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January 1 


“I know it’s the last minute,” Carl said timidly, “but I need a date for my company bowling party tonight.”


Two years ago when Carl first joined our church singles group, I wanted to know this man.


Every week my heart fluttered at his warm“hello.” We danced together and laughed like teenagers. We stood close together on my deck,watching the city lights flicker, then, abruptly, he said,“I’ve really got to go now.”


“I must be imagining things that just aren’t there,” I told my best friend.


Carl was a popular guy in our group. In the next year he had his share of dates, but none with me. But then came the telephone call and that “D” word. My emotional alarm clock started to go off, but I decided to give Carl one more chance.


Eleven months later, we were married. During our wedding vows, Carl said,“Thank you for waiting for me.” When it was my turn, I shared something I’d tucked away in my heart. It was from one of those dating seminars:“Love is a friendship that has caught fire.”


Jan Coleman 


Be patient. Timing is everything in life.










January 2 


Finding a new job when I moved to another state proved to be more daunting than I’d anticipated. The nurse recruiter suggested I try the new continuing-care facility. Calling a nursing home by another name didn’t erase my dismal image about such places, but I felt I owed the recruiter the courtesy of at least touring the place.


On the third floor, wheelchairs lined the hallways as the residents waited to go to the dining room for their noon meal. Dejected faces stared into space. My tour guide cheerfully greeted each resident. As we passed by one old woman, she reached out and grabbed my skirt, holding me in a grip that was amazingly strong.


Suddenly, the cluster of residents became just this one.  “What is your name?” I asked.


“Rosemary,” was the reply.


As our hands connected, so did my heart. No longer were they pitiful old people, but elderly human beings worthy of my respect and understanding. Tomorrow I will be on duty at my new job. I’ll do my best to give compassionate care to each one—starting with Rosemary.


Barbara A. Brady 










January 3 


When I first met Larry, he came complete with a daughter, McKenna, and a son, Lorin—on weekends. I was completely captivated by my new and charming “instant family,” but the children’s mother was a different story. I really liked Dia, but our positions seemed to dictate a certain grumpiness with each other that I did my best to squelch.


I watched the children grow,changing from toddlers to schoolkids. And their mother and I continued our civilized and awkward interactions, arranging for the children to come and go, and negotiating vacations and holiday schedules. As the years went by, I noticed that our phone calls changed.I actually enjoyed talking to Dia about the kids. We began a slow but perceptible metamorphosis that was completed the year Dia sent me a Mother’s Day card, thanking me for “co-mothering” her children. And while it hasn’t always been perfect, I know it’s been extraordinary.


One year as we all sat around the Christmas tree, I looked around as the children delivered the gifts. There we were,Dia and her husband, Larry and me, the kids . . . and, surprisingly, I felt at home.


Carol Kline 










January 4 


I grew up with my two sisters on our grandparents’ farm in Alabama. Our secret place was near a large pond where we would build our glorious, if temporary, playhouse out of red, long-dead needles of the pines surrounding the pond. Our roofless pine-needle houses usually wound up being about five feet tall; we never felt the need to cover the sky. After we finished building them,we would lie on the ground, facing the sky, and dream. Within these walls, we planned our futures completely, down to the schools we would attend, the homes and families we would have, the places we would go, and the important things we would accomplish.


Through the building of our pine-straw playhouses, we learned that we, like the trees, were sturdier if we grew close to those we loved, and our lives grew taller without the confines of a ceiling. And we learned that everything is more worthwhile and more fun when we share the job, where laughter is shared along with the work. Sharing our dreams helps make them possible.


T. Jensen Lacey 










January 5 


I met a friend of a friend when they included me in their lunch plans. In the presence of ice water with the freshest twist of lemon and a lunch of hummus on pita bread, this most unusual of creatures turned to me and said, “Tell me about you.” I suppose I stammered something about being a nurse or a grandmother or winters in Minnesota.


If I could return to that luncheon table, I would try to talk about the things I wish for and the things that make me unexpectedly happy, or the darkest thoughts I’ve ever had to sweep from my mind. On those days when uncertainty reigns supreme, I can take myself back and begin, “Let me tell you about me. I’m the one who needs to attend to the conversation that follows.”


Beadrin Youngdahl 










January 6 


Anna entered my life behind her son, my new fifth-grader, William. After a brief acquaintance period, I asked if she’d like to help in the classroom.


“I only got to the eighth grade,” she whispered.


“Okay,” I said,“I’ll help you.”


Helping her with paper grading began the first of many lessons with Anna. After a while every kid knew that when Anna came,they’d better mind their p’s and q’s, or suffer the low re-do grade. Then in February of that year, I got a call.


“Mrs. Bucher, I want to help William with his colonial project, but I went to the library with him, and I don’t know how to get things done.” Of course, she mastered the library system quickly.


The last I heard, Anna was finishing her high-school education, with plans of becoming a fifth-grade teacher.  Knowing Anna, she’ll do it, and the world will have one more wonderful educator—who grades math with a vengeance.


Isabel Bearman Bucher 










January 7 


The journey, not the arrival, matters.


T. S. Eliot 


[image: 9780757399459_0010_001]










January 8 


The day started out rotten. She overslept and was late for work. Everything that happened at the office contributed to her nervous frenzy. By the time she got on the bus—which was late and jammed—her stomach was one big knot.


Then she heard a voice from up front boom,“Beautiful day, isn’t it?” She could not see the man, but she heard him continue to comment on the spring scenery, calling attention to each approaching landmark. Soon all the passengers were gazing out the windows, and she found herself smiling for the first time that day.


They reached her stop. Maneuvering toward the door, she got a look at their “guide”: an older gentleman with a beard, wearing dark glasses and carrying a thin, white cane. He was blind.


Retold by Barbara Johnson 










January 9 


My grandfather had come to America from Greece at the turn of the twentieth century seeking to make a better life. With money in the bank, the time came for Stavros to settle down. He told relatives he was looking for an educated woman from a good Greek family.


Stavroula sat in the chair in the parlor wearing her Sunday finest.“Here,” her father said, handing her a newspaper.“ Read this when he comes through the door.”


“But Papa, you know I can’t read!” Stavroula cried.


After the introductions with her parents, Stavros approached the parlor. Completely mesmerized, Stavros knew he would have to look no further. Stavroula would be his bride. She was beautiful and educated.


He bowed to greet her, taking her small, soft hand in his. He never noticed that the newspaper she held was upside-down.


Christine E. Belleris 


When you meet the person you will love, you 
are not blinded by superficialities.










January 10 


I helped develop a course to increase the chances of student success in college by building a sense of community within the class. It worked, to varying degrees, until the class from hell that felt it was a waste of time. So I instructed everyone to answer this question on an index card: “If there were one thing in your life you could change, what would it be?”


I collected the cards, shuffled them and handed them out. I then randomly selected students to read the card they held.


One student read: “I wish that my husband’s back was better so he could return to work. We have no money.”


“I wish my mother didn’t have breast cancer,” read another. And so on. And so on.


There were tears streaming down the faces of nearly everyone in the class. Without my having to say so, they realized they had far more in common than they had thought. Each of them had problems in their lives. They could relate.


From that point on, the class changed. They worked together. They formed study groups for other classes. They also had another reason to go to college—their friends were there.


Donald Arney 










January 11 


The real voyage of discovery consists not in seeing new landscapes, but in having new eyes.


Marcel Proust 
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January 12 


One hectic morning, while getting ready for school, both my girls began begging for a new hairstyle. I braided Laura’s wispy locks into a snazzy side-braid. I combed Catherine’s shiny black hair into a sleek, French twist.


Laura bounced out the door, swinging her braid proudly. But at school, one girl walked up to Laura and asked in a scathing tone,“What’s with the stinking braid?”  Laura crumbled.


Later, hearing her younger sister’s sorrow, Catherine sat in stony silence. I barely noticed that Catherine spent more time on the phone than usual that evening.


The next afternoon I discovered a small miracle had occurred. There stood Laura, surrounded by the smartest, cutest, most popular fifth-grade girls. And, to my amazement, every single one wore a side-braid, exactly like the one Laura had worn the day before.


“I don’t know what happened!” Laura explained in the van.“I looked up, and all the girls were wearing my braid.” 


I glanced at Catherine in the rearview mirror, and I think she winked at me. I’m not sure.


Carolyn Magner Mason 










January 13 


Why doesn’t someone tell you what motherhood is really like?


W Actually, I had managed rather well with my two girls, but then I thought, Wouldn’t a little boy be fun? So I was delighted to learn a baby was on the way—until the kindly doctor announced I had twin sons.


As the twins got older, I aged incredibly. Some weeks were worse than others. One day Jeremy learned to open the car door while I was driving. A few days later he leaped from the mantel and needed five stitches in his head. Jon cried for days because he didn’t have any stitches and finally consoled himself by drinking iodine. Friends almost stopped coming by, and going out was reduced to a jaunt to the garbage cans or a dash to the mailbox or the clothesline.


Sometimes I wonder how many miles I must have strolled Jon and Jeremy while Julie and Jennifer followed, asking questions. Many times I had no idea how I would do it one more day. Many of my friends and even strangers sometimes quizzed me, “How do you manage?” “I pray a lot,” I told them.“I can’t make it on my own.”


Marion Bond West 










January 14 


When my sister was four, she climbed to the top of a Dumpster. Her earsplitting screams made me move at a superhuman pace. I grabbed her, hijacked a skateboard from one of the other kids, positioned my sister on it and set out as fast as my little legs could travel for the next three blocks. I was six.


And it went both ways. At my ninth birthday party, I was flying down a hill when my roller skate caught on a pebble and I was launched. Tawna stepped right in and organized my trek to safety.


Of course, there was the hair pulling and name calling, but when I lost my first love she held me tight and told me I would be okay. When friends treated her badly, I let her vent and told her it would all work out. We carry each other’s secrets and hold each other’s deepest hopes.


We had to be sisters. We chose to be friends.


Tasha Boucher 










January 15 


Because getting married was looking like it wasn’t in the stars for me, and I wanted to love and be loved, I decided I needed a dog.


I named my puppy Miso. Anywhere I went, Miso came along. If an activity precluded taking a dog along, I wasn’t much interested in it.


Looking back, it’s remarkable that I met my husband-to-be at all. At first Bob accepted Miso as part of the “package.” But as Miso needed to be indoors more due to cold and wet weather, trouble brewed. A crisis point was reached one particularly cold January night when Bob insisted that Miso bunk out on the enclosed porch for the night.


“Don’t make me choose between you and Miso,” I surprised myself by saying, “because you may be in for an unpleasant surprise!”


Bob wisely backed off. That was a turning point. Bob realized that I did not solely depend on him for love and affection. And Miso found her new place in my life, no longer my one-and-only, but as a beloved member of a family.


Holly Manon Moore 


Someone who loves you will be able 
to embrace whoever was important 
to you before you met.










January 16 


My daughter Amy was pregnant at seventeen. She decided to place the baby for adoption and asked me to help her choose the parents.  The prospective mom assured me, “We want you to be a part of her life.” But what role could I possibly have?


The first year I saw Nikki often, fussing over her like any grandparent does. Then the family moved to Florida.  As promised, I received pictures and videos of special moments, but how would she ever get to know me from three thousand miles away?


Then the family came to California for a visit. We were to meet at the park. What a delightful, loving child. It was easy to see Nikki was secure, adored by her father and thrilled with two little brothers.


As her other grandmother said good-bye to me, she glanced over at Nikki.“Thank you,” she said.


In a minute I understood. Nikki was a gift to Grace that came directly through me. Sitting back to watch me connect with Nikki was Grace’s way of honoring me. I put my arm around her.


“Thank you for having room in your heart to let me be ‘Gramma Jan.’”


Jan Coleman 










January 17 


At age eighteen I left my home in New York and went off to study in England. It was an exciting but stressful time, especially since I was still learning to cope with my father’s recent death.


While at the market one day, I rushed over to help an elderly gentleman having difficulty holding onto his walking stick and his bag of apples. So began my friendship with Mr. Burns. I visited with him twice a week, always on the same days. Although Mr. Burns talked, he allowed me the lion’s share.


One day I paid my visit on an “off day.” Coming up to the house, I saw him working in his garden, bending with ease and getting up with equal facility.


“When were you able to . . . walk normally again?” I asked, puzzled.


“I guess that’d be the very next day after our first meeting. I saw how unhappy you were, and I knew you needed someone to talk to. I didn’t think you’d come if you knew I was fit.”


And so the man I’d set out to help helped me. He’d made a gift of his time, bestowing attention and kindness on a young girl who needed both.


Marlena Thompson 










January 18 


As I prepared to euthanize the black Labrador retriever, dying of distemper, the dog, with great and deliberate effort, slowly lifted her head so that she could look into my eyes. She was not ready to die.


I placed a small bowl of milk under the dog’s nose, but she showed no interest in it. I tried again later, and this time she lifted her head and slowly drank. Every few hours I fed her, and the dog’s strength gradually returned.  When no neurological damage had manifested, I knew my patient was out of danger.


I named her Silky and decided to adopt her. I took her home and was surprised to see her climb onto the bed.  When I went to pull her off, she growled and tried to attack me.


Clearly she had been mistreated, and she wanted to know whether I would bully her. Communicating the way I believe animals do—through thoughts and emotions— I held to loving thoughts and images in my mind.


I took her collar and, without hesitation, she jumped down from the bed. Silky has now grown quite old. I’m glad that, years ago, I had the wisdom to pass her test.


Christine Townsend 










January 19 


My wife’s sister and her husband became our houseguests during the months between the sale of their first home and completion of the new one under construction. My life became a sitcom with the sheer chaos that goes with having eight people and an insolent house cat living under one roof.


My house is now a combination day-care center/ amusement park. The kitchen has been transformed into a twenty-four-hour diner. Just like in a real sitcom, my wife and I usually end the day giggling about the hijinks that occur during a “normal” day. Like naked babies chasing the cat through the kitchen. Or a naked cat chasing babies through the kitchen. I’ve never had a sister, but I can honestly now say that my wife’s sister is mine.


Chadd A. Wheat 


Life can be complicated, but often the 
complications make the experience 
more enjoyable.










January 20 


During summers when I was young, I would join my grandfather for his evening walk, and he’d tell me how life was when he was a boy.


“Grandpa, what was the hardest thing you ever had to do in your life?” I asked.


“When your mom and your uncles were little, Grandma had to go to a sanitarium. The hardest thing I ever had to do was put my babies in an orphanage. I went every week to see them, but the nuns would only let me watch them from behind a one-way mirror. I’ll never forgive myself for not making the nuns let me hold them.”


Years later when my grandfather suffered from memory lapses and depression, I tried to encourage my mother to let him come live with us.


“Why? He never cared what happened to us!”


“Mom, Grandpa loves you and always has. He came every week to the orphanage and brought treats, but the nuns wouldn’t let him in the room with you.”


Not long after, my grandfather came to live with us. At last their love transcended the cold pane of glass that had remained between them for all those painful years. 


Laura Reilly 










January 21 


When she was little, she clung to me and said, “You’re my best friend in the whole wide world.” She used to cry when I went away for a night or a weekend. “Someday you’ll go away and leave me,” I would tell her, “and you won’t miss me at all.”


She’s only fourteen now, and though she doesn’t know it, mentally she’s prepared to go. She came home from school with a homework assignment: choose six people with whom you would choose to be stuck on a deserted island. That night, when she recited the names of the people she would take, there was no mention of me. She chose her brother, her godfather, TV character Doogie Howser, Anne of Green Gables. I never thought for a minute that I wouldn’t make the list. I immediately began to sulk.


“You know, Mom, you’re being very immature,” she told me.


I know I am. But that’s because our roles have suddenly reversed. The little girl who clung to me clings no more. Instead I am the one watching her move on and asking,“Why can’t you take me?”


Beverly Beckham 










January 22 


Ever since my five-year-old daughter had fallen off her bike and broken her arm, she’d been afraid. I knew how much she wanted to learn to ride and how she often felt left out when her friends pedaled by our house.


“You know, Hon,” I said,“most everything you do comes with risks.” I held onto the back of her bike until she found the courage to say, “Let go.”


As we walked home, she asked me about a conversation she’d overheard.


“Why were you and Grandma arguing?”


Since my painful divorce, my mother was one of the many people who tried to fix me up. This time she just knew Steve was the man for me.


“Grandma said she just wanted you to find someone to love,” she shrugged.


“What Grandma wants is for some guy to break my heart again,” I snapped.


“So I guess love isn’t like a broken arm,” she said.


After I scolded my mother for discussing this with my daughter, I did what I’d seen her do that afternoon: I let go.


Steve was the man for me. We married a year later. It turned out Mother—and my daughter—were right.


Christie Craig 


Letting go of what hurt us in the past will open 
us up to new adventures in the future.










January 23 


When my twin granddaughters moved into our house at eight months, my close friend offered me her secret to entertaining grandchildren with few mishaps.


“Teach them the ‘one-finger rule.’” The success of the method surprised me.


When my son visited with his fifteen-month-old daughter, I picked her up and said, “Hannah, you may touch anything in this room you want, but you can only use one finger.”


I demonstrated the technique, and Hannah followed my example. If she started to grab, I gently reminded her to use one finger.


Months later, my husband and I visited their home, and I watched Mark and Kim continue to practice the one-finger rule.


The night before we returned home, Mark sat on the floor stuffing gift packets for his potential clients. Hannah helped.


Then she picked up one gift, stretched her prize to me and said,“One finger, Nana!”


Linda Osmundson 










January 24 


My very first teaching job was leading a vibrant group of four-year-olds. At the end of my first day, I was called to the director’s office. A parent wanted to enroll her daughter who was born with a birth defect that required she wear leg braces from the knees down.


That night my stomach was in knots. How could I take on a child with special needs?


The next day Kelly’s mother carried her daughter into my classroom and set her down on the edge of the carpet. After several days of carrying her to and from the yard, I asked Kelly if she would like to try walking down the hallway by herself.


The next day Kelly began her first journey and made it ten feet. Each day Kelly continued her slow walk down the corridor. I charted her progress with pencil marks on the wall. After several weeks she made it all the way to the yard.


When her mother brought her to school after her annual checkup, she asked if I’d been forcing Kelly to walk. Then she gently lifted Kelly’s dress to show me that her knee braces had been replaced with ankle braces.


Seema Renee Gersten 










January 25 


Love is shown by deeds, not by words.


Philippine Proverb 
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January 26 


On the night of her fifty-ninth birthday, Helen Weathers suffered a brain aneurysm. Her family waited through a six-hour operation to see if she would survive. When she started recovering, Helen was almost like a child. Although everyone wanted her back, it became clear that Helen might never be the same woman again.


She was placed in intensive therapy, and after seven months, she made it home to her husband and dogs.


“I am convinced that the only reason I was spared is to inspire others,” Helen says. She receives dozens of calls a day from people seeking help with similar disabilities, and she never turns anyone away. She knows deep in her heart that love and caring guided her out of the storm and helped her wade safely back to shore.


Helen Weathers as told to Diana L. Chapman 


People can survive against all odds with the 
love and caring of family and friends.










January 27 


While delivering laundry into the appropriate bedrooms, I stumbled upon my 13-year-old sister’s diary. I had always been jealous of my little sister. I competed with her tacitly and grew to resent her natural abilities. I felt it necessary to shatter her shadow with achievements of my own. As a result, we seldom spoke.


I tentatively plucked the book from the floor, convinced that I would discover scheming and slander. It was worse than I suspected. I was her hero. She admired me for my personality, my achievements and, ironically, my integrity. She wanted to be like me. I ceased reading, struck with the crime I had committed. I had expended so much energy into pushing her away that I had missed out on her.


I longed to know her again. I was finally able to put aside the petty insecurity that kept me from her. On that fateful afternoon, I decided to go to her—this time to experience instead of judge, to embrace instead of fight. After all, she was my sister.


Elisha M. Webster 










January 28 


My friend Rita celebrated her fifty-fifth birthday on January 28, 1998. Forty-five years earlier she was scheduled to be on the local T-Bar V television show, but months before the big event, social workers came to her home and removed her and her brothers from an environment deemed unacceptable for children. The years went by and Rita grew up, married and had her own child, who also grew up.


At age 54 she finally told a friend about the painful parts of her history. The friend suggested she write Randy Atcher of the T-Bar V show and tell him how much it would mean to get a birthday card from him.


The mail came on her birthday, but no card. Rita was at her son’s house for a birthday dinner when the doorbell rang. Randy Atcher walked through the door.


Rita shed tears of joy as her daughter-in-law brought out a huge cake while Randy sang the T-Bar V birthday song:


“Happy, happy Birthday from all of us to you.


“Now you’ll have happy birthdays all your life through.”


And Rita knew the words of the song were true. At last. 


Marie Bunce 


It is never too late to live out one’s dream.










January 29 


My sister found Jake roaming the streets, all skin and bones, filthy and exhausted. Although the vet didn’t expect him to live more than a week, Jake was still with me after a month. That was when I noticed a newspaper article requesting dogs and volunteers for a pet-assisted therapy program. Jake passed the tests with flying colors and became an official hospital volunteer.


One particular visit stands out. A man asked if Jake and Mac, his partner, could visit his wife who was very ill. I took her clenched fist and let her knuckles stroke Jake’s ear, and when I looked at Jake, I knew he’d made a connection.


Upon hearing that this patient was awake, the nurse told me I must have the wrong room. The woman who was talking and hugging Mac had only 5 percent of her brain function and was not expected to wake up.


My dog, and others like him, had a power that left me in awe. It’s simple: My dog Jake worked miracles with his love.


Terry Perret Martin 










January 30 


I would be facing motherhood as a single woman, so I wanted to start with a new and innocent baby who could ease me into the trials and joys of parenting. Then a girl’s image on the television demanded my attention.“I need a mom who can help me become a young woman,” the 12-year-old said. And I surrendered myself to adoption.


The call I finally got was for a boy whose mother was a drug addict. Michael was in the hospital with a broken leg. “We think his foster mother did it,” the social worker told me.


Ultimately, it was Michael’s younger brother and sister that I was able to adopt. My daughter was born addicted to heroin. Both she and her brother have seen more grief than someone three times their age, and they require medication just to behave normally.


My kids are demanding. They will get right in your face, screaming in frustration, then turn around and cling to you, arms squeezing the breath out of you.“I need you,”  they’re saying. “Can you love me?” And I answer with satisfaction, “Yes, I love you.”


Pamela J. Chandler 










January 31 


Setting: a school in rural Arkansas where the first-grade students would participate in a different kind of reading program. After they had successfully completed a book, they were allowed to take books and tapes home over the weekend. They were to return the items on Monday.


On Monday, Nicole didn’t bring back the book and tapes. For three weeks she either said she forgot or didn’t offer any excuse at all. Then one day, Nicole’s young mother came to talk with the teacher.


Her first words came haltingly. “When Nicole told me she was learning to read, I didn’t believe her. Nobody in my family can read. When I asked her how she did that, she told me she listened to the tape and followed in the book with what the teacher read.


“The reason Nicole didn’t bring her reading stuff back was because I just couldn’t let go. I had to find out if I could learn.”


For Nicole’s teacher this was confirmation of what she had been taught about teaching: So many wondrous things seem to come about by accident. And this mother, who believed that she was too dumb to learn, actually read to her mother.


James Elwood Conner as told to Carla Merolla 


No one is ever too old to learn.










February 1 


The bitterest tears shed over graves are for 
words left unsaid and deeds left undone.


Harriet Beecher Stowe 


[image: 9780757399459_0035_001]










February 2 


I had worried myself sick over Sergei’s mother coming to see me. I was a new teacher who gave honest accounts of the students’ work. Sergei was extremely bright, but his grades were awfully low. I felt I was being called to account for his poor work.


I was completely unprepared, therefore, for her kisses on both my cheeks and her thanks for helping Sergei become a different person.


I wondered how I had made such a life-changing difference to that boy. And then I remembered the day when I encouraged another student to project her voice.“Speak up,” I said. “Sergei’s the expert on this, and he can’t hear you in the back of the room.” I realized that the boy who most needed praise was the one who took the last seat that day.


I became kinder that day and much more careful of what I say in front of students. I understood how fragile our children are and how a small kindness can indeed make a life-determining difference. I hope Sergei did well in life because he gave me more than I gave him.


Molly Bernard 










February 3 


I watched a tapestry in the making in a hospital room the other night. The first threads were woven together 53 years before when Mac and Asa Lee dated, fell in love and were married. They reared a son and a daughter and enjoyed the arrivals of five grand -children over the years. Then Mac’s health began to fail. 


I met Asa Lee when several of us from our church stopped at the Veterans Administration Medical Center to sing carols.


Mac suffers from congestive heart failure and Parkinson’s and also has an eye condition that has robbed him of most of his sight. He didn’t seem to recognize his wife.


Our singing done, we started for the door. I saw Mac turn his head with great difficulty and reach toward his wife. She instantly returned to his side and grasped his outstretched hand, bending near to give him another kiss. 


The clasped hands and shared kiss spoke of a love that had knit together the joys and overcome the pains of a 53-year tapestry of love and devotion as ancient as creation and as new as tomorrow’s sunrise.


Vicki Marsh Kabat 










February 4 


Day 1: I’m starting a diary about the kids’ upcoming experience with chicken pox. Vicki called to tell me her kids have chicken pox, and when I looked at the calendar and counted the days, it turns out my kids will have chicken pox right in the middle of our school’s break. Plus, my husband is already planning to stay home that week to catch up on paperwork, so why not just get it over with?


Day 2: Went to grocery store to stock up on calamine lotion.


Day 18: School break is over; daughters back in school. Husband back at work. Son home with chicken pox.


Day 21: Daughter erupting with chicken pox.


Day 26: Husband left for out-of-town business trip. Son now has flu. Second daughter also home with stomachache.


Day 30: All kids home from school—one with chicken pox, two with flu, one faking to get in on the snacks.


Day 32: Husband called early from nice hotel. Very understanding when I was unable to remember his name.


Day . . . So tired. Don’t know what day it is and don’t care anyway.


Janet Konttinen 










February 5 
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