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Foreword


March 26, 2011. Nearly three years of winter after losing our precious five-year-old, Maria Sue, as the result of an accident at our home. I was in the typical hurry-up mode of helping the two girls get out the door for school. Loading backpacks, gymnastics bags and anything else that needed to go, it was the typical ugly pile that happens when the Chapmans try to get to school on time.


As I walked around the back of the station wagon in my normal frenzied Mom mode, I was reminded of a recent visit to Target with Shaohannah, our now twelve-year-old. In the back window of the station wagon was a plastic container. It held nine stuffed flowers—the kind with long, green velvety stems and brightly colored petals. Each one had a smiley face placed right in the middle of the flower. Shaohannah had selected these strategically from the $1 section. Four bright orange flowers represented her dad, her brothers Caleb and Will Franklin, and Tanner, her sister Emily’s husband. Three bright pink flowers represented Mom, Emily, and Julia, Caleb’s wife. Two bright purple flowers represented Stevey Joy and herself. Then she spotted one of those big windmill things that you can stake in the ground and watch the wind whirl around. It was bright blue with a big ladybug stuck on it for a decorative touch. This would be chosen to represent our youngest, Maria, who is now in the arms of Jesus, making all of heaven a louder, more irresistible place.


On a normal day running errands, we were in Target, and it was time. The sun had been warming the air and softening the ground. Winter seemed to be moving farther and farther in the distance, and its dark, short days had become longer, brighter ones. I watched Shaohannah carefully as she made her selections. Boy-colored flowers. Girl-colored flowers. She chose something a little bigger and special for Maria. She was very matter-of-fact and actually enjoyed the creativity and fun of making all of her selections.


On we went. Laundry detergent, toothpaste, cleaning supplies, snacks. You know the list—the one that never gets completely accomplished. “Mom,” Shaoey said. “Look! It’s a plaque that says ‘WELCOME SPRING!’ It’s perfect to go with the flowers that I picked out.” The spring-colored sign, hanging on the end of an aisle, was quickly and excitedly placed in the cart. We continued through Target until our list was mostly complete, then checked out and headed home.


On the way home, it struck me that whether we wanted to or not, we had welcomed spring! It had been a hard winter—one for me personally of wandering around a dark, ugly, snow-frozen forest, not sure which way to go to find my way out. I couldn’t see, but knew I only had one option: Hold on to Jesus and have faith that He was with me every step of the journey. It was a huge step of faith, as tragedy had never been a part of my journey, and it took me to the bottom of my Christian faith. I had to choose to see that He was with me in the chaos of the terror that had stricken our family. I desperately needed to know that He was real. It was a choice. It was either all true or none of it was. I had a choice to make, and so I did. I held on to Jesus and began a painful, angry, and sometimes unbelieving walk through the forest, begging Him to help me in my unbelief, and to be the healer of my soul that He says He is.


Three years later, I would say that I’m now standing at the edge of that forest, but tempted to run back in, for that is what I’ve known for so long. I know that sounds odd, but though grief has become an unwelcome friend, it is nonetheless the friend I’ve known for a while now. Maria is there. The grief, the pain of losing her is there. Her memories are there. The good ones… There is only one horrific one: the day our spring turned to winter.


Then I see it. I feel the warmth, the sun. There, in front of me, is a beautiful field of daffodils, raising their delicate faces upward to their Creator as if they are praising Him for spring.


Thousands of daffodils are standing everywhere. Jesus is leading me, calling me ever so gently out of the forest, into the beautiful tapestry of flowers. I sense strongly that He is telling me it’s time. It’s time to run, play, live! He is reminding me that if He was with me in the dead forest, holding and literally carrying me on any given day, then He’ll be with me in the playful flower fields of spring.


I’m scared. Leaving Maria? Leaving what has become all I know? Jesus nudges again… “You’re not walking away from Maria, leaving her in the frozen darkness of where you’ve been. I, the Savior of your soul, am alive in you! In your heart! As you walk with me, you walk toward her! Death and pain are behind you, but life and joy are ahead. Maria is with me. I am with you. Maria will always be with you. As you journey this temporal life, remember that heaven is in front of you. You are walking toward eternity! I have her, she is safe, and you too will be with me soon. In the meantime, the little girl with the eyes that disappear when she smiles is right here on my lap, waiting for a hug from you that will never end.”


Sometime this week, as spring in Tennessee continues to bloom and the flowers become more fragrant and colorful, the girls and I will drive to what we call Maria’s spot. The memorial plaque will be cleaned of all the winter grime, and the vase will be emptied of the previous floral offerings that look as dead as the Tennessee winter days. We will arrange the stuffed flowers carefully and place the windmill gently in the center of it all. Then we will hold hands to pray and thank Jesus for the time that we had with Maria and remember the sweet, goofy times when our little Missy Moo made us laugh. “To infinity and beyond!” we’ll say, declaring how much we love her. After that tearful yet grateful time, as we are ready to leave, we will gently hang the sign on the front of the brass vase that simply reads, “WELCOME SPRING.”


“SEE! The winter is past; the rains are over and gone. Flowers appear on the earth; the season of singing has come…” (Song of Solomon 2:11-12).


I hope as you read through these devotions in Chicken Soup for the Soul: Devotional Stories for Tough Times, they will encourage you to keep on the journey toward spring. Whatever you have experienced that has caused winter to ascend and blanket your soul like snow covering a frozen lake will eventually lead you to a warm, flower-filled spring. Tough circumstances and grief take all of us on different journeys with similar characteristics. May you gain strength and be encouraged as you read stories about healing and encouragement that have been experienced by those who have walked through the cold, wintry forest and into the warm, flower-filled spring.


With hugs and gratitude,


~Mary Beth Chapman


New York Times Bestselling Author of
Choosing to SEE: A Journey of Struggle and Hope
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Introduction


But I will sing of your strength, in the morning I will sing of your love; for you are my fortress, my refuge in times of trouble.


~Psalm 59:16


“Nobody knows the troubles I’ve seen” is the first line in an old-time spiritual. How many times in your life have these words been in your heart? Probably more times than you can even remember. Tough times are a part of our life and spring up when we least expect them. They come in all sizes, shapes, and degrees of magnitude. But, regardless of how they occur, the problems in our life stop us in our tracks. Our lives are put on hold while we find ways to deal with our pain, humiliation, fear, grief, and even anger.


The Bible is filled with passages where God’s people cry out for Him to hear their pain and ease their suffering. Psalm 116:1-4 is one such prayer to God. It reads, “I love the Lord, for he heard my voice; he heard my cry for mercy. Because he turned his ear to me, I will call on him as long as I live. The cords of death entangled me, the anguish of the grave came upon me; I was overcome by trouble and sorrow. Then I called on the name of the Lord: ‘O Lord, save me!’”


As children of God, we want to know that God is real in tough times. Some fortunate people have a strong commitment to their faith, and tough times are just a bump in the road. But most of us struggle with our spiritual walk during the painful moments. We have a hard time holding onto the lifeline of the Holy Spirit. Like a drowning person, we look for anything or anybody who can help us through our pain. Chicken Soup for the Soul: Devotional Stories for Tough Times was written to be your source of comfort during your trials.


This book is filled with stories of men, women, and children who have been dealt a huge blow in their life. Some have lost a beloved child or loved one and can barely find the energy to make it through another day. Others are dealing with a financial hardship or job loss that threatens their family’s fragile stability. And for many others, life has just thrown them a curveball, and they are merely trying to remain upright.


Yet, this book isn’t only about tough times; it is also about hope. Psalm 116 continues (verses 5-7): “The Lord is gracious and righteous, our God is full of compassion. The Lord protects the simplehearted; when I was in great need, he saved me. Be at rest once more, O my soul, for the Lord has been good to you.” This verse assures us of an amazing, wonderful, and eternal truth: God is with us, even during our struggles.


There are several ways in which you can read Chicken Soup for the Soul: Devotional Stories for Tough Times:


• Start at the beginning! Spend a little time with God each day by starting at the beginning of the book and reading a story each day for inspiration.


• Pray for guidance. Holding the book closed, pray for God to guide you to just the right devotional that you need to read that day. Randomly open the book and see where the Spirit leads!


• Select a topic. If you’re dealing with a particular problem, scroll through the table of contents and turn to the appropriate chapter. Select a devotional that applies to your situation.


It is our wish that Chicken Soup for the Soul: Devotional Stories for Tough Times will inspire you and offer more proof that God walks with you during your moments of trial. We know that God’s ever loving and guiding presence exists in each of these stories. Trust the wise scriptures, words, and prayers in this book, but more importantly, trust in Him. Let the God of Mercy gather you close, shielding you in His protective arms as you walk through tough times together.


~Susan and Karen
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Will You Trust Me?


~Bonus Devotion~


By Mary Beth Chapman


How long, LORD? Will you forget me forever? How long will you hide your face from me? How long must I wrestle with my thoughts and day after day have sorrow in my heart? How long will my enemy triumph over me? Look on me and answer, LORD my God. Give light to my eyes, or I will sleep in death, and my enemy will say, “I have overcome him,” and my foes will rejoice when I fall. But I trust in your unfailing love; my heart rejoices in your salvation. I will sing the LORD’s praise, for he has been good to me.


~Psalm 13:1-6


Have you ever found yourself in the “place” where the Psalmist was as he cried out this desperate prayer? Psalms like this one have become very precious to me as I have wrestled with my own thoughts and feelings of being “unloved,” and wondering if and when God will come to my rescue.


I learned a little more about this prayer one night while trying to get our tiny Stevey Joy to swallow a tiny pill. Even at eight years old, she still has a very difficult time taking any kind of medicine in pill form. After trying for several minutes to no avail, and sensing myself growing frustrated, I “tagged” Dad and told him it was his turn to try. The longer Dad tried, the more upset both he and Stevey Joy became. He began to resort to all kinds of tactics, which resulted in more frustration. Finally, in desperation, she looked up at Steven and asked through her tears, “Daddy, don’t you love me?” In other words, she was saying, “Daddy, if you love me, why would you be putting me through such misery and discomfort?”


In this moment, I could see myself in my little girl, looking up at her daddy and not able to understand why something so unpleasant, even scary and painful, would be allowed to come into my life. If God really loves me, why wouldn’t He stop these hard providences from happening? Has He forgotten me? Will this sorrow in my heart ever go away? How long will my enemy be allowed to “triumph” over me like he seems to be doing in this moment? Does God really love me after all?


Steven tried to explain to Stevey Joy that not only did he and I love her very much, but even this thing that seemed so “unlovely” — like being made to take a pill — was in fact an act of love and for her good. Now it would be up to her to decide whether or not she would trust us.


In the same way, I can imagine all the times that we might pray or think those words, “God, don’t you love me?” He responds with tears in His eyes, “More than you can imagine... So much that I gave my own Son to show how great my love is for you, and absolutely nothing can separate you from my love (Romans 8:38-39). ‘I know the plans I have for you… plans to give you hope and a future’ (Jeremiah 29:11). Now, will you trust me?”


When we find ourselves in those dark places like the Psalmist found himself in Psalm 13, crying out our questions and our pain to God, may the loudest cry of our heart be, “But I TRUST in your unfailing love... You have been good to me... I TRUST YOU!”
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My Prayer


Father, you ask us to place our trust in you, and
it should be so simple. Yet, so often when fear
and darkness invade our lives, we lose our ability
to clearly see you. Help us to find strength from
the mighty psalms and scriptures of your Word,
trusting that you are always with us, even while
we seek the answers to our questions.


Amen.
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Lean on Me


Be completely humble and gentle; be patient, bearing with one another in love.


~Ephesians 4:2
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Angels Among Us


By Darlene Hierholzer


So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed, for I am your God. I will strengthen you and help you; I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.


~Isaiah 41:10


It was one o’clock in the morning when the call came, but I had already known for hours that he was gone. A mother knows when something has happened to her child. She feels it instinctively, in her bones. But as much as I didn’t want to believe it, as much as I had been trying to convince myself that there was a logical explanation for why I wasn’t able to reach my son, the police confirmed my worst nightmare.


I had to go to the impound lot to claim his car and empty it. It was the hardest thing I ever had to do. At first, I told myself I never wanted to see that car again. But after eight weeks, I needed to see and touch anything that belonged to him.


I started sobbing the moment his car came into view. Even from a distance, I could see the white sheet crumpled up on the seat, the exact place where my son had died. The lady who worked there must have seen my face and thought I might pass out because a second later she was by my side. She walked with me over to the car, and the first thing I saw were his sandals on the floor. They were left sitting up, as if he had just slipped his feet out of them. I reached down and grabbed them, feeling as though I was taking my son out of the car myself. I held the shoes close to my chest, and I felt the woman’s arms around me, embracing me as my heart broke.


“I have a son, too,” she said. “Lean on me.”


That woman stayed with me, holding me up the entire time as I emptied the car. Her presence and her voice calmed me. Every time my knees grew a little wobbly, she’d whisper those three words again, “Lean on me.”


I never got the woman’s name, nor do I remember her face. All I remember is the compassion I saw in her eyes. I believe God sends people into our lives, instruments of His peace. And in that moment they act as angels, holding us up when we need them the most.
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My Prayer


Sometimes in our lives we need to lean on others
to make it through a difficult time. I thank you,
Lord, that you send these sweet souls to us.
They often show up without being called, but they help
make our trials so much easier to bear.


Amen.
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Angel at the Door


By Jeri McBryde


Do not be anxious about anything, but in every situation, by prayer and petition, with thanksgiving, present your requests to God.


~Philippians 4:6


Angels have many names and shapes. The one who appeared at my family’s door in July 2001 was my cousin, Casey. Casey had no idea of the turmoil and anguish that was going on behind the door when he decided to visit us on that hot summer day. Having sold his business in Arizona, he was on a road trip, stopping here and there to visit relatives.


My sister and I were sobbing and praying. My mother, who had been my father’s primary caregiver, had just been diagnosed with heart disease. She had an appointment with a specialist in two hours. What would happen now? Who should stay with my father? Who should take my mother to the hospital? Should we both go and take him with us? Our hearts were filled with confusion and doubt as we cried out to our Lord.


And then there was a knock on the door.


According to Casey, he had stopped at a motel to rest and plan the next step of his journey. “I had a dream last night,” Casey said after we greeted him. “I kept seeing the shape of Tennessee and knew that I was needed.”


He was at a crossroad that would change his life and enrich ours. One turn would take him to south-central Tennessee, the other to west Tennessee. He had relatives in both areas.


“When I came to the interstate exit, I found myself heading here.”


What he didn’t know was that my father had started his long, slow decline into Alzheimer’s, and my mother was dying.


“Take your mother to the hospital, and I’ll stay with your dad,” Casey said as he unloaded his car.


My mother fought hard. My sister and I spent most of our time with her, comforted by the fact Casey was looking after my dad and the house. He cooked and cleaned. He built a deck with a wheelchair ramp and a walkway. But, most of all, he cared.


After three operations and four months, Mom’s battle ended, and she went to be with our Lord. My father took my mother’s death very hard. He refused to accept he had Alzheimer’s, and the thought of leaving his home devastated him.


I was unable to quit my job. My sister had children to care for. One brother lived out of state, and the other had a job and family commitments. We were forced into looking at assisted-living homes despite his pleas to live at home.


We expected Casey to continue his journey. We were wrong. “Don’t worry,” Casey assured my father. “I’ll stay until the end.” And stay he did. For seven years, Casey took loving care of my father. But Casey did more; he gave us all comfort with his faith and belief in God’s plans for our lives. He was an angel on Earth, and my family was blessed to have him.
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My Prayer


Thank you, dear Lord, for answering our prayers
and sending help to us in our time of need.
Continue to bless those who hear your word and
obey your commands. Let us all follow in the
footsteps of Jesus, who taught us the importance of
loving one another.


Amen.
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So Much to Live For


By Leslie Cooper


Blessed are those who have regard for the weak; the LORD delivers them in times of trouble. The LORD protects and preserves them — they are counted among the blessed in the land — he does not give them over to the desire of their foes. The LORD sustains them on their sickbed and restores them from their bed of illness.


~Psalm 41:1-3


The nurses would be changing shifts at 1:00 A.M. It would be the perfect time. No one would be around then. My son, Micah, had been hit by a truck three months prior. As a result, he had a severe head injury and was comatose. The doctors didn’t expect him to live. If he did, they said he might never come out of the coma. I was heartbroken and couldn’t stand to watch this happening to my son. He was twelve years old, an honor roll student, and very active in sports. He had a sense of humor that kept me laughing constantly. All of the girls were jealous of his big brown eyes and super-long eyelashes. He was smaller than most boys his age, and now he had lost so much weight and looked fragile. His father couldn’t face it and wanted to institutionalize him. I disagreed, and we were headed for divorce. Finally, I told God that if He did not intervene, this would be the night. I went home, put my husband’s 357 Magnum in my pocket, went back to the hospital, and waited for 1:00. I would kill Micah and then myself. Surely, God didn’t expect our lives to go on this way.


About five minutes later, I was surprised to see a middle-aged man roll into the room in a wheelchair. Our nurse, Ellen, introduced him as Ricardo, one of the chaplains. She said she would sit with Micah so we could go down the hall to another room. Then he began to tell me the story about when he had been injured ten years ago. As he lay paralyzed in the hospital in a semi-comatose state, he could hear all of the conversations going on around him and knew the prognosis wasn’t good. As the nurses brought in syringes of morphine every day and laid them on his nightstand, he would take one with the one arm he could still move and place it under his mattress. When he had acquired enough of them, he would inject himself and be done with this life. No one knew that he could move one arm and they didn’t think he was cognitive, so they never suspected him.


One night, he decided to watch an ongoing series called Hill Street Blues. It was so interesting that he wanted to see what happened next, even though it meant waiting one more week to kill himself. For the next two weeks, the same thing happened. Finally, he thought, “If this show could make me want to live, there has to be much more to live for.” So, he decided to live.


Years later, Micah is still alive. Although he is a quadriplegic and cognitively three years old, he is happy and at peace. One day, when Micah had to be hospitalized again, Ricardo came by. I asked if he remembered when he told me the Hill Street Blues story, and he answered yes, but he had no idea I was planning murder and suicide that night. I explained how I had told God that if He didn’t intervene, I would kill my son and myself. As Ricardo listened, tears ran down his face. He said, “You are not going to believe this, but only minutes ago I told God that unless He intervened, I was going to quit my job here because I didn’t believe I was making a difference. And then you told me your story.” We both looked over at Micah, and he smiled at us as if to say, “All is as it should be because God wanted us to know that there is so much to live for.”
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My Prayer


Dear God, grant us the ability to realize that we can’t make decisions according to how we feel or by what we think we want. We need to prayerfully consider all the options before we act on our impulses. We are blessed that you are a God who hears our thoughts and intervenes before we proceed with our plans.


Amen.
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More Than Cookies and Kool-Aid


By Carolyn K. Knefely


Above all, love each other deeply, because love covers over a multitude of sins. Offer hospitality to one another without grumbling.


~1 Peter 4:8-9


I don’t even remember their names, the ladies who made the greatest impact in my life. However, I took to heart what they taught with their blue felt storyboards. These ladies fed me more than cookies and Kool-Aid. They showed their love for Jesus Christ by feeding me, an abandoned, abused, and rejected lamb.


Our stepmother locked us kids out of the house each morning all summer. My little brothers and I heard the same song, “Don’t you kids come back until it’s dark!” How I wished the song was, “Breakfast is ready,” but it never happened. Instead, I learned to steal a lump of brown sugar before being pushed out the door at dawn.


My brothers and I were first in line waiting for the church doors to open since we had already played a couple of hours in the park on the merry-go-round, swings, and teeter-totters. Smelly and dirty, we would wait for the perfumed ladies to unlock the doors. Their friendly smiles were a welcome sight. They always said, “Come in!”


Being street-smart scavengers, we were quick to learn to sit, wait, and watch. Listening to the ladies’ stories was a real treat, right up there with the sweet treats. How nice it was not to be chased away, but accepted.


The storyboards showed us that Jesus loved children, and He fed people. It seemed to this six-year-old that his favorite foods were fish and bread. He made baskets full to share. I liked fish and bread. I hadn’t tasted much love until that day on a wet mattress.


It was a dreary day when my stepmother put my wet mattress in the front yard. Since I was a bed wetter, she seemed to want the neighbors to see what a bad girl I was. With a childish thought, I climbed up on the wet mattress to show the neighbors that my new mother was being nice so I could take a nap outside. Silently, I added tears to the puddled pad because of what she screamed when she saw me lying there.


“I can see why your mom left you and never came back. I tried to give you to her sisters and parents. They don’t want you. I don’t want you. Nobody wants you.”


As tears slid down to the stained and dingy mattress, I looked up and prayed, “God, no one wants me. Let me be your little girl.” The church ladies had told us God loved children.


Life changed for me over the years because my Heavenly Father took me from a dirty castaway to a lady of dignity, teaching fine-dining etiquette and how to build meaningful relationships through simple hospitality. He made me His little girl that day on a wet mattress.


The journey of change began with those perfumed women whose names I can’t remember. They touched my life with acceptance, care, and real food. God has not forgotten their names.
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My Prayer


Thank you, God, for wonderful people who
answer the call to share your love with children.
Jesus valued children and their place in the
kingdom of heaven. May we realize that these
tiny ears and hearts are waiting to be nourished,
and we all have an important part to play
in their upbringing.

OEBPS/images/common1.jpg





OEBPS/images/common2.jpg





OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
            
            
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/f0008-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Ghicken Soup
for theSOu]

@MW/"

/@ug/»/m@

101 Daily Devotions
to Inspire and Support You
in Times of Need

Susan M. Heim
Karen C.Talcott
Foreword by Mary Beth Chapman

2
{51

Chicken Soup for the Soul Publishing, LLc
Cos Cob, cT






OEBPS/images/f0014-01.jpg
0t
U]

dip)

o}
oSy





OEBPS/images/common.jpg






OEBPS/images/f0009-01.jpg
@WW Suin

/m?/p/m






OEBPS/images/myprayer.jpg






OEBPS/images/halftitle.jpg
Ghicken Soup
frae §ouI].

@mm ? Siouis

/@u?/»/m@a






OEBPS/images/f0020-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0005-01.jpg
e SOl





OEBPS/images/f00iv-01.jpg
www.chickensoup.com





OEBPS/images/f0017-01.jpg
0t
)

i)

for}
St





OEBPS/images/f0011-01.jpg
0t
)

i)

for}
St





OEBPS/images/MyCoverImage.jpg
Ghicken Soup

/‘—forthe S Oul

LI
101 Daily Devotions'to
Inspire and Support You1
N mminJimes of Need |
— g £






