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The Weapon of Love
David Pulsipher

When faced with aggression or conflict, our instincts are to fight, flee, or surrender. But God has 
prepared “a more excellent way”—a “weapon” for resisting and transforming conflict that is more 
effective than the weapons the world teaches us to use. This “weapon” is strong assertive love, but the key 
is learning how to wield it effectively.

Pre-Class Readings:

1.  The Mission of the Sons of Mosiah to the Lamanites, especially Alma 18:20-25; 20:25-27; 22:1-3; 
24:17-27; and 26:23-34.

2.  Dallin H. Oaks, “Bible Stories and Personal Protection,” Ensign, November 1992 (see attached 
excerpt)

3.  Stanley A. Peterson, “Contention is Not of Me,” BYU-Idaho Devotional, 14 October 2003 (see 
attached excerpt)
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ConTenTion is noT of Me 
Stanley A. Peterson

On both continents very early in His ministry, the Savior delivered what I call an inaugural address to 
make a declaration of where He stood on basic issues, some of which were replacing basic beliefs held 
onto tenaciously by the Jewish hierarchy as well as the people in general. In the Sermon on the Mount 
He repeatedly stated, “ye have heard that it was said by them of old,” and then would replace portions of 
the “Law of Moses” with a higher law.

To me there is no replacement of the Law of Moses so plain and probably so controversial as in Matthew 
5:38-44. Would you turn to that scripture with me and let’s talk about it a little. Let’s start with verse 38 
and read those seven verses.

Ye have heard that it hath been said, an eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth:

But I say unto you, That ye resist not evil: but whosoever shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him 
the other also.

And if any man will sue thee at the law, and take away thy coat, let him have they cloke also.
And whosoever shall compel thee to go a mile, go with him twain.

Give to him that asketh thee, and from him that would borrow of thee turn not thou away.

Ye have heard that it hath been said, Thou shalt love thy neighbour, and hate thine enemy.

But I say unto you, Love your enemies, bless them that curse you, do good to them that hate you, and 
pray for them which despitefully use you, and persecute you.

This was a hundred and eighty degree turn from what these people had been taught. I’m sure it would 
have been very difficult to completely change their philosophy of human relationships. However, I 
have had a personal witness that this doctrine works. Let me share it with you. Many years ago as I 
was starting my career as a school principal at the ripe old age of 27, the school superintendent took 
me to the elementary school where I was to be the principal and introduced me to my new faculty of 
18 women teachers and 1 man teacher. I think the women teachers were shocked at my young age but 
at least in the meeting they were polite to me. However, the male teacher, Al, was not at all polite, he 
merely gave me a cold icy stare and refused to even shake my hand.

After we had left the meeting and had gotten into the superintendent’s car, I said to him, “What was 
Al’s problem?” He replied, “Al is old enough to be your father. He has been at this school over 20 years 
waiting for the previous principal to retire or die so he could get his job. Need I say more.” He continued, 

“Al doesn’t have a problem, you have a problem, it’s Al. Good luck.”

Time proved the superintendent correct. I did have a very difficult problem. Al obviously hated me. I 
had taken his job and it seemed that no matter what I did to be his friend, he threw up a road block to 
stop it. I really felt that someday we were going to have a major confrontation which I wanted to avoid 
if at all possible. I prayed that I might be wise and Christ-like in my dealings with Al. I knew all of the 
faculty knew I was a Latter Day Saint and a bishop and I didn’t want to do anything that would reflect 
negatively on the church and I sincerely wanted to be the kind of person the Savior would have me be. 
This problem with Al caused me to have nightmares. I remember one night I dreamed we were having a 
faculty meeting and Al and I got into a fight and were rolling around on the floor while the lady teachers 
all stood around screaming.
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Fortunately that dream never came true but the confrontation did come. Toward the end of the school 
year it was time for teacher evaluation. It was my job as principal to evaluate each of the teachers. In 
each category I had to rate the teachers with one of three options. The highest option was “Above 
District Standards, middle option was “Meets District Standards” and the lowest category was Below 
District Standards. No one, of course, wanted to be evaluated “Below District Standards” but I had 
agonized over one category for Al. He was constantly in confrontations with all of the other teachers. He 
couldn’t get along with others and I’m sure that is one of the reasons why he was not made the principal.
The wording in the evaluation category I had struggled over said “Rate this individuals ability to relate 
well with fellow teachers.” To rate Al at any level but Below District Standards would have been a lie so I 
bit the bullet and rated him accordingly. When he came into my office and I handed him his evaluation 
sheet and he spotted the check mark in “Below District Standards” that lit the fuse and the explosion 
began.

He stood over me and began to shout obscenities. By the way, I need to tell you he had been a Navy 
Captain and his language reflected his acquaintance with obscene language.. He began by attacking the 
University I attended, BYU-Provo, my church, my family, my youthful age, my philosophy of teaching, 
etc. etc. etc. To be honest with you, I was amazed at how much he knew about me. For about 15 minutes 
he screamed every filthy, negative and cutting remark about everything he thought would be hurtful to 
me. I’m sure he had rehearsed in his mind that speech for months and had waited for the right time to 
launch it. Then he just stopped and the room was silent. For one thing, I think he was exhausted from 
screaming at the top of his voice for so long and for another thing, I think he now wanted me to give a 
response so he could give his rebuttal to whatever I might fire back at him.

I have to confess that there were many things that went through my mind that I would have liked to 
say in response, but none of them would have been appropriate in light of my knowledge of Matthew 
chapter 5:6 and 7. So for about two minutes I sat silently saying a mental prayer that I would be guided to 
give the appropriate response.

Finally I broke the long silence, and in a very quiet voice I said, “Al, “whatever I have done to you to 
make you hate me so badly, I apologize to you for offending you. I am very sorry. But I want you to 
know something, I love you as my brother and I would like to be your friend.” Then I said nothing more. 
The room was very quiet. I think Al was ready for almost any response I might have given except for 
“I’m sorry if I have offended you, I love you, and I want to be your friend.

We sat in silence for a few minutes and then Al did something I wasn’t prepared for. He began to cry. He 
finally gained his composure and said these few words. “No one has ever told me they loved me in my 
entire life. Not even my mother or father,” and with that he left the room.

In the months that followed Al and I became good friends and when I left that school to take another 
assignment, Al came up to me, put his arms around me and began to cry. Finally he said, “I don’t want 
you to leave, you are the best friend I have ever had.”

Let’s go back to Matthew. I had that sweet experience with Al because I was smart enough to follow the 
admonition of the Savior wherein he declares in Matthew 5:43-44:

Ye have heard that it hath been said, Thou shalt love thy neighbor, and hate thine enemy.
But I say unto you, Love your enemies, bless them that curse you, do good to them that hate you, and 
pray for them which despitefully use you, and persecute you;

Do we have the courage to follow the Savior’s admonition? It must be frustrating to the Savior that 
almost two thousand years after he delivered this masterful discourse replacing the law of Moses with a 
higher low of love, so many still practice the law of retribution, an eye for an eye.
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BiBLe sTories and personaL proTeCTion 
Dallin H. Oaks, Ensign (November 1992)
 
All over the world, faithful Latter-day Saints are protected from the powers of the evil one and his 
servants until they have finished their missions in mortality. For some the mortal mission is brief, as 
with some valiant young men who have lost their lives in missionary service. But for most of us the 
mortal journey is long, and we continue our course with the protection of guardian angels.

During my life I have had many experiences of being guided in what I should do and in being protected 
from injury and also from evil. The Lord’s protecting care has shielded me from the evil acts of others 
and has also protected me from surrendering to my own worst impulses. I enjoyed that protection one 
warm summer night on the streets of Chicago. I have never shared this experience in public. I do so now 
because it is a persuasive illustration of my subject.

My wife, June, had attended a ward officers’ meeting. When I came to drive her home, she was 
accompanied by a sister we would take home on our way. She lived in the nearby Woodlawn area, which 
was the territory of a gang called the Blackstone Rangers.

I parked at the curb outside this sister’s apartment house and accompanied her into the lobby and up the 
stairs to her door. June remained in the car on 61st Street. She locked all of the doors, and I left the keys 
in the ignition in case she needed to drive away. We had lived on the south side of Chicago for quite a 
few years and were accustomed to such precautions.

Back in the lobby, and before stepping out into the street, I looked carefully in each direction. By the 
light of a nearby streetlight, I could see that the street was deserted except for three young men walking 
by. I waited until they were out of sight and then walked quickly toward our car.

As I came to the driver’s side and paused for June to unlock the door, I saw one of these young men 
running back toward me. He had something in his right hand, and I knew what it would be. There was 
no time to get into the car and drive away before he came within range.

Fortunately, as June leaned across to open the door, she glanced through the back window and saw this 
fellow coming around the end of the car with a gun in his hand. Wisely, she did not unlock
the door. For the next two or three minutes, which seemed like an eternity, she was a horrified spectator 
to an event happening at her eye level, just outside the driver’s window.

The young man pushed the gun against my stomach and said, “Give me your money.” I took the wallet 
out of my pocket and showed him it was empty. I wasn’t even wearing a watch I could offer him because 
my watchband had broken earlier that day. I offered him some coins I had in my pocket, but he growled 
a rejection.

“Give me your car keys,” he demanded. “They are in the car,” I told him. “Tell her to open the car,” he 
replied. For a moment I considered the new possibilities that would present, and then refused. He was 
furious. He jabbed me in the stomach with his gun and said, “Do it, or I’ll kill you.”

Although this event happened twenty-two years ago, I remember it as clearly as if it were yesterday. I 
read somewhere that nothing concentrates the mind as wonderfully as having someone stand in front of 
you with a deadly weapon and tell you he intends to kill you.

When I refused, the young robber repeated his demands, this time emphasizing them with an angrier 
tone and more motion with his gun. I remember thinking that he probably wouldn’t shoot me on 
purpose, but if he wasn’t careful in the way he kept jabbing that gun into my stomach, he might shoot 
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me by mistake. His gun looked like a cheap one, and I was nervous about its firing mechanism.
“Give me your money.” “I don’t have any.” “Give me your car keys.” “They’re in the car.” “Tell her to open 
the car.” “I won’t do it.” “I’ll kill you if you don’t.” “I won’t do it.”

Inside the car June couldn’t hear the conversation, but she could see the action with the gun. She 
agonized over what she should do. Should she unlock the door? Should she honk the horn? Should she 
drive away? Everything she considered seemed to have the possibility of making matters worse, so she 
just waited and prayed. Then a peaceful feeling came over her. She felt it would be all right.
Then, for the first time, I saw the possibility of help. From behind the robber, a city bus approached. It 
stopped about twenty feet away. A passenger stepped off and scurried away. The driver looked directly at 
me, but I could see that he was not going to offer any assistance.

While this was happening behind the young robber, out of his view, he became nervous and distracted. 
His gun wavered from my stomach until its barrel pointed slightly to my left. My arm was already partly 
raised, and with a quick motion I could seize the gun and struggle with him without the likelihood 
of being shot. I was taller and heavier than this young man, and at that time of my life was somewhat 
athletic. I had no doubt that I could prevail in a quick wrestling match if I could get his gun out of the 
contest.

JustasIwasabouttomakemymove,Ihada unique experience. I did not see anything or hear anything, but I 
knew something. I knew what would happen if I grabbed that gun. We would struggle, and I would turn 
the gun into that young man’s chest. It would fire, and he would die. I also understood that I must not 
have the blood of that young man on my conscience for the rest of my life.

demands for the third time. But this time his voice was subdued. When he offered the final threat to kill 
me, he didn’t sound persuasive. When I refused again, he hesitated for a moment and then stuck the gun 
in his pocket and ran away. June unlocked the door, and we drove off, uttering a prayer of thanks. We 
had experienced the kind of miraculous protection illustrated in the Bible stories I had read as a boy.
I have often pondered the significance of that event in relation to the responsibilities that came later in 
my life. Less than a year after that August night, I was chosen as president of Brigham Young University. 
Almost fourteen years after that experience, I received my present calling.

I am grateful that the Lord gave me the vision and strength to refrain from trusting in the arm of flesh 
and to put my trust in the protecting care of our Heavenly Father. I am grateful for the Book of Mormon 
promise to us of the last days that “the righteous need not fear,” for the Lord “will preserve the righteous 
by his power.” (1 Ne. 22:17.) I am grateful for the protection promised to those who have kept their 
covenants and qualified for the blessings promised in sacred places.

These and all promises to the faithful children of God are made by the voice and power of the Lord God 
of Israel. I testify of that God, our Savior Jesus Christ, whose resurrection and atonement have assured 
immortality and provided the opportunity and direction toward eternal life. In the name of Jesus Christ, 
amen.

I relaxed, and as followed an impulse to shoulder and give him some teenage children lectures came 
naturally.

the bus pulled away I put my right hand on his a lecture. June and I had at that time, and giving
“Look here,” I said. “This isn’t right. What you’re doing just isn’t right. The next car might be a policeman, 
and you could get killed or sent to jail for this.”

With the gun back in my stomach, the young robber replied to my lecture by going through his demands 
for the third time. But this time his voice was subdued. When he offered the final threat to kill me, he 
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didn’t sound persuasive. When I refused again, he hesitated for a moment and then stuck the gun in 
his pocket and ran away. June unlocked the door, and we drove off, uttering a prayer of thanks. We had 
experienced the kind of miraculous protection illustrated in the Bible stories I had read as a boy.

I have often pondered the significance of that event in relation to the responsibilities that came later in 
my life. Less than a year after that August night, I was chosen as president of Brigham Young University. 
Almost fourteen years after that experience, I received my present calling.

I am grateful that the Lord gave me the vision and strength to refrain from trusting in the arm of flesh 
and to put my trust in the protecting care of our Heavenly Father. I am grateful for the Book of Mormon 
promise to us of the last days that “the righteous need not fear,” for the Lord “will preserve the righteous 
by his power.” (1 Ne. 22:17.) I am grateful for the protection promised to those who have kept their 
covenants and qualified for the blessings promised in sacred places.

These and all promises to the faithful children of God are made by the voice and power of the Lord God 
of Israel. I testify of that God, our Savior Jesus Christ, whose resurrection and atonement have assured 
immortality and provided the opportunity and direction toward eternal life. In the name of Jesus Christ, 
amen.


