
Saturday started just like any other day. The sun
rose over the mountains next to Kolin’s home,
and the light trickled in through his bedroom 

window. On another day he might have tried to hide
under his covers and stay in bed. But Kolin yawned and
stretched and crawled out of bed because something 
special was going to happen, and he needed to get ready.

Usually Saturday was a day to play with friends or help
in the yard or stop in to visit Grandma and Grandpa after
errands. He often wore comfortable clothes that were
good for getting dirty. Instead, he dressed in his Sunday
best that Mom had cleaned and pressed for him. He
buttoned his white shirt and carefully tucked it in. He
put on his socks and shoes and slipped his tie around
his neck—Dad would help him tie it. When Mom called,
“It’s time to go,” he was ready.

With everyone buckled safely in the van, Dad drove
down the street and around the curve in the road. Kolin
smiled when they got to the temple. He saw its smooth
surface glistening in the sunlight and the colorful
stained-glass windows that stretched toward the spire
and the angel Moroni. 

Kolin had seen the temple many times. He had been
inside a temple before too: once when he was sealed to
his parents when he was six months old and again after
his parents adopted his younger brother, Kaden. Kolin
was too young to remember either of those times, but as
he grew he learned that what had happened there was

important. And Kolin understood that after this special
Saturday visit, his adopted baby sister, Shayla, would be
part of the family forever, just like her big brothers. 

On any other day Kolin liked laughing and talking.
But when he entered the big temple doors with his
family, he tried to leave all his wiggles and giggles 
outside. He knew it was a sacred place.

Friendly temple workers took Kolin, Kaden, and
Shayla to a room especially for children, where they
dressed in white and stayed until it was time to go to
the sealing room where Mom and Dad were waiting. In
the sealing room, Kolin saw his grandpa and grandma,
aunts and uncles, family friends, and some members of
his ward. It was a happy day, even though some people
wiped away tears. 

The temple sealer greeted the boys with a firm hand-
shake and a smile. He said they looked nice in their
white clothing. He encouraged them to always make
good choices so they could prepare for missions and
come back to the temple. And then he reminded them
of the importance of what was about to happen. After
that he began the sealing ordinance.

When the sealing was over, Kolin and his family stood
and looked into the mirrors across the room. He saw
himself with his dad, mom, brother, and baby sister. The
reflection didn’t end, just like his eternal family. Kolin
knew that because of the temple, his family could be
together not just for that day, but forever. ●
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“That thereby they might gather themselves together, to go up to the temple” (Mosiah 1:18).
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Not Just for a



Day

“We are to form families and

be sealed in holy temples,

with joy and loving relation-

ships that endure eternally.”

Elder Russell M. Nelson of the

Quorum of the Twelve Apostles,

“Roots and Branches,” Liahona

and Ensign, May 2004, 29.


