
Tony’s Habit 

 “Tony,” called a voice from upstairs. 

 Tony, eight years old, came running. His mother was calling him again. 

 “Did you leave this mess of paper all over the floor?” Mom pointed at the 
scraps of paper, pair of scissors, and glue stick scattered on the floor of Tony’s 
bedroom. 
  
 “I guess I did,” Tony admitted. 

 Mom sighed. “I just finished calling you to pick up your hat which you left 
out. Yesterday it was your shoes under the table. When will you learn to put your 
things away, son?” 
  
 “Now,” Tony insisted. “I’ll do better.”  

 “I hope so. I’m too busy caring for your newborn sister to pick up after an 
eight-year-old all the time,” Mom said quietly. Just then, baby Janet let out a cry, 
and Mom hurried down the stairs to feed her. 
  
 Tony picked up the scissors and glue. He threw away the paper scraps. Then 
he shut off the light and skipped back downstairs. He sat down on the couch next 
to Mom, who was nursing Janet. 
  
 “Mom, may I please wake up Robert now?” he asked. 
  
 Mom glanced at the clock. “Yes, I suppose you may.” 

 Tony always liked when two-year-old Robert’s nap was over. There were no 
children between Tony and Robert, and so the two of them were best friends. 
“Robert!” shouted Tony, storming into the little boy’s bedroom. “You can wake up 
now! Let’s ask Mom if we may play outside!” 

 The bright-eyed, chubby toddler was awake and out of bed in a wink. He 
and Tony zipped up their sweaters and hurried down the stairs together. 

 “Mommy, out? Out?” begged Tony, pointing toward the door. 



  
 Mom laughed. “You want to go outside, don’t you, Robert?” 
  
 The toddler nodded. 

 “That’s fine. Tony, please watch him carefully. And come inside in time to 
help me get dinner ready,” Mom instructed as she wiped a dribble of milk from 
Janet’s chin. 
  
 “Yes, ma’am.” Tony dashed out the door. 
  
 Robert grabbed his little tricycle, and Tony hopped on his bike. “Wheee! 
Wheee!” Robert laughed and squealed as he pedaled up and down the driveway. 
Tony laughed, too, as he whizzed past him. “Wheeeeeeeeee!” 
  
 A car pulled to a slow stop in front of the house. 

 “Daddy’s home!” Tony shouted. 

 “Daddy! Daddy!” Robert echoed, waving his arms joyfully. The two boys 
dropped their bikes and ran to greet their father. 
  
 Daddy had a white box in his hands. Tony jumped up and down. His eyes 
sparkled. “What’s in the box, Daddy?” 
  
 “Doughnuts!” Daddy opened the box and showed the boys twelve fat, 
chocolate-frosted doughnuts. Tony’s eyes grew nearly as wide as the doughnuts. 
“Yum!” he declared enthusiastically. “Look at that, Robert. You like doughnuts, 
don’t you?” 

 Robert was already dancing around happily and shouting, “Yum, yum, 
yum!” 

 Tony giggled. Robert was so funny. He followed Daddy up the sidewalk into 
the house, chattering excitedly. “Daddy, are you going to show Mommy? I’m glad 
you brought home doughnuts. They are my favorite treat for breakfast!” 
  
 “Yes, I’ll show her.” Daddy stopped on the porch to open the door. Turning 
back, he cautioned, “You boys had better clean up your bikes before you come 
inside.” 



 Oh, that’s right. My bike! Tony was glad Daddy had helped him remember. It 
was so easy to forget to put his things away! He and Robert hurried to put their 
bicycles in the shed. Then they skipped back to the house. 
  
 “You’re doing much better at putting your things away,” Mom told Tony 
three days later. 
  
 “Thank you, Mom.” Tony beamed. “I’ve been trying hard. Sometimes I do 
forget, though.” 

 “If you ask God to help you, it will be easier,” Mom encouraged. “He wants 
to help us be happy and obedient people. I’m glad you’re working on establishing 
good habits, Tony. I love you!”


