Sharing our Burdens

Just as Christ suffered in Gethsemane so that he could one day understand our trials, our suffering will enable us to empathize and support others as they experience similar trials.  Glenn L. Pace shares this story.

“While on my mission, I received word that a friend had drowned.  He was ice-skating on Utah Lake and fell through.  About two years later, his best friend also drowned in Utah Lake while saving the life of a young woman.  Both boys were from my ward.  I was home from my mission by then and went to the viewing.  I had lived in the ward most of my life and knew both families well.  The father of the second boy had been my bishop when I went on my mission.  As my turn came to pay respects to the parents, I embraced each of them, shed tears with them, and shared experiences I had had with their son.  I felt love and sympathy for them and expressed it as best I could.

As I moved on to the casket, I glanced back and witnessed a sacred scene I will never forget.  Behind me in the line were the parents of the first boy.  They said very little as they shed tears and embraced, much as I had done.  However, they reached a place in the souls of the grieving parents I was unable to reach.  They made a connection. They administered a soothing comfort of which I was incapable.  They completely understood and had compassion and empathy.  I hold that moment sacred.”

Sometimes our trials are too personal to share with others. What do we do when we experience a devastating loss that seems to shatter our lives and our hearts – the loss of a spouse, the loss of a child; divorce, the diagnosis of a terminal illness?  Then what?  What do we do when humming our favorite hymn doesn’t make the pain go away?

Perhaps one of the most important things we can do is to allow ourselves the freedom to feel what we feel – to progress through the natural emotions that come with adversity.  Mary Kubler Ross has identified several stages of grief that we all pass through when we have experienced a loss – denial, shock, anger, bargaining  -  eventually getting to the acceptance phase and healing.  It is by progressing through these phases that healing occurs.  We should not feel guilty for feeling anger.  These emotions are normal, even if we are living the gospel and are spiritually and emotionally prepared. 

I recently read the account of a wonderful woman who lost three of her children and her husband in just a few short years.  I appreciated her honesty and candor as she told about the difficulties she had in coming to terms with it.  We can’t think what people expect us to think or act how people expect us to act.  We just simply work through the emotions one by one and do the best we can.  

We once got an email from our oldest daughter, Savannah, who was serving a mission.  Her letter broke my heart.  She was serving with a wonderful companion.  We had all come to love her for the blessing she had been in our daughter’s life.  Savannah mentioned in her letter that while she was talking with us on Christmas Day, her companion was talking with her family.  Apparently during the conversation, her companion’s parents informed her that they were getting a divorce.  It was the second divorce for her mom.  I can’t imagine a bigger blow – being given such difficult news on Christmas Day while you’re away from your family.  Savannah felt so badly and did all she could to comfort her companion.  She sang her the following song called “His Strength is Perfect.”

I can do all things through Christ who gives me strength,

But sometimes I wonder what He can do through me.

No great success to show,

No Glory of my own.

Yet in my weakness, He is there to let me know.


We can only know the power that He holds

When we truly see how deep our weakness goes.

His strength in us begins

Where ours comes to an end.

He hears our humble cry, and proves again


His strength is perfect, when our strength is gone.

He'll carry us when we can't carry on.

Raised in His power, the weak become strong.

His Strength is perfect.

His Strength is perfect.

(Micheal Webb)

The most important thing we can do when faced with heart-breaking trials is to turn to the Savior - the One who knows and understands every pain we’ve ever suffered or will suffer.  “Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.  Take my yoke upon you....and ye shall find rest unto your souls.  For my yoke is easy and my burden is light.” (Matt 11.29)  He has promised you that he will “ease the burdens which are put upon your shoulders, that even you cannot feel them upon your backs.” (Mosiah 24:14)   I testify that this is true.  

I don’t even pretend to know what it’s like to endure a heart-wrenching trial like so many individuals have experienced.  But I will share one insight that a friend shared with me.  Her son was killed in a car accident when he was a young adult.  She was devastated to say the least.  I asked her years later how she even managed to survive.  She said, “When it first happened, I wondered how long it would take for life to get back to ‘normal.”  After years of struggling, I came to the conclusion that there was no such thing.  Life without my son would never get back to the ‘normal’ I knew when he was still alive.”  She went on to say, “I finally found peace when I realized that I would need to create a ‘new normal.”  Life would be different, but it could still be happy.

Children’s author Emily Perl Kingsley, who is the mother of a child with Downs Syndrome, captured the essence of what it is like to be living “Plan B.”  Her essay is entitled “Welcome to Holland.”

I am often asked to describe the experience of raising a child with a disability – to try to help people who have not shared that unique experience to understand it, to imagine how it would feel.  It’s like this….

When you’re going to have a baby, it’s like planning a fabulous vacation trip – to Italy.  You buy a bunch of guide books and make your wonderful plans.  The Coliseum.  The Michelangelo David.  The gondolas in Venice.  You may learn some handy phrases in Italian.  It’s all very exciting.

After months of eager anticipation, the day finally arrives.  You pack your bags and off you go.  Several hours later, the plane lands.  The stewardess comes in and says, “Welcome to Holland.”

“Holland?!?” you say.  “What do you mean Holland??  I signed up for Italy!  I’m supposed to be in Italy.  All my life I’ve dreamed of going to Italy.”

But there’s been a change in the flight plan.  They’ve landed in Holland and there you must stay.

The important thing is that they haven’t taken you to a horrible, disgusting, filthy place, full of pestilence, famine and disease.  It’s just a different place.

So you must go out and buy new guide books.  And you must learn a whole new language.  And you will meet a whole new group of people you would never have met.

It’s just a different place.  It’s slower-paced than Italy, less flashy than Italy.  But after you’ve been there for a while and you catch your breath, you look around…and you being to notice that Holland has windmills…and Holland has tulips.  Holland even has Rembrandts.

But everyone you know is busy coming and going from Italy…and they’re all bragging about what a wonderful time they had there.  And for the rest of your life, you will say, “Yes, that’s where I was supposed to go.  That’s what I had planned.”

And the pain of that will never, ever, ever, ever go away….because the loss of that dream is a very, very significant loss.

But…if you spend your life mourning the fact that you didn’t get to Italy, you may never be free to enjoy the very special, the very lovely things….about Holland.

Copyright 1987 by Emil Perk Kingsley

I would like to share one other poem with you.  A dear friend of mind passed away a few years ago after a valiant fight with cancer.  Her husband gave me this framed poem to thank me for speaking at her funeral.  It has meant a great deal to me over the years. 

A Bend in the Road

When we feel we have nothing left to give

& we are sure that the song has ended,

When our day seems over & the shadows fall

& the darkness of night has descended,

Where can we go to find the strength

To valiantly keep on trying?

Where can we find the hand that will dry

The tears that the heart is crying?

There’s but one place to go & that is to God,

& dropping all pretence & pride,

We can pour out our problems without restraint

& gain strength with Him at our side.

& together we stand at life’s cross roads

& view what we think is the end,

But God has a much bigger vision,

& He tells us it’s only a bend.

For the road goes on and is smoother,

& the pause in the song is a rest,

& the part that’s unsung & unfinished

Is the sweetest & richest & best.

So rest & relax & grow stronger.

Let go & let God share your load.

Your work is not finished or ended,

You’ve just come to a bend in the road.
Helen Steiner Rice
I leave you my testimony that God does live.  He knows and loves each and every one of us.  He will support and comfort us as we endure the trials that refine us and prepare us to dwell with him eternally. I know that there is no pain the Atonement of Jesus Christ cannot reach. In the name of Jesus Christ. Amen.
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