I really wanted
the doll, but
what would it
take to earn it?
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By Jessica Larsen
(Based on a true story)



Your work shall be rewarded
(2 Chronicles 15:7).
ow was the party?” Mom asked as I ran
into the kitchen.
“Amazing! We made sparkly headbands.”
I pirouetted so Mom could admire my
work. “And Arianna got the best gift ever!
A doll”

“Didn’t you say you were too old for
baby dolls?” Mom asked as she mea-
sured flour for brownies.

“Not a baby doll, Mom. This doll has
long braids, and she wears Scandinavian
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clothes. Mom . . . ?
“Yes, Maddie?”
“Can I have a doll like that?”

Mom mixed in the oil. “Christmas isn’t
for a while, honey, but you can put it on
your list.”

Put it on my list? But Christmas was
months away! “Can I just have it now? I've
been extra nice to Elise lately, and I clean the
bathroom sometimes.”
Mom smiled as she stirred the batter. “Being
nice to your sister and cleaning the bathroom are
part of being in our family, Maddie. But you could
always work and earn money.” The phone rang. “I need
to answer this, but we can discuss it more at dinner.”

I stomped off to my room. Work for it? That wasn’t
fair. None of my friends had to work for anything! How
much did the doll cost anyway?

I found the doll in a catalog, and I blinked at the
price. She was pretty expensive. I could never earn
enough to buy her. Maybe I could ask Dad for her, or
Grandma Ruth.

“But how would they pay for it?” a small voice asked
in my head. “They’d have to work.”

I thought of my family—Dad doing paperwork, Mom
cleaning the attic, and Grandma weeding the garden. All
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of them worked really hard. Maybe it was my turn. Still,
I'd never saved that much before.

Inspiration struck. I glued a picture of the doll onto
some heavy paper then carefully cut it into puzzle
pieces. The doll looked silly with her eyes, nose, and
mouth spread all over the carpet, but I just grinned. As I
earned money for the doll, I could put the puzzle to-
gether and keep track of how much more I needed!

When Mom came to get me for dinner, she was im-
pressed. “Great idea, Maddie! Now it’s time to put you to
work!”

I had leftover money from my birthday, so I put that
in a special jar for my doll money. That was a few pieces
of my puzzle. The rest of the pieces came together more
slowly. I did extra jobs for Mom—sorting books, sweep-
ing the garage, and organizing her junk drawer. One
weekend, I went to my grandma’s and planted flowers
till my shoulders ached. I even watched my neighbors’
dog while they were on vacation. Each time I earned
money, I put ten percent in my tithing jar and the rest in
my doll jar.

It wasn’t easy to save. Sometimes I wanted to spend
my money on candy or games. But I always thought of
my goal, looked at my puzzle, and kept working.

Finally I put the last dollar into my jar and the last
piece in my puzzle. I couldn’t believe I had done it! I just
stared at the completed picture and let satisfaction wash
over me.

“How do you feel, my working girl?” Mom asked from
the doorway.

“Great!” I said with a smile. I was excited to get my
doll, but the knowledge that I worked hard to earn her
was the best feeling of all. ¢

“Those who are unafraid to roll up their sleeves and
lose themselves in the pursuit of worthwhile goals
are a blessing to their families, communities, nations,
and to the Church.”"

President Dieter F. Uchtdorf, Second Counselor in the
First Presidency
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