Nursery Skit
Molly: Boy, am I glad to see you today. I have to warn you about something before it’s too late.

Sally: Too late for what?

Molly: You’re having one of those birthday things soon, aren’t you?

Sally: Yeah! In a few weeks, I’ll be one year old! Why?

Molly: Don’t do it, Sally! It’s all a big scam. It’s terrible and horrible, and you’ll regret it for the rest of your life.

Sally: What are you talking about, Molly? I was at your birthday party and it was fun! You had cake all over your face and in your hair. I laughed all week about that!

Molly: No! You don’t understand. That birthday was the worst thing that ever happened to me.

Sally: Yeah, you had it really rough—all those pretty decorations, the ice cream, the new toys, the constant attention. I hope I have it as bad on my birthday!

Molly: Listen to me! Listen very carefully! What I’m about to tell you will change your life forever. This is exactly the kind of thing I’m talking about. Ever since my birthday, my parents have treated me differently.

Sally: What do you mean “differently”?

Molly: They expect things from me. They want me to do things.
Sally: Like what?

Molly: Like the other day, I was sitting on the floor playing with my Tickle-Me Elmo, when my mom comes over, sits down next to me, and gets right up in my face and says, “Can you say Momma?” I just looked at her like, “Are you talking to me?”

Sally: Oh, Molly! That’s awful! She actually expected you to talk?

Molly: It’s not just my mom either! That night, my dad was begging me to say Dada! I was so upset. Now that I’m one, they expect me to try to speak their language. I just can’t take that kind of pressure!

Sally: I’m so sorry, Molly.

Molly: There’s more… They want me to learn how to walk! Dad’s been helping me. I hold on to his fingers and walk around the house. I don’t want to learn to walk, Sally! Once I saw one boy let go of his dad’s hands and he fell right onto the coffee table. His face looked worse than Freddy Kruger.

Sally: (gasp) Oh! That’s terrible!

Molly: No, sir. I’ll stick to crawling around or being carried. It’s the safest way to travel. Them stroller thingys aren’t too bad neither.

Sally: I agree!

Molly: You know what else, Sally? Mom says that soon I will have to sleep in a big girl bed.

Sally: No more crib?!

Molly: Nope! What if I fall out? What if a monster comes and lives under there? I’ve heard of that happening, you know? I hate being one. It’s ruining my life.

Sally: How awful for you, Molly. I hope my parents don’t make me do all those things.

Molly: It just gets worse, Sally. Pretty soon, I bet your parents will take away your diapers!

Sally: What? No…more…diapers!

Molly: No diapers.

Sally: You’ll get a new thingy called a potty and you’ll have to use that instead.

Molly: You’re kidding!

Sally: No, I’m telling you before that 1st birthday all you have to do is laugh and be cute—no one expects anything from you. But now, everything is different. My parents call it growing. I don’t want to grow up, Sally!

Molly: Maybe not all parents are like yours, Molly. You just got stuck with some mean ones! I haven’t heard my mom and dad talk about anything like that!

Sally: Well, my folks didn’t talk about that until after my 1st birthday. That’s why I wanted to warn you! Cancel the birthday now before it’s too late!!

Molly: I don’t know if I can, Molly! I don’t think it will be that bad anyway. I can’t believe my parents would ever make me do some of the things you were talking about.

Sally: You better take my advice now. Uh oh, the nursery worker is coming.

Nursery Worker1: It’s amazing how fast babies grow up!

Nursery Worker 2: I know! Pretty soon all of these babies will be potty-trained! (laughs)

Molly: Potty?! No!!! (both babies cry)
