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“Then the righteous will shine like the sun in their
Father’s Kingdom.”
- Matthew 13:43
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PETEY, THE LONESOME PARROT
This is the story of Petey. Petey was a parrot,
and for the longest time he lived in a lonesome
cage in the far corner of a pet shop. Some say he
was the loneliest parrot that ever lived. But it
wasn’t always that way. There once was a time
when everything was going well for Petey.
When Petey was young, he was the most beautiful parrot in the entire pet shop. The owners paid
constant attention to him. They would always say,
“You sure are a beautiful parrot, Petey! As soon as
you learn how to talk, we’re going to make a fortune off of you!”
So they began trying to teach Petey to talk, but
every time Petey tried to repeat what they were
saying, all that would come out of his beak was a
muffled, “Gaahh.”
A year went by, and still Petey couldn’t talk. The
owners tried everything they could, using different
words and phrases like, “Pretty bird,” and “Polly
wants a cracker,” but nothing worked. All that
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would ever come out of Petey’s beak was a muffled,
“Gaahh.”
Finally, the owners gave up. It seemed as if
Petey was never going to learn how to talk.
All of the other animals in the pet shop would
laugh at Petey. “What kind of parrot can’t learn to
talk?” they’d snicker. And they made fun of him
every chance they’d get.
Finally, the owners decided to move Petey’s
cage. “He’s just taking up space,” they complained.
“Nobody’s going to buy a parrot that can’t talk.” So
they moved Petey to the far corner of the pet shop,
where there were no other animals and he was all
by himself.
So every day Petey sat in his lonesome corner,
ashamed because he couldn’t talk. Once in a while,
a customer would come in and notice him back in
the corner and say, “Wow, what a beautiful bird!”
But when they found out that he couldn’t talk,
they’d walk away and look at the rabbits, or dogs,
or fish.
Then one day a woman came in looking for a
birthday present to buy for her son. The owners
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led her around the entire pet shop, showing her all
the animals. They showed her the rabbits and the
fish. They showed her the dogs and the cats and
the mice. They even showed her the snakes and
the gerbils, but she still wasn’t sure what to get.
Then she noticed Petey sitting all alone in the
corner. “That sure is a beautiful bird!” she said to
the owners. “Why is he sitting all by himself?”
“He can’t talk,” the owners replied. “We tried
everything we could, but all that would ever come
out of his beak was a muffled, “Gaahh.”
Suddenly, the woman became excited and said,
“How much is he? I want to buy him!”
The owners were surprised. “Give us ten dollars
and he’s yours! We’ll even give you the cage!”
Immediately the woman agreed. Then she paid
them the ten dollars, put Petey in the car, and left
the store.
When the woman arrived home, she found her
son in the kitchen, pouring himself a glass of orange juice. The boy looked up and smiled at his
mother. She made a few gestures with her hands
and he followed her into the living room.

9

When they got there, the boy couldn’t believe
his eyes. Sitting there, by the window, was Petey.
The boy smiled and ran up to the cage. He stuck
his tiny fingers through the bars, and Petey leaned
closer so the boy could pet him. When he had finished, the boy turned to his mother and smiled. He
made a gesture which in sign language means,
“Thank you.”
His mother took him in her arms and hugged
him. Then, in sign language, she said, “Your welcome, son. Happy Birthday!”
You see, the little boy was deaf, which means
that he couldn’t hear anything. So it didn’t matter
to him if Petey could talk or not. He was just happy
to have a pet.
So from that day on, Petey grew closer and closer to the boy, and they became very happy together. The boy would take Petey out of his cage and
would walk around the house with Petey on his
shoulder, and Petey never tried to fly away.
After a while, Petey forgot all about his life at
the pet shop. But his former owners were right
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about one thing; Petey was worth a small fortune … it just couldn’t be measured in money.
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SNOWY AND THE DALMATIAN
There once was a kitten named Snowy. Snowy
was pure white with green eyes, and looked just
like a little snowball.
One day, Snowy was playing with her favorite
ball. She was batting it around with her paws and
having a really great time when, by accident, she
hit it under a fence.
At first Snowy didn’t know what to do. She
walked all around the fence, trying to see if there
was any way to get inside, but it was too high. So
she looked underneath to see where the ball was,
and when she found it, she reached under to try to
get it. But no matter how far she stretched, the
ball was always just out of reach.
At this point, Snowy became very upset. She
didn’t know how she was ever going to get her ball
back.
But as she looked again for a way to get inside
the fence, she noticed a squirrel coming down out
of a tree. “I know!” thought Snowy. “I’ll ask the
squirrel to help me get my ball back.”
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So she called out to him in a loud voice, “Excuse
me, Mr. Squirrel. I was wondering if you could help
me. I was playing with my ball and it rolled under a
fence. If you could please crawl under and push
my ball back to me, I’d really appreciate it.”
But the squirrel scowled at Snowy. “Why should
I help you?” he snarled. “All cats ever do is chase
squirrels! Now you want me to help you … after
the way we’ve been treated?” And the squirrel
stuck his nose in the air and walked away.
“Well, that was awfully rude,” thought Snowy.
“Maybe other cats have chased squirrels, but I
never have." And she sat back down in the grass
and wondered about her ball.
Just then, she noticed a cat coming towards her
down the sidewalk.
“A cat!” Snowy exclaimed. “Surely a cat will
help me get my ball back!”
So when the cat came closer, Snowy said to her,
“Excuse me, Miss. If it isn’t too much trouble,
could you please help me get my ball back? It’s
rolled under a fence, and you have a much longer
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reach than I do. If you could help me, I’d really appreciate it.”
But the cat pretended not to hear her. And she,
too, stuck her nose in the air and crossed over to
the other side of the street.
“I can’t believe it!” said Snowy in disgust. “Not
even a cat will help me! I’m never going to get my
ball back!”
But as she was saying this, she noticed something move out of the corner of her eye. When she
looked up, she saw a huge black and white Dalmatian coming right at her. “What do you want?”
Snowy hissed as she backed away.
“I noticed you were having a problem and I
wanted to help,” said the Dalmatian.
“Help?” repeated Snowy in disbelief. “I thought
dogs hated cats! Why would you want to help me?”
“We should always help those who are in need,”
said the Dalmatian. “And not all dogs hate cats. I
happen to like cats very much.”
So the Dalmatian reached his paw under the
fence and grabbed the ball. He gave it to Snowy,
and she purred with appreciation.
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“Thank you

very much! I never imagined a dog would be so
nice to a cat!”
“I’m just glad I could help,” said the Dalmatian.
From that day forward, Snowy and the Dalmatian were the best of friends, thanks to a ball that
rolled under a wooden fence.
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A DOG NAMED RALPHY
There once was a dog named Ralphy. Ralphy
was a golden retriever, and he lived in a doghouse
that had his name painted on it in big red letters—
RALPHY. His owners made him live in a doghouse
because whenever he was indoors, he would knock
over the garbage can or chew up the sofa. Sometimes, he would go into their son Patrick’s bedroom and eat all of his toys. Patrick’s parents were
very upset with Ralphy for doing all of these bad
things, so they made him live outside in a doghouse.
While he was outside one day, Ralphy looked
over to the neighbor’s yard and noticed Sheila, the
cocker spaniel, playing with her ball.

Ralphy

watched for a while and said to himself, “That
cocker spaniel over there, she’s not on a chain like
me. How come she gets to run around and play
with all the children, and I don’t? They throw her
the ball, and she brings it back. And they take her
for walks around the block. They even let her sleep
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inside the big house!” And Ralphy felt very dejected.
A while later the other neighbors had their dog
out. He was jumping happily all over his owner,
and when the mailman came, the mailman bent
down and patted the dog on the head. Ralphy was
very jealous, and to top it all off, that dog got to
sleep in the big house, too.
All of these things really bothered Ralphy, so
one day, after his owners had given him a bath, he
snuck out of the house and ran down the street to
talk with Charlie. Charlie was the oldest, wisest
dog on the entire block. When he saw Ralphy, he
growled, “What do you want?”
“Hey, don’t get mad, Charlie. I just wanted to
ask you some questions.”
“About what?” Charlie snarled.
“I want to know why none of the other dogs
want to play with me.”
“All right,” said Charlie.

“Do you remember

when you went over to Sheila, the cocker spaniel’s
house, and asked if you could play ball with her?”
“Yes, I remember that,” replied Ralphy.
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“Sheila told you she would be happy to play ball
with you. But when she wasn’t looking, you stole
her ball and ran home. Now, none of the other
dogs trust you.”
“But I didn’t have a ball, and she had two!”
Ralphy complained.
“That doesn’t mean you can take her ball without asking,” replied Charlie.
“Yeah, I guess you’re right. But why don’t any of
the children want to play with me?”
“Because they’re afraid of you,” said Charlie.
“They think you might eat their toys, or maybe
even bite them. Patrick told them how you ate all
of his toys, and how one time, you bit the mailman.”
“Oh, I see,” said Ralphy. “There’s just one more
thing I don’t understand. Why do I have to live in a
doghouse? Why can’t I live in the big house—like
all the other dogs?”
Charlie shook his head. “Can’t you see, Ralphy?
You chew up the furniture, you knock over the
trash cans, and you eat Patrick’s toys. You’re not
allowed in the big house because nobody trusts
you.”
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At that, Ralphy put his head down and walked
away. “Charlie’s right,” he said to himself. “I stole
Sheila’s ball, and I bit the mailman. And my owners
chain me up because they think that I’ll run away if
they let me loose. No wonder no one trusts me!”
So Ralphy walked around for two whole days,
thinking about everything Charlie had said. He was
afraid to go home because he knew Patrick and his
parents would be upset with him.
But that evening, as Ralphy was walking down
the road, he heard a car stop beside him, and he
saw Patrick get out.
“Ralphy, there you are!” cried Patrick, and he
went over and hugged Ralphy, squeezing and petting him as he spoke. “I’m so happy we found you!
I was worried we might never get you back!”
Ralphy was surprised. “Patrick really does love
me!” And he gave Patrick kisses and jumped all
over him to show how much he loved him.
When they got home, Patrick asked his parents
if Ralphy could spend the night in the house; he
wanted Ralphy to sleep in his room. His parents
were reluctant at first, but when they saw how
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much it meant to him, they gave in and said that he
could.
So Ralphy spent the night in Patrick’s room. He
slept on Patrick’s bed, and never ate one toy. And
even though he wondered what was inside of the
trash can, he didn’t once try to peek inside or
knock it over.
In the morning, Ralphy went downstairs and sat
right by Patrick’s feet. He didn’t beg for food or try
to steal any off of the table. When Patrick’s parents were ready to put him back outside, Patrick
said, “Hey Mom and Dad, do we have to put Ralphy
back outside? Look how good he’s been. He didn’t
chew up any toys or beg for any food. And he
didn’t even knock the trash can over in my bedroom. Let’s give him another chance—please!”
So Patrick’s parents agreed to give Ralphy another chance, and this time, he was perfect in every way. The children started to play with him, and
the other dogs shared their toys again. And every
day when the mailman came, he’d bend down and
pat Ralphy right on the head, just like he used to.
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It seemed everyone trusted Ralphy again, and
he lived happily ever after. From that day on, he
never had to spend another night in the doghouse.
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THE KITE AND THE STRING
There once was a kite who loved to fly. All day
long he would fly through the air, soaring higher
and higher until, eventually, he would run out of
string. When this happened, the kite would become very upset. “I’m tired of this string!” he
would say to himself. “It’s always holding me back!
Why, if it wasn’t for this string, I could fly as high as
I want! Nothing would be impossible!” And he
despised the string very much.
So one day his owner took him out to the field,
and when the wind kicked up just right, he ran and
threw the kite into the air. The kite soared through
the sky, climbing higher and higher until it was almost out of string. "Now’s my chance,” thought
the kite. And with that, he began to wiggle and tug
with all of his might, doing anything he could to
make the little boy lose his grip of the string. Finally, after an especially hard tug, the boy lost his grip
and the kite broke free.
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“This is great!” thought the kite after realizing
what had happened. “I’m free! I can fly as high as I
want to … even up to the clouds!”
So the kite flew higher and higher, and soon he
was almost to the clouds. When he looked down
to find out what the boy was doing, he could barely
see him. He was nothing but a tiny speck in the
field below. “I’ve never flown this high before!”
thought the kite as he looked around. “I’ll be to
the clouds in no time!”
But just then, the wind died down and the kite
began to lose his balance. He twisted through the
air, dropping to the earth at a fantastic speed.
“What am I going to do?” thought the kite as the
ground came closer and closer. “If I hit the ground
at this speed, I’ll surely break apart!”
The kite tried with all his might to regain control,
but there was nothing he could do. Finally, he gave
up hope and closed his eyes; he didn’t want to see
what was about to happen to him.
But just as he was going to hit the ground, the
kite felt a tug from behind him and he came to an
abrupt stop. When he opened his eyes to see what
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had happened, he couldn’t believe it. There he was,
hanging in mid-air, just inches from the ground.
When he looked above him to see what was
holding him up, he noticed his string, tangled in the
branches of a large oak tree.
The kite smiled and realized how foolish he had
been. “All this time I was mad at the string. Yet
here I am, hanging from a tree branch, saved only
by the string that holds me.” And he was very
thankful that the string had saved his life.
Just then the boy came running up to the tree
and shouted with joy at having found his kite undamaged. He untangled the kite and the string and
went back to the field to fly again. But the kite
never forgot that day when the string saved his life.
And no more did he long to fly to the clouds.
“It’s not the height of the flight that matters,”
the kite would sometimes say to himself, “but enjoying every moment in the sky that makes all the
difference.”
From that day forward, all was well with the boy
and his kite, and they grew happier and happier
with every flight.
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THE BEST CHRISTMAS EVER
The sun had just come up and was shining
through the window when little Johnny awoke. It
was Christmas morning and Johnny couldn’t wait to
see how many presents were beneath the Christmas tree.
In a single motion, Johnny threw off his covers
and slid out of bed, then he tip-toed down the
stairs to see the Christmas tree.
When he got there, he couldn’t believe his eyes;
he’d never seen so many presents before! He was
so excited that he ran upstairs and woke up his
parents, and soon they were ready to open up their
presents.
Johnny’s first present was a big red fire truck.
He laughed with glee and tore into his next present.
It was a giant robot, just like one he’d seen at the
toy store. Then he opened up a cowboy hat with a
sheriff’s badge, a couple of matchbox cars, and an
electronic racetrack.
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“Wow,” said Johnny. “This is the best Christmas
ever! I got everything I wanted! I can’t wait to play
with all of my new stuff!”
When they were finished opening their presents,
Johnny’s family went to church, and afterwards,
they gathered together with their relatives at
Johnny’s grandparent’s house to celebrate Christmas. All of Johnny’s cousins were there, and some
of them had brought along their new toys.
Johnny’s cousin Alex was playing with his Lego’s
and was building an airplane. Tyler had a football.
Keri was listening to a new CD player. Clint was
playing with a Spider-Man toy, and Stacy was admiring her snowboard.
Johnny looked at all of their new things and said
to his mother and father, “Why didn’t I get any
Lego’s? Why didn’t I get a football or a Spider-Man
toy? I want a snowboard, too!”
But his mother frowned at him.

“Johnny, you

got a fire truck, a sheriff’s badge, a robot, and a
racetrack.”
“I know, Mom, but I want what they have!”
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“Johnny,” his father said, reassuringly. “Look at
your little cousins playing with their toys and how
happy they are. They didn’t get a fire truck or a
robot. They didn’t get a sheriff’s badge or matchbox cars. They’re just happy with what they have.
Before you knew what your cousins got, you said
that this was the best Christmas ever, remember?”
Johnny’s eyebrows went up as he thought about
this. His dad was right. He did say that this was
the best Christmas ever.
“You see, Johnny,” said his mother, “You’re
lucky to have what you have, and your cousins are
lucky to have what they have. Everybody gets different gifts because everybody wants different
things. You said you got everything you wanted, so
let’s just thank God for that. Now why don’t you
go over and play with your cousins. I’m sure they’ll
be glad to share their gifts with you.”
Johnny smiled. He could see that his parents
were right. This really was the best Christmas ever.
So you see, there’s always going to be things
that other people have that you don’t have. And
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sometimes you’re going to have things that they
don’t have. It’s when we share these things that
everyone experiences the most joy.
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THE FOX AND THE OWL
Long ago in the forest there lived a fox named
Frankie. He was the most beautiful fox the forest
had ever seen. Yet, for a time, Frankie was unaware of his beauty, and he lived his life like all the
others, hunting and playing games in the woods.
One day, while he was playing a game of hideand-seek with his friends, Frankie passed under the
tree branch of an old black crow. When the crow
saw Frankie, he was immediately impressed by his
beauty, and flew over to where Frankie was hiding.
“Excuse me,” said the crow. “What exactly are
you doing?”
“I’m playing hide-and-seek with my friends,” replied Frankie.
“Well, with a coat of fur as beautiful and red as
yours, I can’t see any reason to hide it behind a
tree!”
“Gee, thanks!” said Frankie, surprised at what
the crow had said. “But am I really that beautiful?”
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“Oh my, yes!” replied the crow. “I’ve lived in
this forest a long time, and I’ve never seen a fox as
beautiful as you!”
“Wow!” thought Frankie. “I never knew I was so
beautiful!” And he said goodbye to the crow and
his friends, and ran home.
When Frankie arrived at his family’s den, he
found his mother there, resting peacefully. Frankie
laid down beside her and asked, “Mom, am I beautiful?”
“Of course you are, dear. You’re the most beautiful fox that’s ever lived!”
Frankie was amazed. “The crow was right … I
really am beautiful!” And he thought long and
hard about what the crow and his mother had said.
The next morning, Frankie’s friends came by to
see if he wanted to play a game in the woods, but
Frankie didn’t want to.
“I don’t feel like playing right now,” he said. “I
think I’m going to clean my fur.”
So his friends left and came back later in the day,
but Frankie still wasn’t ready to play.
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“Maybe tomorrow,” he said, and he went to the
lake to look at his reflection in the water.
The following morning, Frankie’s friend Joey
came by to see if he wanted to play a game of hideand-seek in the woods, but Frankie wasn’t interested.
“I’m tired of playing hide-and-seek,” he complained. “Let’s do something else.”
So Joey suggested going hunting for a new secret hideout, but Frankie didn’t like that idea either.
“Nah. I’ll end up getting sticks and leaves caught
in my fur.”
So Joey tried one last idea. “We could go running through mud puddles,” he said. “You always
want to do that.”
“I would,” replied Frankie, “but water makes my
hair curl.”
So Joey left, and all that day Frankie did nothing
but admire his shiny red coat.
The next morning, when his friends came by to
see if he wanted to go hunting, Frankie wasn’t interested.
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“I’m sun bathing today,” he said. “It makes my
coat shinier.” And his friends were very confused.
“This isn’t like you,” said one of his friends. “It
seems like the only thing that matters to you anymore is your shiny red coat. Why don’t you ever
want to play any games?”
“I just don’t want to do anything to ruin the
beauty of my fur coat,” replied Frankie.
His friends laughed. “What makes you think
you’re any more beautiful than the rest of us?” one
of them asked.
“My mom told me. She said I’m the most beautiful fox that ever lived!”
Joey smiled.

“Everybody’s Mom says that,

Frankie. Why, my mom told me the same thing
just the other day.”
“Oh yeah!” cried Frankie. “The old crow I talked
to in the woods said I’m the most beautiful fox he’s
ever seen!” And Frankie ran into the forest, away
from his friends.
The next day, none of Frankie’s friends came by
to see him. It was the same the following day, and
again the day after that.
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At last, Frankie got tired of looking at his reflection in the water and cleaning his fur, so he set out
to find his friends. But when he found them, none
of them wanted to play with him.
“They act like they’re mad at me” Frankie said to
himself. “It’s not my fault I was born this beautiful.”
And he sat down by a tree, sad because he had no
one to play with.
All of a sudden, Frankie heard a voice from
above him in the tree.
“Whooo’s there?” asked the voice, in a deep
drawn-out tone.
“My name’s Frankie,” he replied, timidly.
“Hello Frankie. My name’s Oscar the owl. Why
do you look so sad?”
“Because all of my friends are mad at me,” he
replied.
“Why?” asked the owl. “What have you done?”
“Nothing, really. I think they’re jealous of my
beauty.”
“Who said you’re beautiful?” asked the owl,
playfully.
“My mom … and an old black crow.”
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“I see. And I suppose you told your friends that?”
“Yeah, I did,” said Frankie. “Then they got mad
at me.”
“I think I know what the problem is,” remarked
the owl.
“You do?”
“Yes. You see Frankie, when you have a gift
such as you have, you shouldn’t gloat about it to
your friends because that makes them feel bad.
We all have gifts. One of your friends might be a
really good hunter or a great swimmer. Perhaps
another is able to jump really high or run really fast.
Our gifts should bring joy to ourselves and those
around us. And they should never get in the way of
our relationships.
“It’s our relationships that are most important in
life,” continued the owl. “Having a shiny red coat
doesn’t make you better than anybody else.”
Frankie smiled.

“You’re right, Oscar! That is

what’s most important!

I have to go find my

friends and apologize for the way I’ve been acting.
Thank you so much for your help!”
“You’re welcome, Frankie.”
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And so Frankie found his friends and told them
about the owl and the old black crow, and he
shared with them the lessons he had learned.
Soon his life was back to normal, and he no longer
spent his days admiring his shiny red coat.
“We all have gifts,” he would sometimes say to
his friends. “But the greatest gift of all is each other.”

35

