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Why are we presenting you with this new collection of stories focused on gratitude? It’s because in our twenty-nine-year history of publishing personal, revealing stories we’ve come to understand that gratitude is essential to happiness and wellbeing.


As Marcus Tullius Cicero said, “Gratitude is not only the greatest of virtues, but the parent of all others.” I don’t think you can be truly happy if you’re not grateful, if you’re not counting your blessings on a regular basis. And you may have trouble cultivating other desirable attributes, such as forgiveness and a sense of humor, if you’re not feeling thankful.


According to a web posting by Harvard Health Publishing, “In positive psychology research, gratitude is strongly and consistently associated with greater happiness. Gratitude helps people feel more positive emotions, relish good experiences, improve their health, deal with adversity, and build strong relationships.”


Gratitude helps people focus on what they have instead of what they feel is missing from their lives. The journalist Germany Kent said, “It’s a funny thing about life, once you begin to take note of the things you are grateful for, you begin to lose sight of the things that you lack.”


With an attitude of gratitude, every day comes bearing gifts. And, although it may feel a bit forced at first, your attitude of gratitude will grow stronger with use.


The wonderful thing about counting your blessings and practicing gratitude is that you don’t have to be born with that tendency; you can learn how to be a thankful person and enjoy all the emotional benefits of gratitude. It only takes a little practice to make it a regular part of your outlook—a daily habit.


Here are some ways you can cultivate your own attitude of gratitude:




	Keep a gratitude journal.


	Make a list each day of three good things that happened.


	Write thank-you notes. Or verbally explain to people why you are thanking them.


	Expect and actively look for the silver linings even when things aren’t going your way.


	If you’re religious, pray and thank God for the big, and small, good things in your life.


	Review all the things you’re thankful for, including health, family, friends, employment, financial security, and whatever else you have. Don’t forget to feel grateful for indoor plumbing, food on your table, your car… these are things that are not guaranteed to everyone.


	Fill your life with grateful, positive people who will help you be the same.


	Let yourself be delighted by the sun warming your body, by birdsong, by budding flowers. These everyday pleasures are free and are always there for you to enjoy.





In this book, you’ll meet people who have learned to focus on thankfulness and found deeper joy and happiness as a result. They used various methods. Sarah Budka Ammerman, for example, wrote down the good things that happened to her throughout the year and threw the slips of paper in a Mason jar. Each New Year’s Day she sits down and reads all the notes she wrote during the previous year. Dana Drosdick started a gratitude practice after her grandmother died by writing down ten things that had given her joy each day. And Jane McBride realized that instead of praying to God every day and asking for things, she should instead thank God for the good things already in her life. She discovered that she became a much happier person as a result.


The English writer and philosopher G.K. Chesterton said, “I would maintain that thanks are the highest form of thought; and that gratitude is happiness doubled by wonder.” We hope you will find your own “happiness doubled by wonder” as you exercise your gratitude muscles. These 101 stories are a great way to get started.


— Amy Newmark —


May 1, 2022
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The life that counts blessings discovers its yielding more than it seems.


~Ann Voskamp, One Thousand Gifts Devotional





The horn on my mother’s car tooted from the driveway, but I didn’t move. I was propped up in bed, my splinted legs set atop pillows while I browsed the Internet from my laptop. It was my only means of escape from the hours I spent sulking.


Day after day, for three years, I holed up in a 10x12-foot bedroom in my mother’s house. I had undergone seven unsuccessful surgeries and a slew of complications to combat degenerating bones and soft-tissue ruptures in my feet and ankles. The prospect of getting back on my own two feet was dimming.


I felt lost. Broken. My days of playing tennis and taking bicycle rides and long walks on the beach seemed like a lifetime ago.


I mourned for the old me whom I feared was dead and might never be resurrected.


“Kath, you’re missing a beautiful day outside.” My mother’s cheery, enthusiastic footsteps charged up the stairs to my dimly lit bedroom. “Let’s take a spin in The Rolls.”


“In the what?” I swept my gaze away from the computer and into the hall. I was waiting for my mother’s body to catch up with her voice, much the way the sound of thunder chases a burst of lightning.


“The Rolls-Royce. She’s a beauty,” Mom said. “I picked her out myself.” She burst through my bedroom door, beaming. She clapped her hands together like two cymbals. “C’mon, up and at ’em.”


I watched as she dug into my dresser drawers. She yanked out a clean pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt and threw them my way. They landed, draping like curtains over the laptop monitor.


“Let’s go!” she said.


I didn’t move.


Mom reached for my crutches. They loomed a good four inches over the wisps of her poufy, blond hair.


“C’mon, you’re being sprung from your cell.”


“I happen to like my cell.”


“Well, don’t worry. It’ll still be here when we get back.” My mother propped the crutches against the bed. Then she leaned over and pulled the pillows from beneath my splinted legs.


“Mother, please,” I fought. “Maybe later, okay?”


“But The Rolls is top-of-the-line. Light as a feather—even you can lift her. She’s got high-tech lumbar support and these padded, long-leg extensions. C’mon, we’ll take her for a spin at the park. Let’s get some fresh air.”


I suddenly connected the dots to all this mysterious Rolls talk. It was a wheelchair, the very thing I had been resisting.


“You heard what that doctor said. It’s bad enough about your feet, but it’s even worse with the tendonitis in your hands and arms from always using those crutches.” She closed the lid on my laptop. “You can’t just give up like this.”


I flailed my arms, shouting, “Leave me alone!”


My words fired, curt and fierce. As my gaze bored through her, I spied a sense of my own defeat and disappointment etched on her face.


Neither my mother nor I said another word about The Rolls for weeks afterward. We didn’t have to. My mother’s positioning of The Rolls in the garage—beneath my cobweb-covered bicycle and tennis racket on the wall—spoke volumes.


Every time I piled into her car so she could drive me to the doctor, physical therapy or the pool, I’d gaze at The Rolls through the windshield. It was cloaked in a white bedsheet, shrouding it as if it were a ghost or some sort of sacred statue awaiting its official unveiling.


My mother knew me well enough to know that the sight of The Rolls would eventually wear me down. Yet, I remained resistant to the whole idea and what it represented for my life. If I started to rely on a wheelchair, I feared it might mean that my disability had won. But every time I spied The Rolls, I knew I’d have to find some way to let go of my pride in order to transcend my physical limitations. I’d have to start accepting help—from a wheelchair or other people—if I wanted to live again.


After dinner one night a few weeks later, my mother asked what I wanted for my twenty-seventh birthday. I swallowed hard when I told her that I’d like to go to The Metropolitan Museum of Art in nearby New York City to see an exhibit and then maybe go out to lunch at an over-priced Manhattan restaurant. All of this would be her treat, of course.


With my pronouncement, my mother dropped our dirty dinner plates into the kitchen sink. They landed with a clatter.


“Oh? And just how do you propose to accomplish such a feat? Pun intended.” She grinned as an aside. “I mean, the Met’s enormous, with lots of long corridors. How do you intend to do all that walking and standing?”


She turned to face me, crossed her arms, and leaned against the kitchen counter, as if bracing herself for battle.


“The Rolls,” I said, eyeing her squarely. “You win, Mother.”


“No, Kath. Don’t you get it? It’s you who wins.”


It wasn’t until my mother pushed me, seated in The Rolls, upon the smooth, marble floors set below the high-vaulted ceilings of The Metropolitan Museum of Art that I realized how much I’d missed a sense of motion and speed those three years—the ability to get somewhere quickly without having to hobble, step by painful step, on crutches. The dreariness of all the time I’d spent confined to that 10x12-foot room in my mother’s house dissolved amid the sprawling, ornate stateliness and beauty that surrounded me at the Met that day. That moment held as much excitement for me as riding a roller coaster where I thrust up my arms into a V shape of victory.


— Kathleen Gerard —
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Simple blessings are all around us. Once we receive them with thanksgiving and appreciation, we experience true joy.


~Krystal Kuehn, Giving Thanks





I started the jar the winter after I was told my cancer was in remission. I thought it might be a good way to stay upbeat while I recovered from cancer and navigated my divorce. I used a medium-sized Mason jar and filled it periodically with notes listing the things for which I was grateful.


Years later, the jar has become an important part of my routine. Every year on New Year’s Day, I start with an empty jar and scribble notes on scraps of paper detailing the things I’m grateful for or moments that brought me joy. I empty it the following New Year’s. It’s the perfect way to cultivate gratitude and keep myself focused on positivity.


Some weeks, I don’t add any notes. Other times, I’m tearing paper and adding note after note. Every January when I open the jar it’s like re-reading my diary. Some years, by the time I open the jar my circumstances have drastically changed. I might have written about a nice phone call with a family member, only to have lost them by the time the jar is opened. Those are the notes I keep tucked away in a drawer.


I remember writing a note of gratitude that my friend Alli was able to conceive her son after chemotherapy. A few years later, I attended her funeral, watching her young son place a single pink rose on her casket.


The jars aren’t just filled with happiness and joy. The jars are life: the good and the bad. They remind me of the things I have, as well as the things I’ve lost. They remind me to hold on with both hands to the memories of the people and places I love. They remind me that, even during the darkest winter, there will still be moments worth writing down.


Every January, when I open the jar and smile, I realize that I have forgotten many of the moments that inspired me to add a note months earlier. For a fleeting moment, I get to relive each blip on the radar. The time someone sent me a card unexpectedly; the time I ate at a new restaurant, and it was simply fantastic; the time a friend came to visit me on a sunny day. The jar hasn’t just helped me to cultivate a sense of gratitude. The jar has helped me to notice the seemingly insignificant moments. Through the jar, I am transported to the time when I petted a friend’s new dog or found an empty playground with my daughter.


Honestly, I never really cared much for New Year’s Eve. But now I look forward to it every year. It isn’t just the start of a new calendar year and all that comes with it. It is the chance to reflect on and enjoy all the moments that filled the past twelve months. And every year, when I add that first note, always on New Year’s Day, I realize that one of the things I am most thankful for in my life is an inexpensive Mason jar.


— Sarah Budka Ammerman —
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Always count the blessings in your life.


Never take them for granted.


~Buffy Andrews, A Grandmother’s Legacy





It had been a long day in the most magical place on Earth, filled with shopping and walking and eating and standing and—most of all—waiting. Waiting in line to purchase tickets to enter the park. Waiting in line to get a picture with Pooh (during which my friend Marni asked me, “You do realize this is just a man in a costume, right?”). Waiting in line to ride Space Mountain, and then waiting in another one to choose the souvenir photo of the three of us screaming while careening down a hill.


There was waiting in line to get a table for dinner at the Rainforest Cafe, waiting in line to buy an ice-cream pop shaped like Mickey’s ears, and waiting in line to pay for three bags of souvenirs, which I then had to lug through the park and hold as I waited in yet another line for the bus that would take me back to the Polynesian Village.


After a ten-hour day filled with walking and standing and stepping and dashing, my legs were on fire. All I wanted was a seat before I had to yet again wend my weary bones through the mock Polynesian village to my hotel room.


But the bus was packed. Not only were there no seats left, but all the passengers were crammed tightly together, pressed up against each other, some hands overlapping as we jockeyed for pole space. I looked at Marni and Lisa, my fellow Disney World vacationers, and let out a pathetic whine. I may have even stomped my feet.


“Seriously?” I huffed, as the handle on one of my shopping bags tore, sending half the contents onto the floor. There was a caramel-colored, sticky substance in the grooves of the rubber runner, and I prayed it wouldn’t stick to my Ranger Pooh stuffed animal’s synthetic fur.


Suddenly, there was some shuffling and re-positioning as the bus driver asked us to make room for one more passenger.


“Is he kidding?” I complained.


Lisa scoffed, “Exactly where would he like us to go?”


Just then, I caught sight of the person we were making room for: an eight-year-old girl in a wheelchair wearing a Disney princess dress and clutching a stuffed Minnie Mouse. Her smile was luminous, contagious, and I found myself smiling back at her through my shame.


If I had asked her why she was smiling, I’m sure her answers would have been limitless. If, at that moment, someone had asked the same of me, only one answer shouted loudly through my brain: I am smiling because I have working legs.


Every day, I wake up with legs that move me out of bed and to the bathroom and all over my house. They moved me all through Disney World, and they held me the whole bus ride back to my hotel. They were aching and stiff, but they did whatever I asked of them. I was even grateful for the charley horse that woke me out of a deep sleep that night and had me stomping all over the room at 3:00 in the morning.


When I walk, run, skip, shuffle or limp, I am reminded that movement is a blessing, and I won’t ever take it for granted again. Pain, fatigue, muscle cramps—any messages my legs want to send me, I now receive them gratefully.


— Rachel Remick —
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Better to lose count while naming your blessings than to lose your blessings to counting your troubles.


~Maltbie D. Babcock





My friend’s cancer is back. Stage 4. He has a three-day treatment every other week. He gets the chemo on Monday, wears a pump and tubes on Tuesday, and gets it all taken out on Wednesday.


For the most part, I know the routine, but sometimes I forget and need to ask if it is a chemo week or an off week.


My friend, Wes, is remarkable. He doesn’t refer to his chemo schedule that way. He calls his chemo weeks “good weeks” and his off weeks “great weeks.” Until recently, those labels irritated me. Every time he referred to his routine that way, I would fuss. “You don’t have to be strong all the time. It’s okay to be angry.”


I gave that man lots of sermons.


I thought he was trying too hard to be positive. I thought he was being false or putting on a brave but fake face. Every time I called him out, he would say he really didn’t care what I thought. He was sticking to his description: The chemo weeks were good, and non-treatment weeks were great.


Everything changed for me last week. I gained clarity. Wes was coming over to help me with some projects on a Sunday afternoon, the day before his chemo Monday. Even in the middle of cancer treatment, he was thinking of others. That’s the kind of man he is.


On that particular Sunday it was cold but the sun was shining. I was in my kitchen cooking and listening to Pandora, watching the birds at the feeder outside my kitchen window. I was basically enjoying life when it hit me: Wes wasn’t trying to be falsely positive. He considers his chemo weeks good weeks because those treatments keep him alive. Wes is thankful to be here on Earth. It’s just that simple.


Maybe cancer does that to you. A stage-4 diagnosis certainly gets your attention. The second time around hits harder than the first.


I think Wes has made his peace with cancer. Every two weeks, my sweet friend can sit in a chair for six hours while chemicals pour into his beautiful body. He can nap and sip on ginger ale when he gets home. He can deal with a fanny pack on his waist and a port under his skin because those things keep him alive. Those three days every two weeks are the price he must pay.


What I considered the “awful chemo days” are necessary days. Because of those three days every two weeks, he will live to see his two grandchildren grow. He will coach and watch football and walk his dog. He will listen to good music, play the piano and sing with his church group. He will attend his men’s group on Tuesday mornings, and he will be in church every Sunday. He will flirt with the ladies, and the ladies will flirt back. He will take the boat on the water, and he’ll find a quiet cove and pause long enough to say, “Thank you, Lord, for giving me this day.”


Nobody wants cancer. But if we let it, maybe cancer can have one redeeming quality: Maybe the threat of death will snap us into living. Maybe cancer will get our attention and serve as a wake-up call. Maybe cancer will help us see that there are no bad days—as long as we are living, breathing and loving.


Good days and great days. Wes Dorton might be onto something. Maybe there are only two types of days—good ones and great ones. Even days filled with chemicals and tubes are days to be cherished.


On that project-filled Sunday afternoon, I apologized to my friend. I should not have accused him of being fake, and I promised not to do it again.


Because of his tremendous faith, I’m trying to banish the term “bad day” from my vocabulary. No more bad days for me. I might have a day full of headache and aggravation. I might have a day filled with problems that need a solution, but even those days are good days. I’m having a day. God has given me a day. I will rejoice and be glad in it.


— Tammy Davis —
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To have faith is to trust yourself to the water. When you swim you don’t grab hold of the water, because if you do you will sink and drown. Instead you relax, and float.


~Alan Watts





There was a time in my life when I lost everything. And I don’t mean that in an exaggerated, dramatic way. I mean, I lost everything.


My physical health was the first thing to go. I had always had a history of underlying autoimmune conditions, but it was now exacerbated by a rare bacterial infection that wreaked havoc on my body. I lost the ability to walk and ended up in a wheelchair. I lost the ability to brush my hair and eat certain foods. For a year of my life, I was bedbound. I lost my ability to drive a vehicle or have that freedom of the open road before me.


After that, I lost everything else.


I lost friends who lost patience with me, who grew tired and weary of waiting for a recovery that might never come. I lost friends who got tired of me canceling plans. I couldn’t go places and do the things we used to do.


I lost my career, which I had worked for decades to build—my source of independent income. There went my sense of purpose, too.


I lost my marriage. Sometimes, when people take their wedding vows, they don’t actually pay attention to the fine print about “in sickness and in health.” So, when your health leaves, they leave, too.


I lost my house after the divorce. I had nowhere to live and had to move back in with my parents.


With no job, health, friends, romantic partner, or house to come home to, most people would fall into a deep pit of despair. And I did experience depression. But, most of all, I experienced hope. Relief that my life could start over, completely new, from the ground up. Hope that I could heal not only physically but in all ways.


I think it was my ability to keep this faith that allowed that faith to be rewarded in the end.


My health returned slowly but surely. I deliberately made my health a top priority. I no longer neglected myself or put my body last. I ate healthier foods, exercised more regularly, and constantly integrated new ways to reduce stress like meditation and yoga. I was so grateful for the opportunity to heal that I researched natural medicine and became devoted to helping others heal, too. I was grateful that I could now see how important my health was, and that it was okay to prioritize myself over a paycheck.


New friends entered my life—people with authentic hearts and kind understanding. People who had experienced similar suffering in life, so we were able to connect at deeper levels. People who didn’t leave when things got tough, but instead toughed it out with me. People who accepted me as I was and didn’t expect me to be anything different to make them more comfortable. I was grateful that I lost people along the way to make room for the people who were supposed to be there all along.


A new job presented itself as well—one where I wasn’t working seven days a week. I could pace myself and allow my creativity to unfold. Life was too short to spend the majority of it working a job that drained me. I was so grateful that I lost my old job so that one better suited to my hobbies could unfold before my eyes.


A new romantic partnership presented itself—one that was way more genuine and longer lasting than the one I was in during my disintegrating marriage. I was grateful that God revealed people’s true colors and true integrity, and He led me to calmer waters.


New ways of thinking became my reality. When bad things happen, it doesn’t mean that better things aren’t down the line. We just need the strength to hold on to hope.


Yes, there was a time in my life when I lost everything—everything except my faith. But the new perspective that I gained was more important than anything that I lost.


— Kate Hodnett —
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We are born of love; Love is our mother.


~Rumi







In the upstairs bedroom of the olive-green house


surrounded by trees, cornfields and a small pond,


he wakes with a start, tosses off his weighted dinosaur blanket,


lunges from his twin bed over the carpeted floor full of Legos,


and plops on his big brother’s bunk.


Small brown hands shake the sleeping boy.


Straddling the covered bundle, he bounces up and down.


“Wake up! It’s my birthday! It’s my birthday! Wake up!”


Scampering down the steps, running through the house,


he is in awe of the Baby Yoda birthday paper chains


Daddy hung from the ceiling and across the French doors


as Teddy the cat looks in from the cold,


observing the little Filipino’s joy


with the delightful décor.


The morning sun’s rays hit the beautifully boxed


birthday donuts on the kitchen counter


beside the spicy noodles and fried rice


Momma will fix as his favorite dinner


when everyone returns home from a hectic day.


The dinosaur sketch lying on the counter


proclaims his sister’s devotion


and hope of forever happiness.


Across the deep waters


on a little island in the Pacific,


a young woman places her small brown hands


on her abdomen and caresses the extra skin


that once covered her little boy.


And she prays that he is loved as she loved him.





— Donna Arthur Downs —
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A hero is someone who has given his or her life to something bigger than oneself.


~Joseph Campbell





“Can some of you take a little time to write to him? He is having such a rough time.” Bella’s words immediately touched my heart. She was writing about her nephew, Sgt. José Navarro, a young man who had been wounded in Afghanistan and was now at Walter Reed beginning what would be years of surgery and therapy.


I became acquainted with Bella through an online religion & spirituality forum and its companion social-media site. I had been taking part in the forum for a few years and had formed a number of friendships. The spiritual dimension of the forum appealed to me, finding as I did that people seemed to have a need to express the good in themselves. Given such a forum, people seemed to open up without hesitation, to lean on each other.


And now Bella was asking some of us, a few people whom she trusted, to write to her nephew. José had been in an ambush while out on patrol with his troop and had suffered extensive injuries. This young man now faced an even greater battle than he had in Afghanistan. With the contact information provided by his aunt, I wrote him, all the while wondering what I could possibly say or do to help.


My background did include experience with individuals facing challenges in their lives. I had previously worked for a decade with patients dealing with Alzheimer’s disease and had spent more time than that with people fighting HIV, but this was something new. I decided to write José as I would write anyone. I wasn’t exactly a shy person and was never at a loss for words. I would let José decide how much he wanted to share, and I would let him set the pace.


José was immediately open about all that he had gone through and continued to go through. His wounds were horrific. At one point, he posted pictures on the forum that showed extensive damage to his legs, and I was heartbroken to think of this young man caught up in the carnage of war, his life now shattered. One of the most difficult things that he shared with me was his mourning over the fact that he could never father children. “My privates got pretty messed up” was his simple summary of a lost future.


Inevitably, a lot of our correspondence pondered a reason for everything he had gone through and was going through. I knew that I couldn’t give him an answer to this question, but I tried to help him see that he would find his own answer.


“Joe, I’m not sure I would say that you were singled out, that somehow God marked you to have this happen. I do think that you can use all of this to make a reason for your future; you can be in control of how these experiences help you to reach out to others. You are still a soldier, Joe. Your brothers need you, and that will never change. You will be able to help so many of them because you have been there. I don’t know how it will all happen, but I can guarantee that you will be right there beside them—in combat on a new battlefield, one that is every bit as important as any overseas. Joe, I know that it is hard to see right now, but your soldiers need you more than ever. Don’t give up; hang in there because they won’t make it without you.”


I tried anything I could think of to cheer up José, and a lot of the time we just talked about inconsequential things, silly things. I never wanted him to feel as though I wrote him out of pity. In truth, I enjoyed writing him because he was an intelligent, warm individual. He was funny. He still had plans for the future. He was so much more than a casualty of war, and I didn’t want him to think that he had been written off one hot day in the mountains outside of Kabul. He deserved more than to be defined by one terrible moment in his life.


He took part in the forum with some hesitation, and I tried to get others to make him a part of it all. Ultimately, though, too many of the others on there let it get in the way—they saw him only as someone who had been injured. As he put it, “…It stinks that people can’t forget about my injuries. I’m sure as hell trying my best to forget about it all.” I remembered to let him set the pace and share what he felt comfortable with; I didn’t talk about his experiences unless he did.


He opened up about little things, such as his love for birds. He hoped to one day open an aviary and breed birds. I sent him one of my drawings: a parrot made just for him. He also jumped right in when the forum got in the spirit for Halloween. I Photoshopped the profile pictures of those taking part into appropriately ghoulish characters. I wasn’t sure if he wanted to participate, but he was enthusiastic, so I made his picture into the zombie soldier he requested. “Man, I love it!” he wrote to me. “That’s me, undead—you can’t kill off Sgt. Navarro!”


I count that as one of the happiest moments of my life.


Over time, as José’s therapy progressed and he wasn’t confined to bed as much, he didn’t answer back as often. I knew that his life was moving on, and I accepted that this was as it should be. His brothers and sisters in the service needed him. And the day that I read about him taking part in a new military exercise, “Operation Proper Exit,” I knew that he had found his reason for the future. In Operation Proper Exit, José returned to Afghanistan and reunited with the soldiers on the battlefield. He, along with other returning wounded men and women, took his proper place among his comrades.


I saw pictures of José standing proud in his uniform, striding from his helicopter and shouldering his weapon. There was José, smiling as he posed with the others, and there was José, with his arm around a soldier in a field hospital. José had been there before, and now he was back to help another young man who also found himself with an uncertain future. They needed him, and he was still a soldier, still there doing his duty, still on the battlefield.


I cannot express deeply enough the privilege that I feel I have been blessed with in being allowed to share part of Joe’s life. Sgt. Navarro has an armful of medals testifying to his valor and commitment, but none of them do justice to his warrior heart. He continues to fight, a comrade-in-arms, always at the ready—a soldier you can depend upon to be there. José was right—you can’t kill off Sgt. Navarro.


— Jack Byron —
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Beginning today, make it a habit to count your blessings every day.


~Shadonna Richards, R.N., A Gift of Hope





As Wale Ayeni once said, “Be thankful for what you have. Your life, no matter how bad you think it is, is someone else’s fairy tale.”


Often, I find myself wishing I was living other people’s lives. Scrolling through Instagram stories and seeing influencers travel to exotic places like Bora Bora or flying on their private planes. I sit there and say to myself, “Why can’t I do that? That’s not fair.”


I’m sure many of us wish that we could step into a luxurious private plane and fly to a private island. However, I’m also sure that many of us wish to have a bigger house, or wish to be able to work fewer hours, or maybe even wish to eat three meals a day.


When many of us picture New York City, we think, It’s unsafe. There are lots of homeless people everywhere. I’ve lived in the city for almost ten years, and I can’t say that I haven’t thought about it that way. I’ve seen numerous homeless people on the street and in the subways. When I was younger, I never understood the reality of their lives. I was just scared of them and walked on the opposite side of the street. As I’ve grown older, I’ve come to ponder how difficult and painful their lives must be and how much they struggle.


I take the subway home every day after school, and when I get off, I take the same route to walk home. A few days ago, I noticed a young man on the side of the road holding a sign asking for money. I had seen him a couple of times in that spot, and now I saw the sadness in his face. He looked distraught. I immediately looked in my wallet to see if I had cash to give him, but I didn’t.


I finally realized that this guy’s wants are things that come to me so easily every day. He probably never gets to eat three meals in a day. He doesn’t have a home to live in. He doesn’t have a family to spend time with.


I went home and continued to think about that look on his face and knew that I had to bring cash with me the next day to give to him. Hopefully, it would make his day and buy him a meal. For him, it might be the best meal ever, even though it would be just a normal, everyday meal for me.


The next afternoon, when I got off the subway to walk home, I hoped he would still be there, and he was. He was standing in the same spot with that same look on his face. I took the money out of my backpack and waited until he came back from begging people in cars to give him money. I was a little scared to walk over to him at first, but I knew I needed to or I’d later regret not doing it.


I walked over and handed him a five-dollar bill, and his face lit up. He thanked me four times. I was so happy knowing that I had made his day just a little bit better. I had done a good deed and helped someone who was in despair.


After that day, I began to reflect on the things I’m grateful for. I became more aware of the fact that nothing in life should be taken for granted. So many people don’t get to live the life I get to live as a sixteen-year-old, and I often forget that. There are children who are sick and must spend their lives in hospital beds. There are families living in poverty who must spend their nights in shelters.


I get to go on nice vacations once in a while. I get to live in a nice apartment in New York City with my family. Yes, I share a room with my brother. Yes, maybe I wish I had more space, but I still have what others dream of. These are the things that some people will never get to experience.


The next time you complain about something small or become upset because you saw a famous person flying on their private plane to the island you’ve always wanted to visit, take a minute and appreciate the circumstances you’re currently in. Live in the moment. Be thankful that you have a roof over your head. Be thankful for your own life, which many people, including the homeless man I walk by every afternoon, would view as their fairy tale.


— Alexis Farber —
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I am happy because I’m grateful. I choose to be grateful. That gratitude allows me to be happy.


~Will Arnett





I nearly dropped the phone. Instead of listening to my daily litany of grief and upset, my friend had suggested I try practicing more gratitude. Hadn’t she heard what I’d said?


Her next few words literally changed my life.


“You already know all that is going wrong in your family life right now,” she said. “I promise you there is still beauty around you that you never notice. Doing a nightly gratitude list will help you find that beauty again.”


She told me to get a small notebook, the kind used for writing grocery lists or daily tasks. Number each page from 1–10, she said, and write down ten things you are grateful for. She also warned me that I might have difficulty finding ten in a single day at first. Just keep at it, she said.


I trusted my friend enough to know she spoke from compassion and love. The family I had married into had been rocked by the recent death of my husband’s older sister. Rather than bringing the extended family together, her death just drove them further apart. Many nights, my phone rang more than once, with different family members offering different versions of their latest upset. Each nightly call seemed angrier than the last, and many demanded I provide a solution.


Each morning, I called my friend, telling her the latest bad news. And she’d always listened patiently—until this particular morning when she gave me her gratitude advice.


I had exactly the sort of notebook she described, so that evening, right before bed, I sat in the bathroom, numbered the first page, and tried to recall ten things I could honestly be thankful for. She was right. It was hard at first. I was ashamed to run out of blessings halfway through.


The next night, I had to start over and list ten more. My first notebook has more gaps between dates than it does daily entries. My friend’s counsel to focus on each day’s lived experience gave me a framework to use. Rather than list by rote “big-ticket” items like a roof over my head or my husband’s love, I began to search for small, specific pleasures I had scarcely noticed. Early lists included such blessings as the taste of cranberry juice, a bird feather found, a grandson’s hug, my husband’s early morning smile, and a cool breeze on a hot August day.


I recalled that my mother would mark special days every year on her kitchen calendar—the first daffodil, the first robin. Robins are year-round birds here, but the spring’s first ladybug made a later list, as did the annual emergence of sea oats on the coastal dunes where I live. Looking for gratitude-list items became a quest that took me through the hours of each day as I wondered, What will I find to give thanks for tonight?


More than seventeen years have passed since my first gratitude list. I still sit quietly for a few minutes in the bathroom right before bed and write out my daily blessings in a little notebook. Living through the COVID-19 pandemic, I’ve had plenty to worry about—my health, and the health of my family, business, and community. Every time I felt overwhelmed by all I had no control over, my gratitude list grounded me. It readied me for sleep and the next day’s challenges by shifting my focus again to nature’s beauty and bounty. I date each entry and start my list with these simple words, “Tonight, I am grateful…”


Gratitude brings me both joy and hope. Sometimes, my lists chronicle what I have received from others or from nature. I have learned to say “thank you” in the moment, which helps me remember the experiences and encounters that make up my later lists. I re-experience these joys every night when I pause to write down my thanks. On other days, my lists outline what I have been blessed to share with others. Just this week, my list included safe travels for a dear friend, a beach walk at first light, a serendipitous heart shape in the curl of a breaking wave, and a young deer with extremely large ears and eyes peering at me through grasses on the dunes. Many nights, as I am writing out my thanks, I can sense God saying, “You’re welcome, and wait until you see what’s in store tomorrow!”


Tonight, my list will include the chance to share this reflection for possible publication, knowing that someone who reads it may be inspired to start gratitude lists of their own.


— Eve Turek —
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Everything we do should be a result of our gratitude for what God has done for us.


~Lauryn Hill





“Father in Heaven, please bless my children. Please bless my friends who are struggling. Please do this and do that…” And so my prayers went. They were less about thanksgiving than they were a list of things for the Lord to do.


Who was I to give the Lord instructions?


A moment of reflection following one of my typical prayers brought me up short. Shamed, I realized that my prayers acknowledged little gratitude and praise to the Father at all.


What could I do to change that?


I challenged myself for a week to give prayers that were 100 percent ones of gratitude. Could I do that? Could I suppress my natural tendency to ask for things?


I was determined to find out.


I started small. I thanked the Lord for a sunny day and the flowers outside my window. I thanked Him for the change of seasons. I thanked Him for the gift of prayer itself.


Something happened along the way. Gratitude, it turns out, is contagious. As I became more aware of His hand in my life, I also became more cognizant of the blessings that others brought into my life as well.


A bouquet of flowers from a friend for no occasion.


An unexpected phone call from a distant relative.


A note from a grandchild saying that he loved me.


Another unexpected consequence resulted along the way. The more grateful I became to the Father for His many blessings, the happier I grew.


— Jane McBride —
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Gratitude turns what we have into enough, and more. It turns denial into acceptance, chaos into order, confusion into clarity…


~Melody Beattie





The 23andMe DNA test that my ex-husband had gifted me for my sixtieth birthday sat on my desk for several weeks before I finally opened it. I spit the required saliva into the tube, registered online, and sent off the sample. Over the next few weeks, I got periodic e-mail updates on the progress of my specimen, and I was invited to participate in some surveys, which I would sometimes do when I had some free time.
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