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Preface 
This is a small book but on its few pages lies a message about big ideas. These big ideas can 
rightly be called principles. And these principles, when followed, can help you be a good father. 
I've made no attempt to portray or recommend any specific techniques on how to be an effective 
father. There are as many techniques as there are fathers. My only mention of specifics will be to 
illuminate or make clear the great principles. 
While not daring to venture into the area of specifics, I walk with boldness into the area of these 
several principles. My boldness springs from my belief that any father who desires can, without 
changing his techniques, become more aware of and profit by following these principles. 
The book surely doesn't exhaust all of the principles involved in being a good father. But there is 
enough here for you to wet your feet, and that is always a refreshing thing. 
The fact that you are willing to read this book indicates that you realize that "there is beauty all 
around when there's love at home." I realize, as do you, my fellow fathers, that a mother is most 
often the heart of the home. But almost all great productions call for a leading man. I invite you 
to try for that role. And if you try and pray and love, you'll get the role--you'll even be the star! 
  

Chapter 1 The Honor of Being a Father 
Greetings, my fellow fathers. Can you think of anything as magnificent as being a father? As far 
back as my memory will reach I recall having a longing to become a father. I dreamed of 
sometime finding a beautiful wife, establishing a home of our own and filling that home wall to 
wall with children. I suppose that one reason this desire for fatherhood was so strong in me was 
that I, being the youngest of nine children, didn't have the joy of having younger brothers and 
sisters. 
I had a friend and neighbor whose name was Herbie Pawloski. He was the middle child of a 
family of eleven. When I visited Herbie and his family, I'd see all the little children there and I'd 
become a bit jealous of him. At Christmastime my envy would be most intense. I had become 
too old to get toys and so had Herbie. But because of his little brothers and sisters, on Christmas 
morning his house was still filled with toys and mine was not. I could hardly bear such 



inequality. 
Perhaps this was one of the reasons I had an intense desire to grow up and become the father to a 
whole flock of little children. I could envision no greater thrill than playing with my children and 
with their Christmas toys (the ones I had always wanted) and to hear them call me "Daddy." 
To accomplish my family dream, I had to wait those long years until I was fully ready for this, 
the greatest of all responsibilities. As time passed my desire to become a husband and father 
became even stronger. When those rewarding two years of missionary life ended, I felt ready,  
with the Lord's help, to make my dreams come true. The exciting search for my future wife was 
intensified. 
I found a girl who loved me as I loved her. I asked her to marry me and she accepted. In the 
temple we became eternal partners. 
A few months after our wedding, I came home from my labors to assist my wife in preparing our 
evening meal. As I peeled the potatoes with a paring knife she was nearby opening a can of peas. 
The words she spoke on that great moment in history I shall never forget, for it was my single 
most fulfilling moment. She said, "I went to the doctor today. We are going to have a baby." 
Her words almost put me into a state of shock. I had to quit peeling the potatoes--my hands 
trembled with such excitement that the task became too dangerous to continue. My heart 
pounded within me. I jumped up and down with glee. I delicately hugged my wife. My dream 
was coming true. I was going to become a father. I wanted to shout the news to all the world. 
As the time for the baby's arrival came closer, I was drafted into the army and stationed in 
Arkansas. I had to live on the base while Marilyn lived in town some twelve miles away. 
The army doctor told us that when she came to the base hospital to have the child I'd be notified 
so that I could be there. But on the night of the birth I was not notified. The next day I stood 
outside the army mess hall in a line waiting for the noon meal. Someone came to me and said, 
"Durrant, you are to call the hospital." I crossed the road to a phone booth and called. 
The nurse announced to me via phone the longawaited magnificent message, "Private Durrant, 
you are the father of a fine baby son." 
Tears of joy filled my eyes. I bounded out of the phone booth with the agility of a great athlete. I 
half ran and half jumped along as I shouted to my soldier friends who had known that the event 
was near, "I've got a son! I've got a son! I'm a father! I'm a father!" Even now as I recall these  
memories I feel excitement surging through my soul. My buddies cheered for me as I quickly ran 
the few blocks to the post hospital, my mind filled with thoughts of joy. I felt like pinching 
myself to make sure I wasn't involved in a dream. But I knew it wasn't a dream. It was true. I was 
indeed a father. I recall thinking, as I neared the hospital, "I'd like to light a new star in the sky to 
announce the arrival of my son." Nothing short of that seemed adequate to express how happy I 
was. 
I dashed into the hospital and down the hall. As I went along I saw the glass windows of the 
newborn baby room. I stopped and looked in. There among the three or four little ones was a 
baby whose crib bore the name Durrant. As I looked my whole soul tingled with a spiritual thrill. 
This was my son. And I was his father. 
I went to Marilyn's room. She seemed more beautiful than ever. As we talked of all the wonders 
of what had happened, I excitedly said, "That little boy--he looks just like me." 
She squeezed my hand as she said, "I know that, but let's keep him anyway." 
Thus our firstborn was delivered to us in an army hospital. The cost was just eight dollars. He's 
been worth every cent of that--plus a million dollars more. 
I know that you as a father could tell quite a story about the arrival of your first child. I'm sure 



you agree with me when I say there's no experience like that which comes at the time when a 
husband and wife can say, with joy, "Unto us a child is born." 
Our second son was our third child. At the time I was teaching seminary in Brigham City, Utah. 
It was my birthday. I was called to the phone. Marilyn, who was close to the time of delivery, 
said, "I believe I have a special birthday present for you. Come home and let's go to the hospital 
to get the gift." 
I excitedly told the students, "Teach yourselves," and away I went. Soon we were at the hospital. 
She went to be  prepared for the birth and I went to the father's waiting room. 
A half-hour or so later I was reading a magazine when the doctor interrupted me by asking, 
"Would you like to come into the delivery room?" His question rather shocked me and I replied, 
"Well, I would, but as you can see, I'm reading this Sports Illustrated magazine." 
He replied, "Maybe you could read that later." 
I stammered a little and said, "I'm afraid I would get a little woozy in there. I'm not too good at 
such things." 
In kindness he said, "Come on in. Marilyn would like you to and I'm sure you'll do just fine." 
I was out of excuses, and so I followed along, praying silently that all would be well. 
What followed was the most unforgettable experience of my life. The doctor explained all that 
was happening. My heart was filled with the warmth of the Spirit of the Lord. I stood in awe as 
the baby was born. The doctor held him by his ankles and for a few seconds there was silence 
and then the baby cried. Seeing the baby and hearing his first cries caused a sensation in my soul 
that was more than my emotions could bear without tears. I cried too. I've never seen such a 
miracle. Certainly birth is indeed the most glorious and wonderful of all events. 
With these two births, and six others equally as thrilling, we have been blessed to receive from 
heaven eight choice spirits who have become part of our family. To some people eight children 
seems like a lot but to others it's but a few. As one great man once said, "Some have eight or nine 
children. That's their business. But as for my wife and me, we like a large family." They had 
fifteen. 
Fathers have families of different sizes. But whether our families are one or fifteen we rejoice in 
the thrill of fatherhood. To be co-creators with our beloved wives is an honor that goes beyond 
all other honors and a responsibility that dwarfs all other responsibilities. Being trusted by our 
Heavenly Father to receive one of his own spirit  children is a most divine opportunity, and to 
prepare that child to someday return to his or her heavenly home is a responsibility beyond 
description. 
As I think of the honor of fatherhood, I recall that at work I was once asked to fill out a 
questionnaire. One of the questions was "What honors have you received?" I thought as I read 
the question, "I'll leave this question and come back to it." I filled in all the other blanks and then 
again looked at the words "What honors have you received?" I could think of none. I'd never 
been all-state in anything nor had I been elected to any office. I felt a little unimportant as I left 
the item blank. I folded the paper and placed it in the envelope for mailing. But before I sealed it, 
I paused. I took the paper out of the envelope and smoothed it on the table. 
I picked up my pen. In response to the question, "What honors have you received?" I wrote the 
glorious words, The Melchizedek Priesthood. My soul was stirred as I considered again the 
honor and thrill of being an elder. But having written that, I now knew that I must write more. I 
then recorded another honor--I wrote the word Husband. It's such a joy to be a husband and to 
strive to be worthy of the honor of having a woman love and respect you. Having listed these 
two supreme honors, "Melchizedek Priesthood" and "Husband," I was now inspired to list my 



final and greatest honor. I wrote with reverence the sacred word Father. 
So my honors were listed: Melchizedek Priesthood, husband, and father. 
Such honors when seen with eyes that really see make the honors of men shrink and hide in the 
wings. 
It's a humbling experience to address this book to all who share with me the sacred title, Father. 
As someone has said and as we firmly agree, there is no word which describes a higher title, for 
it is by the name Father that even God has chosen to be known. 
I, as you do, tremble a bit as I consider the awesome task of filling the role of father. I take 
comfort in two things: (1) We have to take things only one step at a time. (2) God,  our Heavenly 
Father and the Heavenly Father of our children, will help us and make us equal to the 
responsibility. 
I recall a story that came out of World War II and which I saw depicted in an old movie. In the 
story a navy pilot during the early days of the Pacific campaign had been quickly elevated in 
rank due to the fact that many of his superiors were killed in the intense struggle. Finally this 
young officer became aware that he would soon be asked to become a commander of many other 
pilots. He knew that in that role he would have the almost unbearable responsibility of directing 
men to places from which they would never return. 
He was called before the admiral, knowing what he would be asked to do. He decided to refuse 
the command. As he had suspected, the orders were that he take the assignment. In response he 
quickly refused on the grounds that he was not qualified. The admiral arose from his chair, came 
around the desk, and put his hand on the young man's shoulders. Looking into his eyes, the 
admiral said, "What do you want me to do--find a great man for this terrible responsibility? Well, 
let me tell you something. There aren't any great men. There are only great responsibilities. 
When ordinary men like you and me meet a great responsibility, and fulfill it, then a great man is 
born." 
And so, my fellow fathers, I know that we can do it. We can receive a newborn child and we can 
fulfill the responsibility of being the kind of father that child deserves. As we meet with faith and 
with love this mightiest of all responsibilities, we can become great. For there is none so great as 
he whose deepest desire is to be a good father. 
Along the way problems will arise, as they did for the great prophet and father, Lehi. Sometimes 
we will suffer heartache, as did he. But through it all, if we continue in our righteous desires, our 
children will say of us, as Lehi's could of him, "Having been born of goodly parents, therefore I 
was taught in all the learning of my father." 
  

Chapter 2 A Priesthood Father and an Eternal Family 
Fathers in the Church are different in many ways. Some of us are plumbers, some carpenters, 
some physicians, some teachers, and some cowboys. Some like poetry and bird watching; others 
like hunting and raising roses. Some read hundreds of books, many only the sports page. Some 
can use words the way an artist uses his brush; others find it difficult to express themselves. 
But there is a common element that gives fathers in the Church equal potential in a most 
important area. That common element is the Melchizedek Priesthood. 
Fathers in the Church can hold this power, which gives them the right to act in the name of the 
Lord, to preside over their families and raise their children in his name. 



When you became an elder you were given a power that gives you, more than can education or 
other qualification, the capacity to succeed as a father. If you aren't yet an elder you can and you 
should become one. You need to be an elder. Your family needs you to have that power. If 
someone left your family a one-million-dollar inheritance it would never be as significant to you 
and your wife and your children as would the blessing of your becoming an elder. Children need 
and deserve to be loved, disciplined, and taught by a father who holds the holy priesthood and 
who thus has the power to do those things in the name of God. 
The following incident happened to me and members of my family. (The story has been used in 
other Church contexts.) 
It was Sunday afternoon. We had all been to Sunday  School and now the time approached for 
sacrament meeting. My young son, who felt that he had had enough church for the day, asked, 
somewhat negatively, "Dad, are you going to church again tonight?" I quickly replied, "I sure 
am." His next question was "Why?" Wishing to teach him a lesson on the importance of church 
attendance, I paused to bring into my mind the best possible answer. 
While I needed a little time to think, it seemed that my nine-year-old daughter Kathryn didn't. 
She spoke right up. In response to the question of why I was going to church again, she said with 
conviction, "Because Dad is a priesthood man, that's why." Her answer both shocked and thrilled 
me. My eyes moistened with tears as I considered the truth which she had so quickly and simply 
stated. 
As I sat there I found myself thinking, "A priesthood man--why, that's better than being a 
Harvard man or a Princeton man, or any other kind of man." "I'm a Priesthood man," I said 
silently. It sounded good. What an honor and what a joy it is to be a priesthood man! 
And the place to be a priesthood man is at home. Children need a priesthood man for a father. He 
doesn't have to be a college graduate, or be high salaried, or be dashing and handsome. He 
doesn't have to be in the limelight in the world or at the chapel. All he has to be is a priesthood 
man; then he's equal to any man, regardless of background or prestige. 
A high school building custodian worked five days a week under the direction of the high school 
principal. Because the principal served under the district superintendent, we could say that the 
custodian served under him also. The state superintendent of public instruction has some 
authority over all schools and so in a small sense he too was considered a boss of the custodian. 
It happened that the custodian, the principal, and both the district and state superintendents all 
lived in the same ward. The custodian was the high priests group leader and the three school 
administrators were all high priests in his group. 
 Thus, once each month these three school officials came to the custodian, whom they directed at 
the school, to report to him in personal priesthood interviews their priesthood stewardships and 
to receive from him direction in their Church duties. 
This case doesn't show that one man is better in any setting than another but it does show that the 
priesthood is the great "uncommon denominator." It makes men who are different in many ways 
equal in the most important of all ways. 
A man whose soul is tempered and strengthened by the priesthood has the inward promptings 
that make him equal with the best of fathers. A "priesthood man" calls his family to family 
prayer. He calls upon someone to ask a blessing on the food. He calls them together for family 
home evening. He goes to Church with his family. He prays with his wife. He pays his tithes and 
offerings. He prays for divine guidance in all things. In his own way he teaches and loves his 
wife and children. He brings unnumbered blessings to his family. 
Give your family the supreme gift of being led by a priesthood man. As a priesthood man who 



honors his ordination, you will be a blessing to your family and love will abide in your home. 
You will lead 

by persuasion, by long-suffering, by gentleness and meekness, and by love unfeigned; 

By kindness, and pure knowledge.... 

Reproving betimes with sharpness, when moved upon by the Holy Ghost; and then showing 
forth afterwards an increase of love toward him whom thou hast reproved.... (D & C 121:41-
43.) 

Yes, we fathers are different in many ways. But through the priesthood we become magnificently 
alike. A king in the Book of Mormon promised God in prayer, "I will give away all my sins to 
know thee." (Alma 22:18.) As fathers, we should be willing to say, "I'll give up anything I 
possess or do whatever I must if I can have the priesthood and can be worthy to use this power to 
bless my family." 
 Among those things that might be given away in this wonderful swap are cigarettes, beer, dirty 
jokes, Sunday recreation, dishonesty, and a multitude of other spiritual roadblocks. In return you 
can receive the power of the holy priesthood. What a deal! 
A friend of mine made just such sacrifices to receive the holy priesthood. I hadn't seen this friend 
for years when he approached me on the Brigham Young University campus where I worked. 
We had once been close friends, but after high school we had gone our separate ways. Mine had 
led me to Church activity, a mission, and a temple marriage. His way led him away from the 
Church and all its blessings. 
He said: "I knew you worked here and I've wanted to see you. As you know, I didn't go to 
college after high school, but now I've finally decided to get an education." 
I responded, "That's great. What classes are you taking?" 
He replied, "Well, I'm really only taking one class because I can only go at night, and this is my 
first semester here." 
I asked, "What's the one class you are taking?" 
His reply thrilled me, for he said, "Well, I decided I'd take the most important class that is taught 
here." 
I asked, "What's that?" 
"It's the Book of Mormon." He seemed to sense that I was a bit surprised. He quickly added, 
"I've changed some in the past few weeks. Last week I became an elder, and next month my wife 
and my three children and I are all going to the temple to be sealed together as a family." 
He went on to tell me how he'd given up smoking, drinking, and many other things in order to 
become worthy. Tears filled his eyes and mine as he said, "Life sure is a lot better now. Finally, 
we've found what real happiness is." He then had to hurry off to class. 
 My friend had given away so little and had gained so much. 
By being worthy priesthood men, we provide a channel through which the Lord will pour out 
blessings beyond measure to our families. 
A man who in worthiness holds the Melchizedek Priesthood holds the power to succeed as a 
father. A man who holds not this power cannot succeed as an eternal father no matter what else 
he possesses. 
Some years ago, while pursuing a graduate degree, I conducted a study on the subject of family 
home evening and its influence upon children. To carry out the research, I located a number of 
families who had seldom, if ever, held family home evenings. I visited these families, who were 
quite inactive in the Church, and asked them if they would conduct a family home evening each 



week for a period of three months. I advised them that I felt that by doing so it would help their 
children have more self-confidence. To measure the effects of the home evenings on the 
children, I asked the parents for permission to give their children a "self-image test" both before 
and after the three months. 
Twenty-five families agreed to the experiment. Interesting things happened as they carried out 
this program. 
I shall forever remember one family's experience. When I went to this family to make my 
original request, I found a ruggedly handsome father, a beautiful wife, and five young children. 
The home was lovely and well kept. Upon my arrival in the home, that father put his smoking 
pipe aside and talked to us in a most cordial way. A can of beer was open near the side of his 
chair. As we spoke of several subjects, I learned that he refereed high school basketball games. 
Thus we had a common interest--sports. 
Finally I told him the purpose of my visit. I made the request, and he accepted, saying that he 
would faithfully conduct a family home evening each week. His wife and family seemed pleased 
at his response. I gave them a few guidelines to follow, administered the self-image test to  their 
children and told them that I'd visit them again in three months. 
Winter had nearly turned to spring before I saw them again. I called them by phone and made an 
appointment to come to their home. As I was greeted by this family, I felt almost overwhelmed 
by their welcome. We visited for a time and then I asked, "Well, did you do it? Did you have a 
home evening every week for the past three months as you said you would?" 
The father looked at me intently and said, "I'm not sure. Most weeks we did, but there was one 
week we aren't sure if what we did was a family home evening or not." 
I was pleased at their faithfulness and said, "Well, if you had one every week but one, that's 
pretty good." 
The mother then said, "I think we could even count what we did that week. Anyway, we wanted 
to ask you if what we did would count." 
I said, "Tell me what you did and we'll see." 
The father replied, "That's the week we went to the temple to be sealed together forever as a 
family." His eyes were moist with tears as he asked, "Can we count that?" 
I was caught off-guard by this unexpected response and I could hardly speak because of emotion. 
I softly replied, "Yes, I believe we could count that." 
The mother's eyes and face shone as she said, "We went to the temple on my birthday." 
He quickly added, "I couldn't even get her much of a present. Since we started paying tithing, 
there's not much money left over for presents." 
Tears fell freely from his wife's face as she looked into his eyes and said, "When you took me to 
the temple, that was the best present that I've ever received because that's what I wanted more 
than anything else in the world." 
By now the children all wanted to tell me about the temple and what going there meant to them. 
After listening to their happy reports, I asked the father, "What happened to cause this mighty 
change?" 
 His simple reply was, "Well, I did what you said. Each week I'd call my family together and 
we'd have family home evening. After a few weeks, I saw the children sitting there real close to 
me and their mother. We all felt so good and so happy. I just decided it was time we started 
changing things. We talked about going to the temple so that we could be together forever. We 
talked to our home teachers and then to the bishop. And in a few weeks we felt we were worthy 
to go to the temple." 



The pipe that had lain smoking by the father's side three months before was now gone, and so 
was the beer can. Things had changed at that house. What had been given up had been replaced 
by something too beautiful to describe. This father, like my high school friend, had made the 
wisest of all trades when he had put aside his sins and gained the blessings of being the 
priesthood father of an eternal family. 
If you are one of those fathers who has not yet taken your family to the temple, put your life in 
order so that you can take them in the near future. And to those whose wedding ceremonies were 
performed in the temple, be forever careful to keep alive the glorious promises that were given 
us there. 
All fathers--be they tall, short, fat, thin, white- or blue-collar workers--have the power to give 
their families this precious gift. Our Heavenly Father cares little about our way of honorably 
earning a living. His only concern is how we live. Let's live as priesthood men and preside 
forever in the most basic and lasting of all organizations--the family. 
   

Chapter 3 Time at Home 
When my three-year-old daughter said, "Gladasicanbee," to me as I came home one night, I 
thought she was giving a strange name to her new friend. But then I understood as she put things 
in proper context by singing, "I'm so glad when daddy comes home, gladasicanbee." Thinking 
back on her words causes me to realize again that when daddy or father comes home, he comes 
to the place where he matters most. And what a blessing it is when all the family can sincerely 
say that they are glad that daddy is home. 
When you come home from work or anywhere else, you have left a place where you are of lesser 
importance and have entered a place where you are of far greater importance. At your place of 
work, you are needed. But, sad as it may seem, there has never been a man who, when he leaves 
his daily job for another or when he retires, is not adequately replaced; things go on quite well 
without him. As one man said, "I felt that if I left the company, it would take a month or so and 
then I'd be replaced and they wouldn't even miss me. But," he said, "I was wrong. It only took a 
week." Likewise, a man's golfing, hunting, bowling, and fishing partners all like his company, 
but even they could carry on quite well if he were not there. 
But there is a place where a man has no substitute. Not after a month or a year or a generation. 
That is the place where they call him "Father." When he leaves home, he's missed. And until he 
returns, there will be an empty, unfilled space in the hearts of his family. It is undeniable. A 
man's greatest contribution is made in his home with his family. 
Let us therefore be fathers first and everything else second. Let us put a good effort into our 
work and even a  better effort into our families. Let us be guided by the gentle truth that tells us 
our work never has nor ever will be as important as our family. True, we must earn a living, and 
we must do our best in our labors, but if an undue amount of time is spent earning a living, then 
there is a likelihood that the living we earn is not the type of living that will bring us joy. 
We long ago decided in our society that to be a clockwatcher at work is not admirable. However, 
if a man works with vigor while he watches the clock, then perhaps it's not so bad. Especially if, 
when work time ends, and there are no pressing matters at work, he almost runs out of the office 
or plant, jumps in his car, and heads happily for home. 
I for one love to leave work right on time and hurry home. I suppose the reason for this is that 



I'm more popular at home than I am at work. When I get home I hear all kinds of requests: "Dad, 
play ball with us," or "Dad, come and see this." Oh, what a joy it is to come home! 
Perhaps you are a businessman. Long hours are required of you or the business could fail. Often 
the necessity of spending long hours at work occurs when your children are young. It's easy not 
to be home because they don't seem to miss you. But those young years are crucial. Set goals and 
pray that your business might reach the point where you can spend more time at home. 
Some fathers in the economic crunch of the times work two jobs. It's eight hours on one job, then 
off to another. This may seem the only way to make ends meet. But if this is done to purchase 
things that could be done without, we make a great mistake. Our children need our time more 
than they need any less important luxuries. 
Church work often sends us out and away from home. But, by setting proper priorities, planning, 
and delegation, we can organize ourselves to be effective in Church duties and to be home much 
more often than we would suppose. 
Some fathers who spend undue amounts of time at work or in Church callings take pride in these 
long hours  away from home, which they feel is a mark of dedication. Perhaps it is dedication, 
but in too many cases it is just a way of not going home. Some feel more confident and capable 
away from home than they do with their families. We should examine ourselves to see if, under 
the guise of "dedication," we've left to our wives the most important of all causes to which we 
should be dedicated--our families. 
Some feel that if they devote many hours to their Church duties, the Lord will compensate by 
caring for their families and ensuring that all will be well at home. This does not appear to be as 
valid as we hope. Faithful Church men can and do have critical problems at home, one cause of 
which may be a lack of father-family experience. 
On the other hand, we can reverse this idea and say that a reasonable amount of quality time 
spent with our wives and our children will bring us added blessings and power in fulfilling our 
Church callings. By being effective fathers and loving husbands, we feel good about the most 
important aspect of lives--our families. The father who feels successful at home comes out of 
that home filled with the spirit of love. His heart has been warmed by the home fires of his own 
family. He is then able to go forth and warm the hearts and souls of his brothers and sisters. A 
man who is happy and well loved at home and who is dedicated to the Church receives the Spirit 
of the Lord. It is that Spirit which brings success in Church work. 
So let's all go home whenever we possibly can. And until we can go home, let's think about the 
time when we can. The most uplifting thought that I can invite into my mind is the thought 
which says, "Pretty soon I'm going to go home." 
While serving with the army in Korea, I was away from my wife and son for a year. I had many 
reasons to become discouraged. When on guard duty or some other difficult task, I felt as if the 
world was quite a crushing place to be. But then my thoughts would turn to Marilyn and my little 
son, who were thousands of miles away. It would warm my  whole soul to think, "Very soon I'll 
be going home." That thought kept me going all that lonely year. But even if you've been gone 
only since seven o'clock that morning it is still uplifting to think of your family, to smile and say 
to yourself, "Very soon I'll be going home." 
There will never be a journey as important as the one that takes you home. Go home as often as 
you can and as early as duty will allow. Spend both quality and quantity time at home--both are 
essential. Some of us fathers know that we are not home enough, and we say to ourselves and to 
others, "It isn't the quantity but the quality of time that a father spends at home that matters." 
There is truth in this statement, but we must not let it be a salve to a conscience that says we are 



too much away from the family. 
When I was called to be a mission president, I was fearful that at a most critical time in the lives 
of my eight children I might not have sufficient time to be a good father. I was determined that 
being a father was a more important call from the Lord than being president. That meant that 
even though I would dedicate myself to the mission, I would double my dedication as a father. I 
knew that in order to preside effectively in the mission, I must first preside well at home. I spent 
much time with my family, knowing they were the only ones who would still be mine at the end 
of my mission. If they felt secure and happy in the early days of our mission, things would go 
from good to better. 
One of the first orders of business was to throw a big rope over a high limb on the huge ash tree 
that towered over our front yard. An acrobatic elder climbed the rope and tied it to the limb. Thus 
the giant mission home swing was born. With the swing came instant neighborhood friends for 
our younger children. 
A few months after our arrival, we attended a mission presidents' seminar. Each president, asked 
what he felt was his best idea so far, reported on some program which he felt had enhanced the 
work. When my turn came, I said, "The best thing I've done so far is to build a swing." Everyone   
laughed. President S. Dilworth Young was amazed and asked, "What?" I described the swing 
and explained that my major goal was to be a good father. I told of a young wife who had visited 
me just a few days before and had said, "My experience as a mission president's daughter was a 
nightmare from which I shall never recover." I felt the Lord had sent her to me to teach me to 
look first to my family and then to the mission duties. The swing became my symbol of this 
setting of priorities. Later came a basketball standard and a sandpile. Our yard became a park 
where I spent much time with my children and where they settled for three happy years. I believe 
they will forever remember with joy their time in Kentucky and Tennessee. 

<GIF:LHSF19>> 
May it so be that your children will often have cause to sing with sincerity, "I'm so glad when 
daddy comes home, Gladasicanbee." 
  

Chapter 4 Help Your Children Feel Good About 
Themselves 

The way a child feels about himself is called his self-image. If he has good feelings about his 
self-worth and about his ability he will do well in life. Feelings of self-doubt will cause him 
many problems. Research has shown that the way a young child feels about himself determines 
to a large degree how well he will do in school and in life. Each child is born with certain limits 
to his learning abilities, but these built-in limits are seldom reached. The degree to which the 
child approaches these limits is based upon his inward feelings about his abilities. 
We fathers play a vital role in our children's feelings about themselves. We serve as a sort of 
mirror for a child. When our children do something, they look to see our reaction. From what 
they see and hear and feel from us, their fathers, they begin to form opinions of themselves. 
The way a child feels about himself, then, is in a large measure determined by the way his father 
reacts to him. Schoolteachers, bishops, Scoutmasters, coaches, and others often play important 
roles in a child's life, but none of these will ever be as important to a child's self-image as is his 



father. The father and, of course, the mother are the mirrors that the child uses in his early years 
and then consistently all his young life. From what he sees in his father's eyes and reactions, the 
child comes to feel either confident or unconfident, capable or incapable, accepted or rejected, 
loved or unloved. The child forms his feelings about himself in the earliest years of childhood. 
He or she is most blessed if in these young days an understanding father is near as often as 
possible. 
All you've really got to do to help your children see  themselves as being of great value is to 
praise them. Let them know that you feel they are capable and special. Sometimes we are too 
critical. We are too impatient. If only we could learn to praise more and criticize less! It would 
do so much to enhance the self-image of our children. 
A statement such as "I'm sure proud of you--you really know how to draw good pictures" can be 
worth more to a child than a new bike. The bike will someday be gone, but the child's feelings 
about himself are eternal. Let your conversations with your children be filled with genuine and 
sincere praise. Children need to hear messages such as these: 

"That was a good prayer." 

"You sure are a big help." 

"I'm really glad that I'm your dad because I sure like you." 

"It's fun to go places with you." 

"You and I are friends." 

"You can do it if you try and I'll help you." 

"You got fifteen out of twenty words right. That's good. Let's work on the others." 
Let your child know without a doubt that you have confidence in him. Then when he goes to 
school, he will feel that he wears a price tag which says, "I'm a product of great worth." He will 
feel that he can do those things that the school experience demands, such as spelling, reading, 
and just plain fitting in. 
If you criticize too often you can cause a child to feel he has little value. Statements such as "Did 
you do it wrong again?" "You can't get anything right, can you?" damage a child and may cause 
permanent scars. 
Avoid being a negative mirror that makes your child think he is a nobody. Eliminate from your 
relationship with him such statements as: 

"I ask you to help and you end up making a mess." 

"Go in the house; all you do is get in the way." 

"I see you missed five words again. You're as dumb in school as I was." 

 "Quit bothering me; I've got things to do." 
A child who is fed such a diet will soon see his price tag reading, "damaged goods," "soiled," 
"close out," "half price." 
You can as a priesthood father control the things you say and do. It doesn't take more time, more 
education, more money. All it takes is a great desire to give your child the supporting praise and 
acceptance and love that his spirit needs as much as his body needs food. 



Mathematically, your son or daughter probably does at least nineteen right things for every one 
wrong thing he or she does. Force yourself to give equal time. If you want to criticize the one 
wrong thing he did, comment on each of the nineteen right things. If children hear from you 
almost constantly what's right with them, when an occasional criticism is needed, it will help 
rather than wound them. 
I've never seen my son Dwight happier than he was at a certain family home evening. He was 
five years old at the time, and a bit rowdy as I talked to the family. I was upset with him and said 
in a somewhat harsh voice, "Dwight! Come over here by me." 
I believe he sensed that he might be in trouble. As he came closer I felt a bit of inspiration. 
"Dwight," I said, "you are a pretty smart boy so I've something for you to do. It will be hard, but 
I believe you can do it." 
I then continued as all the family listened intently. "Dwight, I'm going to ask you to do some 
difficult things. I want you to go up those stairs. Go in my bedroom. Open the drawer where I 
keep my stockings. Get a pair of the stockings. Put them on the bed. Close the drawer. Go in the 
upstairs bathroom. Turn on the cold water. Turn it off. Come down the stairs. Go in the kitchen. 
Get a drink of water. Turn off the water. Come back in this room. Go up three stairs and back 
down. Come into this room and go around the chair. Then come over in front of me and say, 
'Dad, I did it.'" 
 His eyes were opened wide with excitement as I asked, "Can you do it?" 
Before he could answer, his older brothers and sisters tried to help by saying, "Dad, he can't do 
all that." 
Dwight's expression indicated a feeling of excited confidence and I said, "Take off." 
The house was silent except for the sounds made by Dwight. We heard his footsteps go up the 
stairs. The drawer was opened and closed. Then into the bathroom. The water on, then off. Down 
the stairs, past where we sat as he rushed into the kitchen, the water on, and then off. Back into 
the room and up three stairs and back down. Around the chair. And then, with his mission 
completed, he stood in front of me. He caught his breath and proudly announced, "Dad, I did it." 
His brothers and sisters were amazed. 
I asked him to come over to my side. I put my arm around his shoulders and pulled him close to 
me. I then said, "Dwight, you are really something. I'm proud of you. I'm so glad to be your dad. 
You are special." 
His brothers and sisters said almost in unison, "Boy, Dwight! We didn't know you were that 
smart!" 
He beamed until he almost glowed. I believe he'll never have another moment like that. Even if 
he were to someday stand on top of the winner's stand as an Olympic champion, he'd not feel as 
special as he felt in that room on the night with his family, and especially his father, singing his 
praises. 
I believe that although he didn't realize it, he really felt as he stood before me, "I'm special. I can 
do things. People love me. I have great worth. I am a child of God." 
For years after, Dwight would sometimes quietly say to me, "Dad, remember the night I did all 
those things? Can I do that again tonight?" 
The joy that comes from feelings of self-worth can bring a child through the pain of the many 
tight places   through which life forces him to pass. Therefore, the greatest lesson you'll ever 
teach your child will be that he is special. A child who feels his self-worth can say with 
conviction, "I am a child of God." Such are the seeds of success, and you as the father have the 
power not only to plant these seeds, but also to fertilize, to water, and to provide the sunshine of 



praise that will bring forth the happiness and success of your children as they sense their self-
worth. And when you do these things, you'll have done much to fulfill your great role as a father. 

<GIF:LHSF25>> 
  

Chapter 5 Having Fun with Your Children Is Church 
Work 

If you were to ask one of my children, "Which would you rather do--ride on the roller coaster at 
an amusement park or wrestle with your dad on the floor at home?" they'd say, "Ride on the 
roller coaster." But that's just because they don't really know what they are talking about. They 
just imagine that they'd rather ride the roller coaster, but they'd really have more fun wrestling 
with me. 
How do I know that wrestling with me is more fun for them than riding the roller coaster? 
Because I've seen it in their eyes and I've heard it in their voices. I've felt their feelings on both 
occasions. To me, the data is conclusive--a child's fun-barometer goes higher when he's playing 
with his dad than at any other time. 
(And of course, wrestling, if you don't throw your back out, is so much less expensive than the 
roller coaster. This is another proof that the best things in life are free.) 
Here I'm using wrestling with the children just as a symbol of all the enjoyable and exciting 
things there are to do with them. 
A football game among themselves in the yard is exciting for children, but when old Dad comes 
out and asks if he can be quarterback, then watch out. Supreme fun steps in and each child says, 
"Oh boy, this is great!" The only thing that dampens the fun is that Dad gets tired before the kids 
do and says, "I'd better quit." It's so difficult to see such fun end. Roller coasters fun? Sure, but 
not anywhere near as much fun as a football game with Dad. 
When Dad steps up to the basketball court and says, "I'll take you one on one," his son's heart 
starts to pound.  The father hooks in an old-fashioned shot and the son says, "Wow, Dad, you're 
back to your old high school form." 
The father replies, "You haven't seen anything yet." 
Again, the only thing to mar the fun is when the son says, "One more game, Dad?" and Dad, 
panting for breath, begs off with, "Maybe tomorrow. Right now [puff, puff] I've got some work 
to do." 
A hunting or fishing trip with the world's finest big game guide isn't as much fun as a trip with 
Dad. One man who now holds a position of great authority once told me of his time spent in the 
mountains in late October with his father. "My dad's gone now," he told me with tears in his 
eyes, "but the memory of our hunting together will be with me forever." 
He went on, "We'd make camp together. We'd hike the mountains together. We'd sit and wait for 
a buck together. And all the time we'd talk. He'd teach me what he held near and dear. In those 
times together, he gave me a desire to be and to do good." 
The more he told me about those hunting trips with his father, the more emotion filled his heart 
as he said, "Those memories of my time with my dad are my most cherished memories." 
But some of us aren't hunters or fishermen or athletes, so what do we do? The answer is simple. 
Do anything at all, and do it with the children. Anything they get to do with you when you are in 



a good mood is fun, even if it is work. Fixing a car, taking pictures, going to the state fair, 
training a dog, polishing rocks--anything that a father does with his children is fun. 
That is, it's fun if the father sees that the children are more important than the activity. Take 
fishing, for example. A fishing trip isn't as much fun if Dad's trying to catch a lunker as it is if 
Dad's desire is to see the children catch even a small fish. When Dad helps them learn to fish, 
smiles and laughs at their tangled lines, unhooks their snags and, to a degree, acts crazy, the kids 
will have a ball.  If the father can sort of let himself go and recapture the fun of being a boy, the 
children are guaranteed fun beyond measure. 
You don't have to be an expert to do things with your children. Each year that goes by, my once 
all-American ability (in my mind, not the coaches') wanes more and more. Now when I take the 
court against my sons it isn't quite as much fun for me as it was when I used to win. Now I sort 
of have to direct my efforts toward winning the sportsmanship trophy. I'm not very good any 
more, but that isn't really a factor. All that matters is that the children would sooner play with me 
than with the Globetrotters. 
While you are at home, then, take time to play with the children. Take them places and do things 
with them. Many of us in the Church are busy men, and sometimes playing with the children is 
low on our list of priorities. I've found that I get more time in with my family if I keep reminding 
myself that playing with the children is Church work. I guess I'm just oriented to the idea that 
Church work has to be done. So when I consider playing with the children as being Church 
work, then I get it done. 
While I was mission president, I would quite often resolve that it was again time for some more 
high-priority Church work. Then we would all go to an amusement park called Opryland in 
Nashville, Tennessee. It is a beautiful park where groups perform country-western music. I know 
of few more pleasant places. I just walked around the park with a smile on my face, holding 
hands with my children, eating all the cotton candy I could stand. 
Once in a while, a thought would enter my mind: "Hey, you're the mission president. You'd 
better get back to the office." But then I'd smile again and say to myself, "Well, I'm doing my 
Church work here. I'm with my children and my wife. We're having a fun day and tonight I'll be 
able to write in my journal that I did six hours of glorious Church work today." I'd eat a little 
more cotton candy and let the children lead me wherever they wanted to go. 
 Church work with your family doesn't mean you leave other Church work undone. It merely 
means that you do both--and you can do both. Some days you can spend a whole day with the 
children. Other times it will have to be a ten-minute wrestle or one paper airplane constructed 
between dinner and the evening meeting. A few minutes' informal fun with Father every day 
makes a million memories for the children. 
Some years ago, when we lived in Salt Lake City, we located a store where we could get ice 
cream cones for five cents. That price fit our pocketbook, so at least once a week all ten of us 
would climb in our station wagon and head for the store. We were so happy you'd have thought 
we were headed for Disneyland. A discouraged look would cross the waitress's face as she saw 
us coming; she knew that ten cones were coming up. 
On the way back home we sang as we ate the ice cream. (We rolled up the windows so that the 
police wouldn't hear us.) We sang "The Golden Plates," "Some Must Push and Some Must Pull," 
and all sorts of songs. 
One night, as we returned home and parked in the driveway, I said, "All of you, when you get 
out of the car go up and stand on the porch." They all stood there and I stood on the sidewalk two 
steps below them. I told them to look at the stars for a moment and then we'd pray. I thanked the 



Lord in the prayer for our family and for the joy we all felt when we were together. 
I suggest that those ice cream experiences were Church work. I believe such experiences can do 
more than any other Church experience to help children decide to live in accordance with gospel 
teachings. 
Reading this chapter may have caused you to reevaluate how much you play with your children. 
If you don't do it enough, perhaps you feel a little guilty. If you do, then you are not alone. 
There's so much to do and so little time. But guilt should motivate action. Resolve anew to do 
more Church work with the children. 
Both you and I can do better. It's not a matter of money,  but only of the right priorities. If you 
come home too tired to do anything but plop down with the newspaper and the kids surround you 
with, "Dad, let's play ball" or "Come outside and see this," learn to say, "Kids, give me fifteen 
minutes and I'll be ready." Then relax fifteen minutes, and ask the Lord for strength to do some 
great Church work. The Lord will give you strength because he blesses those who do his work, 
and his greatest work is the work you do with the little ones that He has sent to you. 
My fellow priesthood fathers, let's have fun with the children. In the long run it will make all the 
difference. 
   

Chapter 6 Listening to Your Children 
The mark of a truly wise father is not how well he can speak but how well he can listen. So often 
we wish we were more prepared to know what to say to our children and we don't realize that far 
more important is the ability to listen to them. 
The most satisfying and helpful times I've ever spent with my children have not been those times 
when I have talked to them, but rather those times when they have talked to me. Consequently 
I've made a discovery that I believe is more vital than the theory of relativity. My discovery is a 
simple one and it is this: The only time my children have ever talked to me was when I was 
really with them. 
Among the most powerful influences you can have upon your children is the influence you have 
when you listen to them and convey to them that you understand. Plan to be with your children 
enough that they can talk to you. Children who truly have the time to talk to their parents will 
seldom go far astray. For those fathers who feel a lecture now and then is the answer, I suggest 
that lectures be lessened and listening be increased. 
Blessed is a child who has a mother who will listen, but more blessed is the child whose father 
will also listen. A father who will do the enjoyable kind of Church work I mentioned in Chapter 
5 will have the opportunity to listen. When you have fun with your children they will talk to you. 
It won't be a "third degree" environment, but rather a relaxed time to talk and to listen. 
I recall an experience I had while playing basketball with one of my sons. Each time I took the 
ball out of bounds and just before I started to play, I asked him a question. He  seemed a bit 
unhappy and didn't want to talk. I asked, "What did you have for school lunch today?" 
He replied, very negatively, "The same old stuff." 
I asked, "What exciting things happened at school?" 
His reply was a disappointed, "Nothing." 
Then I asked, "What did you do in Physical Ed today?" 
He brightened a little and said, "Hey, Dad, I did good in class today." That sort of primed the 



pump, and he started to talk. After that there was a lot of time between baskets. Most of the time 
we just stood on the court and watched the sun go down and talked. 
After some time our conversation deepened. He said, "Dad, I just don't feel good about things." 
I asked, "What's wrong?" 
He said, "I just don't feel good about myself." I listened and he continued. "I don't like the way I 
look." 
I kidded him a little and said, "I don't understand that. You look just like me." 
He smiled and said, "You look all right, Dad. It's just that I wish I were bigger. I wish I looked 
more like an athlete." He went on and poured his heart out to me. And as he talked and I listened, 
I understood and we were as one. 
Finally we heard a shout from the house that announced that dinner was ready. As we walked 
toward the house, I put my hand on his shoulder. I couldn't make him any larger or look more 
like an athlete. All I could do was listen. But somehow I could see that just talking had sort of 
relieved the pressure for him. His mood had changed. He seemed to feel better. 
You and I are often willing to listen just long enough to think we understand the problem. And 
then we break in and tell the child just what he should do. Such solutions are not what the child 
usually wants. For example, if your son says, "Dad, I don't feel good about myself," you might 
feel impressed to say, "That's nonsense, you've got so much going for you. You're twice the boy 
that the other kids   around the neighborhood are. All you have to do is quit feeling sorry for 
yourself and count your blessings. All right, son?" 
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The son says, "All right." But he doesn't mean it and he still hurts. And if he keeps hurting, 
trouble lies ahead. Your greatest aid to him is to listen, listen, listen, and then speak just a few of 
the right words. Not words to belittle his problem, but words of understanding and perhaps a 
suggestion or two. 
But it's hard; time is short, and advice, although he usually doesn't want it, seems just what your 
child needs. So you offer a few quick words of advice like "Don't worry, son, things will work 
out. I've got to go. Cheer up now and we can talk again sometime." And away you go. 
Usually children tell you their feelings only after discussions on some preliminary subjects. 
Discussions about cars, about the World Series, about schoolteachers, about the news are the 
preliminaries that lead to the main event when the child says, "Hey, Dad, I've sort of got a 
problem." When the main event comes, stop talking and do some listening. It takes time to get to 
the main event, but the more often you do, the more your children will receive the strength they 
need. 
Once our family was on a month-long journey to Canada. We had been in the car for days and 
were together so much that the children began to get on each other's nerves. After the first week 
of the journey we stayed in a vacant house owned by a friend of ours. One morning I was 
shaving when my oldest son came in and announced, "I want to catch a bus home." 
When I asked why, he replied, "I've looked forward to this trip for almost a year. But I didn't 
know then that I'd have to be around my brother so much. I just can't stand to be around him any 
more. He makes life miserable for me. I want to go home." 
I felt like saying, "Don't be ridiculous; you can't go home. Why don't you grow up? It's probably 
more your  fault than it is his. Now get out of here and forget going home. Just quit causing 
trouble." 
This might have been the correct answer, but it wasn't the right time for the right answer and, for 
once, I didn't give the so-called right answer. Instead I said, "Okay, let me finish shaving and 



we'll talk about it." 
In a half-hour I asked both of the boys to join me in an empty bedroom. We sat on the rug in the 
middle of the room. 
I said, "Tell me again, son, what you told me before." He went through the same speech as 
before. The younger brother listened intently, and as he heard more and more it seemed his heart 
would break. He started to cry. When the opening remarks were concluded, I turned around and 
looked into the tear-filled eyes of the younger brother. I asked, "What do you have to say?" 
He replied as best he could through his tears, "I know I bug you a lot, but it's just that whatever 
game we play or whatever we do you always win." 
The older brother quickly replied, "Sure I win--I'm better than you." 
The younger brother then added, "I know that. But every time you win, I lose. And I get so tired 
of losing I can't stand it." Then he sobbed. 
The older brother's countenance changed as he said, "Just don't bug me so much and things will 
be better." 
The younger boy replied, "I'll try not to." 
We talked--that is, they did--and I listened. The spirit of love came among us. The boys now 
could understand each other. The older boy was ready to go on with us, and our vacation was 
saved. Listening had done in a feeling and voluntary way what a lecture might have done in a 
forceful and mandatory way. 
Family home evening is an ideal place to listen. When the children start to talk, don't be quick to 
move in with a lecture-type lesson. Let them talk. Find out what they think and how they feel. 
 Once I asked my family, "Now, do any of you have any problems you want to talk about?" 
My son said, "Yeah, why do we always have carrots so often at dinner?" 
I replied quickly, "Because they are good for you, that's why." And feeling a little upset at his 
comment, I continued, "I get so sick of you kids complaining about the food. You learn to eat 
what you get. Your mother is a great cook and I don't want any more said about carrots. Besides, 
if you don't eat carrots, how are you going to see at night?" I then asked, "Now that that is 
settled, do any of you have any other problems you want to talk about?" 

"Yeah, Dad. What time will we be through?" 
We can chuckle at such an experience, but unfortunately its humor comes from its realism. As 
fathers, we have to think about and pray about and forever work on our ability to listen longer 
and form judgmental opinions more slowly. 
A different reaction to the carrot criticism might have opened the door to discussion of some 
deeper problems and my family members could have received support from me. An answer 
could have been: "Carrots aren't your favorite, are they? I guess my problem is with broccoli. 
Anyway, we've got to see at night, so try to eat them. Your mom is a great cook, and even 
broccoli is--well, anyway, do you have any other problems or concerns?" 

"Yeah, Dad, we do. What about...." 
We all know somebody that we love to talk to, someone who just listens. Be to your children that 
kind of friend. Be the kind who, even though he has the right answer, knows that there is a right 
time and a wrong time for a right answer. A right answer at the wrong time can send a child to 
his room and can close a door that ought not to be closed. A right answer that closes a door can 
shut in trouble and shut out help. 
If we will spend time with our children they will talk to us. If we listen with understanding, they 
will make  decisions that will bring them down the right road. All of us--the educated, the rich, 



the poor, the executives, and the laborers--can do this. We can all listen. You and I can pray for 
this great ability, and through the priesthood we will receive it. 
   

Chapter 7 Family Home Evening and Father 
In my study of the effects on children of the family home evening program, one interesting and 
heartwarming discovery was the effect that conducting these family home evenings had on the 
father. 
Several of the fathers involved felt nervous about conducting the meetings. They expressed 
feelings of inadequacy, saying such things as "I'm not a teacher; I never was and I never will be." 
I reassured them by explaining that many fathers have such feelings but are still able to have 
rewarding family home evenings. I promise them that if they would call the family together each 
week in a warm and relaxed atmosphere, the teaching part would not be the problem that they 
might imagine it to be. 
One man didn't seem enthusiastic at all about my request that he and his family enter into the 
project of holding family home evenings each week for three months. He attempted to escape 
involvement by saying, with some embarrassment, "I can't teach." I assured him that if he would 
call the family together and do his best, the teaching part would work out all right; I think he 
only agreed because he lacked the courage to tell me he wouldn't do it. As I left his house, he had 
little to say and I felt he wished that I had never called on him. 
Three months later, I returned, by appointment, to call on him and his family. As I left my car 
and closed the door, his front door opened and he come out onto the well-lit porch to greet me. 
I've never met a friendlier man or experienced a warmer welcome. 
He immediately called his family of five children  together. He, his wife, and the children sat on 
a stone bench that ran from the fireplace to the other side of the room. I took a seat in front of 
them and after some conversation I asked him for a report. The children, ranging in age from 
teenagers to a five-year-old, burst in before he could respond and each one expressed enthusiasm 
for what had happened in the family home evenings. 
Then the wife spoke. "It has been a wonderful experience for us," she said, and then with 
considerable emotion she added, "and the very best lessons we had were those Jerry taught." 
I thought that Jerry was one of the children. I smiled and said, "That's quite a compliment for 
you, Jerry." I then asked, "Now, which one of you children is Jerry?" 
The wife quickly replied, "Oh no, Jerry isn't one of the children; Jerry is my husband." 
I was a bit embarrassed at my error and my eyes quickly focused on the father. He was looking 
down and for a time he remained silent. In a quiet and humble tone he spoke, "Aw, I didn't do so 
good." 
His wife was forceful and sincere as she replied, "Jerry, when you taught us it just seemed so 
powerful. It just seemed as if we were a family. We'll never forget the things you said." 
Jerry was deeply touched by these heartfelt words. He looked up and into my eyes and spoke, "I 
guess I did do pretty good." After a pause he said, "You know, I've always been kind of the black 
sheep of my family. Growing up, I felt that the others in the family were better than me. So I 
guess I sort of rebelled and didn't do much in the Church. I got so I just didn't even go." 
I listened intently as he continued. "I didn't want to have these family home evenings because I 
knew they were part of the Church, and besides, I just didn't feel I could do it. But one night after 



my wife had taught a lesson one week and my daughter another week, I decided I'd try one." 
His eyes grew moist as he said: "I'll never forget the  feeling I had in my heart as I talked about 
good things with my family. It just seemed that I was for the first time the father that I was 
supposed to be. I felt so good about what I'd done that the next Sunday morning I decided to go 
over to the church. I've been going over there every Sunday since then and I've never been so 
happy in all my life." 
We may not all be great teachers, but we are fathers. When ordinary fathers who hold the 
priesthood of God have the courage to "talk about good things" to our families, we at that 
moment become great teachers. Not that our grammar becomes perfect or that words flow from 
us like water from a well; rather, we simply unlock our hearts and let our families know what we 
hold dear. 
If we as fathers will call our families together each week for family home evening, the Lord 
won't forsake us, and our supposed lack of skill as teachers will never be a problem. If your wife 
has considerable skill as a teacher (and many wives do) she can often lead the family discussion. 
But you should always be ready to say something like, "What your mom is saying reminds me of 
something that happened to me while I was in the army." Then go on and teach the kids heart to 
heart. 
The children can also take turns giving all or part of the discussion. You don't have to teach 
every week. You will, of course, be the chief teacher some weeks, but your main duty is just to 
make sure that your family home evening is held on a night when you are always home. Then be 
certain to call the family together and preside. The father always presides. This means that you 
are in charge; it is your decision who will conduct and they, under your direction, will carry out 
the program. 
Following are some helpful hints to assist you in carrying out the kind of family home evening 
that will bring instruction, inspiration, and joy to your family. 
First, resolve and make a firm commitment not to become upset. Nothing can destroy a family 
home evening as quickly as when the father gets upset. This happens most often when the 
children don't behave exactly as the father  feels they should. He gets frustrated, raises his voice, 
and.... 
Some years ago I felt a bit ornery one Monday evening. As we began our home evening, the 
children were poking at each other and acting wild. I became upset and announced in a loud 
voice, "Sit up straight and knock off the fooling around or else there is going to be some big 
trouble around here." The children could see by the red in my face that I was serious. They 
became quiet. I continued by saying, "I don't know why you can't sit still for a few minutes and 
listen. Now, I don't want to hear anything out of any of you until I finish this lesson. And when I 
finish I'm going to ask some questions. You'd better know the answers." 
As the "discussion" progressed, my voice became louder, the children all sat up straight, and I 
had perfect discipline. Finally I finished the lecture and began to ask the questions. They knew 
every answer. I had taught the ideas very well. I then asked, "Do you children have any 
questions?" 
My oldest son said in a subdued tone, "I do." He then asked, "Next week could Mom teach the 
lesson?" 
His words and my feelings told me that in trying to do right, I had done wrong. I had taught 
ideas, but I hadn't taught my family. I had also driven the Lord's Spirit not only out of our house, 
but probably clear out of the neighborhood. 
I have learned a few things since then. I still don't let the children get very far out of line--nor do 



they seem to want to--but I've found better methods of discipline. I've determined to control 
myself, and, with the help of prayer, I've done it. I simply refuse to get upset during family home 
evening. 
Another father tells me that if he feels that he is beginning to be upset at family home evening, 
he holds his hands in the shape of a "T" and calls time out, as athletes do in the heat of a contest. 
After calling time out he goes  and gets a drink of water. He said, "I don't get upset anymore, but 
I do drink a lot of water." 
Don't get upset at family home evening. And an even bigger order is not to get upset very often 
at all. Your family will be blessed indeed if you can be pleasant rather than surly. Some fathers 
feel that it's their role to be a hard sort of man. They speak sharply to their wives and children. 
Our families don't deserve such men. We avoid smoking and drinking, and that is as it should be, 
but some of us may feel that there is nothing wrong with being discourteous and unkind at home. 
It is possible, however, that a house filled with discourtesy and perhaps even with hatred is worse 
than one filled with smoke. 
So be pleasant. Save your best and friendliest behavior for home. If you must be ornery, be 
ornery at work, where it matters less than it matters at home. Then go home and be pleasant. Just 
resolve to be pleasant at home--and especially during family home evening. 
The second principle for fathers to follow in family home evening is to relax. This, of course, is 
closely related to staying pleasant. Remember that no one is looking in your window to see if 
you are doing everything just right. (If you are unsure of this, you can pull the shades.) 
In our home, family home evening is not like the formal classes at the chapel. No law says we 
must sit in chairs; we often sit on the floor to make sure everyone feels relaxed. We don't follow 
a set procedure. Usually we talk for a while about whatever we want to talk about. We might 
then sing one or two or even five songs. Then, sometimes near the beginning of the evening, we 
all kneel down and have prayer. 
Usually, as the father, I lead the family in a discussion from the manual, but sometimes we just 
talk. Other times the children lead the discussion or tell or read ideas and stories from the 
manual. I feel that once the family gets in a discussion there is no need to stop so that we can 
finish the lesson. Fathers get upset because they feel they must see that the lesson is taught and 
that the family members pay  strict attention. That idea is partially correct, but when it becomes 
an obsession, family home evenings become unpleasant experiences. 
A family home evening might be likened to a trip to Yellowstone Park. One way to visit this 
wonderful park would be: "Children, we are about to enter the park. Now, our goal is to see the 
park. So we'll need to hurry or we won't get through. As we travel we will see bears and rivers 
and elk and birds. But if you see these things, don't ask us to stop to look closely or we won't get 
through the park." In other words, you decide that seeing the park is the purpose of the trip. Then 
when you get home you can say, "We did it. We saw the park. We went all the way through." 
That's not the way to see the park. A better way is to enter the park and see what you can see. 
You must stop along the way and see that day what you may never see again. You must let what 
you are doing sink completely in. Who cares if there will be some things that the park offers that 
will go unseen, at least on this trip? The important thing is to enjoy to its fullest what you do see. 
It's better to see one part of the park in a hundred relaxed ways than to strive to see a hundred 
parts of the park under the tension of haste. 
Enter the home evening discussion with a relaxed attitude. "Let's see what we can see as we go 
along and when the time is gone, we'll eat apple pie and ice cream." Such an attitude allows a 
father to see his family as the true blessing they are. As the father is speaking, a small child 



might turn a somersault. Dad might be prompted to stop talking and say, "Look at that. Did you 
see what Marky did? Everyone move back and give him room. Why, I didn't know you could do 
that. You are getting to be a big boy. Don't all of you others think he's getting big?" By then 
Marky has been noticed and you say, "Okay, big boy, now you can sit down again because 
Daddy has a few more important things to say." 
Another way to handle that would be to smack him on the rear as he goes over and tell him to sit 
still or he will get  a few more swats. Either way works, but one way makes the child feel good, 
the father feel good, and the family feel good, and the other way makes everyone feel just the 
opposite. If you as a father are willing to relax during family home evening, and at other times, 
your family will enjoy home evenings. And they will also enjoy just plain being at home 
together. 
We had an unusual family home evening one night. One of the children had brought a 
phonograph record of various college fight songs. We pulled the window drapes, put on the 
record, turned up the sound, and as a family we marched all around the house. We went upstairs, 
downstairs, and all over. Finally the record ended. Tired out by the fervent marching, we 
collapsed together and talked. It seems easier to talk about important things after an activity of 
this sort. 
Another night we played a special game. One child hid himself and a second child found the first 
child and hid with him. The third child found the first two and hid with them. We continued until 
all ten of us were hiding together under a bed. That game really made us a close family. 
After the game, we were all sitting on the floor. I asked Kathryn, who was about eleven years 
old, if she would like me to tell her her future. She said she would. I began by saying, "All right, 
children, I want all of you to listen carefully while I tell Kathryn her future." 
I had the family's complete attention as I spoke. "Kathryn, you are a beautiful girl. You will grow 
up and become a lovely young lady." Kathryn liked the story so far. I continued, "Someday, 
somewhere, either at school or at work or somewhere you will meet a young man and you will 
really like him and he will like you. After a time you will say, 'I love him.' Later, when he's been 
on a mission and you are ready, he will ask you to marry him. Then he will ask me if he can have 
you for his bride. I'll like him a lot and I'll agree. 
"Then one day, very early in the morning I will come to   your room and wake you up. I'll say, 
'Kathryn, it's time to get up so that we can be on time.' We'll all get dressed and drive to 
downtown Salt Lake City. We'll park as close as we can to the temple. Then we will go inside. It 
is really special to go into the temple. 
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"Finally, we will be in a beautiful room in the temple. In the center of the room will be an altar. 
Around the altar will be soft cushions where you can kneel on one side and your husband-to-be 
can kneel on the other side. 
"Your mother and I will be there, as will your dearest friends. A man of God will be there, a man 
who will have the power to seal things on earth and in heaven. This man will talk to you about 
your glorious life together with your chosen mate. Then he will have you and him kneel at the 
altar and hold hands. He will say the words that will unite you in marriage forever. 
"Kathryn, that's what is going to happen to you. Won't that be something, when you go to the 
temple to be married? Just like when your mom and I went to the temple to be married. Married 
forever. Kids, won't it be something when each of you goes to the temple to be married?" 
Then as the children looked on in rapt attention I said, "I love all of you so much. And I want to 
tell each one of you that this Church is true." I then said, "Now let's play some more games." 



They were ready. 
I have learned that when you can relax with your family there will come those glorious moments 
when, in your own way, you can open your heart and share with your family the good things that 
are there. So, fathers, let's do it. Let's have family home evening in a relaxed, enjoyable way. By 
all means let's use the family home evening manual and other material, but most of all, let's use 
the resources of our hearts. And in those golden moments, perhaps one minute this week, five 
minutes next week, and so on, let us, as fathers, open our hearts and pour out the contents to our 
children. Such moments can and do make all the difference. 
   

Chapter 8 Teaching Your Children to Work 
One summer day I was working for a farmer. The temperature was near 100 degrees and I was 
crawling slowly down a row of young onions, digging out weeds with a little knife. I must admit, 
I wasn't really having a wonderful time. The farmer drove by on his tractor, shouting to me to go 
a little faster. I tried to hurry, but I really wasn't very motivated. All I could think of was that I 
wished I was driving the tractor and he was digging the weeds. 
The farmer wasn't my dad and he was paying me, so I don't blame him for wanting me to hustle. 
But I do think my feelings that day explain why some children are considered lazy: Sometimes 
being lazy is the same as wanting to avoid torture. And weeding those onions in that sun was 
torture. 
We fathers can teach our children to work and at the same time not torture them too much, if at 
all. Let's go back to the onion field. Assume that the farmer was my father; and further assume 
that he had no other help but me. Obviously I'd have to weed the onions--but it wouldn't have to 
be torture. All my father would have to do is say, "This morning you and I will weed the onions. 
I'll help you and we can have a few races. I think I can beat you. Then after lunch we'll go to 
town in the truck and get some tools. When we return we'll take the tractor and clean out that 
ditch over there." 
Now, I don't know if safety would let me ride on the tractor with him or if I would be old enough 
to drive it. All I know is that if he'd do all he could as a father to treat me like an equal, even 
though the work would at times be hard, it would seldom if ever be torturous. 
 Fathers can and should get away from the "master and slave" concept and move toward a 
partnership program. And when we do, we can teach our children how to work. 
I recall once when we had just purchased a new home. Our lack of finances demanded that we 
landscape it ourselves. Those who have undertaken such a task know what is involved before the 
grass becomes green, the scrubs take root, and the petunias paint their glorious pictures. It almost 
makes me tired just thinking about it. 
There was much work to do. Rocks were everywhere. Our first task was to get rid of them. To 
me, that seemed like a perfect task for a boy. He could do that while I went to buy some sprinkler 
materials. I advised him of my plan. He seemed to have little enthusiasm. I told him to get busy 
and departed to the hardware store. 
When I returned he had done very little. I scolded him and told him again to get busy. While I 
watched him, he worked fairly well, but when I turned away to do my work, he began to slow 
and finally he just sat there. When I saw his lack of effort I shouted at him. He seemed ready to 
cry and so I decided to try a different approach. 



I needed a certain wrench, and I invited him to go to the store with me to get it. As we rode 
along, we talked about how the yard would look when we finished. At the store I asked him if he 
knew where the wrenches were. I let him lead the way. He found the wrench and I bought it. 
When we arrived back home we talked about the rocks. I decided to work with him on moving 
them. While we worked, we talked. He seemed happy now doing work which had before seemed 
to bring him pain. 
I had to get a few things done before dark. I told him I had to leave him but that I didn't think 
that in one half-hour he could clear an area of rocks. I drew a line around the area. I told him that 
if in one half-hour he could move all those rocks it would be a world's record. He said he could 
do it. I said, "I don't think you can." 
He said, "Just watch." 
 I worked on my project and he on his. He did it. I inspected it and announced, "I can't believe it. 
Somebody helped you. Who was it?" 
"Nobody," he replied. "I did it myself." 
I called his mother out and told her of what he'd done. I told her, "We've got a worker for a son. I 
just don't know what I'd do without him." 
Then we worked together on the project I was doing; he learned by watching and by handing me 
tools. Then I said, "Let's both see if by working together we can move all those rocks." He 
accepted the challenge and we did it. 
As the days came and went we would often talk together about how beautiful the yard would 
look. We'd go together to get grass seed, scrubs, and other things. I'd ask his opinion about where 
certain plants should go. We were partners. 
When the yard was beautiful I'd often remark that we had surely done a good job and that 
without him I couldn't have done it. And it was the truth. 
I've noticed that my children hate to do the dishes. I believe that's because they don't like to be 
alone doing this chore. Now, I know they must do hard things and so I suppose they should do 
the dishes even if the task seems a bit difficult. 
When one of our sons became old enough to do the dishes without breaking too many--his 
brothers and sisters also took turns--sometimes there were great arguments about who would do 
them. Sometimes when Mother would tell them to do the dishes she would then go into the other 
room to work. It really bothered this son to do the dishes all alone. He liked it when mother 
stayed there in the kitchen and helped him. It didn't seem like work then; it was pleasure. Mother 
made things seem easier. Sometimes when he and Mother did the dishes they even sang songs, 
and they played games like "twenty questions." It was fun to work like that. When the kitchen 
was cleaned up, Mother would say, "Look how our kitchen looks. It is the most  beautiful 
kitchen in the world because it is clean and you helped to clean it." 
When we moved from one town to another, my young son and I were taking a table from the 
home to the moving van. The table appeared too big to go through the door. I was puzzled about 
how to get it through and I asked the boy what he thought. He considered the matter and said, "If 
we turn it on its end and take these legs through first, then I think it will go." 
I said, "Let's try it." We did as he had suggested and it worked. As we went toward the truck I 
looked at him and said, "You know, having you help is just like having a man." 
He's always remembered that, and he says to me, "Remember when you told me that having me 
help was like having a man?" 
We as fathers need to teach our children, even when they are young, that we respect their 
opinions. If we work with them, they won't appear lazy, but ambitious. If we will take the time to 



give them a vision of the end result, they will be willing to bring the vision about. 
We don't have to live around a farm to teach our children to work. They can help us build 
partitions in the basement, plant gardens, clean rooms, work on cars, change tires, and paint 
walls. Sometimes we could do the work more quickly if they'd go and play and get out of our 
way, but then we all would be the losers. 
They can paint even though it causes a little mess. They can saw, with supervision, on boards 
that don't need a perfect cut. They can hand you nails and bring tools. And they'll love it if while 
you work together, you talk and joke together. Children so raised will know how to do things and 
they'll want to do them. 
A family had invited my family to a barbecue dinner. The father asked his teenage son to light 
the charcoal bricks in the broiler. The son lit a match but it went out before he got to the bricks. 
The father grabbed the matches  and said, "Give me those. You can't do anything right." The 
father then lit the fire in the broiler and at the same time an unseen and destructively negative fire 
in his son's soul. 
We need to be patient with our children. And some of our children require that we be more 
patient with them than with others. Some can do things quickly; others can't. Each must have 
time to succeed. If only that father who gave his son a "one match" chance to light the fire had 
been more patient. His son could have succeeded--on the second or maybe even the tenth match. 
And with success, he would have become more able to do the job with one match the next time. 
It is easy for fathers with great talents to do things themselves while their children watch. (For 
some others of us, it's easier to let our children do things because we really aren't as good at it as 
they are.) But if you really are mechanical or handy, force yourself to let your children perform. 
Give them time; give them all the chances they need. Restrain yourself from taking over and 
someday they'll be as good or better at it than you are. When they hit a snag in the task, let them 
think about it. Make certain they have every chance to work it out themselves before you step in. 
And try to step in on their invitation rather than on your impatient promptings. 
A young son of mine in a temper tantrum had torn down a bulletin board in his room. I was upset 
that he had done this destructive thing. I took him to his room. I sat in a chair and told him to put 
the bulletin board back up. I told him that that would teach him not to destroy anything. I knew 
he couldn't get it back up and that after some time he'd learn his lesson. 
He began to work. He could hardly lift the bulletin board, let alone hold it in place to put the 
nails in the proper holes. He struggled and struggled. He knew I was upset and he felt he must 
succeed. I sat watching. I was pleased that he could see how difficult it was. Then to my 
amazement I saw that the little guy had almost succeeded   But then just as one tap with the 
hammer would bring success, the whole thing fell down. I felt sorry for him. 
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But he didn't give up. Back to the task he went. I wasn't nearly as upset now. I wanted to get up 
and help, but I decided to watch. Again he almost had it. I had to restrain myself from helping. 
He held it in place and slowly reached for the hammer. He tapped one nail in and then another. 
He had done it. I couldn't believe it. I had not thought it possible. 
We sat on the bed and I praised his talent. We then talked about the misery that comes when we 
wreck things and about the joy that comes as we build. This rather negative story ended 
positively. It taught me that our children have unusual abilities to work and to accomplish if we 
will let them try. 
Part of work is making decisions about what is to be done. My son, at the end of one baseball 
season, had to return a little league uniform to the team manager. He had the uniform and we got 



into the car. I started the engine but didn't put it in gear. After a few seconds he said, "Let's go." 
I asked, "Where?" 
He said, "To the manager's." 
I said, "Where's that?" 
He said, "I don't know." 
I said, "Neither do I. I've not lived here any longer than you have and I don't know where your 
manager lives." 
He said, "It would be in the phone book." I didn't answer. After a few seconds he jumped from 
the car and got the phone book and returned and handed it to me. I handed it back to him. He 
started turning pages, put his finger under the coach's name and showed me. I didn't reply. He 
read the address and closed the book. I didn't move the car. He said, "Let's go." 
I asked, "Where?" 
He called out the address. I started forward but didn't turn at the corner. He said, "Hey, turn 
here." I then turned  but went beyond the next turn. Soon he knew he must direct my every turn. 
We made it and delivered the uniform. He felt he had a dumb dad. But now he knew how to find 
where people lived in a big city. It's easy to do things for our children and we often do that. But 
once in a while--the more the better--we need to let them figure it out themselves. They can, you 
know; and when they do, they grow. 
  

Chapter 9 Be a Little Funny at Times 
What a blessing it is to a family when the father can act a bit goofy once in a while. Some of us 
are serious almost all the time. We are funny at parties with our friends and we goof off there, 
but with our children we act as if a little fun and games would suddenly end the world. 
We all know that life is serious business and we can't just laugh it off. But there is so much of 
life that can be laughed off. If we do it, we will have the power to endure the serious and the 
sometimes sad experiences. 
Once I gave some of my children a ride to school. I was in a particularly jolly mood and made 
many remarks that the children felt were funny. I even sang a little for them. (They also thought 
this was funny, although I hadn't intended it to be.) We had a ball as we rode along. 
Later, one of my children reported that another child had said to him, "Your dad is crazy." Then, 
after a pause, he had continued, "I sure wish my dad was crazy." 
King Benjamin in the Book of Mormon was inspired by the Lord to tell his people not to allow 
their children to fight and quarrel one with another. Now, that is a big order. One way to keep 
your children from being contentious is to forbid contention. If they fight or argue, send them to 
the other room or punish them. In other words, every time they fight and quarrel you can, 
because you are bigger and have authority, make them submit to more peaceful behavior. But 
sometimes the contention caused in putting down contention is more contentious than the 
original contention. And that, as you can see in the previous sentence, is a lot of contention. 
 I feel that there is a better way. If a father will joke with the children and be pleasant he can set 
an atmosphere that stifles contention. At dinnertime it is not uncommon for problems to arise. 
Someone might say, "Please pass the gravy." When it isn't passed, he almost shouts, "Pass the 
gravy!" 
The mother says, "Don't shout." 



The person then says, "I've asked five times and he can't hear." 
Someone else says, "He never can hear anything." 
And there is contention. 
To settle it, the father can say, "Everyone be quiet. I don't want to hear any talk. Just everybody 
shut up." And somehow about that time the food isn't quite as delicious as it had been. But at 
least contention is gone--or is it? 
But if at dinner the atmosphere is somewhat like it is when a group of friends are having a picnic, 
then little contention arises. Father can make dinner a picnic. He does it by being cheerful, by 
telling a few crazy jokes, and by speaking of interesting and inspiring observations, by being 
positive. 
I like to start dinner by saying, "Well, here we are, the greatest family on earth. And tonight we 
see before us some delicious steak that has been ground into hamburger and has been mixed with 
this choice macaroni." The children usually smile, and I continue. "Tonight our prayer at the 
table will be given by one of the greatest people I know, a person who is a great blessing to all of 
us, a person we all love, a good-looking, intelligent, wonderful person." 
By now each of the children says, "But, Dad, I said it last night." Then I call on one to pray. The 
family is in a good mood. If Father praises the food, and thus the mother, she beams, and the 
whole family has a delicious, uncontentious meal. 
A funny father can help the children start the day right by waking up the family with good 
humor. You could pinch a daughter's toe and say, "Marinda, you beautiful  angel, it is time to 
arise. Allow the world to see your radiant beauty. Count to ten, Marinda, so that I'll know you 
are awake. Get up, because there are only three hundred days until Christmas. Come on, it's time 
to get up, my beautiful princess." Now, that's a good way for a girl to start the day. 
Some people don't like nicknames. But I'm afraid I do. I like to call my children nicknames. 
When I served in the military in Korea, I learned the word skoshie, which means "little." When I 
got home and had a little son I couldn't help but call him "Skoshie." Our little daughter Marinda 
was our new child once and we called her "Newy." 
We call our boy Dwight, "Crow." He got that name in an interesting way. I used to work in the 
Church's Indian program. The name Dwight rhymes with the word white. Wishing to give him 
an Indian name, I called him "White Cloud." Once a huge Crow Indian came to stay at our house 
during general conference. I was proud to introduce my son to this giant man of the Crow tribe. I 
said, "And this is my son, White Cloud." 
He said in a deep voice, "What you call him?" 
I repeated, "White Cloud." 
He said then with some sternness, "From now on, don't call him 'White Cloud.' From now on call 
him 'White Crow.'" 
Of course I didn't want any trouble with the Indians, so I called him "White Crow." And to this 
day I still call him "White Crow" or just plain "Crow." 
Whether it is nicknames or funny remarks, your special brand of humor can brighten your home 
and chase away contention. Your family needs a continual priesthood blessing. Not one that 
comes from the laying on of hands, but one that happens just because you came home--a blessing 
of a father who is happy, who sees the funny side of life, who can solve problems with wit as 
well as with wisdom. 
This is a difficult thing for some fathers to do. To some, they and humor just don't mix. But, 
fathers, we can  improve in being good natured; and when we do, we set the family mood meter 
at the highest level of happiness. If you can't do anything else that is funny, you can at least sing. 



In many cases that might be the beginning of humor--if not the end. 
  

Chapter 10 Pray for Your Family and for Yourself 
When we lived in Kentucky, my son played junior varsity basketball. Most of the crowd at one 
game were Baptists, and they were almost all cheering for my son's opponents. The game ended 
in a tie. The first overtime also ended in a tie. By this time most of the fans were in a bit of a 
frenzy. The second overtime came down to its final agonizing seconds and still the score was 
tied. With just two seconds to go, my son got the ball and shot. The shot missed, but the whistle 
blew--he had been fouled. 
As he went to the foul line to shoot the deciding shot the opposing coach called time out. In the 
few seconds of the time out I had time to pull myself together and to do some nearly logical 
thinking. I decided to pray, and then I thought, "But the Lord doesn't care whether or not he 
makes it, nor does he care who wins. Besides," I thought, "all the Baptists in here are praying 
that he'll miss, and it's hard to out-pray a Baptist." 
So I decided I wouldn't pray about it. The whistle blew and the boys took their places for the foul 
shot. My son stepped to the foul line. My heart pounded. As the referee handed him the ball, I 
lost control of my rational reasoning and found myself silently begging the Lord, "Please let him 
make it! Please!" Sometimes we get to the point that we don't know what else we can do but 
pray. 
The shot went up and in. The other team quickly took the ball and threw it in bounds, but the 
game was over. I came down out of the stands and hugged my son. He didn't even seem 
embarrassed. 
I'm still quite sure that in most cases the Lord doesn't  care who wins a ball game. He knows that 
we learn lessons in both victory and defeat. But I do know that he does care about many things--
he cares very much. 
He cares when our children are walking in crooked and dark paths that will lead them to misery 
rather than joy. He cares when they are hurting inside as they long to find their place in a 
difficult world. He cares when our children seem to turn away from our counsel and listen to 
other voices that would cause them to forsake the truth and choose a lie as a life-style. He cares 
when we sit in the late night and early morning hours wanting to know why our children are not 
yet home. 
Fathers, the Lord cares as much or more about our children than we do. Any matter that we 
desire to discuss with him in prayer, and that involves the spiritual or physical well-being of our 
children, is important enough to discuss with the Lord. I am convinced that someday we will 
discover that one of the most powerful influences we have wielded in raising our children was 
the yearning, pleading prayers that we uttered for the welfare of our children. Such prayers, 
spoken by the power of the priesthood and in the name of Jesus Christ, in behalf of our families, 
are always heard in the royal courts on high. 
Not all the shots our children shoot in the game of life will go in the basket. But with our prayers 
and our love and support they'll score often enough to keep trying, and they'll win. 
As often as possible, when you know you are alone, kneel down and talk to the Lord about each 
of your children. Talk to the Lord as you would to a friend. Mention each child by name. Give 
the Lord a complete report on the present status of the child. Something such as: "Heavenly 



Father, as thou knowest, my sixteen-year-old daughter, Susan, is having a difficult time. We just 
moved here and she is heartbroken because all of her friends are back in the place we just left. 
She's come to me and we've talked and she's cried to me. But Heavenly Father, there is little I 
can do. Therefore, I come to thee. Please help her. Please cause  some things to happen at the 
school that will prompt some of the girls there to open their closed friendship circle just enough 
to let her in. Please let her find at school a friend as dear as those she left behind." 
We as fathers pray and then do all we can. Then there's nothing else we can do except pray more 
and do more. And through our prayers for our children miracles can and do occur. 
Our mightiest and most helpful prayers for our children's good might well be prayers that we 
offer in behalf of ourselves, prayers such as: "Heavenly Father, my son and I just don't seem to 
communicate. Somehow whenever we talk I get upset and become unreasonable. Then I say 
things that make matters worse. Please give me the power to listen to him and to understand him. 
I know that although I try desperately to help him, I'm often really not a solution to his problem, 
but rather a cause. Help me to be more patient with him. Give me understanding. Direct my 
relationship with him. Please help me to have the power to help him." 
As we pray, the Lord can and will help us. He will cause our priesthood power to swell within 
our breasts and make us equal to the mightiest of all tasks--that of being a father. 
When the family hour was changed to the family home evening program and before Monday 
evenings had been designated as the usual night for such family gatherings, I had an experience 
I'll long remember. 
It was a summer and our sacrament meeting ended early, so we decided that we'd hold our home 
evening after the services. The children were told before we departed for church that right after 
we got home we'd go to the back lawn for family home evening. 
As we arrived home, some of the neighborhood children were playing nearby. They had a huge 
cardboard barrel that one of them would sit in and ride head over heels while the others rolled the 
barrel. It looked like great  fun, even to an old father like me, and I'm sure its enticement for a 
small boy was unusually strong. But nonetheless we had little difficulty getting the children to 
gather with us on the back lawn. After the opening portion of our family gathering, and just as I 
was beginning to tell a story, our five-year-old son, Devin, announced that he had to go in the 
house. His reason was one with which I could not argue, so he was excused to go. 
We awaited his return, but he didn't come back. We carried on for a while but then closed the 
activity a bit early. I went past the front of the house and out near the street. I pulled him out of 
the cardboard barrel. I was a patient, kind, wonderful father as I calmly said, "Come in the house 
with me." 
He had a hostile tone in his voice as he announced: "I want to stay here. You never let me play." 
I was no longer quite so calm. I raised my voice and stated, "That's about all you do is play." He 
replied and I replied and we headed toward the house. He came willingly because he had to; I 
was holding his hand. I walked faster than he could walk but he kept up because I was dragging 
him. 
We went down the hall toward the room where he slept. I opened the door, pulled him ahead of 
me into the room, hit him hard enough on the rear to hurt his feelings, and as I closed the door I 
raised my voice above his screams and said, "If you can't stay at family home evening, maybe 
you can stay in your room." As I slammed the door I said, "Now you stay in there and don't you 
come out." 
There we were: I was sitting in a chair on one side of a door and he was kicking and screaming 
on his bed on the other side of the door. As I sat there I began to calm down. I wondered why I 



couldn't handle such a matter without getting so upset. As I looked at the closed door that 
separated my son and me, I started to pray. "Why does it have to be this way? Why do doors that 
ought to be open sometimes get closed? Why can't my son and I understand each other?" 
 As I sat in my chair looking at the closed door I wanted so much for it to open. And I began to 
hope that this little boy that I loved so dearly would forget my words and come through the door 
to me. 
Soon my wish was granted. The door flew open and out he came. In a rebellious tone, he 
announced, "I'm coming out!" 
I quickly jumped up, pulled him back into his room, and said, "I told you to stay in there." 
The door had been opened, but not the right way. And now it seemed closed tighter than ever. 
Again we were separated by the door. Again I searched within. Time passed, and my heart was 
filled with an overwhelming love for this boy, my son. Again, I prayed for the door to open. I 
considered opening it. But I knew I must open it right or else it could teach what I didn't want to 
teach. 
By now the little son had ceased his cries and his room was silent. After a time, the door opened 
just a crack, and then a little wider. Finally it was opened just wide enough that I could see him. 
He was crying again. Only this time he was crying in a different way. This time his tears were 
not those of rebellion but rather they were the tears of the heartbroken. As I looked into his eyes 
and he into mine, he spoke with softness, "Daddy, I'm sorry." 
My reply was quick and sincere. "My son, I am, too." I then beckoned him with my hand and 
said, "Come here." He came over and stood by my side as I sat in the chair. I put my arm around 
his shoulder and pulled him close. How good it felt to have him with me again! I told him: 
"Devin, did you know that when you left us tonight we didn't have a family home evening? 
When you left, we didn't have a family because you were gone." 
I talked to my son. The Spirit of the Lord was there. What a joy it is to talk to your son when the 
Spirit of the Lord is there! I told him of my love for him, of my pride in him. I told him that 
because he was so easy to like, everyone admired him. I told him of the great good he could do if 
he'd just be where he ought to be and do what he ought to   do. I talked to him about his future 
and even about the time when he would serve a mission. Because of the Spirit that was there he 
seemed to understand all that I said. 
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Then I realized that he was just a little boy and that I'd talked to him a long time. I decided I 
should let him go. I hugged him one last time, whirled him around, and hit him again on the rear 
(the blow was as hard as before, only this time it didn't hurt), and said, "Now you go and play." 
He crossed the room to leave. But just as he was about to disappear down the hall, he stopped. 
He turned around and looked back at me and said, "Dad, I don't want to go and play. I want to 
stay here with you." 
I called him back. This time I took him on my lap and held him as close as I could. We sat in 
silence and rocked back and forth. The Lord's quiet warm influence bound us together as a father 
and son and we were as one. 
Oh, may the Lord bless us as fathers that when things go wrong, as they sometimes do, and when 
doors close between a father and a child we'll call upon him who is the Father of us all to open 
the door for us or to help us know how to open it. He'll give us the priesthood power to open the 
door and keep it open. If we'll do all we can, he will magnify us as fathers and he'll bless us with 
the love, understanding, discipline, and all else we need in order to be a blessing in every way to 
our children. 



   

Chapter 11 Show and Tell Your Love to Your Family 
Because of the way some of us were raised it seems very difficult for us to say the words I love 
you. Mothers seem to say it with greater ease, but some fathers just can't quite ever get the words 
out. That doesn't mean that we don't feel it--it's just that saying it is difficult. 
Some fathers don't have any trouble showing affection and saying gentle and loving things to 
family members. But many fathers can't help but appear a little hard on the outside; they feel that 
a man's role is to be a little rough, a little stern, and not sentimental. 
Stern fathers offer a certain kind of firm stability to the family. But they need to add just a 
slightly new, more loving dimension to their natures. 
It just isn't right for your children to have to guess whether or not you love them. They'll always 
suspect that you do, but once in a while why not come right out and tell them? You can do it. It 
might make you nervous, but you can do it. 
My own father had a hard time saying "I love you." As a matter of fact, I do not recall that I ever 
heard him say that to anyone. He was good to me and because of all that he did for me I was very 
suspicious that he loved me; I really knew he did, but he never would say it. 
He had been a miner in the silver mines and later he became a poultryman. He was a rough 
outdoorsman and had expertise in hunting and fishing. He was really a man's man and to me he 
was a great father. But he never said, "George, I love you." One day he did come close to telling 
me he loved me. 
 I was about to depart on my mission to England. I was nearly twenty-two years old. (They didn't 
go at age nineteen then.) It was in the middle of November and there was snow on the ground. I 
was to depart in three days. Since I was the youngest of nine children, when I departed all the 
children would be gone from home. My father must have felt a bit saddened by this. He and I 
were alone in our big kitchen where we seemed to live our lives (seldom did we go in the front 
room). He stood looking out the window that was the upper portion of our back door. He 
suddenly said, "George, come over here." I went to his side and looked out. About a hundred 
yards beyond our barn was a thicket of brush and trees. There in the snow on the edge of the 
brush was a beautiful Chinese pheasant. My father spoke again, "George, get the gun." 
I replied, "Dad, the season ended over a week ago." 
I'll never forget what he said next because it was the most loving thing he ever spoke to me. He 
said, "I know that. You go get the gun and go out there and shoot that pheasant. And while you're 
doing it, I'll call the cops and they'll come and arrest you and you won't have to go." 
I was by this time much taller than he. I looked down at him and he looked away. I put my hand 
on his shoulder and then pulled him close to me. Together we cried. My dad, my dear dad, had 
for the first time said in the best words he could muster, and in the best way he knew how, what I 
had longed to hear for twenty-two years. He had said, "George, my son, I love you." 
It means so much to our children to hear "I love you" from their dads. They don't need to hear it 
every minute, but they ought to hear it a little more often than once every twenty-two years. We 
can say "I love you" in a number of ways. When Dwight was six years old, I took him from Salt 
Lake City to Provo one day. While I worked at BYU he played with friends in the neighborhood 
where we had once lived. At the day's end I picked him up and we drove toward home. We 
stopped for a snack; we took our order from the cafe and walked about twenty-five yards to the  



bank of the Provo River. There, sitting on a log, we ate. I looked at the river and then at Crow on 
the opposite end of the log. 
I spoke, "I've got a better hamburger than you." 
He answered, "Mine's just like yours." 
I added, "My milkshake is better than yours." 
He replied, "Mine's the same flavor as yours." 
"My fries are better," I said. 
"I've got ones just like yours," he replied convincingly. 
After a pause I looked at him and said, "I've got one thing that you haven't got." 
He was certain that I didn't have and asked with a challenge, "What?" 

"I've got a son that I call Crow. And I'm sitting on a log with him and I love him with all my 
heart. And you don't have that." 

Crow didn't answer. He just looked at me for a few seconds, then bit into his hamburger and with 
his other hand threw a rock in the river. I had bested him and he knew it. 
I've also found that when I lead in family prayer I can express my love for my family. It's a little 
easier when your eyes are closed and theirs are too. Blessings and ordinations are also a splendid 
time for a father to express deep feelings of love for the child his hands are touching. Letters and 
notes are an excellent way for both the timid and the bold to express love. A note or letter can be 
read, reread, and saved forever. 
Of course, saying "I love you" can be but a hollow phrase if we don't surround it by deeds that 
prove our love. But most of us do the deeds. My father surely did. Nonetheless, just because we 
perform deeds of love is no reason not to express words of love. Then our children are twice 
blessed, and that's what every child needs. 
So pray for, look for, and be ready for those natural, wonderful times when you look at a child 
and your heart  says: "I'm a fortunate man to have him or her as a child. Oh, how proud I am and 
how my heart is filled with love." Then open your mouth and let your heart speak. Your words of 
pure love will be a priesthood blessing of the highest order. 
  

Chapter 12 Love Their Mother 
I searched as a young man for a woman who deserved the very best. When I found her I asked 
her to marry me. And of course, she quickly agreed. Now, before you throw me out and refuse to 
read the last few pages of the book, let me explain this bold assertion. I didn't say that I was the 
best. All I said was that I found a girl who deserved the best. And I still say that. She does 
deserve the best, as does your sweetheart and wife. 
To give a wife the best, as you probably have discovered, you don't have to be handsome. And 
you don't have to be rich. All you have to do is to be good and, as Merlin told King Arthur, "love 
her, love her, love her." 
Your whole purpose in life should be to give your wife the best. That means, to give her the very 
best you that is possible. As you live honorably and faithfully, you will bring her great joy. The 
two of you will, as the years go by, fall ever more in love. And as you love her, she will return 
that love in full and more. From the love of the two of you, your children will be blessed with the 
best. They will see "beauty all around" because they will know "love at home." As fathers, we 
are universal in acclaiming the fact that our children deserve the best, and love at home is indeed 



the best gift, the best memory, and the best inheritance a child can receive. 
It appears that the most important element in raising happy, well-adjusted children is for children 
to perceive that their parents love each other. A husband and wife who are as one because of a 
deep love make successful parents. They may not understand all that child psychology teaches, 
but they succeed anyway. 
Such parents can be very strict with their children and  it seems to bring good results. Or they can 
be a bit less strict and that will also work. Others, who do not enjoy a deep love as parents, find 
little success no matter what they try. 
The best thing, then, that a father can do for his children is to love their mother. Such things 
cannot be hidden. Nor can a lack of love go undetected by the child, who sees with his heart. 
Along with the undercurrents of love that can be felt by your children, you should also say aloud 
to your wife, in the presence of your children, "I love you." 
Once at a family home evening we were all saying good things about each other. Finally, Mother 
became the target of such remarks. Each child said what he appreciated about her. My oldest son, 
Matt, said, "Dad, if I said all the good things I know about Mom, we would be here all night." 
I picked up the cue from there. The stage had been set and I came on with the power of someone 
who speaks at exactly the right time. I said, "Children, I feel just like Matt and the rest of you do. 
I love your mother with all my heart. She makes my life one of complete happiness. She is a 
perfect wife." 
Marilyn beamed as she listened. The next week we had some of the most delicious meals that 
you can imagine. Yes, indeed, "there is beauty all around when there's love at home." 
In the everyday experiences of each of us, there come perfect opportunities to say to our wives 
with words, cards, or flowers, "I love you." Such a message will make your wife glow with joy 
and will cause your children to feel the security of something special in their hearts. 
This poem (whose authorship I have not been able to establish) describes one way of expressing 
your love at a dinner table: 

She looked at him. 

Her heart was all a-flutter. 

He had just written 

"I love you" in the butter. 
 There are many ways to express love, and many motivations. At a Church meeting, discussing 
the role of the husband, the speaker told of the joy that comes when a husband sends flowers to 
his wife. He spoke so convincingly that one of his listeners went to the florist right after the 
session, sent a dozen roses to his wife, and charged them to the speaker. 
No matter who we charge it to, we get the full value out of every act of love that tells both our 
wife and our children that we are in love. 
When we speak words of love to our mates, the children are not usually there to hear, but they 
feel the results. Love unites a husband and wife, and makes them as one. Children are not 
confused when the mother's voice and direction and the father's voice and direction are as one 
voice. 
I was once driving down a Salt Lake City freeway, going with Marilyn to a meeting in Rose 
Park. There are two exits from the freeway that are very close together. One leads to Rose Park 
and the other leads back toward the city. As we approached these exits, I felt inspired to tell 
Marilyn that I loved her. I spoke the words, "I love you," and became so excited by what I'd said 



that I took the wrong exit. 
We were headed away from rather than toward Rose Park. I announced, "We are on the wrong 
road." But then I was inspired again as I said, "No, we aren't on the wrong road. As long as we 
are together and in love and living righteously we can't be on the wrong road." We turned around 
anyway. 
When it comes to teaching our children, we are not on the wrong road if we as husbands would 
rather die than bring heartache to the girl of our dreams--our chosen mate for all eternity. We are 
not on the wrong road if we can say, with conviction, "My wife deserves the best and I'm going 
to give her the best--my total love." 
To give her your love, give her the privilege of living with a man who honors his priesthood with 
all his heart; a man who is honest in all his dealings; a man who shuns  filth in its every form, be 
it a dirty joke, a vulgar word, or a lustful look; a man who prays privately, with his family, and 
especially with her; a man who serves his fellowmen, knowing that as King Benjamin said, 
"when ye are in the service of your fellow beings ye are only in the service of your God." 
(Mosiah 2:17.) Give her a man who earns an honorable living; a man who loves to come home 
and who saves his most pleasant words, smiles, and actions for his family; a man whose first 
priority is his family; a man who loves his wife, loves her, loves her. 
In concluding this book, let me share with you an experience that has given me great direction in 
my role as father. 
Some years ago I was serving as a bishop. At the same time I was working on a doctor's degree 
at a university and holding a full time job. My children felt I was spending too much time away 
from them. I was under some strain, fearing that because of my desire to succeed in so many 
areas I was really failing as a man. 
One Sunday evening all the members of my ward had gone home. I had stayed on for a while to 
complete some work. I walked into the chapel to turn off the lights before departing for home. I 
felt lonely in the empty chapel. As I stood there I felt that my back would not bear for another 
day the heavy burdens which I was carrying. 
I fell to my knees near the pulpit and cried to the Lord. I told him, as one friend would another, 
my deepest concerns. I poured out the feelings of my soul to him and described in detail my 
seemingly insurmountable tasks. When I finished I remained kneeling. And as I did I heard him 
speak to me in my heart. The answer he gave me was all I needed, for he said just three things: 
Go forward. 
Do your best. 
Love your family. 
I arose a new man. My burdens had been made light. I'd keep going. I would spend less time on 
the unimportant things in the ward, and I might not get "A" grades in  school, but I'd keep going. 
I'd do my best, and that would be success. And most of all, I'd love my family. Oh, how I'd love 
them! I'd love my wife and I'd tell her so. I'd spend time with my children, and I'd know that such 
is the highest form of Church work. 
And so I say to you, to all who, with me, are honored with the calling of a father, let's 
Go forward 
Do our best 
And love our families. 


