
On Monday, Johnny had a birthday. He was now a big boy, 
four years old. His mother made a pretty cake swirled with lots 
of fluffy white frosting that looked like snow and smelled like 
vanilla. Four big candles stood in the middle of the cake.



When Johnny opened 
his birthday gift, he 
found a shiny new 
coloring book and 
a colorful box of 
sixteen crayons 
that had smooth, 
round tips.



You are growing up, 
Johnny,” his mother 

said, “and learning 
how to be just like 

your daddy.”

“

Johnny loved his daddy.



His daddy was tall and strong.



His daddy was kind and gentle.


