Next Stop—Unknown by David Roby

A father sat at the station with his five year old son. Strangers passed by them, as the two stared in each others’ eyes mercilessly. The looks of the strangers can only describe the curiosity and bewilderment of a grown man and a small child simply staring at each other. “Hah! You blinked! I saw it!” screamed the son with his finger in the dad’s face.


“Ah man. You got me. How do you always win these things?” the father said with a playful jest.


“Because you always blink before me dad,” said the child innocently.


“Ha ha. Yes, you’re right. You’re right about that. I love you, squirt,” he says as he gives his son a noogie. “I’ll thumb-wrestle ya.” The two proceed in a fierce battle of the digits, earning them even more charming looks from the nearby spectators. Of course, the son ends up winning. “Man. I’m gonna have to practice if I ever want to be as good as you,” says the father.

“Maybe mom will help you practice. She’s got strong hands. I know; I get her spankings.”


“Ha ha. Yeah, maybe mom can help.” There is a slight pause.


“Dad?” The child gets in one of his theological moods (as much as a five year-old can).


“Yes, son?”


“Why do people have bottoms?”


“Ha ha ha ha! So that they can sit down, silly. If we didn’t have bottoms we would just slip off of our chairs and fall around all the time. That wouldn’t be fun.”


“No, I guess not.” The child becomes silent again. “Does God have a bottom?”


“Well, I don’t know, son. I don’t think God ever has to sit down.”

“But doesn’t the Bible say that God rested?”


“Why, yes…yes it does.”


“If I created the whole world, I would probably need a whole couch to sit on after. And some potato chips. Did God make potato chips, daddy?”


“Yes He did, son. God created everything, even you and me and mommy.”


“I wish God didn’t make me.”


“Why, son?”


“I don’t want to be me. I want to be you, daddy.”


“Son, you don’t want to be me.”


“Why not?”


“Because God is going to use you to do something special when you grow up. That’s why God created me. God is going to use me to do something special, that no one else can do. You can’t be me, because then who would do you’re special thing?”


“Yeah, I guess you’re right. I love you, dad.”


“I love you too, son.”


“Dad?”


“Yes?”


“Is Jesus really God’s son?”

“Yes he is.”


“Just like I’m your son?”


“Yes. Like you and me. You know, we are God’s children, too.”


“Really?”


“Yup. God adopted us when we asked Jesus into our heart, and when we thanked Jesus for dieing for us. And, believe it or not, God loves us more than I love you.”


“Nuh-uh.”


“Yup. It’s true.”


“No. Not my dad.”


“I’m not lying. It’s for reals.”


“Okay. Do you mean Jesus died for me?”

“Yes, because He loves you so much.”


“Would you die for me, daddy?”


“Yes I would, son, because I love you that much.”


“See. I told you so. You would both die for me. That means you both love me the same.”


“Yes, but Jesus died for me, too. And for the rest of the world ever.”


“Ever?”


“Yup. He loved us all that much. Would you die for the whole world ever?”

“No, I don’t think so.”


“See. I told you so. Jesus loves us more than I love you.”


“That’s amazing.”


“Sure is. He loves us that much.”


“Dad?”


“Yes, son.”


“I changed my mind. I don’t want to be you any more. I want to be Jesus.”


“Ha ha. That’s good, son. You can never be Jesus, but you can be like Jesus. All you have to do is ask Him, and read the Bible to find out more about what Jesus is like.”


“That’s all?”


“Sure is.”


“That’s even easier than trying to be like you, dad.”


“Ha ha. Thank you, son.”


“I don’t have to die to be like Jesus, do I?”


“No, son. All you have to do is live, and remember that He died.”


“Wow. He sounds nice. I wanna meet Him.”


“We will, some day in heaven.”


“Dad? Will they have potato chips in heaven?”


“Ha ha. I hope so.”


“Me, too. I love potato chips….Dad?”


“Yes, son.”


“Do God and Jesus play thumb-wrestling like we do?”


“Ha ha ha. I don’t know, son.”


“I hope so, ‘cause then Jesus would win ‘cause He’s the son just like I am and I always win. And ‘cause He’s a nice guy. Jesus died for me, so I could have thumb-wrestling and potato chips.”

“That’s right.”


“And He died so that I could be me.”


“That’s right.”


“What special thing am I gonna do, dad?”


“Son, you already are doing something special. You’re my son, and I love you.”


“I love you too, dad….Let’s go practice with mom.”


“Okay, son. I’ll race ya. I’m gonna win this time.” They run off in blissful triumph. Both have learned something new—Jesus died for everyone all at once, because of His great love, so that we could do something special for Him with our lives. He loves us that much. The Father gave up His Son willingly, to be beaten and mutilated beyond recognition, because He loves us. And, of course, the Son won.
