Creionul- Povestiri crestine pentru copii

Copilul isi privea bunicul scriind o scrisoare. La un moment dat, intreba:

— Scrii o poveste care ni s-a intamplat noua? Sau poate e o poveste despre mine?
Bunicul se opri din scris, zambi si-i spuse nepotului:

— E adevarat, scriu despre tine. Dar mai important decat cuvintele este creionul cu
care scriu. Mi-ar placea sa fii ca el, cand vei fi mare.

Copilul privi creionul intrigat, fiindca nu vazuse nimic special la acesta.

— Dar e la fel ca toate creioanele pe care le-am vazut in viata mea!

— Totul depinde de felul cum privesti lucrurile. Exista cinci calitati la creion, pe
care daca reusesti sa le mentii, vei fi totdeauna un om care traieste in buna pace
cu lumea.

Prima calitate: poti sa faci lucruri mari, dar sa nu uiti niciodata ca exista o Mana
care ne conduce pasii. Pe aceasta mana o numim Dumnezeu si El ne conduce
totdeauna conform dorintei Lui.

A doua calitate: din cand in cand trebuie sa ma opresc din scris si sa folosesc
ascutitoarea. Asta inseamna un pic de suferinta pentru creion, dar pana la urma
va fi mai ascutit. Deci, sa stii sa suporti unele dureri, pentru ca ele te vor face mai
bun.

A treia calitate: creionul ne da voie sa folosim guma pentru a sterge ce era gresit.
Trebuie sa intelegi ca a corecta un lucru nu inseamna neaparat ceva rau, ceea ce
este neaparat e faptul ca ne mentinem pe drumul drept.

A patra calitate: la creion nu este important lemnul sau forma lui exterioara, ci
mina de grafit din interior. Tot asa, ingrijeste-te de ce se intampla inlauntrul tau.
Si, in sfarsit, a cincea calitate a creionului: lasa totdeauna o urma. Tot asa, sa stii
ca ceea ce faci in viata va lasa urme, astfel ca trebuie sa incerci sa fii constient de
fiecare fapta a ta.



A Pencil !

The child was watching his grandfather writing a letter. At one point, he
asked :
- You're writing a story that's happened to us, or maybe it's a story about me?
The grandfather stopped writing, smiled and told his nephew:
- It's true, I'm writing about you. But more important than words, is the pencil |
write with. | would love you to be like him when you're big.
The child looked at the intriguing pencil, for he had not seen anything special
about it.
- But it's just like all the pencils I've seen in my life!
- It all depends on how you look at things. There are five pencil qualities, which if
you manage to keep them, you will always be a man who lives in peace with the
world.

First quality: you can do great things, but never forget that there is a hand that
drives our steps. We call this hand, God, and He always leads us according to His
desire.

Second Quality: From time to time | have to stop writing and use the sharpener.
That means a bit of suffering for the pencil, but it will eventually be sharper. So,if
you know how to bear some pain, they will make you better.

Third quality: the pencil allows us to use rubber to erase what was wrong. You
have to understand that correcting a thing does not necessarily mean something
bad, which is necessarily the fact that we keep on the right path.

Fourth quality: the wood or its outer shape is not important to the pencil, but the
graphite mine inside. Also, take care of what is happening inside of you.

And finally, the fifth quality of the pencil: always leave a trace. Also, you know
that what you do in life will leave traces, so you have to try to be aware of each of
your deeds.



HAR MARET

Cu multi ani Tn urma, un tatd mergea cu micutul sau copil pe drumul dintre
Norwich si Yarmouth, de-a lungul tdrmului englezesc. Tacut, barbatul tragea
copilul dupa el. Fata tatalui era rosie si buhaita, aratand clar carui viciu i era
supus, iar mersul lui clatinat trdda faptul ca si in ziua aceea bause peste masura.
Nici mersul copilului nu era prea sigur, dar nu din cauza betiei. Era suficient sa
arunci numai o privire spre mica statura plapanda, spre fata sa palida si spre
imbracamintea sardcacioasd pentru a vedea ceea ce i lipsea. Banii, cu care tatal ar
fi putut sa-i cumpere hrand si imbracaminte copilului, 11 dadea pentru bautura.

Dupa un timp, micutul Tom intrerupse tacerea:

— Tata, Tmi este foame! Te rog, da-mi o bucatica de paine!

— Taci! il repezi tatal.

— Dar daca ai sti cat mi-e de foame! indrazni sa mai spund micutul.

— Mai tine-ti gura! De unde sa-ti dau paine aici, de sub nisip? scrasni din dinti
betivul manios.

Micutul incerca sa meargd mai departe. Dar foamea 1l chinuia si astfel mai zise
inca o data:

— Tata, da-mi, te rog, o bucatica de paine!
Atunci, plin de manie, betivul prinse copilul si il arunca in mare.
— Asa, acum am scdpat de tine! mormai betivul si merse mai departe.

Valurile aruncau copilul incoace si incolo. Dar ele erau mai induratoare decat tatal
sarmanului copil. Ochii plini de dragoste ai lui Dumnezeu vegheau asupra lui.
Dumnezeu nu voia ca Tom sa moara in valurile marii. El a privit din cer la Tom si
a facut ca o grinda, care plutea pe apa, sa se indrepte spre el. Copilul se prinse cu
putere de ea, dar acel lemn nu ar fi putut sa-1 salveze, daca Dumnezeu nu ar fi
prevazut ca prin apropiere sa treaca un vapor de razboi.



Marinarii au observat lemnul si copilul, si imediat au coborat o barca in apa si s-au
apropiat de Tom, care era aproape de inec. Odata adus pe vapor, marinarii au
incercat toate mijloacele pentru a-1 readuce pe copil la viata. Datorita ingrijirilor
date, Tom si-a revenit. Dar dupa cateva zile, cand I-au Intrebat cum a ajuns 1n apa,
cum se numeste si unde locuieste, nu s-a putut afla de la el decat: ,,Ma cheama
Tom.* Se parea ca nu stie altceva, cel putin numai atat spunea. S-a luat hotararea
ca micutul sa fie tinut pe vapor si sa i se poarte de grija. Prin felul lui de a fi si prin
istetimea de care dadea dovada, a castigat simpatia tuturor si fiecare a incercat sa
faca ceva pentru el. Asa a crescut Tom intre marinarii si ofiterii acelui vapor de
armata.

Cand a ajuns la varsta la care orice tanar trebuie sa invete o meserie, ofiterii au
hotarat ca Tom sa studieze pe cheltuiala lor. Vedeau in el un tanar capabil, care ar
putea ajunge mai mult decat un marinar. Si nu s-au inselat. Tom a invatat cu
sarguintd si mai tarziu a ajuns medic. Numaidecét a primit un post de medic pe un
vapor de razboi din flota engleza.

Daca tanarul medic ar fi cunoscut acum pe Acela care a vegheat asupra vietii sale
intr-un mod asa de minunat si a pus pe inima acelor oameni straini dorinta sa-1
ingrijeasca si sa-l creasca, atunci viata sa ar fi fost, cu siguranta, o jertfa de
multumire pentru Dumnezeu. Dar nimeni nu 1i vorbise despre Dumnezeul
dragostei, cu atat mai putin despre harul Sau venit prin Isus Hristos, Fiul Sau, care
a adus mantuire pentru toti oamenii. Tom credea ca trebuie sa le multumeasca
numai celor care l-au salvat din apa, 1-au Ingrijit si l-au crescut. Dar pe Domnul,
care st deasupra tuturor lucrurilor, care conduce soarta oamenilor si care Si-a
revarsat bunatatea asupra lui, nu-L cunostea si de aceea nici nu-L iubea.

Intre timp izbucnise razboiul dintre Franta si Anglia. Tom avea mult de lucru
pentru a usura suferinta celor grav ranifi si a muribunzilor care erau adusi zilnic la
bordul vaporului. Dupa o lupta grea, in care vaporul pe care lucra Tom a capturat
un vapor dusman, mulfi raniti au fost adusi la bord. Neobosit, tanarul medic alerga
de la unul la altul. Un barbat mai in varsta, grav ranit, care pierduse mult sdnge si
era foarte slabit, 1i atrase atentia Tn mod deosebit. Tom se simtea atras intr-un mod
ciudat de acel pacient si incerca, pe cat era posibil, sa-i salveze viata. Dar puterile
celui ranit slabeau in fiecare zi.

Intr-o dupa-amiaza, Tom zabovi mai mult ca de obicei la patul acelui ranit.
Bolnavul simtea ca i se apropie sfarsitul. Ca multumire pentru ingrijirea care i
fusese acordata, dorea sa-i lase ceva binefacatorului sau. Singurul lucru, care il
poseda, era o Biblie. Cu mainile tremurande darui tanarului medic pretioasa carte.



Tom nu vazuse pana atunci o Biblie si nici nu citise din ea. Muribundul 1i povesti
ca a primit acea carte de la 0 doamna. Citind acea carte, Dumnezeu i-a deschis
ochii si i-a aratat cat este de pacatos. Totodata 1 L-a aratat pe Isus Hristos —
Mantuitorul pacatosilor, in sangele Caruia oricine poate fi spalat de pacatele lui. El
a crezut si a gasit astfel odihna pentru sufletul lui.

— Acum, domnule doctor, a incheiat muribundul, va rog din inima sa cititi aceasta
carte, sd o cititi cu rugdciune, ca sa aveti si dumneavoastra parte de marea fericire,
pe care am primit-o si eu! Am regretat mult cd am slujit asa multi ani pacatului.
Sunteti inca tanar. Va rog, cautati-L pe Domnul Isus chiar astazi!

Barbatul se opri, dar Tom observa ca mai are ceva pe inima, dar ca i venea greu sa
spund. Tom il indemna sa-i spuna totul cu incredere.

Atunci, cu o voce tremuranda, muribundul a recunoscut ca in urma cu circa
douazeci si trei de ani, intr-un acces de manie, si-a aruncat copilul in mare,
deoarece acesta, suferind de foame, il rugase mereu sa-i dea o bucatica de paine.
De atunci, acea fapta a apasat ingrozitor asupra sufletului sau si chiar dupa
pocdintad nu a putut trece peste acea durere.

Ne putem inchipui cu ce fel de sentimente a ascultat Tom acea marturisire.
Ascunzandu-si sentimentele, medicul 1-a intrebat unde se intamplase acel incident
ingrozitor.

— Intre Norwich si Yarmouth, a fost raspunsul.

— Cati ani avea copilul?

— Aproape 4 ani.

— Si cum il chema?

Izbucnind in plans, muribundul raspunse: ,,Tom*®.

Medicul nu s-a mai putut abtine si, lasandu-si capul pe perna muribundului,
izbucni in plans si spuse:

— Eu sunt Tom, iar dumneavoastra sunteti tatal meu.

Muribundul a privit incremenit spre cel ce ingenunchease langa el. A durat un timp
pana a inteles ca fiul, pe care 1l credea mort, statea in fata lui viu, ca Dumnezeu 1i



daruia copilul intr-un mod atat de minunat. Apoi, peste fata muribundului a aparut
o expresie de nedescris: eliberarea din Ingrozitoarea apasare sufleteasca, un
sentiment de mare fericire si o multumire care nu se poate descrie in cuvinte. Dupa
ce fiul i-a povestit cum a fost salvat si cum a ajuns medic, tatal a inéltat o
rugdciune de multumire spre Dumnezeul milostiv, care a condus lucrurile intr-un
chip asa de minunat; s-a rugat cu o inima plind de multumire, incat fiului i-au curs
lacrimile pe fata.

— Si acum, fiul meu, spuse muribundul, te rog si mai mult, citeste Biblia tatalui tau,
ca sd gasesti ceea ce te poate face fericit pentru vesnicie!

Epuizat, batranul 1si 1dsa capul pe pernd. Paloarea mortii 1i acoperi fata, dar
zambetul fericit ramase.

— Acum, Doamne, slobozeste pe robul tiu in pace, sopti tatil. In noaptea aceea a
murit fericit si plin de nadejde in bratele fiului sau.

Minunatul eveniment, adanca bucurie a tatdlui, cuvintele sale pline de dragoste si
mai presus de toate plecarea fericita si plind de pace au facut o impresie deosebita
asupra lui Tom. El a inceput numaidecat sa citeasca in Biblie, desi totul era nou
pentru el. Cu cat citea mai mult, cu atat dorinta sa era tot mai mare pentru a cerceta
aceasta carte. Dumnezeu a binecuvantat Cuvantul in inima acestui tanar. El a
recunoscut ca viata sa trecuta, desi era ireprosabild privita din exterior, a fost
nefolositoare si desartd. A inteles ca are nevoie de o altd indreptatire decat aceea a
unei vieti traite in mod cinstit. Astfel, a venit ca un pacatos la Dumnezeu, care i-a
indreptat privirea spre Isus — Mielul lui Dumnezeu — care a murit pentru pacatosi.
In sangele Mielului lui Dumnezeu, si Tom a gisit pacea si siguranta mantuirii
vesnice.

Astfel, pentru tanarul medic a Inceput o viata noud. Dupa ce a gasit aceasta
pretioasa comoara, a facut-o de cunoscut si altora. Meseria lui ii oferea ocazii
bune. De atunci inainte a devenit un medic adevarat, putdnd ajuta bolnavilor si la
bolile trupului, dar si la cele ale sufletului.

Nu este minunata lucrarea lui Dumnezeu? Un tata si-a aruncat copilul sdu flamand
in mare pentru a scdpa de el, dar apoi Dumnezeu a lucrat la sufletul acelui om rau
ca, dupa mantuirea sa, sa devina un vestitor al mantuirii vesnice pentru fiul sau!
Da, aici se potrivesc cuvintele profetului:,,Si aceasta vine de la Domnul ostirilor. £/
este minunat in sfat, mare in intelepciune. ““ (Isaia 28.29)



Amazing Grace!

Many years ago, a father went with his little child on the road between
Norwich and Yarmouth, along the English shore. Silently, the man dragged the
baby after him. The father's face was red and wrinkly, clearly showing that whose
vice was subjected to, and his trembling movement betrayed the fact that he had
been drinking too much that day. The child's walking was not too sure, but not
because of drunkenness. It was enough to just look at the small, fragile stature, his
pale face, and the poor clothing to see what was missing. The money, with which
the father could have bought food and clothing for his child, gave him for the
drink.

After a while, little Tom interrupted the silence:

- Dad, I'm hungry! Please give me a piece of bread!

- Shut up! Your father rushed him.

- But if you know how hungry I am! dare to say the little one.

- Keep your mouth shut! Where shall I give you bread here, from underneath this
sand, said the dad gnashing his teeth?

The little boy tried to go further. But the hunger tormented him, and so he said
again:
- Father, give me a piece of bread!

Then, full of anger, his dad caught the child and threw him into the sea.
- So now, I got rid of you! Muttered the drunkard and walked on.

The waves tossed the baby back and forth. But they were more merciful than the
poor baby's father. God's loving eyes watched over him. God did not want Tom to
die in the waves of the sea. He looked from heaven to Tom, and made a beam
floating on the water toward him. The child trapped it firmly, but that wood could
not save him if God had not foreseen that a war ship would pass by.

The sailors observed the wood and the baby, and they immediately lowered a boat
into the water and approached Tom, which was almost drowning. Once in the boat,



the sailors tried all the means to bring the child back to life. Thanks to the given
care, Tom has returned. But a few days later, when they asked him how he got into
the water, what he was called and where he lived, he could only find out from him:
"My name is Tom." She did not seem to know anything, at least that was all she
was saying . It was decided that the little boy should be kept on board and cared
for. By his way of being and by his daze, he gained the sympathy of everyone and
everyone tried to do something for him. Tom so grew up among the sailors and
officers of that army ship.

When he reached the age at which any young person had to learn a job, the officers
decided that Tom would study at their expense. They saw in him a capable young
man who could be more than a sailor. And they were not mistaken. Tom taught
diligently and later became a doctor. He has only received a doctor's post on a ship
of the English fleet. If the young doctor had now known Him who had watched
over his life in such a wonderful way and put the desire of those foreigners to care
for him and raise him, then his life would certainly have been, a sacrifice of
thanksgiving for God.

But no one had spoken to him of the God of love, much less of his grace that came
through Jesus Christ, his Son, who brought salvation to all men. Tom thought he
had to thank only those who saved him from the water, cared for him and raised
him. But the Lord, who stands above all things, who leads the fate of men and who
has poured out his goodness upon him, did not know Him, and therefore did not
love Him either.

In the meantime the war between France and England had erupted. Tom had a lot
of work to ease the suffering of the seriously injured and the dying who were
brought aboard the ship daily. After a heavy fight in which the boat that Tom was
working on, he captured an enemy ship, many injured were brought aboard.
Relentless, the young doctor ran from one to the other. An older, seriously injured
man who had lost much blood and was very weak attracted much attention. Tom
felt strangely drawn to that patient and tried, as much as possible, to save his life.
But his strenghts were weak every day.

One afternoon, Tom lingered more than usual in the bed of that wounded one. The
sick man felt the end was near. As a gratitude for the care he had been given, he
wanted to leave something to his benefactor. The only thing he possessed was a
Bible. With trembling hands, he gave the precious book to the young doctor.



Tom had not seen a Bible before, nor had he read it. The dying man tells him
he got that book from a lady.

Reading that book, God opened his eyes and showed him how sinful he was.
He also showed Jesus Christ - the Savior of the sinners, in whose blood
anyone can be washed of his sins away. He believed and found rest for his
soul.

"Now doctor, the dying man said, please hear this from deep on my heart,
read this book, read it with prayer, so that you also have the great happiness
that | have received!

| have much regret that for so many years | have been enslaved by the sin.
You are still young. Please, look for the Lord Jesus even today!

The man stopped, but Tom noticed that he still had something in his heart, but
it was difficult for him to say. Tom urges him to tell him all with confidence.
Then, with a trembling voice, the dying man admitted that about twenty-three
years ago, in anger, he had thrown his child into the sea, because his little
boy, hungry, had always asked him to give him a piece of bread.

Since then, that deed has been pressed upon his soul, every day and even
after repentance he could not overcome that pain. We can imagine what sort
of feelings Tom had heard that confession. Hiding his feelings, the doctor
asked him where that horrible incident had happened.

"Between Norwich and Yarmouth, it was the answer.

- How old was your child?

- Almost four years.

- And how did he call it?

Outburst in crying, the dying man replied, "Tom."

The doctor could not help himself, and, leaving his head on the dying pillow,

he burst into crying and said,

- I'm Tom, and you're my father.



The dying man stared at the kneeling man beside him. It took some time
before he realized that the son, whom he believed dead, stood in front of him
alive, that God gave his child such a wonderful thing. Then there was an
indescribable expression on the face of the dying: release from the terrible
soul pressure, a feeling of great happiness, and a thankfulness that can not
be described in words. After the son told him how he was saved and how he
became a doctor, the father raised a prayer of thanksgiving to the merciful
God, who led things in such a wonderful way; he prayed with a heart full of
gratitude, that his son was tearing his tears.

"And now, my son," said the dying man, "l pray you more, read the Bible of
your father, so that you can find what can make you happy for eternity!

Exhausted, the old man left his head on the pillow. His face became pale, but
the happy smile remained. "Now, Lord, release your servant alone,"
whispered the father.

That night he died happily and hopefully in his son's arms. The wonderful
event, the father's deep joy, his loving words and above all the happy and
peace-loving departure made a special impression on Tom. He began to read
in the Bible, though everything was new to him. The more he read, the greater
his desire to look at this book.

God blessed the Word in the heart of this young man. He acknowledged that
life had passed, although it was irreproachable from the outside, it was
useless and vain. He understood that he needed a justification other than that
of a life lived honestly. Thus, he came as a sinner to God, who turned his
gaze to Jesus - the Lamb of God - who died for sinners. In the blood of the
Lamb of God, Tom also found the peace and security of eternal salvation. So
the young doctor started a new life. After finding this precious treasure, he
made it known to others.

His job offered him good opportunities. Since then he has become a true
physician, and he can also help the sick to the diseases of the body, but also
to those of the soul.

Is not the ministry of God wonderful? A father threw his child hungry in the sea
to get rid of him, but then God worked on the soul of that evil man who, after
his salvation, became a publisher of eternal salvation for his son! Yes, here
are the prophet's words:

"And this comes from the Lord of hosts. He is wonderful in counsel, great in
wisdom. "(Isaiah 28:29)

Can you forgive someone who made evil things to you, can you? God did! So
you have to do. Those who are forgiven,forgive!



Multumeste-i Lui Dumnezeu pentru ziua de azi!

Tntr-un articol de ziar, erau prezentate doua femei care erau internate intr-un
centru pentru batrani din New Jersey. Numele lor era: Margarett Patrick si Ruth
Eisenberg. Aceste doamne au fost pianiste vestite, care si-au investit viata
predand cursuri de pian, pentru multi pianisti celebri.

Intre ele, de multe ori au fost rivalitati si niciodata n-ar fi acceptat sa fie Tmpreuna.
Nimeni nu s-ar fi gandit vreodata ca ar putea sa le auda interpretand o piesa
impreuna.

Cu 5 ani de zile In urma, fiecare insa a suferit cate un accident vascular cerebral.
Margarett Patrick a fost aproape de moarte. A petrecut mai multe luni prin spitale
si prin centrele de recuperare. Dupa toate acestea si-a recapatat mobilitatea, dar
numai pentru partea stanga a corpului. Partea dreapta a corpului ei a ramas
paralizata. Traind Intr-un scaun rulant, ea a marturisit deseori spunand: ,,Slava lui
Dumnezeu, pentru ca mai sunt inca in viata!”

Ruth Eisenberg a fost insa mai norocoasa. Acum ea rade cand isi aduce aminte de
momentul cand a suferit atacul cerebral. in acel moment de suferinta, a ramas
intinsa pe podea fara sa fie descoperita de cineva, timp de doua zile. Si-a revenit
foarte greu, dar nu poate folosi partea stanga a corpului.

Aceste doua femei incercate, s-au intalnit in acelasi centru pentru batrani,
recomandat de doctorii lor. Cand s-au vazut, foarte repede au impartasit una
alteia, dragostea lor pentru pian. intr-o zi pe cand erau impreuna in holul acestui
centru, s-au asezat cu carucioarele lor langa pianul vechi al acestei institutii si au
inceput sa cante.

Degetele lungi ale lui Margarett alunecau pe partea stanga a pianului, in timp ce
degetele puternice ale lui Ruth, conduceau melodia, alunecand in partea dreapta
a pianului.



Dupa ce au cantat o vreme, au incheiat prabusindu-se una peste cealalta.
Margarett si Ruth, s-au imbratisat, strangand-o fiecare pe cealalta cu mana
sanatoasa.

Prima melodie cantata impreuna a fost o revelatie pentru amandoua si o
motivatie, pentru a pune impreuna un intreg repetoriu. Dupa aceea au cantat de
multe ori pentru batranii din acel centru si in spitale penru veterani. Au fost
invitate chiar si la o emisiune de televiziune. Astfel au ajuns sa fie un motiv de
inspiratie, pentru toti cei care le-au vazut si auzit cantand.

Margarett a spus: ,,n-am crezut niciodata ca Dumnezeu ne va folosi in acest fel!”
Daca relatii intre noi o vreme n-au existat, acum suntem nedespartite. Suntem asa
de fericite si multumim lui Dumnezeu pentru fiecare zi!

Ursuletul jerpelit

Cami i Mihai erau frati. Si, cum se intampla de multe ori intre frati,cei doi aveau
si neintelegeri. Cea mai mare disputa era legatd de un ursulef, numit Tedy, vechi si
jerpelit, pe care Cami il primise cadou de foarte mult timp. Ii lipsea un ochi, blana
ii era Incalcitd, o mana abia se tinea in cateva cusaturi, dar pentru Cami nu exista
alt jucirie mai frumoasi. In schimb, Mihai nu-1 putea suferi si nu intelegea cum
putea surioara lui sd iubeasca o jucdrie asa urata. De aceea o tachina tot timpul,
numindu-1 Tedy-jerpelitul. Mama trebuia sa intervind intre ei de fiecare data,
pentru ci de cele mai multe ori cearta se lasa si cu paruiala.Intr-o zi, Cami veni in
fugd la mama, spunandu-i ca nu-l gaseste pe Tedy. L-au cautat impreuna prin toata
casa, dar ursuletul nu a fost gasit. Cami a inceput sa dea vina pe fratele ei, spunand
ca el I-a luat, dar Mihai nega cu incapatanare.

Timp de cateva zile, pofta de mancare 1i disparu lui Cami. Statea mereu trista si
ofta. Atunci, mama il lua deoparte pe Mihai, spunandu-I ca vrea s aiba cu el o
discutie intre patru ochi.

— Ai observat cat de supdratd este Cami de cand a disparut ursuletul? il intreba ea.
— Da, dar nu stiam ca tine chiar atat de mult la el. Pur si simplu, nu inteleg cum 1l
poate iubi, asa urat cum este.



— Vezi, ea il iubeste nu pentru ca este frumos, ci pentru ca s-a atasat de el inca de
cand era mica.

— Stii, mama, trebuie sa-{i marturisesc ceva: eu I-am luat. Este ascuns 1n lada de la
patul meu.

— Stiam, raspunse mama, dar am asteptat sa-mi spui tu. Du-te acum si da-i-1 surorii
tale.

— Daca zici ca Tnseamna atat de mult pentru tine atunci , poftim, ia-1, ii zise Mihai,
inca nedumerit de afectiunea ei pentru zdreanta aceea nesuferita.

Dragostea lui Cami pentru Tedy imi aminteste de dragostea Creatorului pentru noi.
El ne iubeste chiar dacd suntem ca niste ursuleti jerpeliti si murdari .In ochii Lui,
noi suntem frumosi, pentru ca ne vede ce putem deveni prin lucrarea de modelare a
iubirea Lui.



