‘/ Love Makes a Difference

Bilingual children’s stories
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Les Miserables

In Les Miserables,Victor
Hugo tells of Jean Valjean,
whose only crime was the
theft of a loaf of bread to feed
his sister’s starving children.
After nineteen years of
imprisonment, he was released.

Unable to find work because
he had been a convict, he came
to the home of an old bishop
who kindly fed Jean supper and
gave him a bed for the night.

In deep despair over what
seemed an impossibly bleak
future, Jean yielded to
temptation, stole the bishop’s
silver plates, and slipped away
in the night. He was soon
caught, however, and hauled
back to the bishop’s house.
Knowing what would happen
to Jean if he was convicted a
second time, the kind bishop
told the police,“l gave him the
silver. And Jean, you forgot to
take the candlesticks.”

Jean was astounded at such
kindness. He repented of his
thievery and his life was never
the same.
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The Two Soothsayers

Once a king dreamed that

all his teeth had fallen out.

Immediately he sent for one of his
soothsayers to interpret the
meaning of the vision.With a sad
countenance and mournful voice,
the soothsayer told the monarch
that the dream meant that all his
relatives would die and that he
would be left alone.This angered the
king and he drove the servant from

his presence.

Another was called & the king
told him of the dream.At this, the
wise man smiled, and replied,
“Rejoice, O King; the dream means
that you will live yet many years. In
fact you will outlive all your
relatives.” This pleased the king a
great deal, and in his joy he gave the

interpreter a rich reward.

The two men had said, in
different ways, the same thing.
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The Clerk

In the city of Philadelphia

there was a little third class hotel.

Into it one night there came two
tired elderly people.They went
up to the night clerk and the
husband pleadingly said, “Mister,
please don’t tell us you don’t
have a room. My wife and | have
been all over the city looking for
a place to stay.We did not know
about the big conventions that
are here.The hotels at which we
usually stay are all full. We'’re dead
tired and it’s after midnight.
Please don’t tell us you don’t
have a place where we can sleep!

The clerk looked at them a
long moment and then answered,
“Well, | don’t have a single room
except my own. It’s not as nice as
the other rooms, but it’s clean,
and I'll be happy for you to be my
guests for tonight.”

The next morning at the
breakfast table, the couple sent
the waiter to tell the night clerk
they wanted to see him on very
important business. The night
clerk went in, recognized the two
people, sat down at the table and
said he hoped they had had a
good night’s sleep.They thanked
him most sincerely.
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Then the husband astounded AT T i S R
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Noble Disagreement

In the city of Weimar, Germany,
there is a statue that was set up in
1857. 1t is of two of Germany’s great
writers, who were also good friends
—Johann Wolfgang von Goethe and
Johann Christoph Friedrich von
Schiller.

While both men were still living,
critics and the public often raised
the question of which was the
greater writer. If Goethe heard
people say, “Sir, you are the master
poet of the Germans,” he was quick
to rejoin, “You must not forget
Schiller!” And when they praised
Schiller as the finest German poet,
Schiller would say, “But there is my
friend Goethe.”

The sculptor of the statue of
Weimar expressed their mutual
love and admiration beautifully.
Goethe has a wreath of laurel leaves
in his hand, which he is raising to
place on Schiller’s head. But Schiller
doesn’t want the crown. He thinks
Goethe deserves it more, and is
thrusting it back, as if to say,“No, it
is more fitting for you to wear it
than me.” Thus the two friends
nobly disagree, each refusing to be
crowned, for they appreciated each
other’s talent and valued their
friendship more than acclaim.
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“He Expected It of Me”

There is a story about two
brothers who enlisted in the Army
during World War | and were
assigned to the same unit. They
were soon sent to the frontline
trenches. In trench warfare, each
side dug a network of trenches
along the frontline of their
territory, then laid siege to the
other side’s trenches. From time to
time, one side or the other
launched an offensive to try to
break through the enemy’s lines.

During one such attack, the
younger brother was mortally
wounded in no man’s land—that
exposed, deadly area between the
opposing forces. The older brother,
still safe in the trench, saw it
happen and knew what he must do.
He worked his way through the
trench, around other soldiers, until
he came to his field commander.
“I've got to go get him!” the older
brother called out over the din
of battle.

“That’s impossible!” his
commander yelled as he grabbed
him.“You’ll be killed the minute
you stick your head out of
this trench!”
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But the older brother tore
himself loose from the officer’s grip,
scrambled out of the trench, and
plunged into no man’s land to find
his brother, amid withering fire from
the enemy.

When he did, the younger
brother could only manage a
whisper.“l knew you’d come!”

By this time, the older brother
had also been seriously wounded.
He barely managed to drag his
brother back to their line, and they
both fell into the trench,
dying.

“Why did you do it?” demanded
the commander.“l told you you'd
get yourself killed too!”

“l had to,” the older brother
replied with a final smile.“He
expected it of me. | couldn’t let him
down.”
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What Matters

A few years ago at the Seattle
Special Olympics, nine
contestants, all physically or
mentally disabled, assembled at
the starting line for thel00-yard
dash.At the gun, they all started
out—not exactly in a dash, but
with a relish to run the race to
the finish and win.

All, that is, except one boy
who stumbled on the asphalt,
tumbled over a couple of times,
and began to cry. The other eight
heard the boy cry.They slowed
down and looked back.They all
turned around and went back.
Every one of them. One girl with
Down’s syndrome bent down
and kissed him and said, This will
make it better.[Alll nine linked
arms and walked across the
finish line together.

Everyone in the stadium
stood, and the cheering went on
for several minutes. People who
were there are still telling the
story.Why? Because deep down
we know this one thing:What
matters in this life is more than
winning for ourselves.What truly
matters in this life is helping
others in their race, even if it
means slowing down and
changing our course.
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Free stories for children of all ages —
www.freekidstories.org
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