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Chicken Soup 
for the Kid’s Soul 2 





What Kids Are Saying About 
Chicken Soup for the Kid’s Soul 2 . . . 



“I loved Kid’s Soul 2! The stories made me laugh, cry, smile and frown. When I was mad, they helped me cool down. When I was sad, they cheered me up. The stories are all so great!”

Ruby N. Macsai-Goren, 9 

“Kid’s Soul 2 is very good because if you are having a problem, sometimes you can find out how to solve your problem from reading one of the stories. This book should be read by every boy and girl.”

Mariah Eastman, 11 

“I think every kid should read Chicken Soup for the Kid’s Soul 2 because it has the best stories in the world!”

Shaun Michael Arnett, 9 

“I loved Kid’s Soul 2 because it makes you understand that there are kids with the same problems as you, and you find out you’re just a regular kid after all. This book will keep you turning the pages way past your bedtime!” 

Annabella Sherman, 10 

“Chicken Soup for the Kid’s Soul 2 was adventurous, enjoyable and inspiring. I learned about respect, courtesy, and reaching out to help others. Thank you for giving us another book!”

Kayli Skinner, 9 

“It’s interesting and fun to read the Chicken Soup stories. I even like to read them out loud to other people.”

Antony Olivo, Jr., 10 

“Each story touched me. They made me think how it would be if I were the character in the story.”

Marissa Peart, 11 

“I think these were the best stories I’ve ever read. I would suggest it to any of my friends.”

Donovan Murby, 10 

“All the stories made me think of my own life. I almost cried in class (while reading them). I told my family about the funny ones. Everyone, even parents, should read Chicken Soup for the Kid’s Soul 2.”

Breanna Roehl, 11 

“I think the authors did an awesome job writing their stories and there were good lessons to learn from all of them.”

Whitcliffe Roberts, 10 
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Foreword 

Life is so full of choices; you have to decide which friends to pick, how you are going to treat others, whether or not you are going to tell the truth, or how are you going to find the courage to do what is right. 

The stories in this book are about real people your age; the decisions they make and the consequences that follow. You will be inspired, energized and entertained. You may even see yourself in some their adventures.

So carry this book with you, and the next time you have a tough choice to make, it may be easier because you will have learned to make the right choices based on good values.

Russ Riggins 
President, Positively For Kids! Inc. 





Introduction 

In today’s world of busy parents and teachers, and in many cases, busier kids, it’s sometimes hard to stop long enough in our daily routines to find those valuable windows of time needed to share ageless bits of wisdom. Sometimes, it’s even harder to find the wisdom to share. And with myriad mixed-up messages being thrown at kids today about what matters in life, teaching good character seems to be a constant battle.

In our material world, the message that “looking out for number one” as the key to happiness seems to prevail. But encouraging kids to make healthy choices that are beneficial, not only to them but to others as well, is a far more powerful message—and these are the choices that lead to satisfaction, happiness, fulfillment and success in life.

And that’s just what Chicken Soup for the Kid’s Soul 2 has to offer. Kid’s Soul 2, a book for six- to ten-year-olds, is built upon the true experiences of others who have  learned positive character trait lessons by having lived them. Each message is wrapped up in a short story that might have taken years to learn, but will take only minutes for a parent or teacher to read to a child, or for an older child to read alone. These stories teach without preaching about the importance of being honest, kind and understanding.

When these stories are shared, whether in the home or in the classroom, they create a neutral, non-threatening platform that can launch discussions about issues that kids face. Sharing Kid’s Soul 2 stories can also segue into the sharing of your own personal history or family stories that have been handed down from generation to generation.

To make this book even more engaging and kid-friendly, we are presenting customized Chicken Soup for the Soul Souper KidsTM cartoons and illustrations specifically designed to support the stories and themes. Please encourage your kids to check out the Souper Kids Cartoon Collection at the back of the book.

These stories, along with the Souper Kids, will empower kids to persevere, be a better friend, find their courage, initiate kind deeds, and become the kind of person whom others embrace and respect. And for a parent or teacher to be able to impart that to a child is an immeasurably wonderful gift.

So, take a few minutes and share a character-building  life experience from Chicken Soup for the Kid’s Soul 2 with a child in your life. We’re sure you’ll be glad that you did.





1 

BEING KIND 

Love and kindness are never wasted.
They always make a difference.
They bless the one who receives them, 
And they bless you, 
The giver.

Barbara De Angelis 

[image: 9780757399244_0032_001]




The Summer of Saving Peep 

Three things in human life are important. The first is to be kind. The second is to be kind. And the third is to be kind.

Henry James 

One sunny afternoon in June, my sister Jenny and I were walking home from school when we noticed a loud chirping coming from an empty trashcan on the curb. We walked over to it and peered inside. A sad little sparrow was sitting at the bottomof the trashcan, chirping his heart out. His right wing stuck out from his body at a strange angle. Jenny said it was probably broken. She reached in and cupped the bird in her hands, cooing to him so he wouldn’t be scared. The sparrow chirped all the way to our house, his little, fuzzy head poking through Jenny’s fingers.

My mom took one look at the little bird and said, “No way! I’m not having another animal in the house.” But  once she got a closer look at those big, sad eyes and heard that pathetic chirping, her heart melted. We were counting on that.

Mom sent me into the bathroom for tape and an eyedropper and gently set the sparrow on the kitchen table to get a better look at him. She said his right wing was definitely broken, so she designed a splint out of a Popsicle stick and carefully taped it to his wing. Our dog, Buttons, kept trying to get a look at the bird, but we shooed her away.

Once the splint was on, we fed the bird water with an eyedropper and gave him bits of bread and berries. At first he wouldn’t eat, but then after awhile, he wouldn’t stop.

The little bird earned the name Peep. We kept him in an old hamster cage, former home of Pepper, the hamster, who’d recently passed away from old age. Every night, we put a towel over the cage, and Peep went right to sleep. And every morning, we put his cage outside and opened the door so he could wander around and get some fresh air. Peep couldn’t fly, which seemed to frustrate him. He wasn’t used to walking everywhere. Eventually, Peep made friends with Buttons. I swear it’s true! Peep would jump onto Buttons’ back for a free ride around the back yard.

After awhile, Peep’s wing got better, and Mom told us it was probably time to take off the splint. We put Peep on the kitchen table, and Mom cut off most of the splint with little scissors. She couldn’t get all of it, so there were bits of white tape stuck to his wing, but  he didn’t seem to mind. He started flapping his wing like crazy, and the next morning when we opened the cage door, he flew about fifty feet into the air before coming back. We watched from the ground like proud parents. From then on, Peep flew further each morning, but he always came back.

Two weeks later, on a Sunday morning, when Jenny let Peep out of his cage, he just kept flying. We left his cage outside with the door open, but he never came home all that day. As it became dark, we faced the truth that Peep would never come back. My mom said he probably found some other sparrows and decided it was time to be with his own kind. My eyes filled with tears, and so did Jenny’s. We all missed Peep a lot—even Buttons, who paced around in front of his cage every morning for weeks.

A few months later, Jenny and I were walking home from school, and a sparrow landed on a low tree branch just ahead of where we were walking. We both stopped and stared at it, amazed. The bird had little bits of white tape stuck to his right wing.

Jenny and I didn’t say a word to each other. Peep sat on the branch chirping at us for a couple of seconds, and then he flew off. We watched him join a little flock of sparrows and disappear into the sky with them. We decided that it wasn’t one of those crazy coincidences. Peep had come to say a proper good-bye and to thank us for saving his life.

Yvonne Prinz 





Winter Warmth 

When you carry out acts of kindness, you get a wonderful feeling inside. It is as though something inside your body responds and says, yes, this is how I ought to feel.

Harold Kushner 

Whoosh! Ahhhh . . . the sound of my sled sliding on top of the snow! It was what I had been looking forward to ever since the beginning of winter.

It was a long hike up to the top of the snow hill, the snow crunching under my boots. My arms ached from pulling the sled. The wind tore at my face, and my eyes filled with tears from the cold wind. But it would all be worth it in a minute.

I got to the top of the hill and lay stomach-down on the sled to begin the fast trip down. Everything was a blur as I flew down the hill.Whoosh! There’s that great sound! Then I saw something out of the corner of my eye.

When I got to the bottom of the hill, I looked around for what had caught my attention. Then, I saw a woman pushing a shopping cart. The snow-covered sidewalk made it hard for her to walk. As she got closer, I noticed that she had on several thin coats and a couple of hats, and her fingers were showing through her gloves. I knew in an instant that she was a homeless person. She looked very tired, cold and helpless. My heart sank. How could I be enjoying this weather that someone else was dreading?

I watched her struggle to push the cart. I wanted to help her, but what could I do? Then I remembered the church at the top of the hill.

I ran up the hill, dragging the sled through the parking lot and into the church. I saw a man cleaning the floor, and I told him about the woman. He followed me outside. The woman was still struggling up the sidewalk with the cart. The man walked up to her and told her not to be afraid, that he worked at the church and he could help her. He said that the church was taking in homeless people for the weekend, and she was welcome to come inside, have something to eat and get warm.

The homeless woman looked so grateful! I felt so good that I couldn’t stop smiling.

When I went outside, snow was falling softly, and it made me feel peaceful. Once again, I lay on my stomach and started down the hill. Only this time, the wind seemed gentle, my eyes didn’t water from the cold, and I felt warm inside. What a great day!

Alese Bagdol, 11 





The Race 

It is our choices . . . that show what we truly are, far more than our abilities.

J. K. Rowling 

Todd and Brett maneuvered their milk-carton boat to the starting line.

“This is it, Todd,” Brett said, dipping his oar into the water. “This year we have to win. We’ve built the best boat out here.”

Todd nodded. “We’d better win,” he said. “Since we’re twelve now, it’s our last year to be in the kids’ division. Next year the competition will be a lot tougher.”

“Yeah,” Brett agreed. “No second place for us this year. Right, Todd?” 

Todd nodded again and slapped the side of the boat. He and Brett had worked for months in Brett’s garage, waterproofing each milk carton before assembling  the hundreds of cartons into this streamlined racing boat—as streamlined as boxy milk cartons would allow. The boat construction had to follow all the rules that the Dairy Association, the group that sponsored the race on the lake, made for the annual event.

“The competition this year doesn’t look tough at all,” Brett said. “But when the race starts, Todd, we need to pour it on and not let up until we cross that finish line.”

“Sure,” Todd agreed, glancing up and down the line of boats positioned at the starting line. Part of the fun of the race was just to see all the crazy boats other kids had constructed out of milk cartons. Todd looked at the boat next to his and Brett’s. The owner was a little kid, probably not more than eight—the minimum age for the race—and he was struggling to keep his boat from drifting away from the starting line.

“Look, Brett,” Todd said, poking Brett with the end of his oar. “That little kid is here all by himself.”

“Looks like he built the boat all by himself, too,” Brett replied. “How does he expect to get anywhere in that wreck?”

That boat does look pretty bad, Todd thought. He shook his head, thinking of all the hours and effort the boy must have put into making his boat.

Suddenly, the whistle blew. The race had begun. Todd dipped his oar into the water and stroked, watching Brett, sitting in front of him, do the same. Their boat glided quickly out in front of the others.

“Keep going.We’re ahead!” Brett shouted, as he and 

Todd paddled through the water.

We’re winning! Todd thought, as he glanced quickly to both sides. No one else is even near us. In the distance, Todd could see the finish line. They had quite a way to go in the long race, but at least they were ahead. Todd took a quick break from stroking and looked back over his shoulder, curious to see how the little boy who had been next to them was doing.

“Brett,” Todd yelled, “that little kid has barely moved from the starting line. And he’s drifting off to the side. He can hardly control his boat.”

“So what?” Brett threw the words over his shoulder. “We’re winning!”

Yeah, we’re winning, Todd silently agreed with Brett, but all he could think of was the year when he and Brett were nine, and they had entered the milk-carton race for the first time. They didn’t have any idea about what they were doing, their boat was a disaster, and they never even reached the finish line before sinking. Todd remembered how he and Brett had fought back tears as they watched their dreams sink beneath the water.

“We have to help him!” Todd yelled.

“Are you crazy?!?” Brett took a break from rowing to turn around and scowl at Todd. “We have this race won. That is, if you keep rowing. We’re not stopping for anything, Todd. Especially not some little kid who doesn’t even know how to do anything right.”

“I just remember when we were like that little kid,” Todd said. “And I’m going to help him—even if you’re  not.” Todd set down his oar and swung his legs over the side of the boat, ready to jump into the water.

“Wait!” Brett yelled. “If you leave me alone on this boat, we can’t win the race!”

“But if you help me with that kid’s boat, we can all cross the finish line,” Todd said evenly.

Brett stared at his friend, then watched as another boat began to gain on them. “This is lame,” Brett replied, “but I guess I have no choice. Let’s turn around and get him.”

Together, Todd and Brett turned the boat around and quickly cut through the water to reach the little boy. The boy had barely made it past the starting line, his boat drifting toward the center of the lake, with no hope of ever reaching the finish line.

“Throw us your tow rope,” Todd called as they reached the boy’s boat. The boy looked at Todd through eyes that were close to tears and tossed him the rope. Todd grabbed the rope and wrapped it through the tow hook on their boat.

“Okay, go!” Todd called to Brett.

As Todd dipped his oar into the water, he called back to the boy, “We’ll get you to that finish line.”

“I still think this is lame,” Brett said. “We would’ve won, Todd. Now we’ve lost for sure.” Brett pointed out the dozen or so boats ahead of them in the water, certain to cross the finish line before they did. Todd glanced back at the little boy, who now stroked the water with his oar, finally heading in the right direction.

“Thanks,” the boy said to Todd. “I never would have  made it without your help. But I’m sorry you’re not going to win now.”

“That’s okay,” Todd said. “Winning isn’t everything.” 

And as the little boy looked at Todd and smiled, Todd knew that he meant it.

Heather Klassen 





Guardian Angel 

Forget injuries; never forget kindness.

Confucius 

“That new girl is staring at us again,” my best friend Sherri said.

Looking across the crowded cafeteria full of sixth-graders, I saw the girl hunched over the table, sitting all alone. When she looked in our direction, I waved.

“What are you doing?” Sherri cried, grabbing my arm.

“How would you feel if you were the new kid?” I asked. “Besides, I’ve been watching her all week. She never eats anything.”

I motioned to the girl again.

Slowly she slipped from her seat. Her wrinkled jeans looked about two sizes too big. Brown, stringy hair covered most of her face. When she reached our table, she stood there staring down at her worn-out flip-flops.

“Hi,” I said. “I’m Katy, and this is Sherri.”

“Hi,” she said softly. “My name’s Carlotta.”

“Want to eat with us?” I asked.

Carlotta’s head jerked up. A small smile crept across her lips.

“My mom packed two sandwiches today. She has this crazy idea that I need to gain weight,” I explained. “But I’ll never eat two. Do you want one?”

“Are you sure?” she asked.

I slid the second sandwich over to her.

That afternoon I invited Carlotta to come home with me. In my room, she looked at my photographs, and then began admiring my earring collection. When she picked up my favorite pair of gold angel earrings, she said, “I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.”

“Thanks,” I told her. “Those are my guardian angels.”

After a trip to the kitchen, I came back to my room and offered her a snack.

“No, thanks,” she mumbled. “I need to go.”

Carlotta pushed past me toward the door.

“Hey, wait!” I said, hurrying after her.

“See you tomorrow,” she called as she rushed down the front walk.

“I won’t be at school tomorrow,” I yelled after her. “But I’ll see you Thursday. And, if you want, I’ll bring an extra sandwich.”

“Thanks, Katy,” she said. “My mom lost her job a few weeks ago, and money is kind of tight.” She turned and ran down the sidewalk.

The next morning at school, I saw Carlotta in the hallway. “Wait up!” I yelled.

Carlotta whirled around. “I . . . uh . . . I thought you weren’t going to be here today,” she stuttered.

“I was supposed to go to the dentist, but Mom had to cancel my appointment.”

“I better go,” Carlotta said, turning her back on me.

“Wait,” I said again. I grabbed her arm and spun her around. My mouth fell open. Gold angel earrings hung from her ears. She jerked her arm away from me and raced down the hall.

Anger boiled over deep inside me. How could she? I’d just tried to be her friend and this is the thanks I get?

Later that afternoon, I got a phone call. When I put the phone to my ear, I heard sniffles.

“Katy?” Carlotta whispered.

“What do you want?” I said angrily.

“I’m sorry about the earrings,” she replied, her voice cracking.

“Sure you are,” I said. “I was only trying to be your friend.”

“I know.”

After a long silence, Carlotta said, “I have to go. I’m on a pay phone. I don’t have a way to bring your earrings back, but if your mom can bring you by, I live at Meadowlake Trailer Park, Number 54.”
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