
Slow to anger

My beloved brethren, wherever you
may be, here in the Conference Center
or in a Church hall far away across the
seas, what a remarkable thing it is that
we can speak in this Conference Center
and that you can hear what we say in a
place as far away as Cape Town, South
Africa.

I have chosen tonight to speak to
the subject of anger. I realize that this is
a little unusual, but I think it is timely.

A proverb in the Old Testament
states, “He that is slow to anger is better
than the mighty; and he that ruleth his
spirit than he that taketh a city” (Prov-
erbs 16:32).

It is when we become angry that we
get into trouble. The road rage that af-
fects our highways is a hateful expression
of anger. I dare say that most of the in-
mates of our prisons are there because

they did something when they were an-
gry. In their wrath they swore, they lost
control of themselves, and terrible things
followed, even murder. There were mo-
ments of offense followed by years of
regret.

School thy feelings

This story is told concerning Charles
W. Penrose. He was a convert to the
Church, and he served as a missionary in
England for some 11 years. When he was
released, he sold some of his belongings
to pay for his trip to Zion. Some of the
Saints observing him said that he was
taking Church property.

This angered him so, that he went
upstairs in his residence, sat down, and
wrote these verses, which are familiar to
you. (See Karen Lynn Davidson, Our Lat-
ter-day Hymns: The Stories and the Mes-
sages [1988], 323.)
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As we cultivate the mark of prayer,
we will receive the blessings our Heav-
enly Father has for us.

In conclusion, may we have vision.
May we put forth effort. May we exem-
plify faith and virtue and ever make prayer
a part of our lives. Then we shall indeed
be a royal priesthood. This would be my
prayer, my personal prayer this evening,
and I offer it from my heart in the name
of Jesus Christ, amen.

NOTES
1. See Meredith Willson and Franklin

Lacey, The Music Man (1957).
2. See Laurence J. Peter, comp., Peter’s

Quotations: Ideas for Our Time (1977),
335.

3. Psalm 118:8–9.
4. Act 3, scene 2, lines 455–58.
5. See Doctrine and Covenants 121:45.
6. See Proverbs 23:7. 

7. Hebrews 11:6.
8. In William Neil, comp., Concise Dictio-

nary of Religious Quotations (1974), 144.
9. “Prayer Is the Soul’s Sincere Desire,”

Hymns, no. 145.

Brethren, we remind you that the
Tabernacle Choir broadcast will be from
9:30 to 10:00 mountain daylight time to-
morrow morning. The Sunday morning
session will immediately follow.

We express appreciation to this fa-
ther-and-son choir for the beautiful mu-
sic they have provided this evening.

Our concluding speaker for this ses-
sion will be President Gordon B. Hinck-
ley, our beloved prophet. Following his
remarks, the choir will sing “We Ever
Pray for Thee.” The benediction will then
be offered by Elder Robert K. Dellen-
bach, an emeritus member of the Seventy. 

President Gordon B. Hinckley
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School thy feelings, O my brother;
Train thy warm, impulsive soul.
Do not its emotions smother,
But let wisdom’s voice control.
School thy feelings; there is power
In the cool, collected mind.
Passion shatters reason’s tower,
Makes the clearest vision blind. . . .

School thy feelings; condemnation
Never pass on friend or foe,
Though the tide of accusation
Like a flood of truth may flow.
Hear defense before deciding,
And a ray of light may gleam,
Showing thee what filth is hiding 
Underneath the shallow stream. 
School thy feelings, O my brother;
Train thy warm, impulsive soul.
Do not its emotions smother,
But let wisdom’s voice control. 
[“School Thy Feelings,” Hymns, no. 336]

Many years ago I worked for one of
our railroads. A switchman was aimlessly
strolling about the platform one day. I
asked him to move a car to another track.
He exploded. He threw his cap on the
pavement and jumped up and down on
it, swearing like a drunken sailor. I stood
there and laughed at his childish behav-
ior. Noting my laughter, he began to laugh
at his own foolishness. He then quietly
climbed on the switch engine, drove it
over to the empty car, and moved it to an
empty track.

I thought of a verse from Ecclesiastes:
“Be not hasty in thy spirit to be angry:
for anger resteth in the bosom of fools”
(Ecclesiastes 7:9).

Anger is the mother of a whole brood
of evil actions.

Divorce is often the fruit of anger

I clipped from the morning news-
paper a story that led off with this state-
ment: 

“More than half the Americans who
might have celebrated their 25th wedding

anniversaries since 2000 were divorced,
separated or widowed before reaching
that milestone” (Sam Roberts, “Most U.S.
Marriages Don’t Get to Silver,” Deseret
Morning News, Sept. 20, 2007, p. A1).

Widowhood of course is beyond the
control of the parties, but divorce and
separation are not.

Divorce too often is the bitter fruit of
anger. A man and a woman fall in love, as
they say; each is wonderful in the sight of
the other; they feel romantic affection for
no one else; they stretch their finances to
buy a diamond ring; they marry. All is
bliss—that is, for a season. Then little in-
consequential activities lead to criticism.
Little flaws are magnified into great tor-
rents of faultfinding; they fall apart, they
separate, and then with rancor and bitter-
ness they divorce.

This cycle is repeated again and again
in thousands of cases. It is tragic, and as I
have said, it is in most cases the bitter
fruit of anger.

I think of my own marriage. My eter-
nal companion passed away three and a
half years ago. But we lived together for
67 years. I have no recollection of ever
having a quarrel with her. She traveled
with me and spoke on every continent,
pleading for the exercise of restraint,
kindness, and love.

Do not be easily offended

A small publication that came to me
some years ago carried the following:

Once a man who had been slandered
by a newspaper came to Edward Everett
asking what to do about it. Said Everett:

“Do nothing! Half the people who
bought the paper never saw the article.
Half of those who saw it, did not read it.
Half of those who read it, did not under-
stand it. Half of those who understood
it, did not believe it. Half of those who
believed it are of no account anyway”
(“Sunny Side of the Street,” Nov. 1989;
see also Zig Ziglar, Staying Up, Up, Up in
a Down, Down World [2000], 174). 



So many of us make a great fuss of
matters of small consequence. We are so
easily offended. Happy is the man who
can brush aside the offending remarks of
another and go on his way.

“A little piece of string”

Grudges, if left to fester, can become
serious maladies. Like a painful ailment
they can absorb all of our time and atten-
tion. Guy de Maupassant has written an
interesting chronicle that illustrates this.

It concerns Master Hauchecome, who
on market day went to town. He was af-
flicted with rheumatism, and as he stum-
bled along he noticed a piece of string on
the ground in front of him. He picked it
up and carefully put it in his pocket. He
was seen doing so by his enemy, the har-
ness maker.

At the same time it was reported to
the mayor that a pocketbook containing
money had been lost. It was assumed that
what Hauchecome had picked up was the
pocketbook, and he was accused of tak-
ing it. He vehemently denied the charge.
A search of his clothing disclosed only
the piece of string, but the slander against
him had so troubled him that he became
obsessed with it. Wherever he went he
bothered to tell people about it. He be-
came such a nuisance that they cried out
against him. It sickened him.

“His mind kept growing weaker and
about the end of December he took to
his bed.

“He passed away early in January,
and, in the ravings of [his] death agony,
he protested his innocence, repeating:

“ ‘A little [piece] of string—a little
[piece] of string. See, here it is, [Mister
Mayor.]’ ” (See “The Piece of String,” http:
//www.online-literature.com/Maupassant/
270/.)

The story is told that reporters were
interviewing a man on his birthday. He
had reached an advanced age. They asked
him how he had done it.

He replied, “When my wife and I
were married, we determined that if we
ever got in a quarrel, one of us would
leave the house. I attribute my longevity
to the fact that I have breathed good fresh
air throughout my married life.”

Anger may be justified in some cir-
cumstances. The scriptures tell us that
Jesus drove the moneychangers from the
temple, saying, “My house shall be called
the house of prayer; but ye have made it
a den of thieves” (Matthew 21:13). 

But even this was spoken more as a
rebuke than as an outburst of uncontrolled
anger.

Speak words of love, peace, and respect

Now, my dear brethren, in closing I
plead with you to control your tempers,
to put a smile upon your faces, which will
erase anger; speak out with words of love
and peace, appreciation, and respect. If
you will do this, your lives will be without
regret. Your marriages and family rela-
tionships will be preserved. You will be
much happier. You will do greater good.
You will feel a sense of peace that will be
wonderful.

May the Lord bless you and inspire
you to walk without anger, without bit-
terness of any kind, but to reach out to
others with expressions of friendship, ap-
preciation, and love. This is my humble
prayer, in the name of Jesus Christ, amen.

The choir sang “We Ever Pray for
Thee.”

Elder Robert K. Dellenbach offered
the benediction.

Sunday, October 7, 2007 Morning Session
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