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THIS BOOK IS A COMBINATION of fiction and memories. For fiction, names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

For memories, the author has tried to recreate events, locales, and conversations from his memories of them. In order to maintain their anonymity in some instances, the author has changed the names of individuals and places to protect the privacy of individuals.

All or part of this book may not be reproduced, stored or published, distributed, or transmitted in any form, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic methods, without the permission of the publisher. For permission requests, write to the publisher at the email address below.

stevenjkeystone@gmail.com

Author and Publisher: Steven J. Keystone

Copyright © 2020 Steven J. Keystone 

All rights reserved
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I WROTE Hope with great happiness, self-devotion and enthusiasm. It consists of the stories that will leave great touches in your hearts. The stories in this book will show you different ways of loving unconditionally, making dreams come true, believing, goodwill, helpfulness, hope and surviving the hardships. 

Enjoy your reading! 

Steven J. Keystone
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"MARRIAGE IS A LIFETIME opportunity to show your spouse you love them." 

Lindsay Hall







I lay sunbathing on the beach on a hot July day in the middle of summer. Nothing could make me happy, not even the sound of the sea or the blowing of the light breeze. I remembered the drills we did here when we prepared for swimming competitions in high school. Then I remembered the swimming championship medals. The years had passed by so fast. I couldn't help but think again about why and how I came here. Eight months ago, I had turned down the assistantship offer from the university where I earned my master's degree because David insisted we get married and move to another city. Six months later, David decided to stay in this city when he received a new promotion at a job he wanted to leave. The fact that he made this decision by himself as if I wasn't in his life and that I had learned about it by chance was our last straw. What I was left with was a career that had slipped through my palms. While I was confused by the fact that David desperately thought of himself only, his lack of love for me, my broken-hearted, and wondering when it would heal, my eyes wandered to an elderly couple. The old man was telling something to the woman next to him, spreading his hands to the side and pointing at their feet. I listened a little more carefully.

“Look, now let yourself go in the water. Slowly lift your arms, just flap your feet,” the old man said. 

“Okay, I’ll manage it this time,” the old woman said.:

“You’ve got this! Let yourself go!” the old man said supportively.

But as soon as the woman let herself go, she sank into the water. The man started laughing.

“That didn’t work. When will we get it right, I wonder?”

She stood up and walked out of the water, flustered, while the old man came to the beach and sat on a lounge chair near me. 

“I suppose the lady is learning to swim,” I said, unable to help myself.

"Yes, I've been trying to teach her how to swim for 45 years. We come here every year," the old man said. "It was July 1960 when we first came. We had just gotten married. I swam to the island over there and back. And when I returned the Mrs. wouldn't talk to me. She was angry. So, on that day I promised that I wouldn't go back to that island until she learned to swim. We kissed and made up. From that day on, she hasn't learned how to swim, and I haven't swum back to that island. We've been on this shore ever since."

“Don’t you ever get bored of not being able to swim?” I asked.

“Of course I’m bored,” he replied. “But I am afraid she’ll get angry if I go.”

It was then that I realized what I had expected from David. And it made me happy that we had broken up when I thought about how David wouldn't even come close to this man's level of kindness.

I felt a deep love for this couple who had brightened my day, and I offered to teach the woman how to swim.
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”MAN HAS TWO GREAT SPIRITUAL needs. One is for forgiveness. The other is for goodness.”

Billy Graham

The traditional Christmas Market opened in Frankfurt. People formed little groups in front of the shops and stalls that sold food in the square where a massive Christmas tree was risen. They spoke with jubilant voices and laughed while drinking mulled apple wine beneath the torrent of snowflakes. The children were warming up, drinking their Kinderpunsch.

The night gained a magical atmosphere with the colorful lights and music coming from the large carousel set up on the opposite side of the square. The people lined up in front of the carousel were anxiously waiting their turn in line.

The aromas of fried sausages and potatoes and the smell of popcorn and roasted almond sauce filled the air.

People walking through the gift shops on the square passed by the History Museum and headed down towards the edge of the Main river. 

This Christmas bustle in Römerberg and Paulsplatz reflected in the shops in all the city’s shopping centers. Front display cases were adorned with colorful lights and gift packages. Frankfurt was ready for the upcoming Christmas.

People were picking the most beautiful Christmas gifts for their loved ones at the shops throughout the shopping malls. Brad and his mother entered the doors decorated with colorful lights to Gallery Kaufhof. It was their first Christmas in the country they recently moved to. That’s why all their Christmas preparations were new and surprising for them both. While strolling through the stores inside, Brad’s mother suddenly thought of the chocolates fastened to wooden spoons that melt in warm milk thy had gotten before from that store. She wanted to get more. They went to the chocolate section and looked through each of the shelves one by one. 

“I had gotten them from here before,” she said, motioning at the shelf before to Brad. But the chocolates they were looking for weren’t on the shelves. Instead, the shelves were full of different-sized boxes of chocolates. 

They asked a salesperson about the chocolates they were looking for. “Whatever we have is set out right now,” they said, pointing to the shelves they had browsed through a moment before. They looked again among the chocolates on the shelf, but this time more carefully. 

"Nope, I guess there aren't any left," the mother said dejectedly. She and Brad were planning on drinking hot chocolate they prepared with these chocolates while they watched "Polar Express", their favorite Christmas film.

They thanked the sales associate and headed towards the store’s exit.

But right then, Brad showed his mother the Christmas tree set up before them. This massive Christmas tree stood in the entrance to the store, decorated in lights and colorful ornaments, and it stood out with all its grandeur. 

His mother saw another Christmas tree that was nearly as big and a few meters ahead of this one. This was a simpler tree decorated with fewer ornaments. But what was most interesting was the colorful cards rather than shining Christmas ornaments hanging from its branches.

His mother took one of the cards and started reading. A smile spread across her face. She waved the card in her hand and called over to Brad, who was looking over the colorful decorations on the other Christmas tree.

“Brad, Brad! What a lovely thought. Would you like to make a child happy too?”
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