


[image: Cover: Chicken Soup for the Soul: Read, Laugh, Repeat, by Amy Newmark]



Chicken Soup for the Soul


Read, Laugh, Repeat


101 Laugh-Out-Loud Stories


Amy Newmark













[image: Chicken Soup for the Soul: Read, Laugh, Repeat, by Amy Newmark, CSS]










[image: Image]


Changing the world one story at a time®


www.chickensoup.com










[image: Image] Introduction





Laughter is the sun that drives winter from the human face.


~Victor Hugo





When we published our first humor collection last year, it was a roaring success. Our team started reminiscing about the funny stories we’ve managed to include in all our books. We decided to put some of our favorites together in one volume—laugh-out-loud stories that were scattered throughout our past books, the ones that were not specifically identified as “humor” collections.


Our associate publisher D’ette Corona, senior editor Barbara LoMonaco, and I had so much fun revisiting these stories. And now we present them to you, at the end of a pretty stressful twelve months, for your own enjoyment.


If laughter is the best medicine, then this book is your prescription. Turn off the news and spend a few days not following current events. Instead, return to the basics—humanity’s ability to laugh at itself.


No one is safe from our writers, from spouses, to parents, to children, to friends, to other relatives. And of course, the funniest of all are the stories our contributors tell about their own mishaps and misdeeds. No one is holding anything back.


Chicken Soup for the Soul is often the place you turn to for advice—on positive thinking, forgiveness, gratitude, self-esteem, raising kids, caring for the elderly, etc. This time, we’re not providing any of that—this is just plain fun.


There’s a special twist to this collection, too. The contributors who wrote these stories have selected several charities they want to support with the royalties from this book. We’ll be providing royalties on their behalf to four nonprofits that bring laughter to places where it’s most needed—to hospitals and hospices—helping people of all ages who need a reason to smile.


So enjoy the sunshine these stories will bring to the cloudiest of days. And if you have your own funny stories that you’d like to share, visit our website at www.chickensoup.com and click on Submit Your Story. Maybe your own laugh-out-loud story will appear in our next humor collection.


— Amy Newmark —


Author, Editor-in-Chief, and Publisher
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Childhood is that wonderful time of life when all you need to do to lose weight is take a bath.


~Author Unknown





My son had screamed his way through six months of life when I declared to my husband, “We need to have our second child now.” He thought I was crazy, but I explained that having two babies close together would surely help our situation because the two children would entertain each other. Therefore, there would be less screaming. Less screaming was our immediate goal, so we went forth with “The Plan.”


I got pregnant immediately, and as life would have it, twin girls were on the way. My fourteen-month-old son was still screaming when they arrived. We knew they were ours because the girls screamed just as much as our son did. They screamed at each other, they screamed at their new brother, and they screamed at us. My son reacted by screaming. I screamed at my husband, and he gently reminded me of “The Plan.” Oh, yes, “The Plan.”


We loved our little screamers, and as time passed, the screaming did subside, and they did entertain each other. They entertained each other so much, though, that they were never very interested in my words, especially when they were used to try to put a stop to any of their entertainment. Big people are not nearly as entertaining as little people we learned, and my voice never seemed to penetrate their eardrums. In fact, my constant “Don’t, don’t, don’t…” was met with an immediate need by them to perform the action following the word “don’t.”





So here I am one day, home alone with the three. An afternoon bath is needed after the highchair feeding frenzy. The girls are about eighteen months, and my son is two-and-a-half. All three have to be in the bath at the same time because, if not, the free-range child left out of the bath will surely find some furniture to pull down or a ceiling fan to ride. So all three are in the bath, wet and naked. Ding dong! Someone is at the door. I run the ten feet from the bathroom to the door, grab the package from the UPS man and turn to slam the door. However, one of the naked, sudsy little people scampers by my leg, running full speed into the front yard. It’s the boy. I run to grab him, yelling, “Don’t you run out there!” It takes both my arms to wrangle his slippery little body back to the door. The sudsy twins only hear, “You run out there!” Remember, they are compelled to perform the action after the word “don’t.” So they, too, slip past me and streak down the street.


Panic sets in. The choices aren’t good. Do I run the current wet one into the house, taking my eyes off the twin runaways? I can’t lock the door because I’ll lock myself out. But if I don’t lock it, the initial escapee will reopen the door. I go with Plan B: run after the twins, carrying Offender #1 in my arms.


We are ten houses down the street now, and they are still running, screaming their little naked heads off. I am running after them yelling, “Don’t! Don’t!” carrying my son like a foamy, kicking football under one arm. I catch up to them. Their twin mind reading goes into action, and they immediately sprint in opposite directions.


Where is everyone? I need help! Please, someone come out of your house and help! Don’t you see two streaking twins running by your windows followed by a crazed, wild-eyed mom carrying a naked football?


One girl makes a dash for the street, and I decide to go for that one. I tackle her, but her wet body squirts from my grasp. I do a Jet-Li–style karate move and pin her in between my legs, still holding the squirming boy. I yell a futile, “Don’t! Don’t!” at the last free child, and she mocks me by running figure eights in a nearby yard.


Then, for some strange reason, the free twin stops running and screaming. A puzzled look takes over her face. All of a sudden, she is contemplative. I see her bend her legs ever so slightly and assume a wider stance. Oh, no. Please, no. But, alas, she uses the yard as her own personal potty, defacing the yard that Stella, the owner, proudly prunes and preens every weekend. Right as this is happening, help arrives in the form of Stella emerging from her front door. Everyone freezes and looks at her. She stares in amazement. The pottying twin continues her “business” on the yard. “Help!” I squeak.


Looking back, I remember Stella watching the kids as I cleaned up her yard with the dog’s pooper-scooper. Then she helped me walk all three of my naked hoodlums back to my house. Fortunately, she was also a mom, and she told me stories of her parenting adventures. She assured me that, especially with twins, there would be many more adventures around the corner. Boy, was she right!


— Shannon McCarty —
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Fun fact: Australian Shepherds, unlike Australian Cattle Dogs, aren’t actually Australian; the breed was developed in the United States.





My husband Michael has the equivalent of a preschool education when it comes to food preparation. He knows the basics, like how to spread Nutella on rye. His food pairings are imaginative and desperate. He shouldn’t be in the kitchen in the same way a color-blind person shouldn’t be an art director of a fashion magazine.


Michael does know his way around a refrigerator filled with leftovers though. The key to his survival has always been his prowess at warming up said leftovers in the microwave.


This brings me to the most sacred day of leftovers: Yom Kippur, the holiest day of the year for Jewish people. Many non-Jewish people know it as the annual Jewish observance of fasting. The fast begins at sundown on the night known as Kol Nidre and continues to sunset the next day. There is always an extravagant feast on Kol Nidre before sunset to hold everyone over for twenty-four hours of starvation.


I love all the Jewish holidays because my mother-in-law does the cooking. The agreement we have is that I set the table and she provides the food. This has served us well through the years, and was negotiated on a table napkin one year after an especially challenging cooking experience. As part of the deal, I even get to keep the leftovers.


Notwithstanding the Jewish holiday contract, I am still entrusted with the care and feeding of the entire family and that includes taking care of our Australian Shepherd, Slugger Free Spirit Red Sox Koenig, who does not participate in the Yom Kippur fast.


Slugger is a purebred Aussie, a stunning red merle with a soft coat in shades of white, tan and reddish brown. Unfortunately, as Slugger has aged, he has developed a throat condition. He often gags as if something is caught there. So one September, around the time of Yom Kippur, I tried changing his food from dry pellets to wet food. I hoped it would be less harsh on his throat. So it wouldn’t be wasted, I spooned his uneaten moist food into a plastic container and put it in the refrigerator.


As she does every year, that Kol Nidre my mother-in-law brought a complete holiday dinner to my house. We rushed through eating so we could get to temple in time for the evening service. We stuffed chopped liver, brisket, and noodle pudding into plastic containers to be eaten the next day when we would break the fast on Yom Kippur.


That year, as he does each year, Michael fasted the entire day. His ritual is to break the fast at exactly 5:00 p.m., even if the sun has not set. He is fond of saying “It’s always sundown somewhere in the world.”


While Michael struggled through the last half-hour of his fast, I took Slugger for a walk. When I returned home twenty minutes later, I saw that Michael had pulled a container of leftovers out of the refrigerator. The top was removed from the container and placed next to a box of crackers on the center island in the kitchen. Dry, beige crumbs littered a blue disposable plate. A dirty knife rested on the black granite countertop.


How nice, I thought. Michael has helped himself to some chopped liver.


“How are you doing?” I asked.


No response. He pointed to a mouth full of food.


Michael had moved on from the appetizer portion of the evening to a warmed plate of beef brisket and kugel, which are egg noodles baked in soft cheese and sugar. He was watching a movie with a TV tray in our family room.


I picked up the plastic container to put it back into the refrigerator, but something didn’t look right. I took a closer look at the contents. I showed it to Slugger, who raised his nose into the air. Sniff, sniff, and sniff. He licked his chops.


I sniffed the contents, too. I imagined what Slugger must be thinking, “Why is Michael eating my food?”


“Yeah, that’s what I’m wondering, too,” I said aloud. “But thanks for sharing. You’re a good dog.”


I wasn’t sure what to do next. Should I tell Michael that he had just broken his holiday fast with dog food? Or should I call all the family members on my contact list and tell them the story? After a twenty-four-hour fast, some entertainment is needed.


“What do you think, Slugger?” I said. “Call the relatives? Post the story on Facebook?”


Slugger cocked his head to the side.


“That’s what I thought. You’re such a bad dog.”


I looked at Michael happily enjoying the rest of his dinner. I decided that if the dog food was good enough for Slugger, then it was good enough for my husband. I spooned the rest into Slugger’s bowl, grabbed my cell phone and called anyone who would answer the phone. Like food, this was a story best served fresh.


— Tina Koenig —
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One of the things that binds us as a family is a shared sense of humor.


~Ralph Fiennes





Soon after we married, I told my husband, “I’d like to host the family Christmas dinner.”


Well aware of my limited cooking experience, he paused before he asked, “Seriously?”


“If I organize and plan it to a T, it’ll be the perfect day.”


To ensure success, I called my mother for her traditional holiday recipes. With pen and paper in hand, I dialed her number. Eager to end the initial chitchat, I blurted out my plan. “I’m cooking Christmas dinner for my in-laws.” I thought the phone line had been disconnected.


Then I heard her chuckle. “Are you sure?”


When she realized I meant it, she suggested we compile a menu. After we made a list of what to serve, she dictated a detailed grocery list. Pumpkin spice? I had to ask where to find it. Extra cans of turkey broth? I thought it came from the turkey pan. She explained each item to me and after she hung up, I stared at the five pages in my hand. What had I gotten myself into?


When I braved the jam-packed grocery store, the items piled up. At the checkout, my cart looked like a dump truck—filled to the brim and ready to tip.


At home, I arranged ingredients according to each dish. Marshmallows, Karo syrup and brown sugar sat by the canned yams. Rosemary and sage lay by the package of cornbread dressing mix. Flour and cornstarch were ready for milk and turkey broth. Even the refrigerated items sat in groups.


I’m a detailed person—especially in uncharted territory. My method guaranteed there would be no chaos. And, I certainly needed a plan for this day.


I taped my mother’s recipes to the kitchen cabinet doors and assessed what I could prepare ahead of time. I’ve never enjoyed dinners where the hostess serves the meat at room temperature, the veggies lukewarm and the rolls ten minutes later. Most assuredly, mine wouldn’t be one of those. Everything would be ready at exactly the right time.


On Christmas Eve our house buzzed with activity. The smell of pumpkin pie hung in the air. My centerpiece complemented the redberried holly leaves on the china; my festive mulberry candles waited to be lit, and my evergreen crystal goblets were shiny and bright. I placed the pristine sterling silverware on the just-bought linen napkins that matched the rich maroon tablecloth.


I instructed my husband, “No nibbling the appetizers on the lower refrigerator shelf. You can have the not-so-pretty ones on the top.”


Eager for the perfect day, I slept little that night.


Christmas morning arrived with the sound of “Jingle Bells” from the radio alarm. I hit the off button and bounced out of bed… all ready to execute the plan.


“Need help?” My husband opened one eye.


“Nope. I’ve got it under control. Go back to sleep.”


He rolled over and snored before I even shut the bedroom door.


In the hub of activity, I wrapped the seasoned turkey in foil and placed it on its assigned oven rack. A checkmark went on my to-do list. I added torn pieces of dried bread to the crumbled cornbread dressing. Check. Peeled and diced Idaho potatoes. Check. I scooped green and black olives into crystal serving bowls. Stuffed celery sticks lined a crystal dish. Check, check.


At the assigned times, I added the broth to the dressing and placed the pan below the already-cooked turkey. The yams had enough brown sugar to zap us into a sugar high. Every dish adhered to my schedule.


As guests arrived, I calculated where their food items fit into my plan. In the last thirty minutes before mealtime, I hummed as I finished the final tasks. Whipped potatoes steamed from their pan. Toasty brown marshmallows melted over the yams. I removed the foil from the roasting pan and slid the turkey back in the oven to turn it golden brown. My table would look like the delicious dinner pictured in the Poultry section of the Betty Crocker Cookbook.


I sighed and stepped away from the kitchen cabinet and then went to the living room to chat with guests while the turkey browned. From across the room, my husband winked at me. Everything was right with the world.


Then it happened.


A loud bang from the direction of the kitchen made everyone jump. My mother-in-law paled. Had she been shot? No, no, there was no blood.


“Sounded like a gunshot to me.” My brother-in-law offered his two cents as he looked out of the street-side windows.


Nervous laughter and murmurs filled the room.


In the dining room, I surveyed the candles. Had a votive glass become too hot and burst? No, there was no evidence.


My husband took a few steps toward me. “I think it came from the kitchen.”


We headed to the kitchen with a gaggle of relatives trailing behind.


Every dish looked exactly as I’d left it a few minutes earlier. I raised the lid on the stovetop items to take a peek. No one saw anything amiss.


“Who knows what it was.” I shrugged my shoulders and erased my worry.


As we stood in front of the oven, I decided to baste the turkey once more. Ready for my in-laws to be awed, I reached for the hot pads and opened the oven door. Like synchronized swimmers, each of us leaned back as an extraordinary amount of steam rose.


And the source of explosion made itself known.


Pieces of turkey greeted me—on the inside of the door, on the sides of the oven, and… in the dressing. The marshmallow-topped yams were dotted with brown turkey pieces. The legs hung by thin sinews. More skin draped over the edge of the roasting pan. Parts unknown dripped from the oven ceiling and turkey skin sizzled on the bottom burner.


There was absolute silence—until I couldn’t help myself. I laughed. Everyone joined in. Once the cackling subsided, I placed the roasting pan on a trivet. My mother-in-law peered at the bird’s remains, patted my back and sighed.


My shoulders drooped as I bit my lip. Now they all knew my cooking skills were limited. My husband stopped laughing and wiped tears from his eyes. Then, he noticed the look on my face.


He kissed my cheek and returned the electric knife to its box. “Folks, let’s head back to the living area and give my wife some space.” As he herded the chuckling clan toward the living room, I mouthed a “thank you.” Tears stung my eyes.


I surveyed the damage. Pieces of turkey were everywhere. I grabbed a fork and popped a piece in my mouth. Hmm… tasty. A strutting Tom turkey decorated a large platter, a gift from my mother-in-law. I smirked as I covered it with salvaged pieces from the exploded bird. The veggies were scooped to bowls, the gravy bowl filled to the brim, and rolls nestled in a basket.


When I announced “time to eat” wide eyes greeted me. Although hesitant, everyone gathered at the table and devoured the dinner. We all agreed exploded turkey tasted as good as well-carved slices.


The upside of the explosion? Whenever there’s a family gathering, no one lets me near the oven.


— Gail Molsbee Morris —
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Joy doesn’t just happen. I have to pursue it.


~Elizabeth Myers





It was Friday at the end of a really, really long week. Mike and I were having friends over for dinner and a glass or two of wine—definitely two.


Just before I got home, Mike texted me to say that he had to stay late at work. I was now on my own to get everything ready for the night. Already running late myself, I could feel my frustration mounting as I drove to pick up Haydn and Michael from school. I rushed them into the car and informed them that we were making a few stops before heading home, and that they needed to help me tidy the house.


Both of them started whining immediately. I turned and pointed a threatening finger at them, giving them fair warning that I was not in the mood to listen. They crossed their arms and sulked. Michael even whispered under his breath, “This sucks!” For the next hour, I dragged the boys from one place to the next. The more I needed them to hurry, the more distracted and silly they became. I told them to cut it out, but they didn’t seem to listen that day. My patience was wearing thin.


Just as we finished our last errand, the boys reminded me that we needed to stop at the pet store to pick up crickets for their bearded dragon lizards. “You promised,” they said. And they were right. I had. But in the frenzy of the day, I’d completely forgotten. “Fine, but we need to be fast,” I said, and we raced to the pet shop.


Fifteen minutes later, we were back in the car with some new passengers: one hundred live crickets in a clear plastic bag. I pulled into the driveway with only forty-five minutes left to unpack the car, clean the house, and set the table before my guests arrived. How would I make it?


I started barking orders at the boys like a drill sergeant, but they were focused on pouring the crickets from the plastic bag into the top of their little cricket-keeper thing.


My annoyance started to soar, and I yelled at them to hurry up, but to do so carefully.


I don’t really know how it happened, but the next time I looked up, one hundred crickets were jumping all over my kitchen, chirping chaotically.


I screamed and scrambled up onto a chair to get away from them. My frustration exploded, and rage suddenly gripped my senses. I could feel myself about to start yelling in a way I rarely do.


But then the most amazing thing happened.


As I watched my two sweet boys try frantically to capture the crickets, it felt like time slowed down, and I saw the situation clearly for the first time. They were running around like lunatics, screaming with laughter.


It was pure joy, and it was an amazing thing to watch.


In that split second, I realized I had two choices. I could continue feeling annoyed and angry, or I could let go and enjoy this ridiculous moment for what it was.


I chose joy.


Laughing uncontrollably, I jumped off the chair and started chasing crickets with the boys. They were everywhere! Every time we tried to put a cricket into the keeper, another one would jump out. It was like a comedy routine. We squealed with excitement and pretty much had the time of our lives. The clock was still ticking… but we didn’t care.


It took us about fifteen minutes to get all of the little guys into their box. Once we were done, my boys enthusiastically helped me scramble to get ready for the dinner. It became a game to see if we could make it in time. We were all in such a fabulous mood.


Mike got home with five minutes to spare. Anticipating the cold shoulder for leaving me to deal with everything myself, he was pleasantly surprised to hear about our crazy cricket adventure. Our guests arrived. We had a fabulous dinner party, and the boys helped me tell them all about our “peculiar plague problem.” For weeks after, I could still hear chirping from some crickets that had evaded capture. It always made me giggle.


That moment is a constant reminder to me that I should never let frustration keep me from enjoying life. Things go wrong, and there’s nothing we can do about that. But we do have the power to decide how we’re going to react to things.


Next time you feel negativity bubble up inside, just chill, take a few deep breaths, and try to think of something that makes you happy. You’ll find something if you try. Wouldn’t you rather laugh than lose it? Choose joy.


— Heidi Allen —
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I come from a family where gravy is considered a beverage.


~Erma Bombeck





According to my mother, my generation has it easy. She’s referring to bread machines, microwave ovens, smartphones, Internet banking… the list is endless. But I can stop her cold with two words: school lunches.


When I was a kid, she made me a peanut butter and strawberry jam sandwich. On white bread. And tossed it in a brown paper bag with an apple. That was it. Simple, simple times.


My daughter uses brown paper bags to make hand puppets. Lunch bags come with insulation, pockets, zippers, water bottles, mini ice packs and a matching thermos. Peanut butter is banned in most schools, and white bread is looked upon as a nutritional wasteland. That leaves the apple. And that’s precisely what my children do: leave the apple. But I keep sending the apple. No mother worth her minivan sends her child to school without fresh fruit for the teacher to see. (Tip: An apple can go back and forth for a couple of weeks before it bruises, rots and needs replacement. A banana, on the other hand, has no longevity.)


Of course, every September I hope it will be different. I approach a fresh year of lunchmaking with a fist-full of “kid-proven” recipes torn from newspapers and magazines. I vow to buy breads with flax seeds and ancient grains, certain that if I use a cookie cutter to shape them like a star or a horse, the kids won’t notice the lack of fluffy white dough. But within days, the sandwiches begin returning.


It’s important to me that all the food groups are represented, but I confess, as the school year progresses, each group is open to interpretation. For example, by Christmas I consider chocolate-covered raisins a fruit. By April, so are those rubbery “fruit” chews. By spring, I’m so worn out I consider cheddar popcorn both a vegetable and a dairy product.


I have one disguised vegetable trick that has yet to fail me, but it takes great commitment. The kids know it as “chocolate bread.” It’s actually a low-fat zucchini loaf made with applesauce. Cocoa and a half-cup of mini chocolate chips are its cover. The most important step is grating the zucchini so fine that it isn’t visible to the naked eye when baked. I grate late at night when my children are sleeping.


I shared this recipe with a friend. Her children loved it, but the late-night grating wore her down. She became careless and grated while they were still up. I think it was a cry for help. She was caught, and her kids never touched “chocolate bread” again. She tried to act disappointed, but I think she was secretly glad to have her life back.


I soldier on. So, Mom, have a little sympathy. I may bank in my bathrobe, but at night as you sleep, I’m bleary-eyed in the kitchen, silently grating zucchini.


— Kim Reynolds —
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Every survival kit should include a sense of humor.


~Author Unknown





I stumbled to the kitchen. It was way too early to be up after a long night writing. I filled the coffeepot with water and tilted the coffee bag over the filter. Nothing! I opened the bag wider and looked inside. Empty!


“Mom!” Lee called from the other room. “Mom?” I rummaged in the cabinets. There was another bag of coffee somewhere.


“Mom?” He walked into the kitchen. “Didn’t you hear me calling you?”


“Yeah,” I answered. “Whatever it is, just hang on a second. I’m trying to find some coffee.” I checked the pantry. No coffee there either.


“This is important,” Lee demanded. I paused and looked at him. “You have to make my lunch today. I’m going on a field trip to the courthouse.” Oh, no! Was that today?


“Okay, I’ll take care of it.” I gave up the search for coffee and started looking for things to put in a bag lunch. We were out of lunchmeat so he got a PB&J sandwich minus the jelly because we were out of that too. There hadn’t been time to go to the grocery store yet this week.


Ring! Ring! I snatched up the phone with one hand while searching for the Hostess cupcake hidden behind the canned veggies with the other. “Hello.”


“I’m not going to be able to help decorate for Karen’s bachelorette party tonight,” my friend Amie said. “I have a job interview but I have all the decorations. Can you come by and get them before you take the kids to school?” Just great! As if I didn’t already have enough to do. But I agreed. What else could I do?


I hung up and looked with longing at the cupcake in my hand. I’d hidden it away for a day like this, when things were crazy and I needed the comfort of chocolate. Sighing, I put it next to the sandwich I’d made for Lee. I didn’t have any chips or anything to put in his lunch, so the least I could do was give him dessert.


Cody came running in. “Mom, I can’t find my T-ball uniform.”


“It’s in the dryer.” I looked over at my middle son, Rob, calmly eating his cereal. He was always so calm while the rest of us ran around like chickens with our heads cut off. I grabbed a Walmart bag from under the sink and handed it to him. “Would you grab Cody’s uniform for me?”


I grabbed another Walmart bag and started packing Lee’s lunch, glancing at the clock. We were running late and Cody and Lee hadn’t eaten yet. I popped two waffles in the toaster; they could eat on the way. I rushed everyone out to the car and started to back up.


“Wait,” Lee yelled. “I forgot my homework.” I watched the minutes tick by while we waited for him to find it. He got back in and I pulled out of the driveway heading to Amie’s.


“Don’t forget Chelsea,” Rob said from the back. Shoot! I forgot I was supposed to give the girl down the street a ride. I pulled back in and went the other way. We were really running late now. At least Amie was waiting outside with the decorations when we got to her house.


I was lost in thought, trying to figure out how I was going to do everything that needed to be done. Drop Chelsea and the older boys off at school, spend the day volunteering in Cody’s classroom, pay bills at lunch, pick the boys up after school, take Cody to his T-ball game, drop the kids off at my mom’s house, and decorate for Karen’s party before it started at 7:00.


“Mom,” Lee interrupted my thoughts. “You missed the school.”


I turned around in the nearest driveway. “Sorry, guys. My mind isn’t working very well today. I haven’t had my coffee.”


“You know coffee is a drug, don’t you?” Chelsea asked. “My class went on our field trip to the courthouse yesterday and the policeman told us all about drugs.”


I pulled in the parking lot. “That may be,” I answered, handing Lee his lunch. “But I could sure use some.”


Thankfully, the staff lounge at Cody’s school had coffee made. I sipped a cup and felt my mind begin to work again.


The morning passed without incident. At lunch, I ran out to drop off some bills and order a burger from McDonald’s. While waiting in the drive-thru, I noticed the bag of decorations sitting on the floor. Curious to see what naughty items Amie had picked out for the bachelorette party, I opened it. The first thing I saw was the cupcake. Oh no! I had given Lee the wrong Walmart bag. I glanced at my watch. If I hurried, I might be able to make it before they started eating.


I pulled out of line and rushed to the courthouse. As I parked, I could see Lee’s teacher getting the class settled on the courthouse lawn. I grabbed Lee’s lunch and ran across the street. Where was he? There! I spotted him talking to a police officer and hurried over.


“My mom does drugs,” Lee was saying. “But she ran out this morning and her mind isn’t working right.” He held his bag up. “That’s why I got this instead of my lunch.”


He turned the bag upside down and dumped assorted party supplies, many shaped like… man parts… on the ground at the officer’s feet. I was standing there mortified, wondering if I could just slip away, when Lee saw me.


“There’s my mom right there.” I hurried to scoop the stuff off the ground under the watchful eyes of Lee’s teacher and the policeman. I could feel my face burning as I mumbled something about a friend’s bachelorette party and not having any coffee. I glanced around to see both the teacher and the police officer trying unsuccessfully not to laugh.


Later on I was able to appreciate the humor of the situation but not right then. I was too embarrassed. But I did learn a valuable lesson that day. Always double check the bags to make sure the right things go with the right people. And keep a spare bag of coffee in the pantry.


— Kimber Krochmal —
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Accept the challenges so that you can feel the exhilaration of victory.


~George S. Patton





I wasn’t with Ron the day he spotted the Free Puppies sign. Later he claimed when he almost passed it, our car spontaneously swerved into the gravel driveway and lurched to a stop, flinging grit and tiny pebbles in all directions. That automobile reacted the same way whenever it neared Garage Sale and Yard Sale posters, too.


“You should’ve seen them, honey,” he grinned as he recounted the story. “Those puppies kept climbing and tumbling out of their cardboard box. Each one scampering around the lawn was cuter than the next. Little fuzzy bundles of black and brown rolling around…”


“Oh, I would’ve loved to have seen that,” I interrupted.


Ron nodded and continued. “When I crouched down and called to the pups, one in particular ran all the way across the yard, and practically jumped into my arms. That did it. I told the owner I’d be happy to take that little guy off his hands and give him a good home.”


I was thrilled with his decision. The puppy was cute and cuddly. His soft fur was mostly black, with tiny patches of light brown above each eye and on all four legs. I forgot to ask what breed he was, until he grew bigger by the day. At six months old, his paws were almost as big as the palm of my hand. I later discovered he was part Gordon Setter and part “some kind of really big dog.”


We agreed to let my then eleven-year-old son, Scott, name our new pup. He chose Rocky and it seemed to fit perfectly.


You know how intelligent adults sometimes do the stupidest things? We lived in a small, two-bedroom apartment on the second floor of an old complex. We both worked full-time and Scott was at school all day. Still, we thought leaving Rocky home alone all those hours during the day was a perfectly okay thing to do. Although he took to paper-training, he became bored as he grew older and searched for things to amuse himself.


The months went by and my daily phone call from Scott became the highlight of the afternoon for my co-workers. I knew every day at 3:15 my phone would ring, and Scott would recite Rocky’s activities for the day. I didn’t even say hello anymore.


“What did he do today?” I would sigh. The men and women in my office would stop what they were doing. A hush came over the room as they leaned my way and sat perfectly still. As I listened to Scott’s account of what happened, my facial expressions would change from shock or surprise to disbelief or anger. On some days I just gasped and snorted.


“He did what?”


“Oh my gosh!”


“Are you kidding me?”


“Can you clean it up?”


“Did you tell him ‘bad dog’?”


“Well, close the cabinets.”


“Well, close your closet.”


“Well, shut the drawers.”


Rocky’s days continued to be filled with mischief. He had a fondness for standard dog provisions: shoes, newspapers, magazines, tennis balls, pretty much anything else he could find. He even teethed on my lovely bentwood rocker. I wondered and worried how he could eat the things he did and not get sick. He chewed up, and evidently swallowed, chunks of our dilapidated couch, including foam stuffing, fabric, and wood. One day, he managed to dig out our wedding album and chomp on some of the photos, leaving visible bite marks.


In a way I was surprised our downstairs neighbors never complained of noise, but I assumed they worked during the day, too. Eventually, one morning I received the dreaded phone call. It was from my elderly apartment manager.


“Hello, Becky?” I immediately recognized her raspy, smoker’s voice.


“Mildred! What’s wrong?”


“I think you’d better come home. There’s been a lot of racket going on in your apartment, and some people have complained.” She coughed and hacked for a while before continuing. “I walked over that way and heard it before I got to your building. Your dog was barking like crazy and it sounded like things were falling and breaking.”


“Oh my gosh. I’ll get there as soon as I can.”


I slammed the phone down, grabbed my purse, and dashed out of the office. “I gotta go. Rocky’s in trouble.”


I barely remember driving home or pulling into the parking lot. I was too preoccupied with the images floating around in my mind. What could possibly have happened? I jumped out of my car, ran into the building, and dashed up the flight of stairs. It was absolutely quiet, which I hadn’t expected.


I hesitated, then silently slid my key into the lock and slowly turned it, afraid of what I might see. As I swung open the door I saw Rocky sprawled on the floor, apparently exhausted from the morning’s events. Scattered all around him were pieces of my once beautiful, massive philodendron, missing so many leaves it resembled a vine. Most of the tiny nails that served as a trellis in the wall were also gone. Hopefully, they were mixed in with the many piles of potting soil and greenery.


I stepped inside the apartment and surveyed the damage. Tiptoeing between little mounds of dirt, stems and leaves, I knew my cherished plant would never be the same.


It was so terrible, it was funny, and I couldn’t help laughing. That’s when Rocky looked up at me with his tired, sad eyes, not even lifting his head. I’m sure he was humiliated, so I bent down to pet him and whispered soothing words.


“Poor baby, Rocky. What happened here today? Did that bad old plant attack you?”


I smiled and he began to wag his tail, slapping it against the hard floor. That’s when he stood up and I noticed that not only was the floor covered with dirt, but so was he. It was in his fur. It was in his ears. It was in his nostrils. He began to shake from head to tail and dirt flew in every direction. As he walked over to his water bowl, I bent down to dig through the layers of soil and found some nails. I was fairly sure he hadn’t actually swallowed any, but if he did I was sure he’d be okay. We always said he had the stomach of a goat. Nothing made that dog sick.


I should’ve expected something like this to happen. Often, when Rocky loped past that plant, the sheer movement caused the leaves to flutter and wave. He seemed a bit skittish and occasionally growled at it.


Dog versus defenseless plant. Although Rocky appeared to be the victor he certainly wasn’t acting like it. I guess victory isn’t that sweet when it’s such a dirty fight!


— Becky Lewellen Povich —
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The husband who doesn’t tell his wife everything probably reasons that what she doesn’t know won’t hurt him.


~Leo J. Burke





I retired to solid ground after twenty years as a captain of small boats, seventy feet or less, but there is still plenty of adventure in my life. I do a pretty good job of always telling the truth to my wife about these adventures, but I’ve become wise enough to pick my time and place to do so.


It had been five months since the last hurricane. I had been keeping something from Judith and it was time to come clean. I guess I will never learn. Maybe women are right: “Men never learn.”


The last hurricane had flattened some sections of the wooden fence between us and our neighbors. It was actually the neighbor’s fence. They are friendly neighbors; in fact I helped them put the fence up originally. It had been three days since the storm, this fence was sitting on the ground and I had a problem. I couldn’t stand it being on the ground when I had all these tools lying dormant.


Now the catch here is that Judith informed me that I would only be allowed to fix the fence as soon as Rick the neighbor got off work so he could help. “It’s not our fence anyway, we don’t have to rush. Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah.” Now this was Monday and the fence would just helplessly lie there for at least four more days if I had to wait for Rick to be available. TV was awful. I’d finished the old list and Judith had the new list out at the binders. Besides all this she was going to visit her mother and would be leaving me alone all day to look at the fence.


As soon as the car left the driveway I started counting. Through years of testing I have found that if I can count to fifty without seeing the car come back I am pretty sure she didn’t forget anything and she is gone, gone, gone. I headed right for the tools.


The major problem was the sections of fence. I could dig the holes, get the old cement and broken posts out, all that stuff. But the fence sections were heavy. Even so, I had it all figured out. The sections weighed about 100 pounds and they were awkward to handle. I planned to stand them on edge and drag them little by little until they were in place.


The project was going great. I set one new post in the front yard and nailed two fence sections back in place. I’d show her a thing or two. Never mind Judith: “You’re no spring chicken. You’re in your seventies. Wait for Rick.” I was halfway there and it wasn’t even noon.


I made lunch for myself. Yes, I know some of you may be surprised but I can make lunch for myself.


At 12:15 I was at work in the backyard. I got two posts in and one fence section nailed in place. One section to go and I would be home free. It was only 2:30 p.m. I didn’t expect the inspector until 4:00!


I had the last section in place and I noticed it was not level because it was sitting on a rock. When I bent down to pull out the rock a gust of wind blew the fence section in my direction. There I was trying to remove the rock and little by little the fence slowly fell over on top of me. It caught me off balance. It was like slow motion—there was nothing I could do. I didn’t have time to get out of the way. There was a tree behind me that made a perfect place for the fence to wedge itself, and to add to this trifecta there were bushes at each end of the section and the fence posts at the base.


I was lying on my back, the fence on top of me. Funny but I remember it being rather comfortable and there were no white lights. That was reassuring! I couldn’t get my arms up to push the fence off because it had flattened me against the ground in a spread-eagle position.


Then I started thinking to myself. Judith was going to be home any minute and find me under the fence. The more I thought about this the harder I laughed, to a point where I had to muffle the laughter because I didn’t want the neighbors to hear and rat me out to Judith. I lay there peacefully for a few minutes and then I started to squirm. I guess it’s something to do with a primal survival thing. Within ten minutes I had wiggled my way out.


Judith came home; the fence was up. I went through all the “What did you do that for” crap. Because of quick thinking on my part I was spared the “I told you so” lecture and certain banishment.


Months went by. Everything was fine. Until about an hour ago.


Yes, I finally told her today. I figured enough time had elapsed. I figured I must be beyond the statute of limitation for this offense.


That’s why I am here on the computer. It is quieter here.


I learned a lot today. A statute of limitation does not apply if the “I told you so” lecture is combined with the “can’t leave you alone for one minute” lecture. In retrospect, I suppose it’s for the better. I had no idea until just an hour ago about the vast number of men who “don’t listen” and are squashed by fences in this country every day. Eye opener for me! All in all I made out rather well. There was a moment I thought I would be forced to wear my shirt with the scarlet letters AH embroidered on it.


In a way I’m kind of glad I told her. I needed a reminder of how stupid we men are. We have a tendency to forget this fact. And for the life of me I can’t imagine why any man would see a benefit in keeping a secret or lying after reading this. I also now firmly believe that God intentionally planned that men lose their hearing early in life to relieve them from the din.


Now you women may have something going with the “Men never learn” thing, but contrary to your belief, something must be getting through. I know that if I take her coffee in bed tomorrow morning everything I said and did prior to that moment will be forgotten and I will be clear to start anew. I can hardly wait.


— Robert Campbell —
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Whatever you do, wherever you go, don’t be afraid to make a splash.


~Anil Sinha





I’ve shared my life with three Yorkshire Terriers over the years, but the quirkiest one to ever grace my world has been Sissy, my latest. She has a host of peculiar behaviors, not the least of which is her love of fish. Tuna, cod, and salmon make her prance and go crazy. But it is her agoraphobic tendencies that are the most striking. She’s happy to stay home all day and she is always going in to hiding. Sometimes, I feel as though I’m living with a covert CIA operative!


Over the years, Sissy’s hiding has become a game and sometimes a battle of wills. I work from home, and there are days when Sissy and I get up and have breakfast together, and I don’t see her again until dinner. I’ve gone on plenty of search missions only to find her hidden under my bed or beneath the skirt of my upholstered sofa. And after ten years of living with Sissy, nothing really surprises me anymore. But one day, when she was still a brand-new pup in my life, she completely floored me.


Sissy and I had battened down the hatches as a raging nor’easter was pummeling our little corner of northern New Jersey. The rains had come and stayed for forty-eight hours, complete with kabooms of thunder and zigzags of lightning that tore through dark skies. Sissy didn’t like it—not one bit. She was shaking and shivering with anxiety, and I cuddled her five-pound body close… and she let me. The covert operative had turned into Velcro!
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