says, “No.  Just stay where you are.  It’s okay.  Forgive them, for they 

know not what they do.” 

I submit to you, that is the story of our lives.  That neither do we, that as good as we think we are, 

and even as righteous as we want to be, that somehow, hourly, daily, eternally, this Advocate with 

the Father, this Mediator in our legal entanglements and deep transgressions, says over and over 
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again, “Oh, Father, forgive them.  He isn’t much.  We’ve tried him in a half dozen jobs.  He can’t 

stay, he worries about whether the wallpaper is the right color, and if the potted plants will be 

there for commencement.  Just forgive him, for he knows not what he does.”  As I understand it, 

that is at the heart of the atonement.  The reason I say it is so majestic at that moment is because 

that’s the time when I couldn’t have done it.  And I’m guessing that maybe some of you would 

have had trouble. 

But for Him not to have done it, for Him to have fallen or failed or rescinded or retreated, for Him 

to have done that would have obviously been exactly what Satan would have:  you and I firmly in 

his grasp but never Him.  That’s what would have destroyed the plan.  That’s what would have 

made a lie of everything He said from those earliest hours to this last one. 

‘Yea, I want you to love your enemies, except when it’s really hard to. 

And bless them that curse you, if the names are just sort of relatively rude. 

Do good to them that hate you, if there is some reasonable chance that it will accrue to your good later on. 

Pray for them that despitefully use you, if the inspiration of the moment seems to call for it.’ 

None of that.  None of the qualifications.  Indeed, the only qualification of the Lord’s Prayer (if I 

read it the way I think I read it) with all of those blessings, and all of those requests, the only 

element in that prayer that has a qualification is the matter of forgiveness. 

I’m suggesting to you, that from Adam to the end of the world, He has come to forgive you and to 

forgive me; to descend from His throne divine, and that some attendant responsibility then falls 

on you and on me.  With that much introduction, let me just trace it very quickly and we’ll be 

through. 

And Adam and Eve, his wife, called upon the name of the Lord, and they heard the voice of the Lord from the way toward the 

Garden of Eden, speaking unto them, and they saw him not; for they were shut out from his presence. 

And he gave unto them commandments, that they should worship the Lord their God, and should offer the firstlings of their flocks, 

for an offering unto the Lord. And Adam was obedient unto the commandments of the Lord. 

And after many days an angel of the Lord appeared unto Adam, saying:  Why dost thou offer sacrifices unto the Lord?  And Adam 

said unto him:  I know not, save the Lord commanded me. 

And then the angel spake, saying:  This thing is a similitude of the sacrifice of the Only Begotten of the Father, which is full of grace 

and truth. 

         Moses 5:4-7 

You all know those lines.  I’m not sure yet we’ve understood the significance of them.  They seem 

to me more exciting every year of my life, but that’s another story for another day. 

Adam, in what you and I are so reluctant to call ‘blind obedience,’ (such a thing almost chokes us; 

who should ever dare do anything that they don’t fully understand? after all, we are bright and 

reasonable and wonderful people) says, “I know not” to the question of “Why dost thou offer 

sacrifices unto the Lord?”  He says, “I know not, save the Lord commanded me.”  Then the angel 

said, “This thing is a similitude.”  It is a type.  It is a foreshadow.  It is a symbol.  It is an example.  

It is a forerunner.  It is a precursor.  It is a similitude of the sacrifice of the Only Begotten of the 

Father which is full of grace and truth.  I’m suggesting those are the lines we know best and quote 

most often.  I’m just asking you to continue to quote the next line: 
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Wherefore, thou shalt do all that thou doest in the name of the Son, and thou shalt repent and call upon God in the name of the 

Son forevermore. 

Call upon God for what?  A social visit?  Is this a home teaching suggestion?  Is it a casual 

backfence greeting?  What does it mean to call upon God, and for what?  I don’t know how you 

read that passage, but in the context of Adam’s plight, and the commandment of God to offer 

sacrifices in similitude of the Son, and then this injunction:  Repent!  Thou shalt call upon God in 

the name of the Son forevermore.  I’m suggesting that the commandment to you and to me, from 

Adam to the end of our lives, or the end of this world, whichever comes first, that the 

commandment from God to us, to all mankind, is to cry out to God for forgiveness; that the issue 

here is forgiveness. 

There is nothing very profound about that.  It hardly could be when the language says repent and 

call upon God.  There is this little reminder in the background:  these little rocks heaped up, and 

prayers given, and ultimately the blood of a lamb.  Now that’s supposed to be a reminder.  Indeed 

Isaiah would then pick up and give us the language to suggest that we are in this indebted state.  

We are probationary.  We do have to be childlike and humble and submissive.  And we need to be 

forgiven.  We need to be reconciled.  I am talking today, in this one thought to you, about 

reconciliation, about unity among people, among husbands, among wives, among children; 

between father and son, and mother and daughter; between loved one and enemy; between those 

that bless you and those that curse you; among all the family of man and the fatherhood of God.  

I’m just talking in any way I know how to talk about it:  about reconciliation, about unity, about 

at-one-ment.  At the heart of that is forgiveness.  Your forgiveness, my forgiveness, God’s 

forgiveness of us, your forgiveness of me, and my forgiveness of you.  The image was to be a little 

lamb.  Isaiah tells us about them both. 

One reason, of course, is that He will be the Lamb of God. 

He was oppressed, and he was afflicted, yet he opened not his mouth; he is brought as a lamb to the slaughter, and as a sheep before 

her shearers is dumb so he opened not his mouth.  He was taken from prison and from judgment; and who shall declare his 

generation?  For he was cut off out of the land of the living; for the transgressions of my people was he stricken. 

         Mosiah 14:7-8 

Submissive.  Meek.  Mild.  Quiet.  Literally standing before Pilate and Caiaphas and Annas and his 

accusers, everyone but Herod, silent, lamblike.  For the transgressions of my people was he 

stricken.  But the other image of the lamb is also given us by Isaiah, and we must not forget it.  

For, 

All we, like sheep, have gone astray; we have turned every one to his own way; and the Lord hath laid on him the iniquities of us all. 

         Mosiah 14:6 

Blind.  Ignorant.  Childlike (too childish).  Wandering.  Straying.  Transgressing.  Needing help.  

Cut off.  Lost.  Removed.  Trapped.  Forsaken. 
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And the Lord hath laid on Him the iniquities of us all. 

From Adam through the Mosaic code, this little ritual of offering this little animal on these little 

rocks, and trying to remember these things were all given in an attempt to reinforce the 

commandment to repent, to call upon God for forgiveness.  There were certain qualities of life 

that were to be implicit in that repentance.  They were mercy, forgiveness, charity, remorse, 

kindness, longsuffering.  Because the theory was—and it finally turned out to only be a theory, 

because it never seemed to work for anybody—but the theory was, that we would be so mindful of 

our need, we would be so mindful of our Adamic plight, cut off from the presence of God and 

needing a way to get back, that of course we would be forgiving.  Of course we would be kind and 

loving and longsuffering and charitable and good.  We’d be that way with each other because we 

had to be that way with God.  And we were certainly hoping He would be that way with us.  But it 

didn’t work that way for the most part.  We have these wonderful isolated examples, but for the 

most part, dispensation after dispensation, it did not work. 

A fine man, a high priest, would teach his morning seminary class, and remember that is was the 

hour of sacrifice, and go up to the altar and offer his lamb and come down and scream at his wife 

and kick his kids and say, “I fulfilled my obligation.  I stand before God with my altar clean and 

my lambs at the ready.”  And God in His heaven surely must have wept and shook His head one 

more time. 

Samuel sends Saul to Amalek and says, “Destroy the land and remove it from the curse that it’s 

under.” 

And Saul says, “Well, I’ve got a better idea.  Let’s keep a few sheep.  Perfectly good sheep.  And by 

the way, they’d make wonderful sacrificial lambs.” 

And Samuel, out of the anguish of his heart, said, “Hath the Lord as great delight in burnt 

offerings and sacrifices, as in obeying the voice of the Lord?  Behold, to obey is better than 

sacrifice, and to hearken than the fat of rams” [1 Samuel 15:22]. 

And God cries out to Hosea, “O Ephraim, what shall I do unto thee?  O Judah, what shall I do 

unto thee? for your goodness is as a morning cloud, and as the early dew it goeth away” [Hosea 

6:4]. 

By about 10:00 it’s all over.  Sun’s out.  Problems come.  Pain is there.  People curse.  People hate.  

And so much for the morning sacrifice. 

“I desire mercy,” says Jehovah, “not sacrifice” [see Hosea 6:6].  “I am not really interested in dead 

little animals, but you somehow seem to forget the meaning behind the meaning; when I really 

wanted knowledge of God more than burnt offerings.  Don’t sing.  Don’t dance.  Don’t do any 

more than you’re doing.  You have not understood.” 
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To the Nephites, He would then say, “And thus he shall bring salvation to all those who shall 

believe on his name; this being the intent of this last sacrifice, to bring about the bowels of mercy” 

[Alma 34:15]. 

And the God of heaven and earth and of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob says, “Where is it?  For all of 

you down there stacking your stones, one on top of another, and putting a knife to the lamb, and 

putting a match to the fat, where is all this mercy we were talking about?” 

Is there any kindness and love unfeigned?  I’m not implying there wasn’t any, but collectively, 

speaking in any broad-based human way, where was it? 

O Ephraim, what shall I do unto thee?  O Judah, what shall I do unto thee? for your goodness is as a morning cloud, and as the 

early dew it goeth away. 

Joseph Smith said about Cain’s problem, “Certainly the shedding of the blood of the beast could 

be beneficial to no man except it was done in imitation or as a type… (remember the similitude, 

the language of the angel)…except it was done in imitation or as a type or an explanation of what 

was to be offered through the gift of God Himself.” 

This performance, done with an eye looking forward in faith on the power of that great sacrifice 

for a remission of sins, and implied in that plea for forgiveness, is this great willingness to humble 

ourselves, get down on our knees, to be forgiving of each other, and forgiving of ourselves, and 

kind, and charitable, and responsive, and lamblike.  The Prophet Joseph said Cain didn’t 

understand that, and a lot of other people since haven’t.  But Cain was the first one who didn’t 

understand it.  First generation; it doesn’t take very long. 

Father and mother come back from this little instruction, and Cain says, “You can have these 

tomatoes and bananas, but I’m not going to offer any lambs.  I don’t have a lamb.  I keep these 

other things, and they are going to have to be good enough.” 

And the Lord patiently says, “It isn’t the tomatoes and the bananas.  It isn’t even the lambs.  What 

I need, Cain, is submissiveness and obedience.  And in this case, symbolic remembrance of my 

gift.” 

Cain says, “That’s tough.  You can have these tomatoes and that banana, or forget it.” 

And he did not understand that tomatoes and a banana would not bleed and die for him.  He 

didn’t understand that a lamb, going like a sheep to the shearer, would silently, sweetly, 

respectfully, bear Cain’s stripes and shoulder his burdens.  You know what came of Cain.  The 

danger is that some portion of that is what can come to so many of the rest of the human family—I 

suppose, including us—if we do not understand any better. 

For four millennia or so, that lesson was taught and attempted.  Some practice was pursued, but 

always with the hope that the real meaning would come through:  that it isn’t the little animals, it 

isn’t the smoke from the offering. 
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Finally, there was a time when it was fulfilled: 

I am the light and the life of the world. 

I am Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the end. 

And ye shall offer up unto me no more the shedding of blood; 

yea, your sacrifices and your burnt offerings shall be done away, 

for I will accept none of your sacrifices and your burnt offerings. 

And ye shall offer for a sacrifice unto me 

a broken heart and a contrite spirit. 

         3 Nephi 9:18-20 

Let’s just forget the altar for now; at least the stone altar you used to put up on the hillside.  Keep 

the lambs home and just milk the goats.  And let’s try another one. 

With the great ultimate sacrifice, the cessation in the meridian of time of the shedding of blood, 

Christ now says, “Let’s try a new sacrifice.  The meaning is the same.  The meaning from the 

Garden of Eden, through all time, is the same.  But I will ask you now to put it in a different form.  

Rather than the lamb and the fat and the fire, I now ask for a broken heart and a contrite spirit.” 

That, of course, was given to the Nephites, and then reiterated in the 59th section in our own 

dispensation.  So we’re still very much under the obligation of sacrifice with all of its attendant 

symbolism, the symbolism not quite as conspicuous.  You don’t have blood running down the side 

of some stones to remind you.  But then, it wasn’t a very good reminder anyway.  Nobody seemed 

to catch the picture. 

The symbolism here will be a little harder to get, but anybody ought to be able to understand a 

broken heart, particularly if they read the scriptures and know that is indeed why He died. 

The point still being, “As I wanted you to be like me then, or as I wanted you to be like the lamb 

of God then, so I still want you to be like the Lamb of God.” 

Care for the sins of the world.  Hurt a little.  If the broken heart is hyperbole, if it isn’t really 

intended that we die of a broken heart as He did, (just the rupturing of the whole cardiac chamber, 

just whatever chambers and valves there were, I guess, were broken…I don’t know how to talk 

about that, to say it in a way that sounds anything more than the weather report, or this morning’s 

news) but if, indeed, that is what He did, then some portion of that, in its attendant, symbolic way, 

like the little lamb on the rocks, is incumbent upon us. 

Do we hurt for the sins of the world?  Does our heart really ache?  Oh, if it comes close to home.  

If it’s our children, or maybe somebody in the class we really know and care about.  There aren’t a 

lot of us who are on the verge of chambers that will burst.  We hardly even run a fever over many 

of the sins we hear, and many of the sins we see, and many of the sins we commit.  And yet, we’re 

asked in the same spirit that Adam was asked, to offer a broken heart for His sacrifice.  For our 

identification with His sacrifice:  a contrite spirit.  Contrition.  That is simply the spiritual aspect 

of a physical implication.  They are the same.  We are being asked to bear sins, to somehow feel 

responsibility, to shoulder it, to do something about, to get rid of it, to handle it, to take care of it, 

to dispose of it, to confront it, to do something with it.  The broken heart is the physical imagery of 
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His gift, and the contrite spirit is the spiritual implication, but it’s still the same.  It’s still the same 

for you and for me. 

We are to come to feel the sins of others.  Surely it goes without saying, I suppose, that we’re 

supposed to come to feel our own sins.  We are, above all, to remember.  That’s the key word, the 

repeated word in our sacramental prayers.  You’ve all done this, but just compare the blessing on 

the water with the blessing on the bread.  The blessing on the bread is slightly more detailed.  

Because we’ve heard it there, and I suppose we’re supposed to understand it when we get to the 

blessing on the water, the plea, without reiterating taking His name and keeping His 

commandments and some other obligations we have, the key, finally, is just to remember…to 

remember Him always. 

Chances are, if we could do that, chances are, if Cain could have done it, chances are, if Ephraim 

and Judah could have done it, then world history would have been quite a different course.  But 

surely it will be for us.  Our world will be a different course if we can remember.  The plea from the 

summit of Sinai is to remember.  Please, please, remember.  And then, if you remember who He is, 

and what you are, and where we’ve been, and what we’ve done, you and I will have no inclination 

to be curt and unkind and merciless and charging with the fist of vengeance and justice.  Justice is 

His.  Forgiveness is our responsibility.  Patience.  Brotherly kindness.  The virtues of a Christlike 

soul.  The characteristics of the divine nature, to use Peter’s phrase. 

We are to come to Him with a broken heart and a contrite spirit for our own sins, and for the sins 

of others, and through it all to remember Him always.  Then we will have grasped the symbolism 

of a broken heart and a contrite spirit; of the little lamb offered silently and without remorse and 

without crying out, “I am not guilty.  I am not the guilty one here.  This should not be done to me.  

Why are you cursing me?  And why are you an enemy to me, when I am the one man in all the 

world who’s not created an enemy, and not said an unkind thing?”  None of that is expressed.  

The burden is borne.  The stripes are taken and the afflictions are borne. 

Then He turns to us and says, “What portion of this can you do likewise?  Is there anything here 

that you can handle?  Can you, in some way, be like me and remember and remember and 

remember?” 

Mercy, which we need, is supposed to be the inspiration for forgiveness, our forgiveness for others.  

It is certainly God’s forgiveness of us.  If the mercy we need and the mercy that every other man, 

woman, and child past the age of eight needs in this human history…if mercy is the inspiration for 

that forgiveness…and forgiveness is from Adam’s lesson and the angel’s description to our own 9th 

chapter of 3 Nephi and 59th section of the Doctrine and Covenants…if forgiveness is then the 

central meaning of sacrifice, that is, we are to call upon God over this altar to ask for forgiveness of 

our sins, then sacrifice indeed becomes the ultimate act in the atonement. 

That goes without saying for anyone who has heard the music Norma played and remembered, 

literally or figuratively, those scenes of that sacrifice.  The atonement, then, is reconciliation.  

What was lost, trapped, forsaken, separate, is found and renewed and restored and united.  We 
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leap from a merciful, Christlike life to the reconciliation that He Himself prayed for throughout 

the course of His mortal ministry; and, so far as I know, is pleading that we pray for now. 

Let me share one concluding thought about this and suggest a problem that it poses.  I want to 

suggest to you that this relationship with other people, this relationship with each other, with your 

husband and wife, and your children, is your great chance to say what you want to say about the 

atonement.  What you believe about the atonement is not going to be said in a classroom.  For me, 

it certainly isn’t going to be said in a symposium.  What you will say about your understanding of 

the atonement will come in your human relationships with other people who have problems, with 

other people who are, if not sinful, at least unfortunate, who make mistakes, who haven’t every day 

of every year and in every hour done all that he or she could have done.  You know I’m describing 

you and me.  There is a burden there.  The burden of sin.  And this is the cry from Paul to the 

Galatians: 

Bear one another’s burdens and so fulfill the law of Christ. 

And at the waters of Mormon, in that first great bishop’s interview about whether you will or will 

not understand baptism in these waters, in the 18th chapter of Mosiah, 

Bear one another’s burdens that they may be light. 

If I’ve offended you, I’m your burden.  If I have done something wrong to you, if I have spoken 

despitefully of you, if I’ve hated you or cursed you, I’m your burden and you’re mine.  I’m your 

burden because I’ve hurt you.  You are not as happy as you were.  You are not as spiritual as you 

were.  You think about me and you get mad.  You go in and burn the beans and kick the pots and 

pans, and you’re less than you were, because I did something to you.  You’re my burden because 

you can keep me out of the kingdom. 

I get there, should I be fortunate enough to pass by those gates, and there’s a little interview going 

on. 

And the Lord says, “Has everything been worked out?  If you had some problems, did you get them 

taken care of?  Is the slate clean?” 

And you cry out from the back of the auditorium, “I’ve got a couple of things to say!” 

You can keep me from the kingdom.  I was wrong.  That’s beside the point.  If I didn’t know it 

now, I will know it then.  I know I’m wrong.  I know I shouldn’t have despitefully used you or 

cursed you or hated you.  If I’m your son or your daughter or your husband or your wife, I really 

shouldn’t have. 

Maybe it doesn’t come out in language that is forceful or malicious, but whatever I did that 

offended you, I should not have done it.  That’s now beside the point.  My eternal salvation is at 

stake and you hold the key. 
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As I understand it (and this has something to do with confession on earth as well as confession in 

heaven) unless we get that worked out, probably you and I are both in trouble.  There seems to be 

the implication that simply because it does have to be worked out, that I could be in a little bit of 

trouble if you haven’t quite forgiven me.  I don’t know what my chances are.  By the same token, I 

think you’re in some trouble.  Because when you are now fourth up in the next line and the Lord 

says, “You’re the fellow who wants justice, right?  Is that the message?”  You’re not going to want 

that any more than I did four steps before.  And so we’re both in trouble. 

Unless we indeed understand the message of the baptismal covenants in this kingdom, and bear 

one another’s burdens; and the way you can bear mine…it’s an ironic thing, the atonement is 

ironic…is to take the sin back that I gave you.  You shoulder the fact that I despitefully used you.  

Forgive me of it.  Take it on your shoulders.  What kind of sense does that make?  It doesn’t make 

any sense. 

We say, “You want me to bear Jeff Holland’s burdens?  He let the air out of my tires and took my 

parking space, and always is where the handicapped people are supposed to be.  Butts into line at 

Albertson’s, and all of these things, and you want me to bear that burden?  I was the guy in line he 

butted in ahead against.” 

And the Lord says, “Yeah, in some strange way, that’s what I want you to do.  Bear his burden.  

Take back the things that will keep him from the kingdom.  And that butting into line business is 

going to keep him out.  Take it back, and I’ll work out the rest of it with him.” 

I see this as the one way we consciously, conspicuously, dramatically present ourselves as members 

of the body of Christ; that we actively participate in the atonement.  That is the sacrifice for sin, to 

bear the burden of somebody else’s problems because whosoever else’s they are, they were not His.  

Those were not His problems for which that flesh was torn and that blood ran. 

In that same spirit He’s saying, “I’m going to give you a chance to try that.  Oh, it will be tough.  

What you’ll have to do is forgive your son for coming home at 10:30 instead of a quarter after.  

But summon your courage and try it.  If you can try it…and even if he was wrong and even if he 

shouldn’t have done it…if you can help him work it out and take part of the burden back on your 

shoulders, you’ll know something about who I am and what I’ve done.” 

Let me read this from a man not of our faith: 

“As Christ bears our burdens, so ought we to bear the burdens of our fellowman.  The law of Christ, which it is our duty 

to fulfill, is the bearing of the cross.  My brother’s burden which I must bear is not only his outward lot, but his natural 

characteristics and gifts, and, quite literally, his sin.  The only way to bear that sin is by forgiving it in the power of Christ 

which I now share.  Thus, the call to follow Christ always means a call to share in the work of forgiving men their sins.  

Forgiveness is the Christlike suffering which it is the Christian’s duty to bear.” 

That’s okay until somebody does something you really didn’t like.  And that’s okay, I guess, until 

you feel that it has personally offended you.  Everybody can forgive sins in the abstract.  I’ve 

handled Cain and Judas and a lot of other people very conveniently.  But people who live next to 
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me…theirs are obviously more serious transgressions and I’ve got to think a little longer about that.  

It’s great to talk about shouldering one another’s burdens, and in that way directly participating in 

the atonement, but I think that is not easy.  The attempt is to bring us back whole before God.  To 

clean the slate.  To unify.  To reconcile.  You and I are reconciled.  Heaven and earth are 

reconciled.  God and man, men and men, women and women, we are reconciled then as we come 

back to Him with whom we must ultimately be united.  We’re looking for that at-one-ment 

between each other and from Him. 

I remind you at this moment, you need to remember that sin is the great cleaver.  It is sin in your 

life or mine that will keep us from that unity.  It is sin in your life or mine that will make it harder 

to administer justice or charity or longsuffering or kindness or patience.  Surely if everyone were as 

Christ was, if we could all live as the Prince of Peace, then it would be a marvelously easy and a 

wonderful thing to be kind and patient, because we’d have such cause to be so.  The task is to be 

like He was in a world that is not like He was.  It is to be kind when people are unkind to you.  It 

is to be patient when people are impatient with you.  It is to bless those who curse you, and to pray 

for those that despitefully use you. 

It seems to me, the unity Christ urgently sought, he started, particularly in those last hours.  Why 

did He wash the disciples’ feet?  Well, He gives a little message about that in the 13th chapter of 

John.  He says, in part, why He washed the disciples’ feet is because the Master is not greater than 

the servant.  And there’s a message in that.  Let me read what the Prophet Joseph said about 

washing feet: 

“It was never intended for any but official members [so we’re talking about a committed, baptized, authorized Latter-day 

Saint].  It is calculated to unite our hearts, that we may be one in feeling and sentiment and that our faith may be strong 

so that Satan cannot overthrow us, nor have any power over us here.  Satan is the great cleaver.  Sin is the great cleaver.  

Christ and hope and faith and future and celestial possibility is in unity.  It is calculated to unite our hearts, that we may 

be one in feeling and sentiment, that our faith may be strong, that Satan cannot overthrow us, nor have any power here.” 

Why did He pass the sacrament?  Why did He pass the cup?  Why does he take this paschal meal 

and make out of it a new ordinance?  Is it about unity? 

I guess, if we weren’t so squeamish about hygiene, I’d go back tomorrow to a common chalice and 

pass it down the rows of that sacrament meeting.  I’d have every person in that congregation drink 

from the very same cup.  I’d say we’re united and I’m drinking and passing and drinking and 

passing.  By the time it goes around that circle, we will be united, of one heart and sentiment.  

And Satan will not overthrow us nor have any power here. 

Why did they sing a hymn?  It says they sang a hymn before they went out on the mount.  What 

does a hymn do for you in church?  May I suggest that it unites you, that you have someone 

leading you, that you agree on some words and on some notes and on some emotion and on the 

message, and you sing it together.  My guess is we need to do better in this church about singing 

hymns.  I have no particular musical gift.  I have no musical gift at all.  But I try to sing to the top 

of my lungs, because I believe it is an act of unification, and atonement, if you will, along with the 
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sacrament and washing the feet and passing through temple corridors and greeting one another 

and things that tie us together and keep Satan away. 

What should love do in a family?  What should love do in a classroom, or in a church or in a 

nation or in a world?  Is it possible, is it too much to dream, that we could be united, that we 

could be peaceful, that people could live together in love? 

A new commandment I give unto you, that you love one another. 

Why did He promise the Comforter, the Holy Spirit, the spirit of truth?  I invite you to pursue the 

passages of the 19th chapter of 3 Nephi, about what the spirit can do if we believe in its reception, 

and what it can unite and cause to happen.  Why does He then conclude with what President 

McKay called the greatest prayer ever uttered in this world, not excluding the Lord’s Prayer?  That 

is the 17th chapter of John.  Why would someone go out in his own time of need and pray and say, 

I am no more in the world, but these are in the world, and I come to thee. Holy Father, keep through thine own 

name…that they may be one, as we are. …Neither pray I for these alone, but for them also which shall believe on me…that 

they also may be one in us…. The glory which thou gavest me I have given them; that they may be one, even as we are 

one:  I in them, and thou in me, that they may be made perfect in one. 

        John 17:11-23 

What is He getting at?  This is all before the atonement, this is all before the cross.  What are all 

these incessant, repeated reminders of unity and faith and harmony and closeness and stand-by-

each-other and keep Satan away? 

Of all others, he believed in that unity.  So much so that He says, 

My meat is to do the will of him that sent me.  The Son can do nothing of himself, but what he seeth the Father do.  The 

Father loveth the Son.  I seek not mine own will, but the will of the Father which hath sent me.  If I bear witness of 

myself, my witness is not true.  The Father Himself, which hath sent me, hath borne witness of me.  I am come in my 

Father’s name.  I came down from heaven, not to do mine own will, but the will of Him that sent me.  I am not come of 

myself, but He that sent me is true, whom ye know not, but I know Him.  I am of Him.  He sent me.  The Father hath 

sent me and beareth witness of me.  If ye had known me, ye should have known my Father also.  If I honor myself, my 

honor is nothing.  It is my Father that honoreth me.  I and my Father are one.  He that hath seen me hath seen the 

Father.  Believe in the Father, and the Father in me.  He that hateth me, hateth my Father also.  I am not alone.  [This 

is why He can do what he does.  This is why He gets to the crest of the hill.]  I am not alone. 

“Some of the rest of you are having some problems.  You’re fractured and broken and bleeding.  

And I will be, in a way, in a moment.  But I understand it, and I have something you don’t.  I am 

not alone.  I am united.  I am reconciled.  I am one with the Father.  I am one with all men.  I am 

calm as a summer’s morn (to pick up another prophet’s phrase).  I am not alone.” 

When ye have lifted up the Son of man, then shall ye know that I am he, and that I do nothing of myself; but as my 

Father hath taught me, I speak these things.  And he that sent me is with me:  the Father hath not left me alone; for I do 

always those things that please him.  Ye shall be scattered, every man to his own, and shall leave me alone:  and yet I am 

not alone, because the Father is with me. 
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Eli, eli, lama sabachthani.  My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me? 

Ye shall be scattered, every man to his own, and shall leave me alone: and yet I am not alone, because the Father is with 

me. 

Eli, eli, lama sabachthani.  My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me? 

What father and mother can stand by and listen to the cry of their children in distress and not render aid and assistance?  

I have heard of mothers throwing themselves into raging streams when they could not swim a stroke.  I’ve heard of fathers 

rushing into burning buildings at the expense of their own lives…all this to rescue those whom they love. 

      Melvin J. Ballard, SMS, pp.151-155 

We cannot stand by and listen to cries without it touching our hearts.  God the Father had the 

power to save, and He loved His Son, and He could have saved Him.  He might have rescued Him 

when the crown of thorns was placed on His head.  He saw the Son condemned and faint under 

the load.  He saw Him dragged across the streets.  He saw His body stretched out, cruel nails 

driven through His hands and feet, and blows that broke the skin and tore the flesh and let out 

life’s blood of His Beloved Son.  He could have rescued Him when they mocked, “Save thyself, 

and come down from the cross.”  He looked upon this with great grief and agony over His Only 

Begotten Son, and then He heard what must have been the most unbearable words ever uttered, 

“My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?” 

In that hour I think I can see our dear Father, behind the veil looking upon these dying struggles until even he could not 

endure it any longer, and, like the mother who bids farewell to her dying child, has to be taken out of the room, so as not 

to look upon the last struggles, so he bowed his head, and hid in some part of his universe, his great heart almost breaking 

for the love that he had for his Son.  Oh, in that moment when He might have saved his Son, I thank him and praise him 

that he did not fail us, for he had not only the love of his Son in mind, but he also had love for us.  I rejoice that he did 

not interfere, and that his love for us made it possible for him to endure to look upon the sufferings of his Son and give him 

finally to us, our Savior and our Redeemer. 

      Melvin J. Ballard, ibid. 

I know now why God is a jealous God.  I believe God is jealous lest we should ever ignore or slight 

or forget this His greatest of all gifts to us. 

Oh, remember, remember! 

I see a drama enacted at the airport regularly.  I guess I’ve seen it a hundred times.  I saw it recently 

and share it with you as a concluding testimony.  It was obvious that a missionary was coming off a 

plane because the whole airport was crawling with conspicuous-looking missionary relatives.  There 

was a father who did not look particularly comfortable in a suit.  He seemed to be a man of the 

soil, a man of outdoors.  He was tanned and large and had work-scarred hands, white shirt, that he 

probably did not choose to wear except on Sundays.  A mother who was quite thin, looked like she 

had worked very hard in her life, and she had…I think it must have been linen, but it looked like 

tissue…this thing, shredded.  She was just milking this thing.  I don’t know how long they’d been 

there, but it was in poor shape by the time I got off the plane.  There was a girl who…you know.  
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She was on the verge of cardiac arrest.  Two or three little kids running around who were noisy 

and they were trying to keep them.  I breezed past, as I am about to do, headed for the gate.  I 

thought, “This is one of the great human dramas of all time.  Stick around.”  And I stopped.  I just 

slipped in the back and waited and watched.  The missionaries were getting off the same plane I’d 

been on, and I’d seen half a dozen of them.  They still had their tags on and were working on the 

stewardesses.  And so I just waited. 

I found myself starting to gamble appropriately on who would break first.  I really thought that the 

girl would want to, but, you know, that might not be too discreet and you shouldn’t appear too 

assertive.  My guess is that, from looking at that handkerchief, this mother needed to do 

something to release the pressure.  I guess in my heart I really thought it would be the little kids.  

They were so rambunctious and rowdy anyway, that I thought one of them would burst out.  But I 

sat there weighing this until I say him start to come off the stairs and he looked like Captain 

Moroni:  clean-cut and handsome, and he probably had known the work his father and mother 

had known, and that’s probably why he was a good missionary.  He had his hair trimmed again 

and looked like he had a reasonably new coat; better clothes, for all intents and purposes, than 

anything his parents had on.  He started down off the steps and started out across the apron 

towards the building.  And then, indeed, someone broke.  And it wasn’t the mother, and it wasn’t 

the girlfriend, and it wasn’t the children.  This big, slightly awkward, bronzed, scarred, sort of giant 

of a man put an elbow into a United Airlines attendant and ran, just ran, out onto that apron and 

grabbed that boy.  I guess he could have killed him.  This missionary was 6’2” or so, but this big 

bear of a man just grabbed him and held him, and for the longest time, nothing happened.  It 

seemed like half an eternity went by.  They just held each other.  The kid dropped his briefcase 

and put a new London fog coat on top of it and they just held each other. 

I thought of God the Eternal Father, hiding in some great corner of His universe, while His boy 

goes through this for you and for me; when He doesn’t have to do it, when He’s paying His own 

way, so to speak, when He’s saved His money all His life to do it, that at some moment He heard 

these words:  “It is finished.  Father, into thy hands I commend my spirit.” 

Now, I don’t know what kind of seven league boots a father uses to rush through the space of 

eternity.  I don’t know how far away in the universe you have to go to not hear the cries of “Eli, eli, 

lama sabachthani?”, but even in my limited imagination I can see that reunion.  And I pray for it 

for you and for me.  I pray for reconciliation and forgiveness, for mercy, for the growth I’ve got to 

go through if I make it, for the mercy that God has got to extend if I make it.  I pray for that for 

you and for me. 

Some little unknowing Roman centurion, at this moment when the veil was rent and the rocks 

were rent and the earth trembled, when God in His heaven said, “Let me tell you just a little how I 

feel about this.  I too am charitable and merciful, so I won’t exact the uttermost farthing, but I’ll 

tell you, just for a moment or two, how I feel about all of this.” 

And the empty, ragged, unresponsive, empty remnant of Judaism was rent:  the veil of the temple, 

from the top to the bottom, and He says, “That’s what I feel about religion that doesn’t work.  
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That’s what I feel about outward forms that don’t have any mercy; and kindness and charity and 

longsuffering and lamb of God to them.” 

I assume that veil, figuratively or literally, will never again be without rent, until Christ Himself 

comes to the Mount of Olives.  By the same token, it seems to me that He rent the very earth, a 

little commentary to the holy Roman Empire about how impressed He was with political power or 

geographical dominion, or anything else that men wanted to conceive.  In the middle of all that, 

with skies having been darkened, and rocks rent, and temples nearly destroyed, this little Roman 

centurion looks up and says it for all of us, for time and for all eternity, “Oh truly, truly this was 

the Son of God.” 

I testify to you that He is the Son of God, and that I can’t talk about it without being emotional.  

My needs are too great.  My sins are too many.  My cry for justice and equality and fairness are too 

dominant in my life.  I am not merciful.  I am not kind.  I am not longsuffering.  I am not 

charitable, at least in any way that I know we’re going to have to be.  I apologize for coming 

undone about this, but in my mind’s eye, I stand with that centurion, probably with all the 

problems he had, and about as far away from the kingdom as he was.  But I testify with him in His 

holy name, that this was the Son of God, and that if we will be like Him, if we will remember to 

remember, from Adam’s little altar, to the commitments, to our own sacramental table and temple 

ordinances; if we’ll just remember, then indeed there is hope for us:  for those of us who marvel 

that He would descend from His throne divine to rescue a soul so rebellious and proud as mine.  

Of that majesty and atonement, I testify.  In the name of Jesus Christ, amen. 


