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"Is n t th a t Stevie ou t th ere?" Mrs . Ra in s s a id look in g ou t th e fron t 
window of their house. Suddenly the whole family ran to the front of the 
house to stare out the different windows that look out on the street.  

"It s ra in in g s o h a rd . I ca n h a rd ly s ee wh o it is ." J oey s a id with pa n ic in 
h is voice. Stevie wa s J oey s bes t fr ien d a t s ch ool. J oey kn ew h e wa s 
h a vin g s om e t rou b le a t h om e bu t h e d idn t kn ow if it wa s s er iou s . 

 

"It IS Stevie! Mr. Ra in s , J oey s da d s u dden ly ga s ped . "Bu t h e lives m iles 
from here. What is he doing wandering around on our street in the 
pouring rain?"  

"Can I go get him dad?" Joey asked with emotion in his voice.  

"Of course," his mom interrupted. "Go quickly, son." Joey dashed to the 
hall closet and pulled on his raincoat. "Here take another one for Stevie," 
his mom insisted. Joey shot out the front door and across the lawn to the 
street. The family watched nervously as little Joey ran to his friend to 
help him. They hugged and it was clear that Stevie was crying.  

"Wh a t s wron g Stevie? Wh y a ren t you h om e?" J oey a s ked h is fr ien d a s 
they walked toward their porch to get him out of the rain.  

"I ra n a wa y." Stevie cr ied . "I b roke m y m oth er s fa vor ite a n t iqu e gla s s 
angel. I was so afraid, I just ran away."  

"Joey? Stevie?" they both heard the voices of Joey's parents calling to 
them. "Come in the house boys. We need to get you dried off."  

Stevie was a little afraid to go in because he felt so guilty that he thought 
nobody could possibly forgive and love him. He felt such gratitude when 
Mrs . Ra in s d r ied h is h a ir a n d Mr. Ra in s got s om e of J oey s cloth es for 
him to get into while they got his clothes into the washer/dryer.  

"Would you like some warm spaghetti, sweetie?" Mrs. Rains said so 
lovingly that Stevie accepted the offer gobbling down two servings. "You 
must have walked five miles in the rain," she observed, "No wonder you 
a re s o h u n gry. After h e a te, th e boys wen t to J oey s room to p la y video 
games while his clothes finished getting cleaned up.  



 
"How come your parents are so nice?" Stevie asked his friend. "I bet they 
never hate you when you do bad things."  

"Oh sure, I make lots of mistakes," Joey confessed. "But parents don't 
hate their children? Oh sure, they have to correct you and teach you and 
you have to make things right when you do bad, but parents always love 
you, no matter what. It's how they are made."  

"I don t u n ders ta n d th a t . Ca n 't you los e th eir love if you m es s u p?" Stevie 
asked, confused.  

"I know. It's hard to understand," Joey agreed. "Oh, you know what? I 
just remembered that Pastor Ashcroft explained it in Sunday School a 
few weeks ago. He explained how God made parents to act like He did."  

"Joey, I am really getting confused. How can parents act like God does? 
They are just people too." Stevie complained.  

"Beca u s e pa ren ts love you even if you a re ba d . You don t h a ve to do 
anything or please them or be any certain thing because parents just 
love you no matter what. There was a big word for it. Let me see. What 
wa s it? Oh yea h , u n con d it ion a l love. Th a t s wh a t pa ren ts h a ve. Th a t 
means they love you just because you are theirs."  

"Is that how God is then?"  

"Th a t s wh a t Pa s tor As h croft s a id . He s a id God is Love a n d He loves u s 
no matter what. Even when we do bad and like sin, you know? God just 
wants us to stop sinning so we will be happy."  

"I would feel a lot happier if I hadn't broke my mom's angel and run 
away. I feel like I'm doomed now."  

"Stevie?" they both heard Joey's mom calling. "Honey your mom is on the 
phone. She is so relieved you are ok."  

"I ca n t ta lk to h er ." Stevie s ta r ted to cry a ga in . "I kn ow s h e m u s t h a te m e 
for breaking her angel and running away."  

"J u s t t ry to ta lk to h er , Stevie," J oey en cou ra ged h im . Rem em ber , s h e 
loves you like God does. But to get her love and forgiveness, you have to 
be willing to talk to her and let her love you."  



 
Joey and his mom stepped out of the room while Stevie talked to his 
mom. But when he came out, he looked like a completely different boy.  

"I m going home now." He said with a happy melody in his voice.  

"But what about the angel?" Joey asked.  

"She said something that totally surprised me, Joey," Stevie said as 
though he was still in shock. "She said she loved me more than a 
thousand glass angels and would give them all away rather than lose me 
or my sister." Mrs. Rains got Stevie his clean dry clothes and he changed 
and sat on the porch bench with Joey waiting for his mom to come for 
him. The rain had cleared up and it looked like a bright happy sunshine 
was coming out. "You know what, Joey?" he said to his best friend. "I 
learned something today that was better than a million Sunday school 
lessons."  

"What was that?" his pal asked.  

"I learned how that kind of love works, that kind with the big word you 
s a id before ." 

 

"Unconditional love?"  

"Yea h , th a t k in d . I n ever kn ew pa ren ts were like th a t a n d I s u re d idn t 
know God was like that. I thought He was all mad about our sins all the 
time."  

"I don t th in k He is m a d ," J oey th ou gh t ou t lou d with Stevie. "I just think 
he is sad when we sin because it hurts us but he loves us so much he let 
Jesus die for us so the sin would stop hurting us. And best of all, we get 
to go to heaven because of it because that is where God is and we get to 
be with him. It's like heaven is our home that we haven't even seen yet." 
They both saw Stevie's parent's car coming down the street. Stevie stood 
up to say good-bye to his friend.  

"I like that last word you said the best," he confessed.  

"Which one?"  

"Home. That's where I'm going. I'm going home now, Joey. Thank you for 
tea ch in g m e a bou t h ow pa ren ts a n d God loves m e. I ll s ee you a t s ch ool 
tomorrow.  



 
"Ok Stevie. Bye, bye."  

And Stevie ran to the car and his mommy jumped out and hugged him 
and kissed him what must have been a hundred times. Joey watched 
and thought. "Wow, one thing you can say about that unconditional love 
stuff. It sure involves a lot of kissing."  

Then Joey went inside to have a second helping of spaghetti.   


