
S U N S T O N E

Since 1994, most SUNSTONE issues have closed
with a short passage we call “An Olive Leaf,”
Joseph Smith’s term for D&C, section 88, “. . . the
Lord’s message of peace to us.”  Who among us
has been a more eloquent example, through his
words and deeds, of a true peacemaker than
Eugene England? The following is excerpted from
his collection of essays, Making Peace
(Signature Books, 1995), 16–19.

H OW THEN CAN WE BE HEALERS?
One way is to create and repeat sto-
ries, dramas of the imagination, that

enable us to imagine new possibilities for
ourselves. Levi Peterson, one of our finest
Mormon storytellers, does this. Rather than preaching, he tells
us stories that dramatize the consequences of believing in a
harsh God as opposed to a God of tender mercy. . . .

There are other practical means. We can all try to practice,
even when others do not, the fundamental counsel of the
scriptures for handling differences or perceived offenses: Go to
thy brother or sister alone and talk it through, in prayer, in
love, with a song, with apologies, with whatever it takes. This
means we do not write to higher authority or go to the press
with adversarial, escalating responses. We work it out, be-
tween each other and in a spirit of mercy. In church circles of
all places we should be able to confront each other truthfully
and kindly. 

But we must be willing. Kenneth Godfrey, a fine Mormon
historian and Seminaries and Institutes area supervisor in
northern Utah, relates that when he was about five he would
walk out each night to meet his father, who drove a school bus
and had to park it a mile from their home, which was on a
small farm. One night, just as Ken ran the last few yards to his
father’s arms, a large high school senior came up out of hiding
in the weeds near the road and started calling Ken’s father
names. He had kicked the young man off the bus that evening
for causing trouble, and now he was intent on revenge. He
threatened Ken’s father, who first held him down and tried to
talk quietly and quell his anger, but then let him up. Suddenly
the boy hit him in the face. Ken remembers how terrified he
was and then how amazed when his father simply stood and
let himself be hit in the face again before the boy turned and
ran away. He remembers his dad, with the blood drying on his
face, taking him by the hand and walking home. He remem-

bers hearing for a long time the gossip that
spread through town about his father’s cow-
ardice, and he remembers feeling ashamed for
him. For years, as he passed the house where
the boy lived after he married, he felt helpless
rage, hoping that some day he could grow large
and strong enough to avenge his father, but he
never did.

When Ken was a high school senior himself,
eating in a cafe with his date after a dance, the
man who had hit his father long before came
into the cafe drunk. He went to Ken’s booth
and sat by him and began to cry. “Your father
gave me the worst beating of my life twelve
years ago,” he said “and some day, when I am

sober, I am going to be man enough to tell him how sorry I am
for what I did and ask him to forgive me.” However, it was
Ken’s father, ten years after that, when he was called as a patri-
arch and felt he could not function in his office until he had
completely forgiven and been forgiven, who went to the man
who had hit him, asked to be forgiven, and was reconciled. . . .

I N THE FALL of 1990, shortly after attending our stake
conference, I received a letter from a BYU faculty member
who lives in my stake. He reminded me of the powerful

spiritual presence that was in our Saturday evening session
and then told of a particular impression that had come to him
when he saw me there. He had felt simultaneously scolded and
blessed: scolded because he had let his differences from me in
doctrinal perception keep him from feeling and expressing the
kind of gospel love we ought to have for each other; blessed to
feel that love for me right then, along with a desire to express it
and put other things in perspective. He reported to me that he
first thought, “But Gene believes and teaches doctrines which I
think have serious, even dangerous implications for those with
tender or unsettled spiritual roots,” and then felt a quick re-
sponse to that thought: “That is not the issue here. The issue is
love. All people have doctrinal misperceptions that will some
day need correcting.” He told of pondering that experience
again and again and finally deciding to share it with me —
“acknowledging my own inadequacies, and seeking to do what
is right.” I say, God give us all the courage to be as honest and
pure as this dear colleague and thus to make the church a
place of healing and peacemaking, not by ignoring differences
or errors, but by loving and talking despite them.
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