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Contention

From "In the Midst of Thee," Volume 1 - at www.historyofthesaints.org and at participating bookstores.


Not long ago it was one of those days around my house where everyone seemed to be grouchy and grumpy and oh, glass egos everywhere.  As snipping and snapping like a cage of sharks, we started our day.  And I have to admit, I was no better than the rest of them.


Two of my daughters even got into a heated argument over who got to read the new book.  The older one grabbed the book from the other, whereupon the younger one grabbed it back and kicked her in the shins – oh, boy!


They managed to work it out, but it troubled me – it really troubled me!  As I went to work that day I was thinking, “What is all this arguing and fighting going to do to my family?”  I decided I wanted to say something.  I wanted to teach them, but what could I say that wouldn’t sound like the drone of a parent’s lecture?


“You should do this; you should do that; yah, yah, yah …”


I already knew that that would be just about as effective as getting a kiss through a screen door.  So I sat, and I pondered, and then all of a sudden an idea came to me.


That night I gathered all my family around the kitchen table.  I opened up the scriptures and I read the words of the Savior:


“For verily, verily I say unto you, he that hath the spirit of contention is not of me, but is of the devil, who is the father of contention, and he stirreth up the hearts of men to contend with anger, one with another.”  (3 Nephi 11:29)


I read the verse, and just as I’d expected, they knew exactly what the verse meant.  They knew perfectly well that fighting and arguing were wrong.  I also knew that once I was done talking, if I left it right there, they would remember what I had said about like we remember every mile marker post along side the freeway – and that just wasn’t good enough.  Some how I had to find a way to turn this message into a colossal billboard.  Call it a feeling, but it was important to me.  This is what I did:


While they watched, I took a photograph of our family all smiling and happy, and I laid it on the kitchen table right in front of them.  Then I took an eyedropper with some bleach in it.


“Guys,” I said, not telling them what was in it.  “This,” I said, “is ‘contention,’ and this is what it does to our family.”


And with that, I placed a tiny drop on one of the daughters that had been fighting that morning.  Then I dropped another drop on another family member.  And then I said, “Let’s just see what fighting and arguing will do to our family.”  And with that I dropped drops here, there, everywhere until the whole family was covered.


All of us crowded around and looked down at the picture – just to see what would happen.  I didn’t even know; I’d never done this before.  All of a sudden right before our eyes, the image of my oldest daughter disappeared from the photograph – then another, and then another, until the entire family was gone.


At that point, I looked up at my children and I said, “Now, what did contention do to our family?”


I can still see in my mind’s eye the stunned awestruck look on my oldest daughter’s face as she looked up at me and she said, “It dissolved it!”


And so it does.  My dear friends, no matter what the circumstance, ‘contention’ is never worth it; it tears the family apart!  Our families are our joy, not only here, but hereafter.  As for me, God’s most heavenly heaven would still be hell if the dear ones of my heart were not there.  It may take many reminders, and it may take much self-discipline to conquer ‘contention,’ but I tell you it is worth it.  It is worth it if we can all grow into old age as families – as each other’s best friends.


God bless your family.

Glenn Rawson – July 2000
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