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to cough it up herself. I am so grateful that he was there to
help her. My kids may squabble and fuss and compete with each
other, but I need to remember that they also play nicely together,
and 1ook out for each other, and help each other also.

Sometimes I come home from Stake Conference inspired and
enthusiastic and ready to go. This week I came home tired and
grumpy and weary and discouraged. I think they chose all the
scriptures that make me squirm to quote today. You know the ones
that go, "Be not weary in well doing..." and the like. Actually,
I learned a great lesson today. Whenever we have Stake Conference
our Stake President invites us to get prepared by doing five
sessions in the temple the week prior to conference. I have always
tried to accomplish that and have usually done at least three or
four and usually five sessions as requested. It’s always a busy
and hectic week, but at the end I always felt like I achieved a
goal, and felt spiritually in tune at conference. This time I
didn’t even get one session done. I had good intentions, but never
made the effort to get a sitter for Roland and attend the temple
during the daytime hours while the kids were at school. With
Warren’s play this week and other commitments, my nights were full.
The payoff this week has been an unusually grumpy household and the
feeling that little was accomplished. If I’d gone to the temple
I’'d at least have a good excuse for the disarray all around me.

Roland and Christian are outside my study door playing
catapult with popsﬁicle sticks and small cars and toys. The toys
are flying up and hitting my walls and ceilings. I urged them to
control themselves as I didn’t relish the idea of holes in my
wallpaper or ceilings. Christian said, "But Mom, it’s fun and kids
just can’t help having fun." I think that is exactly what I need
in my life, a little more fun. Adults are too tense. We have too
much to do and not enough time. So what if the beds don’t get made
and the dishes don’t get done and everything in the basement is
under three inches of water. I think I’11 pound a HOUSE FOR SALE
AS IS sign up on my front lawn. Of course then I‘’d have to find
another house to live in and move. Wouldn’t that be fun?

Thanks for the birthday cards and flowers and tapes and C.Ds,
and phone calls and notes. Barry was away at a conference in Las
Vegas and I was feeling quite neglected. My kids didn’t seem to
remember and I was just grumpy enough not to tell them. It was
cold and windy and miserable. But then, the doorbell rang and
there was a wonderful SPRING bouquet of flowers from Liz and my
whole day turned around. I made a cake to share with the kids and
Barry phoned and sang Happy Birthday to me and the afternoon mail
brought such nice notes from you all. My family really comes
through when I’‘m down in the dumps, and thank goodness for that.
We really should not be weary in well doing. It makes such a
difference in other people’s lives when you send them little notes
~and express appreciation for the things they do and the talents
they share. Thank you all.

January is really a long month. I’m glad February is short.
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