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What People Are Saying About 
Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul Letters . . . 


“I really enjoyed reading the letters in this book. I have gone through a lot in the past two years, but reading these letters made me feel like I will get through it all and might even be a better person because of what I’ve been through.”


Theresa, 16 


“The letters in this book really made me see how great my family and friends are. I am going to start writing letters to the people I love to tell them how much I appreciate them.”


Jamie, 15 


“I love all the Chicken Soup books, but I enjoyed this one the most. I felt like I was one step closer to the magic that makes these books so loved by teens. It was like I had a special ‘backstage pass’ that allowed me to see into the inner workings of these books and their readers.”


Melissa, 18 


“I can’t explain the way this book made me feel. It was even better than the ‘regular’ Chicken Soup books because the stories and letters were so personal and uplifting. The Tough Stuff section was incredibly sad, but it made me realize how blessed I am and how every moment is precious. I hope you continue to share these letters and stories with us.”


Kristi, 15 


“I want to thank you for continuing to believe in us (teens) by doing these books. What I loved about this book was that it felt like I could have written many of the stories and letters myself. That made me feel so good because I felt like I am important and I matter (well, at least to people like you, Jack and Mark). Thanks so very much. You make me feel good about being a teen.”


Lisa, 14 


“The Chicken Soup for the Soul books have been some of the best books I have ever read. Knowing that everyday people contribute some of their real-life, personal stories to these books makes a huge impact on myself as the reader.”


Gina, 16 


“Being a teen with a disability is not easy, no matter how you look at it. However, reading this book did so much to ease the pain and change my perspective that I am honestly grateful for my situation now. This is the first time I have seen the blessings instead of just the difficulties of my disabilities.”


Chris, 18 


“I have two teenage daughters who love Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul. I always read a few stories before passing the books on to my daughters. I could not put this one down. I was so intrigued by the teens, teachers and parents who wrote in. I found it to be absolutely spellbinding. I think it is a shame that more parents won’t know to read this book before giving it to their teens.”


Terry, mother of two 


“After reading this book I look at my life with a positive new perspective. It affected my relationships with friends, family and even myself.”


Jenny, 15 


“I’ve always wondered what the other people who read these books are like. Now I know—they’re just like me.”


Catherine, 16 


“This is a great book. I have been feeling pretty down lately, so it was nice to know that others have gone through similar times in their lives. It takes a lot to share something so personal, so I really appreciate that the writers in this book were so honest and open. This book makes me feel like I’m not alone.”


Kerry, 17 
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With love, we dedicate this to
all the teenagers who have written
to thank us and to share
their stories.


We thank you for wanting
to help and inspire
your fellow teens.
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Introduction 


To send a letter is a good way to go somewhere without moving anything but your heart.


Phyllis Theroux


Dear Tens,


In 1997 we released the first Chicken Soup book written especially for teens. Since that time we have been deeply moved by your responses to the books, especially in the form of letters you have written to us. Your letters have been filled with heartfelt thank-yous and detailed descriptions of how a particular story or stories helped you and gave you a newfound faith in the process of life.


When I was interviewed for the book, I remember saying many times that this generation—so often accused of being selfish and ill-mannered— took the time to sit down and write beautifully articulate thank-you letters. I, a generally grateful person, had never done the same and I wanted people to know how kind and thoughtful this generation is—despite what many would have us believe.


These thank-you letters continued to pour in and we found that reading them brought us even closer to teens and to the issues they were dealing with. More often than not, the letters were as personal and as insightful as the stories they were thanking us for. Some of the letters were so honest and revealing that the teenagers on our staff were compelled to write their own personal letters in response.


Now that there are a total of five Chicken Soup books for your age group—Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul I, II, III, Journal and College Soul— this phenomenon only continues to grow. More and more we find ourselves telling each other that we should do a book of “the stories behind the stories.”


Many of you have written to us asking, “What happened to Lia Gay? Is she still in love?” or, “How is Mike doing? Do you ever hear from him?” Because many of the contributors have their contact information in the back of the book, they receive letters personally from the teens who were particularly touched or changed by their story. More than once the writers have told us that they received a thank-you from a reader at a time when they were doubting their own worth or struggling with their own issues, and the thank-you letter came at the perfect moment.


The main reason we were compelled to share this book with you is because we want to share the caring and generosity that continues after the books are read. When we first used the slogan “Teens Helping Teens,” we couldn’t have dreamed of the enormity of that statement.


It is very important to us that as you read these stories and letters you understand that we are very clear about where the credit belongs for all of this. You the reader, you the teenager, you the one who opened up your heart either to help or to be helped, are the ones responsible for this. You, the teens who shared the deepest part of yourselves, who with trust and great hope looked for an answer, you with a heart full of gratitude who wrote us a thank-you, and you, who cared about people you didn’t even know and wrote to us to find out how they were doing. You are the ones who have created this cycle of love and healing.


It is our deepest hope that the healing continue and that you, the reader, know how incredibly grateful we are for being a part of and being able to continue nurturing this community of teens helping teens.


This book is for you!


With great love,


Kim, Jack and Mark






Healing Words 


When I’m feeling all alone,


A stranger from the group


I pour myself a heaping bowl


Of Teenage Chicken Soup.


Those I meet inside here


Never ask me to explain.


They understand without a word


And also feel my pain.


Was it something in my story


That changed your life today?


The healing words of one like me


Who found himself astray?


Did you feel that bond between us


Through our taking and our giving?


Did you touch that part inside my heart


That said to go on living?


Your words come flying back to me.


They lay upon your letter.


I’m glad to know I helped you


And that you’re feeling better.


When you are feeling stronger


Since our lives and words have crossed


Go out and help another soul


Who’s out there feeling lost.


Corey Dweck






1
DEAR
CHICKEN
SOUP. . .


The most beautiful thing in the world is, precisely,
the conjunction of learning and inspiration.


Wanda Landowska






Thanks, Mom!


Dear Chicken Soup,


I want to thank you for your book Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul. I have never read a book that made me cry so hard. I probably could relate to 97 percent of the stories.


I am a senior in high school. For four years I have been a member of the marching band at my school—four years of commitment to an organization of 150 kids, four teachers and 100 parents working from August to June of every school year. For four years, my mom has been there for me— never complaining, and never receiving a “Thanks, Mom.” My mother is pretty much a supermom and, unfortunately, it took me some seventeen years to realize it.


“Chauffeur” is probably a more appropriate name for her. Every concert, every competition, every football game, my mom was there with a smile. She always stayed to watch—even through the football games. And when she couldn’t be there, my mom would be waiting for me when the bus pulled into the school’s parking lot.


The strange thing is, my mother actually enjoyed arriving at the school at 10:30 at night just for me to tell her that I was going out with my friends and that I needed twenty dollars instead of a ride home. She enjoyed selling cowbells and blankets, seat cushions and tickets—just as long as I was happy. Now that I’m a senior, I have my own car and drive myself to my football games and concerts. My mother still comes to watch me.


Recently, my band was invited to play for the fiftieth anniversary celebration of ETS (Educational Testing Service). When the bus pulled up to the flagpole in front of my high school I had the strangest feeling. Something was missing. I found myself desperately searching for my mom in the parking lot. I needed to tell her I didn’t need a ride home; I was going out. I then realized my mother was at home and probably in bed. I never realized how much I took her for granted until she wasn’t there.


When I got home that night, I woke her up and told her I loved her and I missed her. I told my mom that I really appreciated all the times she had driven my friends and me back and forth and around the world. I told her I was glad she embarrassed me all those times, because I knew that it just meant she loved me, too. My mom looked back at me with tears and a big smile.


Thank you for the wonderful books! They have inspired me to show my gratitude and my love to the people who matter. My mom thanks you, as well.


Sincerely,


Rebecca Kross






My Sister’s First Love 


Dear Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul,


I am sending you a story my sister wrote for your consideration for a Chicken Soup book. My sister, Jodi, underwent a very emotional, psychological and spiritual struggle as she dealt with the fact that her long-term boyfriend, Tim, was dying from an inoperable brain tumor. She helped Tim fight his cancer in every way imaginable, but unfortunately on Valentine’s Day in 1997, Jodi sat by Tim’s side as he took his last breath.


Although her story is tragic, she was able to gain a whole new outlook on the meaning of life and death. She wrote this story about her experience, and it touched me deeply. The power of her words is simply breathtaking, and I wanted to share them with you, and, hopefully, others, as well.


Sincerely,
Kristi Vesterby


Immortal


When someone dies, you don’t get over it by forgetting; you get over it by remembering, and you are aware that no person is ever truly lost or gone once they have been in our life and loved us, as we have loved them.


Leslie Marmon Silko


His dizziness and headaches began during the summer; they worried me a little, but I never thought they would amount to anything serious. I look back now and wonder if he knew they were signs of what was to come. Tim and I had been dating for over a year; we’d become best friends. We were in that phase of our lives when we thought nothing could go wrong. We were going to be together forever and live our perfect high-school-sweetheart love story with a white picket fence and all. When his symptoms persisted, I think we both knew that something was wrong, but I never could have imagined just how wrong.


By basketball season, things were considerably worse. It was his junior year, and Tim had hoped he would finally be starting on the varsity team. I would sit in the stands and cheer with the rest of my friends, but inside I was constantly wondering who this impostor was that was taking over Tim’s body. He bobbled the ball as he’d dribble up the court, or tip over on the backs of his heels while attempting to play defense. His frustration increased with each day of practice, so when his mother, Ann, suggested he see a doctor, Tim agreed. The local clinic scheduled an appointment for him to have a scan of his brain the next time the “MRI-Mobile” came to Olivia, our small, unequipped town. The scan later showed a tumor growing on the base of Tim’s brain, and from then on our lives were never the same.


We all sat crammed in an incredibly small room they called a doctor’s office, waiting for the arrival of some overly busy neuro-oncologist. He was going to interpret the complicated X rays that were beyond the capability of the doctors at Prairie Family Practice. This room was as close to hell as I’ve ever been, and without even knowing what was ahead of me, it was difficult to find a way to pass the time. None of us wanted to think about why we were there, so we mostly occupied the passing minutes with the idle talk of basketball and history class. The oncologist finally graced us with his presence as he walked into our crowded room. He introduced himself and started discussing what we already knew from the scans. Tim had a tumor invading his brain stem. He went on to say that it was inoperable, which meant very little to me at the time. As he went into medical jargon, his words became mere background noise as I turned my attention toward Tim.


He sat in the chair directly across from me, listening to every word the doctor was saying. He was motionless; even his eyes seemed to be staring into a place that had somehow captured his whole being. Tim hated his eyes. He often joked about their “ugly” tint, which he called green-brown-yellow-orangish. I always had to remind him that despite their lack of definite color, his eyes were one of his best features. They disclosed his every emotion. All I had to do was look at them and I could actually see his love for me. His eyes revealed his kindness, his cocky and somewhat rebellious nature, and, of course, his spark of determination. Now they were vacant.


Ann, Tim’s mother, asked a question, and I was thrown back into the conversation at hand. Dr. So-and-So answered by discussing the options that could be attempted to shrink the tumor. I wondered why none of his so-called options sounded promising. As this thought meandered through my mind, his mother, with a voice that attempted to hide the quivering, asked how long Tim was expected to live. Her words snuck up from behind me and grabbed my throat. I looked at her as though she was a murderer with no conscience. How could she ask such a question? Tim was not going to die, and she had no right to even suggest that he might. In a detached voice void of all emotion the doctor said, “One year to eighteen months with treatment.”


As he spoke these words, the grip around my neck tightened to the point of choking me. I struggled for a breath, and the already tiny room closed even more. I needed space, and the first thought that crossed my mind was to run, not only from the room, but from the whole situation. I could escape now before I got hurt. I was confused and angry, but most of all I was consumed by the incredible fear of losing someone I loved so much.


I looked at Tim who sat motionless; he didn’t say anything and neither did anyone else. The room was filled with an uncomfortable silence, and I could feel the pulse of my heart pounding in my ears. I was sure that everyone could hear me sucking in each breath. I don’t remember what the doctor said before he left the room—I couldn’t even look at this man who had just sentenced Tim to death. When we were alone, Ann crossed the room and gave Tim a hug. The rest of us sat and cried. Tim looked up and with a smile said, “I’m not going anywhere.” It was his declaration of war.


I was nervous, and I didn’t know what I should do. I was just the girlfriend; I didn’t know if I had any business being a part of this ordeal. As I was thinking that this was a time their family should be alone, Ann left Tim’s side and he motioned for me to come over. I sat down on his knee and, wrapping my arms around his neck, rested my forehead against his. When I opened my eyes they met his, and I saw the emotion in them that had been missing up to that point. Water welled up on the brim of his lids, and finally a single tear fell, gliding down his cheek in slow motion.


Tim had always had the fighter attitude, and I believed him completely when he said he was going to beat the odds that were stacked against him. The battle was on. He was going to do everything he could in order to conquer the cancer threatening to overtake the life that he wasn’t done living. His life became a quest to find a physical cure. He viewed it as a challenge he needed to overcome, and there was no doubt in his mind that he would do it.


His battle was viewed as courageous; he became a local hero. Why is it that people with terminal illness are so respected for fighting for a cure until the end? Do they even have a choice? The focus always lies in finding a physical remedy. Do everything and anything you can to battle the disease. What have you got to lose? Don’t give up. Rarely do you find people looking for a type of healing that restores the soul. I guess that’s just not good enough. Death meant failure, and that was unacceptable. So along with everything else, I encouraged Tim to stay strong and fight. I wanted him to do whatever he could to beat the cancer. I didn’t realize that it didn’t have to be a war. Nobody had to be the loser. I wish I would have known that then.


He was bombarded by alternative healing options, some more “far out” than others, but all promising a miraculous cure. There was no way he could try all of them. Tim choked down over seventy pills a day: shark cartilage, herbal remedies, beta this and turbo that, each one offering a way to fight his growing tumor. He forced himself to drink glass after glass of carrot juice despite the thick texture, pungent odor and lingering aftertaste. He tried some positive-imagery techniques and then there was that magnetic contraption. The list goes on.


The traditional medical world was also involved in the battle, despite their lack of confidence in a cure. Surgery was out of the question because of the tumor’s location, so the doctors suggested other treatment options. The Duke University brain-tumor team provided a protocol that involved heavy doses of radiation therapy, shooting directly at the base of his brain stem two times a day for several months. The tumor shrunk by half, but it wasn’t annihilated; in fact, it was fighting back. Eventually chemotherapy, a word that had quickly became as taboo as profanity in church, was attempted as a last resort. It didn’t work.


I was included in Tim’s battle against cancer in almost every way possible, and the Orth family always made me feel welcome. I went where Tim went. I don’t know if his parents always approved (or mine for that matter), but as long as it kept Tim happy, they didn’t complain. I went along on all the hospital visits. I went on family trips. I spent more time at their house than I should admit, but it was worth it. I rapidly evolved from my “just a girlfriend” status to member of their clan. I loved them, and still do.


Tim’s health declined rapidly during the last months of his life. His former physique was reduced to a loose layer of skin covering his skeleton. It was difficult to keep him comfortable, and he spent most of his days hunched on the reclining sofa in his living room. I spent most of my days in the seat beside him watching him sleep. Sometimes the selfishness in me would overpower my good sense, and I would wake him from a peaceful sleep so that I could talk to him.


In a matter of months I watched my boyfriend turn into an eighty-year-old man. He went blind, he couldn’t walk, he couldn’t remember, but he could still laugh. I experienced a crash course in Nursing 101, quickly learning all of the details involved in caring for someone who is terminally ill. However, I soon realized that my most important “job responsibility” was to keep a smile on Tim’s face. It’s difficult to maintain dignity when you can’t do anything for yourself. He had to cope with issues of aging as a teenager. He was nineteen years old and had to deal with the fact that his girlfriend had to help him go to the bathroom. I cracked jokes and teased him about silly things to lighten his mood. I basically treated him like I always had; I was the person who didn’t minister to him like he was dying. I made him laugh. It was the only thing I could do to help in a seemingly helpless situation, but it wasn’t enough. I wanted to help him be at peace, even though I wasn’t. One day after waking up from a regular afternoon nap, I noticed that Tim’s eyes were focused in a dreamlike manner on something in the upper-right corner of the living room. He was mesmerized by what he was seeing, and the slight grin across his face suggested it was something awesome. It took me a few seconds to remember that Tim was blind because the tumor was slowly overtaking the optic nerve’s space in his brain. I wondered what he could be looking at.


“Tim, what are you staring at?” I asked, though I wasn’t sure I was ready to hear his answer.


“Just the light up there,” he replied, continuing to stare ahead. The tears raced to my eyes, but I blinked to keep them from falling. I knew in my heart what he was seeing, but I wasn’t satisfied with his vague answer. I wanted more.


“I can’t see it. What is it like?” I asked.


“It’s beautiful. You’re not supposed to see it, though.”


“Tell me about it,” I probed with a combination of curiosity and fear. Tim didn’t take his eyes off the spot in the corner of the room. He had several false starts before he was finally able to form the words he was searching for.


“I’m going up there . . . soon.” The tears that had been welling in my eyes up to that point were released like floodgates. For the first time, I was grateful for Tim’s blindness; I didn’t want him to see me cry. I cleared my throat, in an attempt to get rid of the lump that had formed there, and took a deep breath, letting it out slowly to help me relax. This might be my last opportunity to talk to Tim about facing death, and I wasn’t going to allow my emotions to let it slip away. I had so much I needed to tell him, for my own sake and for his. I wanted Tim to experience a peaceful death, and I did not want to be the one who was holding him back. I told him he could leave whenever he was ready. I explained that I would be okay after he left.


“I love you so much,” I said, “and I am going to miss you more than you could possibly imagine. It will be so hard to live the rest of my life without you here, but I know that one day I’ll see you again.” Tim’s attention was finally diverted from the heavenly focus. He reached over and held his hand out for me to hold. A smirk took over the peaceful expression that had been occupying his face and he let out a weak chuckle.


“That part is up to you,” he said, completely amused with his insinuation that I had better be good while he was gone if I wanted to join him in eternity. He could never pass up a good smart remark. I laughed and cried. I felt a sense of relief. There was no way I could have said everything that needed to be said, and of course, everything didn’t come out the way I intended it to. However, Tim and I were able to share an experience that offered us both a sense of closure. It was the closest to heaven that I have been in my lifetime, and I’ll never forget it.


I left Tim’s house on February 13 feeling disheartened. I always got a kiss from Tim before leaving; it was a custom I’d grown used to. He would sit with his eyes closed and his lips puckered, waiting for me to bend down and say good night. Tonight things were different. Tim had slipped into a comalike state and was still incoherent as I prepared to leave. I bent down to kiss him good-bye, and his labored breathing was magnified. My lips touched his, and all hope for a response was lost. As I put on my coat and boots, I remembered that the next day was Valentine’s Day. I had told him earlier that the best gift he could give me was for him to be at peace. As I closed the front door behind me, I wondered if he heard.


With a bunch of red and white balloons in hand, I entered the Orths’ house the next morning. I knew he wouldn’t be able to see the gift I’d brought, but I needed to bring something. Tim was lying lifeless in his high-tech hospice bed, but I could see his chest moving as he took each breath, and was relieved that he hadn’t gone without me by his side. I spent the morning curled up next to him in his bed, holding his hand. Around 12:30, Tim took his last breaths. I don’t recall the exact moment he died; I only remember opening my eyes and he was gone. His mother proclaimed, “Oh, Tim, no more seizures, no more headaches. Now you can see. Now you can laugh. Now you can run. Now you can fly! We love you!”


I didn’t have any profound words; I’m not good with good-byes. I whispered, “See ya later.”


Although Tim’s life on earth ended on February 14, 1997, he continues to live on in so many other ways.


Tim helped me to be the person that I am today. He taught me that the most important part of living is to find happiness in everything. I look back on all the memorable moments we shared together, and I recall his immortality. I remember all the fishless fishing trips. I remember eating popcorn and playing endless games of cribbage at my kitchen table. I remember cringing every time a song by Prince came on the radio because I knew he would sing along. I remember keeping my parents up all night with our outbursts of laughter, and I remember falling asleep on the couch listening to his heartbeat.


I know I will experience love again, but I will never find a replacement for what I had. Instead, I will take Tim with me as I continue to live my life. He will be with me when I graduate from college. He will be with me when my father walks me down the aisle at my wedding. He will be with me when I teach my first child to throw a softball. Eventually we will be together again when it’s my time to leave this Earth.


Jodi Vesterby






Unconditional Love 


DearChickenSoupfortheTeenageSoul, 


Ever since I can remember, my father has had a problem with alcohol. When I was little, he and my mother would have fights. My mother, sister and I would have to pack up our bags and stay with my grandmother. We must have done that ten times, but I was so young and naïve then. I never paid much attention to the fact that every drink my father consumed affected how long he would actually live.


About two years ago, my father was officially diagnosed with alcoholism, a disease that controls your thoughts and emotions to the point where you cannot function without alcohol. I never saw my father as anyone with problems. He was my undying superhero, capable of overcoming every obstacle in his way. In his high-school years, he was labeled “The American Dream.” He was a high-school track star, handsome and talented. Unfortunately, my father grew up with an alcoholic father much like himself. I wish he hadn’t inherited his father’s tendencies.


Recently my father was in an alcohol-related accident, a head-on collision with another car. It was this accident that made me realize how serious his illness really was. I clearly remember the phone call we received that night, at 2:00 A.M. I picked up the phone and was asked to put on the lady of the house. I hurriedly awoke my mother and gave her the phone. I watched as she listened to the grueling details. What if he doesn’t make it? I thought as I sobbed. She hung up the phone and told me not to cry, that everything would be okay. I watched from the window through tears as she pulled out of our driveway to go to the hospital. I stayed up all night by the phone, waiting to hear that my father was going to be okay.


Finally at seven in the morning, the phone rang. He had been under the influence and without a seat belt. His head had smashed through the windshield, cutting open his face and damaging his brain. He had been unconscious when they pulled him from the car, and his eye was completely exposed. My mom had seen him before they took him to surgery, and she said that she thought he was dead. He looked horrible. Luckily, the doctors, with the help of God, were able to save my father and prevent permanent damage to his right eye.
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						THE SHADOW




						DISCOVERING ME




						NOT ALONE




						LUCKY AFTER ALL




						INSPIRED BY TRAGEDY




		

					3. THANK YOU!


			CHICKEN SOUP? HOW LAME!




						RESPECTING OTHERS




						A PLEA FOR ALL OF US




						DEFINING COURAGE




						COMING TOGETHER




						DECLARATION OF HUMANHOOD




						MISINTERPRETED




						PEOPLE CHANGE BUT FRIENDSHIPS REMAIN




						GIVING FROM THE HEART




						MOVING ON




						OUR JOURNEY TOGETHER




						IF THEY CAN MAKE IT, SO CAN I




						A CLOSER FAMILY




						DEALING WITH MY MOTHER'S DEATH




						A BUOY IN THE OCEAN OF LIFE




						FEELING BETTER ABOUT MYSELF




						ME




		

					4. INSIGHTS AND LESSONS


			BONDING WITH NOTEBOOKS




						LIFE IS A BUMPY ROAD




						LEARNING THE HARD WAY




						MY MAGIC MIRROR




						IT'S NOT WHAT'S ON THE OUTSIDE, BUT WHAT'S ON THE INSIDE




						A SIMPLE STORY




						LESSONS




						WIPING OFF THE FOG




						THE SOFT VOICE OF FORGIVENESS




		

					5. TOUGH STUFF


			HONORING MY SISTER




						COTTON CANDY




						THERE FOR MY FATHER




						COPING WITH THE LOSS OF A FRIEND




						LETTING GO OF GUILT




						THE CRASH




						WHEN I GET OUT




		

					6. HELPING OTHERS


			HELPING OTHERS: INTRODUCTION




						THERE IS HOPE




						YELLOW RIBBON PROJECT




						WE DID IT!




						A MOST PRECIOUS POSSESSION




						CHALLENGE DAY




						A DAY THAT CHANGED US ALL




						THE VIOLENCE NEEDS TO STOP




						A TEACHER'S DREAM




						DUSTY SENTIMENTS




		

					WHO IS JACK CANFIELD?




					WHO IS MARK VICTOR HANSEN?




					WHO IS KIMBERLY KIRBERGER?




					CONTRIBUTORS




					PERMISSIONS




					COPYRIGHT PAGE



        

    

OEBPS/images/9781453279311_cover.jpg
@ S5 #1 New York Times
iy "« BESTSELLING AUTHORS
Jack Canfield

Mark Victor Hansen
Kimberly Kirberger

| Letters of Life, Love
2 and Learning





