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Wally ’s 

Wally wanted to sit still in sacrament 
meeting. He did. Really. But it was hard.

He wiggled.

He squirmed.

He bounced.
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Mommy put her hand on Wally’s shoulder. 
“This is Heavenly Father’s house,” she whispered. 
“We need to be reverent.”
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Wally sat still. For a minute. 
Then he wiggled again. How 
could he beat the wiggles?

Wally looked at Robby.  
Robby was his little brother. 
Robby was two years old.

Robby had the wiggles too. 
When you are two, the wiggles 
are even worse.

Wally whispered, “Robby, let’s 
look at your book.” It was a picture 
book. It was about Jesus.

Wally opened the book. Robby 
saw a picture of Jesus. Robby 
smiled.

“Jesus,” Robby said.

Wally nodded. “Let’s think  
about Jesus,” he whispered.

Robby was quiet. And Wally’s  
wiggles went away. ●
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