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 My name is Marcy, and tomorrow I am going to be six years old I asked my Daddy if I had to 

go to school, even on my birthday. You probably know what he said – “You can’t ever skip school, 

Marcy, unless you are sick.” 

 Oh, well, I guess it doesn’t matter anyway, because there won’t be anyone home. Daddy and 

Mommy have to go to work, and my little brother Timmy stays at Mrs. Green’s house. It’s no fun to 

stay home by yourself. 

 I wish I could have a birthday party like Betsy, my friend, had last year. But Mommy says she 

is just too busy for that kind of thing, because she works every day. Daddy and Mommy said that we 

are going to get a new boat and camper and take a long trip next summer, and that will be a lot more 

fun than just an old birthday party.  

 Yesterday Betsy told me I could come overnight to her house, and her mom would bake me a 

birthday treat. I can hardly wait to go, because I love to go to Betsy’s house. 

 When Betsy and I come home from school, her mommy is always home. She gives us a big hug 

and makes us hot chocolate and cookies. Then we play with Betsy’s twin sisters until suppertime. I 

wonder why suppertime always comes so fast at Betsy’s house. 

 When I come home from school. I have to get Timmy from Mrs. Green, our neighbor, and Mrs. 

Green’s daughter Lucy comes to stay with us until Mommy comes home from work. I don’t like Lucy, 

because she watches T.V. all the time and tells us to be quiet when we ask her to play with us. She says 

daddies and mommies are supposed to play with children – not babysitters. 

 At Betsy’s house, there’s always someone to play with us. Betsy’s daddy even lets us all sit on 

his lap at the same time – Betsy and me and the twins – and then he tells us stories about when he was 

a little boy. When he’s all done with his stories, we get to pick our favorite Bible story out, and he tells 

them without even looking in a Bible Story book! 

 Sometimes I wish Mommy and Daddy were like Betsy’s. I love them, but I never get to sit on 

Daddy’s lap because he’s so tired, and Mommy has so many things to do at night, she doesn’t have 

time for Timmy and me. 

 One time I asked Daddy how come some mommies worked and some mommies stayed home 

all day. Daddy said our mommy works so that we can have special things like a boat and a camper and 

a long trip every summer. He said we wouldn’t be happy if we never had special things to do and had 

to stay home all the time. I told Daddy I think I would rather have a stay-home mommy like Betsy’s. 

Anyway, Betsy is happy and she never went on a trip, or had a boat or a camper or special things. 

 Last time I stayed at Betsy’s house, her daddy told us about a man named Job. He said that God 

took everything away from Job, but Job still had God and still loved Him. Sometimes God makes His 

Children very poor, but He still gives them special blessings that we can’t buy with money. 

 And the, Betsy’s daddy told us that he was rich. I asked him if he made a lot of money where 

he worked, but he said no, just enough to take care of his family. Then I said, “Then why did you say 

you are rich?” He told us he was rich because he had two little girls on his lap who loved God and 

stories about Him. And Betsy’s mommy got tears in her eyes and smiled at us. 
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