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I am grateful to be with you today and
to draw strength from your testimonies.
More than words can express, I am grate-
ful for your kind words of support, your
expressions of love, and your prayers.

Today I would like to indulge in a few
personal memories.

Elder Wirthlin’s parents and sister

I was born of goodly parents. From
my father, Joseph L. Wirthlin, I learned
the values of hard work and compassion.
He was bishop of our ward during the
Great Depression. He possessed a gen-
uine concern for those in distress. He
reached out to those in need not because
it was his duty but because it was his sin-
cere desire.

He tirelessly cared for and blessed the
lives of many who suffered. In my mind,
he was an ideal bishop.

Those who knew my father knew how
active he was. Someone once told me that
he could do the work of three men. He
rarely slowed down. In 1938 he was oper-
ating a successful business when he re-
ceived a call from the President of the
Church, Heber J. Grant.

President Grant told him they were
reorganizing the Presiding Bishopric that
day and wanted my father to serve as
counselor to LeGrand Richards. This
caught my father by surprise, and he
asked if he could pray about it first.

President Grant said, “Brother Wirth-
lin, there are only 30 minutes before the
next session of conference, and I want to
have some rest. What do you say?”

Of course my father said yes. He
served 23 years, 9 of them as Presiding
Bishop of the Church.

My father was 69 years old when he
passed away. I happened to be with him
when he suddenly collapsed. Soon after,
he was gone.

I often think about my father. I miss
him.

My mother, Madeline Bitner, was an-
other great influence in my life. In her
youth she was a fine athlete and a cham-
pion sprinter. She was always kind and
loving, but her pace was exhausting. Often
she would say, “Hurry up.” And when she
did, we picked up the pace. Perhaps that
was one of the reasons I had quick accel-
eration when I played football. 

My mother had great expectations for
her children and expected the best from
them. I can still remember her saying,
“Don’t be a scrub. You must do better.”
Scrub was her word for someone who was
lazy and not living up to his potential.

My mother passed away when she was
87 years old, and I think about her often
and miss her more than I can say.

My younger sister Judith was an au-
thor, composer, and educator. She loved
many things, including the gospel, music,
and archaeology. Judith’s birthday was a
few days before mine. Every year I would
give her a crisp one-dollar bill as my birth-
day present to her. Three days later she
would give me 50 cents as her birthday
present to me.

Judith passed away a few years ago. I
miss her and think of her often.

Elder Wirthlin’s wife

And that brings me to my wife, Elisa.
I remember the first time I met her. As a
favor to a friend, I had gone to her home
to pick up her sister, Frances. Elisa
opened the door, and at least for me, it
was love at first sight.

I think she must have felt something
too, for the first words I ever remember
her saying were, “I knew who you was.”

Elisa was an English major.
To this day I still cherish those five

words as some of the most beautiful in hu-
man language.

Elder Joseph B. Wirthlin
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She loved to play tennis and had a
lightning serve. I tried to play tennis with
her, but I finally quit after coming to the
realization that I couldn’t hit what I
couldn’t see.

She was my strength and my joy. Be-
cause of her, I am a better man, husband,
and father. We married, had eight chil-
dren, and walked together through 65
years of life.

I owe more to my wife than I can pos-
sibly express. I don’t know if there ever
was a perfect marriage, but, from my per-
spective, I think ours was.

When President Hinckley spoke at
Sister Wirthlin’s funeral, he said that it is
a devastating, consuming thing to lose
someone you love. It gnaws at your soul.

He was right. As Elisa was my great-
est joy, now her passing is my greatest sor-
row.

In the lonely hours I have spent a
great deal of time thinking about eternal
things. I have contemplated the comfort-
ing doctrines of eternal life.

The gift of the Resurrection

During my life I have heard many ser-
mons on the Resurrection. Like you, I can
recite the events of that first Easter Sun-
day. I have marked in my scriptures pas-
sages regarding the Resurrection and
have close at hand many of the key state-
ments uttered by latter-day prophets on
this subject.

We know what the Resurrection is—
the reuniting of the spirit and body in its
perfect form.1

President Joseph F. Smith said “that
those from whom we have to part here, we
will meet again and see as they are. We
will meet the same identical being that we
associated with here in the flesh.”2

President Spencer W. Kimball ampli-
fied this when he said, “I am sure that if
we can imagine ourselves at our very best,
physically, mentally, spiritually, that is the
way we will come back.”3

When we are resurrected, “this mor-
tal body is raised to an immortal body. . . .
[We] can die no more.”4

Can you imagine that? Life at our
prime? Never sick, never in pain, never
burdened by the ills that so often beset us
in mortality?

The Resurrection is at the core of our
beliefs as Christians. Without it, our faith
is meaningless. The Apostle Paul said, “If
Christ be not risen, then is our preaching
vain, and [our] faith is also vain.”5

In all the history of the world there
have been many great and wise souls,
many of whom claimed special knowledge
of God. But when the Savior rose from
the tomb, He did something no one had
ever done. He did something no one else
could do. He broke the bonds of death,
not only for Himself but for all who have
ever lived—the just and the unjust.6

When Christ rose from the grave, be-
coming the firstfruits of the Resurrection,
He made that gift available to all. And
with that sublime act, He softened the
devastating, consuming sorrow that gnaws
at the souls of those who have lost pre-
cious loved ones.

The dark Friday of the Crucifixion

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 dis-
perse. On that day they stood triumphant.

On that day the veil of the temple was
rent in twain.

Mary Magdalene and Mary, the
mother of Jesus, were both overcome with
grief and despair. The superb man they
had loved and honored hung lifeless upon
the cross.

On that Friday the Apostles were dev-
astated. Jesus, their Savior—the man who
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had walked on water and raised the dead—
was Himself at the mercy of wicked men.
They watched helplessly as He was over-
come 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 Fri-
day was the darkest.

Sunday will come

But the doom of that day did not en-
dure.

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 expe-
rience 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, Sun-
day will come.

No matter our desperation, no matter
our grief, Sunday will come. In this life or
the next, Sunday will come.

Testimonies of the Resurrection

I testify to you that the Resurrection
is not a fable. We have the personal testi-
monies 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 through-
out the world proclaiming the glorious
news of the gospel.

Had they chosen, they could have dis-
appeared and returned to their former
lives and occupations. In time, their asso-
ciation with Him would have been forgot-
ten.

They could have denied the divinity
of Christ. Yet they did not. In the face of
danger, ridicule, and threat of death, they
entered palaces, temples, and synagogues
boldly proclaiming Jesus the Christ, the
resurrected Son of the living God.

Many of them offered as a final testi-
mony their own precious lives. They died
as martyrs, the testimony of the risen
Christ on their lips as they perished.

The Resurrection transformed the
lives of those who witnessed it. Should it
not transform ours?

Blessings of the Resurrection

We will all rise from the grave. And
on that day my father will embrace my
mother. On that day I will once again hold
in my arms my beloved Elisa.

Because of the life and eternal sacri-
fice of the Savior of the world, we will be
reunited with those we have cherished.

On that day we will know the love of
our Heavenly Father. On that day we will
rejoice that the Messiah overcame all, that
we could live forever.

Because of the sacred ordinances we
receive in holy temples, our departure
from this brief mortality cannot long sepa-
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Importance of living a worthy life

When our first grandson was born,
the entire family rushed to the hospital. It
was an amazing experience for me to see
our oldest son, Matthew, holding this pre-
cious new baby boy. While standing at the
nursery window with our youngest son,
Chad, we gazed into the eyes of this new
little spirit—so clean, so pure, so recently
from heaven. It seemed that all time stood
still, and for an instant, we could see the
great eternal plan. The sacredness of life
was crystal clear, and I whispered to
Chad, “Do you understand why it is so im-
portant to remain clean and pure?” He

responded reverently, “Oh yes, Mom, I
get it.”

That moment was so powerful that I
desire for every young man and woman,
every young adult, and indeed each one of
us to feel and know the importance of liv-
ing a worthy and pure life. It is our per-
sonal worthiness that will qualify us to
fulfill our individual earthly missions.

Our personal mission began long be-
fore we arrived on the earth. In the pre-
mortal life, we were “called and prepared”
to live on the earth at a time when tempta-
tions and challenges would be the greatest.
This was “on account of [our] exceeding
faith and good works” and because of our

Elaine S. Dalton

rate relationships that have been fastened
together with cords made of eternal ties.

It is my solemn testimony that death
is not the end of existence. “If in this life
only we have hope in Christ, we are of all
men most miserable.” 7 Because of the
risen Christ, “death is swallowed up in vic-
tory.”8

Because of our beloved Redeemer,
we can lift up our voices, even in the midst
of our darkest Fridays, and proclaim: “O
death, where is thy sting? O grave, where
is thy victory?”9

When President Hinckley spoke of
the terrible loneliness that comes to those
who lose the ones they love, he also
promised that in the quiet of the night a
still, unheard voice whispers peace to our
soul: “All is well.”

I am grateful beyond measure for the
sublime, true doctrines of the gospel and
for the gift of the Holy Ghost, which has
whispered to my soul the comforting and
peaceful words promised by our beloved
prophet.

From the depths of my sorrow, I have
rejoiced in the glory of the gospel. I re-
joice that the Prophet Joseph Smith was

chosen to restore the gospel to the earth
in this last dispensation. I rejoice that we
have a prophet, President Gordon B.
Hinckley, who directs the Lord’s Church
in our day.

May we understand and live in thanks-
giving for the priceless gifts that come to us
as sons and daughters of a loving Heavenly
Father and for the promise of that bright
day when we shall all rise triumphant from
the grave.

That we may always know that no
matter how dark our Friday, Sunday will
come is my prayer, in the name of Jesus
Christ, amen.
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