
I’m a Child of God 
Skit 

Amy is upset because her parents aren’t paying her any attention. 

Amy:  

Cowboy Doll: Howdy Cowgirl! 

Amy: Hey… 

Cowboy Doll: Is everything okay?  

Amy: I suppose… I spilt a drink and made a mess all over the kitchen table. My parents yelled at 
me and sent me to my room.  

Cowboy Doll: I hate it when that happens.  

Amy: Sometimes I wish I was a grown up. Then maybe I’d stop messing up. 

Cowboy Doll: Oh, I don’t know, I think grown ups mess up plenty too! 

Amy: I wish I wasn’t a kid.  

Cowboy Doll: Don’t say that - you’re my kid! I belong to you! You’re my favourite deputy! If you 
weren’t a kid, I’d never get played with.  

Amy: That’s true. But sometimes being a kid is so hard.  

Cowboy Doll: But you’re not just your parents kid, right?! 

Amy: I’m not?! 

Cowboy Doll: Your God’s kid too, remember?! 

Amy: Oh, yeah, I’m a child of God! 

Cowboy Doll: And that means whenever you mess up, you’ve always got your Heavenly Father 
to run to. He always forgives you.  

Amy: Yeah, you’re right! I do! He does! 

Cowboy Doll: So… maybe you should just say sorry to your parents? I’m sure they will forgive 
you.  

Amy: You’re right, I’m gonna do that right now.  

Cowboy Doll: Yee-ha! Giddy up partner!  


