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The Water

It was the hot, dry season.With no
rain in almost a month, crops were
dying, cows had stopped giving milk,
streams had long dried up, and we,
like other farmers in the area, faced
bankruptcy if we didn’t see some
rain soon.

| was in the kitchen making lunch
when | saw my six-year-old son, Billy,
walking purposefully and carefully
toward the woods. | could only see
his back. Minutes after he
disappeared, he came running back.

| continued making sandwiches, but
noticed later that he was once again
walking toward the woods with that
slow purposeful stride.This
activity—walk carefully to the
woods, run back to the house—was
repeated a few more times.

Finally | couldn’t take it any longer,
so | crept out of the house and
followed him on his journey, being
car'gful to remain out of Sight.
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| sneaked along as he went into
the woods. Branches and thorns
slapped his face, but he didn’t try
to avoid them.Then | saw the
most amazing sight.  Several
large deer loomed in front of him,
but Billy walked right up to them. |
almost screamed for him to get
away—a huge buck with elaborate
antlers was dangerously close. But
the buck did not threaten him. He
didn’t even move as Billy knelt
down.Then | saw a tiny fawn that
was lying on the ground, obviously
suffering from dehydration and
heat exhaustion, lift its head with
great effort to lap up the water
my beautiful boy had brought,
cupped in his hands.
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When the water was gone, Billy IKEE TS, LAk Sk
jumped up to run back to the WA R, S
house and | hid behind a tree. | — MM 5. FRIRE 3
followed him back to a spigot that T — BT RAE Y

we had shut off the water to. Billy K)o EERAEEH 3

turned it all the way and knelt to BN, WEEAFE N

catch the few drops that trickled JLiE 7K . FRABAC T — A

out. | remembered the trouble he 1l IR R BTG /K & T & 1Y R

had gotten into for playing with i, ARR AR T

the hose the week before and the 217K B B E M IS,

lecture he had received about the T RBHME 7 o4

importance of not wasting water, WA LRI

and | understood why he hadn’t
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The leftover water in the pipes I “M+7 18 TIRK
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long time for the drops to fill his F, RIFR AR AT -

makeshift “cup.” When he finally

stood up and turned around, | was M T HR B 753 1 YHK
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His eyes filled with tears.“I’'m not

wasting,” was all he said. e M5 5 LB Y —EE AR
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With a lump in my throat, | B UnEELE MR, oA

handed Billy a cup filled to the EFMF. FibfhmEsz

brim with water from the kitchen, R, mIkE—5%
and together we walked back into W EERT )L T1X
the treeline. | let him tend to the FEZL fiHhR— A1 s
fawn, watching proudly as my son

worked to save a life.




Tears rolled down my face and hit
the ground, where they were
joined by other drops ... and
more drops ... and more. |
looked up and saw the sky was
dark and rumbly. Billy and | barely
made it back to the house before
the clouds burst and a heavy rain
shower hit.

Some will probably say that this
was just a huge coincidence, that
it was bound to rain sometime.
And | can’t argue with that. All |
can say is that the rain that came
that day saved our farm, just like
the actions of a little boy saved a
life.
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The Courage to be Kind
Olivia Bauer

One sunny afternoon roughly
seventy years ago, a young girl and
her friends were watching through
the mesh of a barbed wire fence
as a group of men played football
[soccer], enjoying the excitement
of the game and the skill of the
players. Suddenly, a kick sent the
ball in an arc over the fence, and it
landed near the children.

“It’'d be great to have a ball to play
with,” one of the boys remarked.
“Let’s keep it.”

But a girl disagreed.“It’s not right
for us to keep it,” she insisted,
throwing the ball back over the
fence.

This simple gesture of kindness
and integrity took place in the
heart of Germany in the early

1 940s, during World War 1. The
players were British prisoners of
war, interned in a camp on the
outskirts of town. Some of the
girl’s friends grumbled. After all,
the players were prisoners—why
should they have a ball when the
children didn’t?
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Kindness takes thoughtfulness,
effort, and time. It also takes
courage. Courage to stand alone
on an issue. Courage to give,
especially when one doesn’t have
much. Courage to say no to
indifference. Courage to act
according to what one knows is
right.

There is strength of character in
kindness—the moral and mental
strength to step out, to give, to
believe, to persevere, to be true
to one’s convictions, even when it
means enduring challenges or
paying a price.These are the
kindnesses that leave a lasting
impression.

It’s been nearly three quarters of
a century, but there may yet be
survivors of that summer
scene—and if so, | imagine they’d
remember my grandmother, the
village girl who returned a
football.
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The Cost of a Miracle

Tess was a precocious eight-year-
old when she heard her mom and
dad talking about her little brother,
Andrew.All she knew was that he
was very sick and they were
completely out of money.They
were moving to an apartment
complex the following month
because Daddy didn't have the
money for the doctor's bills and
the house. Only very costly surgery
could save Andrew now, and it was
looking like there was no one to
loan them the money. She heard
Daddy say to her tearful mother
with whispered desperation, "Only
a miracle can save him now.“

Tess went to her bedroom and
pulled a glass jelly jar from its
hiding place in the closet. She
poured all the change out on the
floor and counted it carefully, even
three times.The total had to be
exactly perfect. No chance here for
mistakes.
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Carefully placing the coins back
in the jar and twisting on the cap,
she slipped out the back door
and made her way six blocks to
Rexall's Drug Store with the big
red Indian chief sign above the
door.

She waited patiently for the
pharmacist to give her some
attention, but he was too busy.
Tess twisted her feet to make a
scuffing noise. Nothing. She
cleared her throat with the most
disgusting sound she could
muster. No good. Finally she took
a quarter from her jar and

banged it on the glass counter.
That did it!

"And what do you want?" the
pharmacist asked in an annoyed
tone. "I'm talking to my brother
here from Chicago whom |
haven't seen in ages," he said,
without waiting for a reply to his
question.

"Well, | want to talk to you about
my brother," Tess answered back
in the same annoyed tone. "He's
really, really sick,and | want to
buy a miracle.*

"I beg your pardon?" said the
pharmacist.
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"His name is Andrew and he has
something bad growing inside his
head and my daddy says only a
miracle can save him now. So how
much does a miracle cost?*

"We don't sell miracles here, little
girl.I'm sorry, but | can't help you,"
the pharmacist said, softening a
little.

"Listen, | have the money to pay
for it. If it isn't enough, | will get
the rest. Just tell me how much it
costs.”

The pharmacist's brother was a
well-dressed man. He stooped
down and asked the little girl,
"What kind of a miracle does your
brother need?*

"I don't know," Tess replied with
her eyes welling up. "l just know
he's really sick and Mommy says
he needs an operation. But my
daddy can't pay for it, so | want to
use my money."

"How much do you have?" asked
the man from Chicago.

"One dollar and eleven cents,"
Tess answered barely audibly. "And
it's all the money | have, but | can
get some more if | need to."
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"Well, what a coincidence,"
smiled the man. "A dollar and
eleven cents, the exact price of a
miracle for little brothers." He
took her money in one hand and
with the other hand he grasped
her mitten and said, "Take me to
where you live. | want to see
your brother and meet your
parents. Let's see if | have the
kind of miracle you need.“

That well-dressed man was Dr.
Carlton Armstrong, a surgeon
specializing in neurosurgery.The
operation was completed
without charge, and it wasn't long
until Andrew was home again and
doing well.

Mom and Dad were happily
talking about the chain of events
that had led them to

this place. "That surgery," her
mom whispered, "was a
miracle. | wonder how much

it would have cost?“

Tess smiled. She knew exactly
how much a miracle cost—one
dollar and eleven cents—plus the
faith of a little child

“ZIGM 7 A U
X EF o — —NilgF
e MR /N 45 3]
“ARE” . 7
RPamd 7R, X
A RPIME T RANTE,
PRJEUL: IR EIRAE R
JiEm ! AR EFEIRA/N
B, WAREE. 0.
B POT T BN 45 IR RAR
Prifa EHIA L. 7

R TEE TN A RIR
i o ot R A (Dre.
Carlton Armstrong), fih /&
— SRR, XIRF
REEWR . A, ZHEeE
PECIEINE = PTTHER = ¥/
LR

BB A0 G 0 D R v o il
AT R B BriX M a5 )
— R E . G S N
H: “RIMFARERZ—
FAOE ! FRARKE. BRI
s, e/ DEme? 7

BRI A
XA
Fgb, AMANE TR L.

www.freekidstories.org

Text from various sources. All images in public domain.


http://www.freekidstories.org/

