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Mark 16:11-14

James E. Faust, "The Supernal Gift of the Atonement,"
General Conference, October 1988

During the forty days that the Savior spent with the Apostles and
others, they heard and saw many unspeakable things. This special
ministry changed the Apostles from an uncertain, confused,
divided, and weak group into powerful witnesses of the Lord.
Mark records that the Savior upbraided the eleven “because they
believed not them which had seen him after he was risen.” (Mark
16:14.) Perhaps the Apostles should not be unduly criticized for
not believing that Jesus, having been crucified and buried in a
tomb, had come back to earth as a glorified being. In all human
experience, this had never happened before. It was completely
unprecedented.... Said President David O. McKay of this
experience: “The world would never have been stirred by men
with such wavering, doubting, despairing minds as the apostles
possessed on the day of the crucifixion. What was it that suddenly
changed these disciples to confident, fearless, heroic preachers of
the gospel of Jesus Christ? It was the revelation that Christ had
risen from the grave. His promises had been kept, his Messianic
mission fulfilled. In the words of an eminent writer, ‘The final
and absolute seal of genuineness has been put on all his claims
and the indelible stamp of divine authority upon all his teachings.
The gloom of death had been banished by the glorious light of the
presence of their Risen, Glorified Lord and Savior. On the
evidence of these unprejudiced, unexpectant, incredulous
witnesses, faith in the resurrection has its impregnable
foundation.” (Treasures of Life, comp. Clare Middlemiss, Salt
Lake City: Deseret Book Co., 1962, pp. 15-16.) Like the
Apostles of old, this knowledge and belief should transform all of
us to be confident, settled, unafraid, and at peace in our lives as
followers of the divine Christ. It should help us carry all burdens,
bear any sorrows, and also fully savor all joys and happiness that
can be found in this life.... One can still go to the Garden of
Gethsemane, but the Lord Jesus cannot be found there, nor is He
in the Garden Tomb. He is not on the road to Emmaus, nor in
Galilee, nor at Nazareth or Bethlehem. He must be found in one’s
heart.

Luke 24:32

Dallin H. Oaks, ""Teaching and Learning by the Spirit,"”
Ensign, Mar. 1997, 13

This (D&C 9:7-9) may be one of the most important and
misunderstood teachings in all the Doctrine and Covenants. The
teachings of the Spirit often come as feelings. That fact is of the
utmost importance, yet some misunderstand what it means. | have
met persons who told me they have never had a witness from the
Holy Ghost because they have never felt their bosom "burn
within" them. What does a "burning in the bosom" mean? Does it
need to be a feeling of caloric heat, like the burning produced by
combustion? If that is the meaning, | have never had a burning in
the bosom. Surely, the word "burning" in this scripture signifies a
feeling of comfort and serenity. That is the witness many receive.
That is the way revelation works. Truly, the still, small voice is
just that, "still" and "small." “The language of peace, as spoken
by the Lord, embraces a sense of quiet confidence, comfort, and
warmth. It is gentle and calm, amiable and sweet; it is temperate
and kind; it is orderly and identified by happiness, joy, and
feelings of love” (Joseph Fielding McConkie and Robert L.
Millet, The Holy Ghost [1989], 14).

(Cf. D&C 9:7-9)

Luke 24:13-34
Alonzo A. Hinckley, Conference Report, April 1917, 93-94.

I say, our mission is not only to proclaim, but to live as witnesses
who have received the truth, and who love the truth. And if we
live the truth, my brothers and sisters, no man can come within
the circle of our influence without being impressed with the fact -
somewhat after the same spirit as the disciples, when the Master
met them on the way to Emmaus, and when they walked with
him. The Scripture says, ‘Their eyes were holden," and when he
came in and broke bread with them, then they beheld, and it was
revealed unto them positively who it was. Then, in counseling
with them, they said, 'Did not our hearts burn within us while he
talked with us?' So it will be with you, so it will be with me, so it
will be with every man who, having received the light, walks in
the light.

(Cf. Matt. 5:13-16; Alma 5:14; Alma 18:10-11; D&C 84:57-58)

John 5:39

Elder D. Todd Christofferson, “The Blessing of Scripture,”
General Conference, April 2010.

“The central purpose of all scripture is to fill our souls with
faith in God the Father and in His Son, Jesus Christ.... Faith
comes by the witness of the Holy Spirit to our souls, Spirit to
spirit, as we hear or read the word of God. And faith matures
as we continue to feast upon the word”

D. Todd Christofferson, “Becoming a Witness for Christ,”
Ensign, March 2008, 60.

People should be able to see in us something of Jesus Christ.
The way we act, speak, look, and even think will reflect Him
and His ways.... Although we were not present with Him in
His ministry, as we search the scriptures, we see Jesus and
what he said and did. And as we emulate that pattern, we bear
witness of Him.

(Cf. Alma 5:14; 3 Nephi 27:27)




Matthew 28:1-10

Joseph B. Wirthlin, '"Sunday Will Come, " General
Conference, October 2006

I think of how dark that Friday was when Christ was lifted up on
the cross. On that terrible Friday the earth shook and grew dark.
Frightful storms lashed at the earth. Those evil men who sought
His life rejoiced. Now that Jesus was no more, surely those who
followed Him would disperse. On that day they stood
triumphant.... On that Friday the Apostles were devastated. Jesus,
their Savior—the man who had walked on water and raised the
dead—was Himself at the mercy of wicked men. They watched
helplessly as He was overcome by His enemies. On that Friday
the Savior of mankind was humiliated and bruised, abused and
reviled. It was a Friday filled with devastating, consuming sorrow
that gnawed at the souls of those who loved and honored the Son
of God. I think that of all the days since the beginning of this
world’s history, that Friday was the darkest. But the doom of that
day did not endure. The despair did not linger because on Sunday,
the resurrected Lord burst the bonds of death. He ascended from
the grave and appeared gloriously triumphant as the Savior of all
mankind. And in an instant the eyes that had been filled with
ever-flowing tears dried. The lips that had whispered prayers of
distress and grief now filled the air with wondrous praise, for
Jesus the Christ, the Son of the living God, stood before them as
the firstfruits of the Resurrection, the proof that death is merely
the beginning of a new and wondrous existence. Each of us will
have our own Fridays—those days when the universe itself seems
shattered and the shards of our world lie littered about us in
pieces. We all will experience those broken times when it seems
we can never be put together again. We will all have our Fridays.
But I testify to you in the name of the One who conquered
death—Sunday will come. In the darkness of our sorrow, Sunday
will come. No matter our desperation, no matter our grief, Sunday
will come. In this life or the next, Sunday will come. I testify to
you that the Resurrection is not a fable. We have the personal
testimonies of those who saw Him. Thousands in the Old and
New Worlds witnessed the risen Savior. They felt the wounds in
His hands, feet, and side. They shed tears of unrestrained joy as
they embraced Him. After the Resurrection, the disciples became
renewed. They traveled throughout the world proclaiming the
glorious news of the gospel.

Sunday Will Come

“My God My God” the Savior cried,
While guilty men his pain deride
They pierced his hands and feet and side,
When on the cross he bled and died.
The Light is gone, vision has fled
Jesus of Nazareth now lies dead
Why can’t I recall the words he said;
| cannot see the path ahead.

In my heart for hope there is no room
As they lay him in the Garden Tomb
The air and my soul are filled with gloom
Surely this is creation’s doom.

The night of darkness robs my peace
Heartache, anguish, despair increase
I plead to God for sweet release
And still my sorrow does not cease.
Friday’s darkness seems to be
All that now is left for me.

How can | ever hope to see,
Aught but him upon the tree?

A night, a day, another night,
Then comes the dawn of Sunday’s light.
And brings to all the heavenly sight —
The Savior stands in brilliant white.
Glad tidings doth the morning bring,
To all the world let music ring!
And with the angels let us sing —

He lives again our Heavenly King!

Raised Up

Fallen, alone in our own private hell,
Feeling left forever there to dwell.

And when life’s through and there is no spark,
We lie in the grave, left cold and dark.
But one Man, one Life, brings hope and light,
Endures the grief and conquers the night.
From the pit of spiritual death we climb,
through a quiet Garden and a prayer sublime.
And from death’s grasp He sets us free
through a wooden cross on Calvary.
More glorious words were never spoken
Nor sounded forth to human ear.

The sorrow of the night is broken,

“He is risen, He is not here!”

Luke 24:36-39

Joseph F. Smith, Improvement Era, June 1904, 623-24, Gospel
Doctrine, 23, 447.

The elements which compose this temporal body will not perish,
will not cease to exist, but in the day of the resurrection these
elements will come together again, bone to bone, and flesh. The
body will come forth as it is laid to rest, for there is no growth or
development in the grave. As it is laid down, so will it arise, and
changes to perfection will come by the law of restitution. But
spirit will continue to expand and develop, and the body, after the
resurrection will develop [to the full stature of man] .... We will
see each other in the flesh, in the same tabernacles that we have
here while in mortality. Our tabernacles will be brought forth as
they are laid down, although there will be restoration effected;
every organ, every limb that has been maimed, every deformity
caused by accident or in any other way, will be restored and put
right.... Those from whom we depart here, we will see as they
are. We will meet the same identical being that we associated
with here in the flesh-not some other soul, some other being, or
the same being in some other form, but the same identity and the
same form and likeness, the same person we knew and were
associated with in our mortal existence, even to the wounds in the
flesh. Not that that person will always be marred by scars,
deformities, defects or infirmities, for these will be removed in
their course, in their proper time, according to the merciful
providence of God.

(Cf. 1 Corinthians 15:20-22; 2 Nephi 9:12-13; Alma 11:42-43;
D&C 88:28)




John 21:3-18

Jeffrey R. Holland, “The First Great Commandment,”
General Conference, October 2012.

“What do we do now?” they turned for an answer to Peter, the
senior Apostle. Here I ask your indulgence as I take some
nonscriptural liberty in my portrayal of this exchange. In
effect, Peter said to his associates: “Brethren, it has been a
glorious three years. None of us could have imagined such a
few short months ago the miracles we have seen and the
divinity we have enjoyed. We have talked with, prayed with,
and labored with the very Son of God Himself. We have
walked with Him and wept with Him, and on the night of that
horrible ending, no one wept more bitterly than 1. But that is
over. He has finished His work, and He has risen from the
tomb. He has worked out His salvation and ours. So you ask,
‘What do we do now?’ I don’t know more to tell you than to
return to your former life, rejoicing. I intend to ‘go a fishing.””
And at least six of the ten other remaining Apostles said in
agreement, “We also go with thee.” John, who was one of
them, writes, “They went forth, and entered into a ship
immediately.... After a joyful reunion with the resurrected
Jesus, Peter had an exchange with the Savior that I consider
the crucial turning point of the apostolic ministry generally
and certainly for Peter personally, moving this great rock of a
man to a majestic life of devoted service and leadership....
Peter said for the third time, “Lord, ... thou knowest that I
love thee.” To which Jesus responded (and here again [
acknowledge my nonscriptural elaboration), perhaps saying
something like: “Then Peter, why are you here? Why are we
back on this same shore, by these same nets, having this same
conversation? Wasn’t it obvious then and isn’t it obvious now
that if I want fish, I can get fish? What I need, Peter, are
disciples—and I need them forever. I need someone to feed
my sheep and save my lambs. I need someone to preach my
gospel and defend my faith. I need someone who loves me,
truly, truly loves me, and loves what our Father in Heaven has
commissioned me to do. Ours is not a feeble message. It is not
a fleeting task. It is not hapless; it is not hopeless; it is not to
be consigned to the ash heap of history. It is the work of
Almighty God, and it is to change the world. So, Peter, for the
second and presumably the last time, I am asking you to leave
all this and to go teach and testify, labor and serve loyally until
the day in which they will do to you exactly what they did to
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me.

The Poetry of Peter

I left my nets to follow a carpenter from Galilee
Though years I’d spent in earnest toil fishing upon the sea.

I didn’t know or understand the change that would occur in me,
But something drew me close to Him when He said,
“Come, Follow Me!”

He worked all kinds of miracles; people came so that they could see,
He gave new sight unto the blind, but none more blind than me.
He fed more than 5,000 with some fishes and some bread.
But I tasted living manna, from the words that He had said.
Upon the sea one stormy night I started to walk to Him
But when the winds grew boisterous I feared and my faith grew dim.
I stood upon the holy mount and saw light fill His face
A cloud of light overshadowed me in that sacred, holy place.
Then I heard a voice from heaven declare Him to be God’s son
I feared until I felt the touch of Israel’s Holy One.
Endowed with power from on high I witnessed His Majesty
I received for myself a witness; a more sure word of prophesy.

1 walked alongside the donkey as He entered the city gate
And the people shouted Hosanna! — not knowing His coming fate.
I sat with Him in the upper room to share the Passover feast
He bowed Himself to wash my feet, I felt among the least.
Then to the Garden I went with Him and tried to watch an hour,
But my flesh was weak, unlike His; I did not have His power.
But when they came to take Him, I defended Him with my sword,
He bade me not to fight for Him, and I sadly obeyed my Lord.
Later outside the trial, they asked if I knew Him too.

“No” came out before I could stop from denying what was true.
Shock and horror filled my heart when the cock’s crow reminded me.
He said that I would deny him thrice, and I wept — bitterly
My heart could scarcely take the strain when I saw Him on the cross,
I don’t think you can comprehend how I felt at that great loss.

I knew this had to happen to fulfill God’s holy plan,

But [ had walked with God’s own son and not just a mortal man.
How could he have been put to death when others he did save?
Dead men he had caused to rise; now he was in the grave.

So when the women brought the news He was no longer in the tomb,
I could hardly bring myself to believe — but hope began to bloom.
I ran out to the sepulcher; the stone had been rolled away,
And all I found were burial clothes where his body used to lay.
Later in the evening, He came to where we met
I touched his hands and feet and side and once again I wept.
But this time not for sorrow, for joy had filled my breast.

I listened to him teach again, and felt my soul at rest.

Once more we tasted the manna as we met in Jerusalem,

But then it was back to Galilee and I began to fish again.
And while I was out a fishing as I had done for years before,

A man I did not recognize came calling from the shore.

My eyes were once more blinded by the work out on the sea,
But my Savior, Lord, and Master had said “Come, follow me!”
All my nets are empty now; at least of fishes from the sea,
For now I go out seeking sheep for the carpenter from Galilee.




Chapter 24

Atonement and “A]one~ment”

T he day passed as we huddled together for some type of consolation. Watching as Jesus suffered on the cross was
almost unbearable, but it seemed to be all that we could do. |n the middle of the day, a darkness spread over the land
that comP]ctelﬂ blocked the sun. [t was as if all creation was mourning the death of (God’s beloved Son, the very
Creator himself. [ e had said at the feast that he was sent to be the light to the world, but now that light was being
removed—overcome by the darkness of bitterness, anger, and hatred. | tried to recall the light that had come into my
mind in hearing his statement about paradise, but it was as if the darkness was extinguishing any light or hope that |
had felt. My head continued to tell me that this is what he Prophesied and that it had to be, but that did not ease the
ache and pain in my heart. | held my wife close as we both sobbed at the intense sorrow we felt. Storms began to rage
as all creation joined in our sorrow and despair.

When all light seemed to have vanished and the darkness had become all-consuming, | heard the Savior cry
with aloud voice, “My God, my God! Why hast thou forsaken me? T he pain and loneliness in his voice were heart-
wrenching, | felt as if | could not breath, as if all life had been swept from my soul. Surely, (God, his [Tather, had not
abandoned Jesus in his greatest moment of need! \WWhy would he have left him alone to die? Could he not have sent
his Spirit or angels to give him some comfort to endure the final agonies of death?

In all my contact with Jesus, | had never known him to be without the Spirit of his Father. | remembered his
words to the disciples in the upper room that he was not alone because the [Father was always with him." Why had the
[Tather left him alone in the greatest hour of his need? | thought back to the feeling of abandonment | felt when the
sorrows of my first wife’s death left me without hope and without light. ' he darkness and loneliness had been
overwhelming

Then as if a ray of sunlight pierced through the darkness of the day, understanding came into my darkened
mind. [He had to know. Jesus had to know the utter aloneness that all of us would feel so that he could comprehend all
things and be able to give us strength in the times when we would feel alone. T hus, through his atonement we would
never experience an “alone-ment” as long as we remembered the cross and his suffering in order to know and
experience all that we could experience in life. As he had ascended up on high, so he had to descend below all so that
he might be in and through all things the light of truth. [Te alone could now shine a light into the darkest moments of
our lives and help us see our way to be one with him and with the Fatherjust as he had prayed with his apostles in the
upper room of my father-in-law’s home. []e was not only at one with the [Tather, but he was now at one with us in every
possible way.

| was overwhelmed at the light that came into my mind, and while | was filled withjog in knowing that we would

never have to be alone again, ] wePt at the Price Jesus had to pay to become one with us so that he could make us



one with the [Tather. |n that moment, the cross became a symbol of the price he paid to become one with us and the
promise that we would never be alone unless we chose to ignore his sacrifice for us. Alone becomes at-one because
of the cross which Christ endured.

Forgiveness, life, love, and loneliness—these were powerful lessons taught in a most unexpected way and in
the most unlikely circumstance. [Zven in his final moments, Jesus was a teacher for all who would observe, ponder, and
see by the Spirit of truth and light.

As these thoughts came Peace?ully into my mind, | saw a calmness and clarity come into the face of Jesus. [ e
glanced upward and almost whispered, “[ather, it is finished! |nto thy hands | commend my spirit.”" With that he
bowed his head, heaved one last sigh, and released his spirit from the agony of his pain-filled body. Allin our little
group began to cry once again, knowing that it was indeed finished. | again embraced my wife as we both shuddered
under the agony of the moment.

[is final words echoed in my mind. “|nto thy hands | commend my spirit.” Again, amid the unconscionable,
understanding came into my mind. Jesus was going home! [is [Father had not completely abandoned him. For those
few brief moments, (God had left Jesus alone to allow him to comprehend our feelings of loneliness, but now the
Father stood ready to receive him into the mansions of which he had spoken while in the upper room. | could imagine in
my mind the_jog of that reunion as the [Tather of us all reached out to embrace his obedient Son.

While | Pictured in my mind’s eye that moment oFJ’ogFul reunion, the reality of what hadjust happenecl and the
sobbing of all around me pulled me back to the present. Jesus’s body hung lifeless on the cross. [e had gone to join
his father, but what of us? Hisjourney and mission seemed at an end, but what was ahead for those of us who had
come to love and trust in him? Where were we to go? What were we to do?

“|tis finished.” T he finality of those words seemed as a reverberating echo in my mind, closing any door of
hope orlight that | had in my heart. T he lessons that | hadjust learned seemed to vanish from my mind and my heart. |
tried despcrate]g to hold on to what | hadjust felt and learned, but | seemed to be sinking helplcsslg into the
hoPelessness that surrounded me. []is life was ended. [is story was now complete. With all the imaginings of my
mind, | could not bring him back to life. T he pain, the suffering, the agony—it truly was now finished.

T he darkness of the moment enveloped me, and a sense of utter despair and emptiness seemed to seep into
my heart. | tried desperately to hold on to some small measure of the hope and light that | had realized in the process
of his sacrifice, but | was unable to see through the death of the man who had been my light for most of my life. All the
memories of his miracles in my life slipped silently into the darkness of my despair. The lessons [ had just learned
seemed to be simple meanderings of my mind. Reality proved to be an overwhelming argument against the hope | had
allowed into my heart and mind. All hope appeared to disappear as the distant mist of a morning meadow.

In my despair, my sorrow shifted. | no longer wept for Jesus, but | thought only of myself, my wife, and all those

who had Faith{:ullg followed Jesus. | held my wife, grasping for any kind of hoPc or liglﬂt to lift me from the clcpths of my



SOrrow, but all seemed hoPe]ess. Jo]'m held Mary‘ A” around us seemed lost and alone. Faith seemed to fade into
the rea]itg that Jesus was no longer with us. | here would be no miraculous hand to reach into our souls and heal our
broken hearts. | he healer was taken from us, and we could not be consoled. T he Finality of that Fric{a3 seemed as

dreadful as the darkness that had consumed the Iight of c{ag.

CIﬁaPter 25
Liglwt amidst the Darkness

T he next moments were a blur. | remember the soldiers coming to break Jesus’s legs to hasten his death, but when
they found him already dead, they instead pierced his side with a sword. Nicodemus came a few moments later with
another man | did not know, and they took the body of Jesus to a tomb. My wife and | watched as they sealed the
tomb with a large stone. As the stone was rolled into Place, |felt as if a part of my heart became sealed off from the
light and love that | had known.

We slowly and somberly made our way back to the home of her parents. The emotions of the day had taken
their toll upon us. T he Sabbath was beginning, but we felt no desire to partake of the evening meal. As we sat
recounting the events of the day to my wife’s parents, | tried desperately to remember all the insights and flashes of
light that | had exPericncecl, but they all seemed to be swallowed up in the despair that now cnveloped my heart.
There was no peace, no understanding breaking through to give me hope or to bring light to my now darkened mind.

| grasped for anything upon which to rekindle my faith. [Had he not said that he would give himself for a
sacrifice? | had believed his teachings. | had received witnesses of his divine Sonship. Now all my feclings of faith
scemed swallowed up in a sea of doubt. | was sinking into the waters of my own fears. Why could | not accept and
believe him? [Had | really known the truth? Was he truly the Messiah? Was he truly the Son of (God?

Ferhaps | had just been drawn in by his personality, his charisma, and his love. Perhaps all that | had felt and all
that | had experienced were simply the imaginations of my mind and the naive wishes of a heart hoping to be part of
something miraculous. ] he more | reached for faith, the more | felt empty. ["ear began to join with my doubt, and |
found myself trembling at all that | had lost.

My wife came and sat by me and touched my arm. | looked up to meet her gaze. She must have seen the
sadness | was feeling, yet | did not see in her eyes the despair and doubt that had gripped my own heart.

“\We must continue to believe,” she whispered.

“/n what? | almost shouted. “[ e is dead. |n what are we to believe? (God has abandoned us and left us utterly
alone. There is no hope in [sracl or a mystical Messiah. \We are destined to be in bondage forever.”

My words seemed to cut into the hopeful heart of my dear wife. “| know that this is hard to understand,” she

rePIiecl, “but | also know the hea!ing that | received ina simple touch of this man’s robes. | cannot deng what | know to



be true. | trust in the witnesses that have been born in my heart. Do you not remember all that we have seen and all
that we have felt?

5}16 looked into my eyes as if l‘uoping to see any sign of belief. | returned hergaze, hoping to remember, but |
found mgse”: too confused and exhausted to think clearb. She sensed my discouragement.

“Ferhaps a niglﬂt of rest and a Peace?ul Sabbath will }‘ICIP to restore some sense of hope to your heart,” she
offered. ] agreeé that we needed rest. We excused ourselves from her Parents and retired for the evening‘
Tlﬁani&u”g, my exhaustion overwhelmed me, and sleeP came quick]g and completely.

[t was the middle of the morning when my wife Fina”y awakened me with a gentle nuclge.

“We are going to the synagogue to celebrate Shabba’c,” she said. “| was hoping that you might come with us
to worsi‘wip.”

“Worship what?” | reP]iccl. “Thereis nothing to celebrate. All that we have believed, all that we have
Practicedﬁit is all meaning]ess. | believed Jesus to be the Messiah. | was certain of it. But now he is as lifeless as my
!‘xopes and my faith. | had hoPecl that the morning would bring 1ight again to my mind, but | realize now that without him,
there is no light.”

“But there is light,” my wife insisted. “ T he light of his teachings, the light of his love. ] hose are real and can
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remain with us forever if we wi”_just give Place in our hearts to believe him. f—je may not be among us, but we can kcep
his memory alive in our hearts bg loving as he loved and living as he lived. [Faith is not to understand and know all things
but to live with hoPe for the future based upon the evidence of what we have seen in the past. Do not Forget all that
you have witnessed in your !iFejust because we are temporari!g in the darkness. Just as the sun arises cach dag to
chase the darkness of the night, | feel certain that }33 !iving his teachings, his Iight will sPring up in us anew and bring us
Jog and peace. But you must choose to remember your exPeriences and move forward with faith. Focus on your Faitl‘x,
not your doubts. Doubt your doubts, not 3our1caith~pi”ec{ exPeriences"’

Her words rang with an echo of the things Jesus had taught me months before when l had allowed doubt to
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come into my mind. Thcg seemed to Pcnetrate the darkness ] had allowed into my heart. As ] reflected on that
experience, other memories ot things | had learned and experiences with Jesus began to Hlood my mind with light.
o h f things | had learned and exp h Jesus began to flood my mind with ligh
uddenly, | could see again. |t was as i the light ot his countenance was radiating to me through the light ot my wire’s
Suddenly, | could see again. | f the light of h diating to me through the light of my wif
faith and hope. | could see that if | was to have faith to overcome my doubt, | had to put into action the things he had
taught
iving water began to pour into my soul. | telt renewed and restored. e was right! e only way to keep the
| iving water began to p g soul. | el dand d. She was right! T he only way to keep th
avior alive in my lite was to live what he taught. | did not need to have him constant my side to know the joy o
Savior alive in my lf live what he taught. | did d to have h ly by my side to know the joy of
living his teachings. [is words had taught me how to live and to love. Thcg had brouglﬂt me peace. T he kind of life
that | was going to live was now up to me. [~ very time | had chosen to live his words, | had found peace, joy, and light.
gomng p Y P J°Y g

Whenever | allowed my doubts to darken my faith and did not live his tcachings, | fellinto despair and destructive



behavior. | now had to choose to live out his teachings with courage, even in what appeared to be the darkest of
circumstances.

As my mind caught hold upon these thoughts, | could not help but think of Jesus standing calm and serene
before the Sanhedrin. e did not allow their anger and hatred to penetrate his soul. | must not allow my own doubts
to rob me of the light that | had experienced.

With a flash of understanding, the dreams of the night in (Gethsemane came flooding into my mind. Jesus had
overcome all the darkness that the world would know. [ e could gjve that strength to me. With these thoughts, the
feeling of our embrace in the garden came rushing to my heart. |t took my breath away. | began to weep uncontrollably.

My wife sat down on the bed next to me and held me close. She did not say anything, but she sat silently,
holding me in an embrace that reminded me of that which | felt from the Savior. [Her faith in Jesus had transformed
her into a conduit of his love. | felt all fear and doubt depart as her love and tenderness filled my soul with love. | could
feel that she not only believed in the teachings of Jesus as the Messiah, but she believed him too. She accepted fully
his love for her and all of God's children. [is love transformed her, and it was now reaching out to envelop me. | felt all
doubt dePart as | basked in the warmth of his love expressed through the embrace of my wife. [n her embrace, we
became united with the love of the Savior.

| realized in that moment that | did have much cause to worship and to celebrate. | had walked with the very
Son of (God and witnessed his love and mercy. | had been taught how to live and how to love. | felt as if | had been
given the privilege of being on the top of a mountain, secing life and living on a grander scale. | realized that while | was
no longer on the mountaintop, | could live my life by the memory of what | had seen while | had been on the peak. T his
realization helped me to understand that every moment of life was not going to be filled with beautiful vistas, but all of
life can be lived with the memory of thejog and beauty that one has witnessed. | wanted to now live my life by the
memory of the joy | had experienced while living in the way that the Savior taught. [e may have gone to heaven to be
with his [Tather, but | could now work to make my own heaven on earth by living according to his teachings.

With this change of view and perspective on life, | _joinec{ my wife in honoring the Savior on this day of
Sabbath, a day that (God had provided in his goodness to remember his creation of this carth and his love and mercy
in bringing our fathers out of the bondage of [Z_gypt. | committed in my heart to also make the Sabbath a day forme
to remember his Son and commit myself to live as he taught. | spent a good part of the day trying to write and
remember all my experiences with Jesus as well as the lessons | had learned. This journal you are reading is a result of
those efforts. |t has served to help me put my experiences with Jesus into perspective and helped me to not only

remember the light | have witnessed but to shine the Iight in my times of darkness as well.

' Matthew 27:46
ff'See John 16:32
" These words are a combination of Luke 23:46 and John 19:30.



CIﬁaPter 27
The Road to Undcrstanding

As | had suspectecl, C]eopus was a]reacly waiting for me when | arrived. [ e greetec{ me warmly and asked what had
kept me. | told him of the exPerience | l‘uac{jus’c had with my wife.

“She rea elieves that Jesus is risen trom the tomb and that she saw him?” he inquired.

Sh lly bel hat _J f h b and that sh him?” he inquired
“Yes, she does,” | replied. “[Dut | saw him die on the cross. [ Jow cou e yet be alive?” | said as we began our
Yes, she d | replied. “But | himd h I Id he yet be al | said beg
Journeg to |~ mmaus. “With all my heart, | would like to believe that he has overcome death itself, but how could that
be? |f he did have such power, whg did he not step forward as the Messiah and free us all? \/\/hg leave us to continue
to suffer at the hands of Roman injustices? Was this onlg to save himself and not us?”
s we discussed these contusing ideas, a stranger came and began walking alongside ot us. Ve had not

As we discussed th fusing id : d began walking alongside of us. We had
rea“9 noticed him at first, tlﬂinking that he was simply walking the same road that we traveled. [ e matched our pace for
several stePs and then askecl, “What manner of communications are these that ye have one to anothcr, as ye wa“<, and
are sad?”

Cleopas respondecl, “Art thou on|9 a stranger in Jerusa!em, and hast not known the things which are come to
pass there in these dags?”

The stranger inquired, “What tl'lings?”

“Concerning Jcsus of Nazareth, which was a Prophet mightg in deed and word before (God and all the
Peop]c,” we cxP]ainecl‘ « And the chief Priests and our rulers delivered him to be condemned to death and have
crucified him.”

“But we trusted that it had been he which should have redeemed |srael: and beside all this, tod39 is the third
dag since these things were done. Yea, and certain women also of our company made us astonished, which were earlg
at the sePu]cher; and when they found not his bodg, theg came, saying, that theg had also seen a vision of angels,
which said that he was alive. And certain of them which were with us went to the sepulcher, and found it even so as the
women had said: but him theg saw not.”

Thcn he spoke unto us, saging, “O Fools, and slow of heart to believe all that the Prophcts have spoken:
Ought not (_hrist to have suffered these things, and to enterinto his g]ory?”

T hen, beginning at Moses and all the prophets, he began to expound to us from the scriptures all things
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concerning Jesus.

As we walked and talked with this man, ] marveled at his command of the scriPtures. It was as if he was Pouring
!ight into my heart and mind. My heart burned within me as | felt the things he taught, every word tcsti%ing ogjcsus. |
looked c]oselg at him and wondered whg | had not seen him carlier among the disciples. As we drew nigh unto the
vi”age and the P]ace where we were to s’cag, he acted as tl'lougl'l he would continue farther on hisjoumcg.

| quicklg entreated him, “Flease, abide with us: forit is toward evening, and the clay is far sPent.” To my great

J’oyi he agreec{ to remain with us and share our evening meal.

As we sat down to eat, our new friend took bread) blessed it, broke it, and gave some to each of us. As we ate
the bread blessed bg this stranger, all that Jesus had said and done while in the upper room seemed to come togcther
inmy heart and mind. |n aninstant my eyes were oPenec{, and | knew him——Jcsusl lgasped as my eyes began to swell
with tears. ] looked down to wiPe my eyes, and suc{clenlg, he disaPPeared from before us. E_motion overwhelmed me,
and ] Began to sob.



| turned increc{u]ously to Cleopus‘ [He, too, was wiPing tears from his eyes, marveling at what we had
witnessed. We looked at each otherin a state of disbelief. Then a comcirming witness of peace came into my heart,
and | knew!

“Did not our heart burn within us,” | said to Cleopus, “while he talked with us by the way, and while he opened

to us the scriPtures? 5urely, we have been given a special witness and must share this with the aPostIes.”

Cl’xapter 28
Sharing and Receiving the (Greater Witness

I:orgetting our business, we immediate]y returned to Jerusalem‘ We heard word that the aPostles had gatherec{ at
the home of one of the éisciples, so we made our way to tell them the goocl news. | he clag was far spent and night had
fallen when we finally arrived back in Jerusalem. \We found ten of the apostles gathered together, talking about the
events of the last few days and wondering particularly at the words of the women who had testified that Jesus had
risen. | aPProachea Peter, who stood and embraced me. After a brief welcome, Peter could tell that | was excited
about sometlﬂing. | did not know how to say what was in my heart. “[Triend,” he said, “what is it? |s there something you
want to tell us?”

“We have seen him,” | said bolc”g. “\We have seen the | ord”

We spent the next several minutes sharing with them what we had exPeriencecl, testi{ging that Jesus was
indeed risen. While Peter nodded, seeming to acknowledge the truth of our words, others had doubts.

“| do not understand,” said Matthew. “|f this was the | ord, why did you not recognize him when you first met?
You walked and talked with him for hours, yet you did not know him? [ow can it be that you knew him not?”

Perhaps it was an angelic messenger rather than the |_ord himself,” offered James. “Certainly, an angel
would be able to teach you the words of Jesus with such power that you might have been persuaded to think that it
was the |_ord?

“|t was the | ord!” | stated emPhaticang. “The Ho!3 Spirit bore witness to our souls as he opened the
scriptures to our understanding. \We saw him bless and break the bread as he had done at other times,just as he didin
the upper chamber of my in-laws’ home. | know with all my soul that it was him. M3 wife told me that she had seen him,
but | doubted herjust as you now doubt me. But there is no more doubt in my mind. All darkness of doubt has been
swept away bg the ]ight of the SPirit that has touched my mind and heart. | do not know whg we did not recognize him
in the Beginning. Ferhaps our sorrows so consumed our hearts that we could not see with our sPiritua] eyes what was
before us. But no ]onger. ] have felt thejog of the Lord’s Iight and love and know that he is risen.” ] could see that the
boldness of my witness caused them to wonder, but many still did not believe.

Again, Peter approached me and put his hand upon my shoulder. “You have been one of the most faithful
disciples since the beginning. T he Spirit convinces me that you have spoken the truth. | do not doubt that you have
seen the | ord. ] do not know what we are to do now, but | am certain that the | ord’s work is not over and that we will
be a part of whateveris to come. | hank you for your witness.”

“Thank you for Eelieving me,” | repliec{.

As we spokc, the room began to fill with a light that enveloPed our hearts with a sense of holiness. Sudclenlg,
Jesus himself stood in the midst of us, speaking softly the words, “Feace be unto you.”



| could see in the eyes of many that theg were terrified and afraid, not ‘mowing what theg were seeing, Jesus
inquirecl, “Whg are ye troubled? and whg do thoughts arise in your hearts? Beholc{ my hands and my feet, thatitis |
mgselpz handle me, and see; fora sPirit hath not flesh and bones, as ye sece me have.”

Jesus extended his hands and invited each to come and see. We saw the prints of the nails where he had been
fastened to the cross. As | saw the marks of the nails graven upon his hands, the words he had spoken to me on the
road to Jerusalem came flooding back into my mind. “[Z ven in the times when thou dost forget, yet will | not forget
thee. | will engraven thee upon the palms of my hands that thou mayest know my love and become all that | have shown
unto thee.”

A flood of undcrstanding and emotion washed over me. e had suffered all this because he knew it was the
on]y way to make it Possiblc for me to become what he had seen in me! | hen my vision expanc{ed to see that he had
done this for all mankind, notjust me! [ e saw infinite Potentia] in every one of his brothers and sisters upon this earth.
T hey were not mere mortals but all possible gods and goddesses, each with unlimited and divine potential. [{e had
taken the load or weight of the glory of all of us upon him, atoning for our sins and making right every injustice that
would come in our lives.

Mg dreams of (Gethsemane came clearly into my mind. | realized now that it had not been a dream. e had
suffered as ] had seen. He had taken all our burdens upon him, and now in a covenantal token of remembering each of
us, he had allowed himself to be crucified, engraving forever upon himself the memory of the Price that he Paid to save
and redeem every child of his [Tatherin heaven. Trulg, the worth of each soul was greatin the siglﬂt of (God and
Jesus, his onlg bcgotten Sonl!

As | became overwhelmed at all the light flooding into my heart and mind, some of the apostles were still
struggling to accept that this was truly Jesus resurrected from the tomb. [Z ven with this sure witness, some felt as if
this was a thing too good to be true, and they were blinded to the fact that this was truly Jesus in the flesh. \While
theg yet believed not Forjoy, and wondered, he said unto them, “/Jave ye here any meat?” Theg quicklﬂ brought him
a picce of a broiled fish and some honeycomb. [He took it and ate it so that they could see that he was truly flesh and
bone and not simply a spirit or apparition.

For a brief moment, Jesus Pausecl and looked around the room at each of us. As Jesus’s gaze fell upon me,
my heart felt the peace and calm that had always accomPaniec{ his presence. f'je smiled and looked into my eyes.
Once again, | felt his love and vision for who | was to become, now made Fu”g Possible because of his ogcring. | felt
renewed and whole as never before in my life.

Jesus began to explain how all that had transPired had come togcther as it had been Prophcsicd “These are
the words which | spoke unto you, while | was yet with you, that all things must be fulfilled, which were written in the law
of Moses, and in the Propl’wets, and in the Psalms, concerning me.”

T hen as he had done with me and Cleopus on the road to |- mmaus, he taught us and opened our hearts so
that we might understand the scriptures, saying, “ T hus it is written, and thus it behooved (Christ to suffer, and to rise
from the dead the third dag; that repentance and remission of sins should be Preached in his name among all nations,
bcginningatjerusalem.”

At this saying, Jesus turned to Peter and cxP]ained that we were to go to all nations throughout the world to
be his witnesses in all these things. [He blessed and instructed us, “Ye are witnesses of these things. Behold, | send
the promise of my [Father upon you: but tarry ye in the city of Jerusalem, until ye be endowed with power from on

high.”



Fo”owing these words, the ]ight began to gather around Jesus until he became so luminescent that | could not
see him for the brightness thereof. |n an instant the light departed from the room, and Jesus was gone. Our time with
g S p g
him was brief, but it left a lasting imPression upon every fiber of my soul.
No one spoke. All were overwhelmed at what had taken place. ] he room remained silent for several moments.
P p
Peter Fina”y broke the silence. “Brethren,” he said, “we have all been blessed this da9 so that we might be witnesses
ofhﬁresunecﬁon.Lctusgotx)ourhomes,Ponderonthesethhgs,andthank(}odforh%cﬁﬂnefionandthegkny
of what we have witnessed.”
We bid one another farewell and de aﬁedportheevenkx./\sweleﬁtheroom,Fekxtookn1 hand and
p 2 Y
thanked me for my witness. | assured him that | would be Forevergratf:]cul to have been a part of such a sacred evening.
Thou h | had walked all day, | felt ener: rowing with every step toward home. | could not wait to share with
g Y 2y8 S ystep
n%jw#etheeventsthathaétransp#ed.lwascerﬁﬂnthatshe\wouk]beaskep,but]knewthatlcoukinotwaﬁtnﬁﬂthe
morning to share the news of what | had exPeriencecl.
meﬂ ascending the stairs and approaching the door to our room, | heard her softly speaking to someone. |
Y g PP g Y sp i
Pauseci at the door to listen. She was Praying ... for me! She was asking the | ord to share with me the witness of
whatshekneww¢hatJesuswasahveané\Nasﬁsenpmnnthetomb‘lcoukJhardk;hokJbackthetearsas]l&tenedto
her pray unto the Father on my behalf.
fihe aused in her kadh}s,and]dowﬂ enkﬁedtheroom.] uietly went over and knelt next to her by the
P P S Y quiety Y
becl, Placing my arm around her. A bit surPriseé, she looked at me. Onlg a small lamP burned in the corner, but ] could
sce that her eyes were wet with tears. Slﬂe tenclcriy reached up to touch my face and then gently kissed my cheek.
ESH”somewhatconFusea,sheasked,“VVhatare ou doing here? | thought you were spending the night in [~ mmaus.”
Y g Zhty P 2 g
]shooknyjhead‘“]hadintcnacdfx)bethenaovenﬂght,butsometﬁng\Nondeﬁﬁ]hashappenedthat]ha&to
share with you.”
| told her of our walk with Jesus along the road to [~ mmaus and about not recognizing who he was until he
2 ghizing
blessed and broke the bread. Joy and gratituc{e swePt over her face. 5h€ threw her arms about my neck and began
to kiss me rePeatedlg. SI‘!C had worried that ] would allow my doubts to keep me from knowing and seeing what she
had witnessed. “] he | ordis gracious and has answered my Pragersl” she whisperec{.
“Thatis not all,” | replied. “Cleopus and | returned immediately to tell the apostles what we had seen. T he
P P Y p 9
were reluctant to believe usjust as | had been hesitant when you shared your exPerience with me.” At this, | squeezec{
her hand to let her know of my love and regret that ] had not been more trusting of her testimong.
fihesmdedandrehﬂﬂedlﬂgsqueezc
| continued, “After | had shared with them the certainty of our experience, the room began to fill with light. T o
Y P ! g
my amazement, Jesus aPPearecl. Some of the men were Frightened and had a difficult time believing that it was the
Lorc], so he demonstrated that he was flesh and bones 133 having us touch him. TAIC also ate some fish and honegcomb.
But it was not until Jesus taught from the scriptures that they were able to finally comprehend that he was
S P Y Y P
resurrected and standing before themin a Phgsical bodg.”
“You touched him?” she asked.
« As | am touching you now,” | responded. “|t was as if he had never died but had simply been away on a
2Y P Py Y
_journeg. [Heis risen_just as you had said. | now know as you know, and we are to be witnesses to all of the world that

he lives.”



Chapter 29
Believing Is Secing

We sat in silence for a few moments. My mind began to reflect upon my experience on the way to |- mmaus. | turned to
my wife, asking quictly, “Why do you think that | did not recognize him when | first met him on the road to [ mmaus.”

She became thoughtful for a few moments before answering. “'You said that when he gave you of the bread,
your eyes were opened and that gour heart had burned within you while he taught you the scriptures. Perhaps we
must first have faith and believe his words before we are able to see miracles.”

5}16 continued, “T he truth is often givento us a little at a time until we are Prepared and wi”ing to accept itin
our hearts. |t seems that the bread and wine were reminders to your heart of what _Jesus had tauglﬁt about being the
Bread of | ife. Simple sgmbo]s often have hidden power to open our eyes and turn our hearts to (God.”

T hen almost as an afterthought, she added, “| wonder if all the ordinances that our people have been
observing for these thousands of years were all designed to show us the true nature of Jesus, but we as a people
have been tao focused on the symbals instead of what they symbolized?”

[Her words sent lig!‘xt b!azing with truth into every corner of my mind. ] hatis whﬂ he continua“g oPened the
scriptures,” ] cried. “He wanted us to believe what he said so that we could see him for who he trulg is! Seeing is not
believing, but believing is secing!”

[t all seemed so clear to me now. As Jews, we had trusted in the law and the scriPtures as the way forus to
return to (God, but all scriPture was written to bear record of him. [ e is the only way for us to return to (God! But we
had missed the mark and the meaning of the Messiah.

Suddenly, many of the ancient writings took on new meaning. My mind raced back to the beginning of the
scriptures, allowing me to see Jesus in many things that | had not recognized before. T he animal sacrificed to Providc
a coat of skins to cover Adam and [~ ve after theg had tried to cover their nakedness with Fig leaves became a sgmbol
of the covering the Messiah would provide for us through his atoning sacrifice.

Abraham and his willingness to sacrifice [saac was the story of (God’s willingness to sacrifice his Son for all
of us. |saac had been required to carry the woodjust as Jesus had had to carry his cross. And while |saac had been
sParch there was no ram in the thicket this time to Provide a substitute sacrifice for Jesus.

] thought about Joseph, who had been betraged bg his brothcrs, 9ct he became the very person who would
Provide a way of salvation for all |srael. And there was Moses, who had escaPecl the edict of death upon the children.
Tlﬁis now seemed but a tﬂPC and shadow of the infant Jesus who was sPare& from the edict of Herocl. Moses had
delivered [srael from E_ggptjust as we are delivered from our sins bg Jesus, the true deliverer.

Of course, there was the Passover pointing to Jesus, but even more, the entire exodus from [ gypt to the
Promised [ and became in my mind a journey that testified to me of our need for Jesus along ourjourney back to
(God. The parting of the Red Sea, the pillar of fire and cloud of smoke guiding them in theirjoumcg, the manna in the
deser’c, the water from the rock—these all testified oFJesus as the way back to Gocl.

| now understood whg it was Joshua-the [Hebrew name ForJesusw—who led |srael into the Promised | and
instead of Moses. | his was to show us that it was not the law of Moses but Jesus, the true Messiah, that would take
all mankind into (God’s presence.

So many examples flooded into my mind that my thoughts became a whirlwind of witnesses to Jesus and his
role as the Savior—Abigail’s offering to David, the temptation and fall of the kings of |sracl, the cry of the psalmist
about being forsaken, the story of Jonah. All of these and hundreds of others pointed unmistakably to Jesus!



The words oFJesus to the Pharisees resonated with truth. “Search these scriPtures; forin them ye think ye
have eternal life: and they are theg which testhcg of me.” | could not help but now see through the power of the Spirit
that all t}ﬂ'ngs from the begirmirxg had been given to testhcy of Jesus and his role to bring all of us to salvation.

Amid all the scriptures pressing themselves into my mind in just those few short moments, the story of Jonah
continually returned to my thoughts. | hurriedly retrieved the scriptures that were on the table near our bed. | rifled
through the scroll to find the passages of Jonah, excitedly sharing with my wife what | was witnessing. She joined in
my excitement to have the scriptures opened to our understanding by the Spirit.

As we reviewed the story togcther, | realized that Jonah had been called to Preach to a wicked nationjus‘c as
Jesus had been sent to the unbelicving Jews. | Pointec{ outtomy wife the Para”el between Jonah sleeping on the
boat and the night that we had been on the Sea of (Galilee and had been caught in a storm that we all feared would
cast us into the sea. The Master had calmed the stormjust as Jonah }Jeing cast over the side had calmed the seas. |
had not realized at the time that Jesus would give his life to calm the storms in my life if | would but put my trust in him
and obeg his commands.

When we read of the weeds about Jonah’s head, | could not help but think of the crown of thorns that had
been Placecl on the head of the Savior. |n the darkness of his anguish, _Jonah had called out to Goc{just as | had
heard Jesus call unto his [Tather about being forsaken. Jonah’s three days in the be”g of the fish was a Powerpul
Para”e] to the three clays the Savior had spent in the tomb. Yetjust as Jonah came forth, Christ also arose from
death to go forth and Preach again.

As all these truths from the story of Jonah sunk clceP into my heart, | could not help but think that this was
what the Savior meant when he told the [harisees, “T his is an evil generation: ye seek a sign; and there shall no sign
be given, but the sign of Jonah the prophet.” (Certainly, the sign of Jonah was enough to show any man that Jesus
was sent to save all mankind by giving his life for us. T ruly, the story of Jonah was the symbol of his death and
resurrection in order to save us all.

Mg wife and ] marveled at how clear!g the scriPtures testified of all that Jesus would do, and yetwe had not
scen. [twas a Fitting Para”e] to my exPerience in not recognizing, the Savior on the road to [~ mmaus. [t was not until he
revealed himself to meﬁthrough the scriPtures he had taught and the bread and wine he had blessed for me—that ]
was Fina“}j able to see him as the resurrected | ord. Trulg rcacling the scriPtures and the Par’cicipating in the
ordinances would never again be things that | did without seeing and acknowlcdging Jesus.

| invited my wife to pray as we knelt bg our bed before retiring for the evening, She exPressecl thejog we felt
ina way that left me forever gratmcul that we were comPanions. She was truly an angel sent to heIP me see, {:ec], and
know (God'’s love. Together we had come to believe and Fina”y sce the ultimate manifestation of that love. Trulg,
(God so loved all of us that he gave his only begotten Son so that whosoever believeth in him should not perish but

have ever!asting life.



