
so much easier to see what his new father was going
to be expecting of his newly adopted boys.  "He was 
kind enough to put all the effort into writing this for 
us"', he thought, "It's the least I can do, to try and 
follow all that he wrote in it.  I think its pretty rude 
to just think up excuses  for why we shouldn't do the
ones that aren't as much fun.  Well, maybe he will 
get away without doing all those things, but I don't 
think that's a very good way of showing your 
appreciation for having been saved from the doom of
that awful place either.  - I for one, want to please 
my new father."   And he smiled as he once more 
looked down at the list, only to then dissapointingly 
hear the other boy skipping down the road outside, 
singing out loudly about how great it was to be able 
to just kick back and show off all the new fun gifts 
that his new father gave him, to all his friends from 
his old neighborhood around the orphanage.

- and one of them lived
happily ever after.

If any of us should find that we're in the least bit 
uncomfortable with this little story, one might 
then ask himself, "Do I really love God (and 
therefore his wisdom and his loving instruction as
well)?" 

                            ...or do I just love the gifts?  
(forever.)
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