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What People Are Saying About 
Chicken Soup for the 
Mother’s Soul  . . .





“As ‘The Mommies’ we know that the biggest gift you can receive is to know that you’re not alone! Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul does just that by touching you at the core and bringing you tenderly back to the true meaning and reverence of motherhood.”


Marilyn Kentz and Caryl Kristensen 
“The Mommies” 


“It’s a warm, touching book that will make you laugh and cry as we celebrate being women together.”


Kim Alexis 
model/spokesperson 


“Thank you, Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul, for the stories that express the exquisite beauty of the love between mother and child. Your perspective reminds us of what is really important in life.”


Susan N. Hickenlooper 
national executive director, American Mothers, Inc. 
official sponsor, Mother’s Day and Mother of the Year®


“Sitting down to read Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul is a treat! The stories are powerful, heartwarming and full of life. Every story speaks to me of the depth and power of the love between mother and child.”


Alison Schwandt 
planner, Gymboree 


“Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul will make you laugh, cry and warm your heart like no other book because it is about the most precious of relationships . . . that between mother and child.”


Anne Jordan 
president, Children & Families, Inc. 


“No matter what I do in life, my most important accomplishment will be mothering my two daughters and two sons. Each time I read the stories in Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul I laugh and cry and snuggle up to warm, wonderful motherly memories that fill my heart until it’s nearly bursting.”


Patricia Lorenz 
inspirational writer, speaker 
author of Stuff That Matters for Single Parents, 
and Parents, 365 Down-to-Earth Daily Devotions 


“Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul is a moving reminder of the joys and sacrifices of motherhood, as well as the tremendous blessings that loving mothers everywhere bestow upon our world.”


Reverend Melissa Bowers 


“The tender, deep attunement between mother and child that starts before birth and continues throughout life is beautifully expressed in the stories of Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul.” 


Dr. Melanie Brown 
president and founder, My Baby U., Inc.


“Grandmothers, too, will find Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul a true celebration of their lifelong role. Here is inspiration for all who are mothers or who have ever had one.”


Dr. Lillian Carson 
author, The Essential Grandparent: 
A Guide to Making a Difference 


“Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul is an affirmation of the most precious and powerful force on earth—the love between a mother and her children. These tender stories tickle the heart and warm the soul like only a mother can.”


Karan Ihrer 
certified childbirth educator 
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A Tribute to Mothers 


Your gentle guidance has immeasurably influenced all that I have done, all that I do, and all that I will ever do.


Your sweet spirit is indelibly imprinted on all that I have been, all that I am, and all that I will ever be.


Thus, you are a part of all that I accomplish and all that I become.




And so it is that when I help my neighbor, your helping hand is there also.


When I ease the pain of a friend, she owes a debt to you. 


When I show a child a better way, either by word or by example, 


You are the teacher once removed.




Because everything I do reflects values learned from you, 
any wrong that I right, any heart I may brighten, 
any gift that I share, or burden I may lighten, 
is in its own small way a tribute to you.


Because you gave me life, and more importantly, lessons  
in how to live, you are the wellspring from which 
flows all good I may 
achieve in my time on earth.




For all that you are and all that I am, thank you, Mom.


David L. Weatherford 
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Reprinted by permission of Dave Carpenter.
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Introduction 


This book is our gift to you, the mothers of the world. In writing this book, we wanted to honor mothers every where, but how can you thank a mother for the gift of life? As we read the thousands of stories that we considered for Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul, we were deeply moved by the depth of feeling people expressed for their mothers.


Many people talked about the sacrifices their mothers had made; others, how courageous their mothers were. Still others shared the inspiration and encouragement they had received from their mothers. But no theme was more widely expressed than that of the eternal nature of a mother’s love.


One piece we came across beautifully captures the essence of this theme:




One calm, bright, sweet, sunshiny day, an angel stole out of heaven and came down to this old world, and roamed field and forest, city and hamlet. Just as the sun went down he spread his wings and said: “Now my visit is out, and I must go back to the world of light. But before I go, I must gather some mementos of my visit here.”


He looked into a beautiful flower garden and said,  “How lovely and fragrant these flowers are.” He plucked 
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ON LOVE 


Love is a fruit in season at all times, and within reach of every hand.


Mother Teresa 






THE FAMILY CIRCUS®     By Bil Keane
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“I must have TWO hearts, Mommy, 'cause I love you so much.”


Reprinted with special permission of King Feature Syndicate.






Baby-Lift 


A mother’s love perceives no impossibilities.


Paddock 


As my friend Carol Dey and I rode through the dusty streets of Saigon in a creaky VW bug on April 26, 1975, I was sure we looked exactly like what we were: a couple of Iowa homemakers. Three months earlier, when Carol and I had each agreed to escort three Vietnamese orphans to their American families, the trip seemed exciting but safe. My husband, Mark, and I had applied to adopt an orphan ourselves, in the future. We all wanted somehow to make a difference. How were Carol and I to know we would arrive just as Saigon was under siege?


Bombs were falling less than three miles from the city, and even now citizens streamed past our car, their worldly possessions tied onto pushcarts or onto their backs. But our driver, Cheri Clark, the overseas director of Friends of the Children of Vietnam (FCVN), seemed more excited than scared. From the moment we landed, she had pelted us with unexpected news.


“Did you hear President Ford okayed a giant baby-lift  as a last resort to save these children? Instead of taking out six orphans, you’ll be taking home 200!” Carol and I looked at each other in amazement.


“We were able to get a planeload of children out yesterday,” Cheri continued. “At the last minute, the Vietnamese government refused to let it go, but the plane was already cleared for takeoff—so it just left! That’s 150 children safe in San Francisco!”


Even our years as nurses hadn’t prepared us for what we found at the FCVN Center. Every inch of every floor of the stately French mansion was covered with blankets or mats—each of which was covered with babies— hundreds of crying, cooing infants, each orphaned or abandoned.


Although jet lag threatened to overwhelm us, Carol and I were determined to help prepare the children for the next day’s airlift. Ours was scheduled to be the first airlift out. Each child needed clothes and diapers, a check-up and a legal name. The devoted volunteers— Vietnamese and American—worked around the clock.


The next morning we learned that, in retaliation for the earlier unauthorized takeoff, our agency would not be on the first flight out after all. We would be allowed to leave only when—and if—the Vietnamese government permitted.


“There’s nothing we can do but wait and pray,” Cheri said calmly. We all knew that time was running out for the Americans and orphans in Saigon.


In the meantime, Carol and I joined other volunteers hastily preparing children for another flight that had been cleared, this one going to Australia.


In scorching heat, we loaded babies into a VW van from which the middle seat had been removed. I sat on a bench seat with 21 infants packed around my feet; the others did likewise.


We arrived at the airport to find traffic at a standstill. An enormous black cloud billowed into the sky in front of us. As we passed through the gate, we heard a terrible rumor: The first planeload of orphans—the plane we had begged to be on—had crashed after takeoff.


It couldn’t be true. We chose not to believe it. We had no time to worry as we went about the task of loading fussing, dehydrating babies onto the flight to freedom. Carol and I stood together holding hands while the plane took off. Once they were gone, we danced on the tarmac. One planeload was free!


Our joy was short-lived. We returned to find the adults at the center in stunned grief. Cheri haltingly confirmed what we’d refused to believe. Hundreds of babies and escorts had been killed when their plane blew apart after takeoff. No one knew if it had been shot down or bombed. 


Relief workers and babies! Who could do such a thing? And would they do it again? Overcome, I sank onto a rattan couch and sobbed uncontrollably. The plane we fought to be on had crashed, and so had my faith. I had the terrible feeling I’d never see my husband and daughters again.


That evening, Cheri beckoned me. Even in a world of drastic surprises, I was unprepared for her words: “In the satchel of papers you brought over were your adoption papers. Instead of waiting to be assigned a son, why don’t you go and choose one?”


It seemed my worst fears and deepest desires came true on the same day. Wouldn’t our daughters be thrilled if I came home with their new brother! But...how could I choose a child? With a prayer on my lips, I entered the next room.


As I meandered through the sea of babies, a child crawled over to me wearing only a diaper. When I lifted him to me, he nestled his head into my shoulder and  seemed to hug me back. I carried him around the room, looking at and touching each baby. Upstairs, the hall was carpeted with more infants. The little one in my arms seemed to cuddle closer as I whispered a prayer for the decision I was about to make. I felt his shallow breath as he embraced my neck and settled into my heart.


“Hello, Mitchell,” I whispered to him. “I’m your mom.”


The next day we got the thrilling news that our flight had been cleared to leave that afternoon. Together, all the volunteers packed up the 150 children still remaining.


Babies were placed three or four to a seat on an unused city bus for the first of several trips to the airport; Carol and I rode along. Again, a disaster. We arrived at the airport to find that Vietnamese President Thieu had canceled our flight. Trying not to panic, Carol and I helped unload the babies into filthy Quonset huts in the stifling heat. Would we never get out? Would we all die in the siege of Saigon?


Finally Ross, an FCVN worker, burst in. “President Thieu is allowing only one flight, and it’s got to leave immediately. Let’s get these babies loaded on—and you, too!” he said to Carol and me. Our chance to leave!


“No,” I said. “I left my son back at the center for a later bus. I’ve got to go back and get him.”


“LeAnn,” Ross said, “you see how things are. Leave while you can. I promise we’ll try to get your son out to you.”


Yes, I saw how things were. “I won’t leave without Mitchell!”


“Hurry, then,” Ross said. “I’ll hold the plane as long as I can, but we can’t ruin these other children’s chances.”


I ran to the bus. The driver screeched recklessly through the chaotic city and delivered me a mile from the center. The strap of my sandal broke and the shoe flapped wildly against my ankle. I took it off while still running. My side ached fiercely as I raced up the stairs to the center.


“The plane...”I gasped as Cheri eased me into a chair. “I know. I just got off the phone with the airport.”


“And?”


Cheri grinned. “The plane will wait for you!”


I beamed a smile while gasping for breath.


“Not only that—we can take more babies for this flight—and a second flight has been approved, as well!”


Tears streaming down my face, I found Mitchell and held him close. I made a silent vow never to leave him again.


A few hours later, I felt my heart pound as I boarded a gutted cargo plane. Twenty cardboard boxes formed a row down the center, with two to three infants per box. Toddlers and older children sat belted on the long side benches, bewilderment on their faces.


The doors were closed; the engine’s roar was deafening. I couldn’t remove the image of the black cloud from the downed plane from my mind. A panic came over me and I gripped Mitchell closer. I prayed the Lord’s Prayer as the plane taxied down the runway. Then...we were airborne. If we could only live through the next five minutes, I knew we’d make it home.


Finally the captain spoke. “We’re out of artillery range. We’re safe. We’re going home!” Shouts of joy filled the plane.


As I thought of the chaos of war, I prayed for those we’d left behind. And then I uttered a prayer of thanks that Carol and I had been allowed to make a difference, in a bigger way than we’d ever dreamed. We were all headed for lives filled with new hope—including the son I hadn’t known I had.


LeAnn Thieman 
As told to Sharon Linnéa 






A Surprise Gift for Mother 


On Christmas Day, all the joys of close family relationships were seen and felt throughout our parents’ home. The smells of roasted turkey, Southern-baked ham and homemade bread hung in the air. Tables and chairs were set up everywhere to accommodate toddlers, teenagers, parents and grandparents. Every room was lavishly decorated. No family member had ever missed Christmas Day with our mother and father.


Only this year, things were different. Our father had passed away November 26, and this was our first Christmas without him. Mother was doing her best to be the gracious hostess, but I could tell this was especially hard for her. I felt a catch in my throat, and again I wondered if I should give her my planned Christmas gift, or if it had become inappropriate in my father’s absence.


A few months earlier I had been putting the finishing touches on portraits I had painted of each of my parents. I’d planned to give them as Christmas gifts. This would be a surprise for everyone, as I had not studied art or tried serious painting. There was an undeniable urge within that pushed me relentlessly to do this. The portraits did look like them, but I was still unsure of my painting techniques.


While painting one day, I was surprised by a doorbell ring. Quickly putting all my painting materials out of sight, I opened the door. To my astonishment, my father ambled in alone—never before having visited me without my mother. Grinning, he said, “I’ve missed our early morning talks. You know, the ones we had before you decided to leave me for another man!” I hadn’t been married long. Also, I was the only girl and the baby of the family.


Immediately I wanted to show him the paintings, but I was reluctant to ruin his Christmas surprise. Yet something urged me to share this moment with him. After swearing him to secrecy, I insisted he keep his eyes closed until I had the portraits set on easels. “Okay, Daddy. Now you can look!”


He appeared dazed but said nothing. Getting up, he walked closer to inspect them. Then he withdrew to eye them at a distance. I tried to control my stomach flip-flops. Finally, with a tear escaping down one cheek, he mumbled, “I don’t believe it. The eyes are so real that they follow you everywhere—and look how beautiful your mother is. Will you let me have them framed?”


Thrilled with his response, I happily volunteered to drop them off the next day at the frame shop.


Several weeks passed. Then one night in November the phone rang, and a cold chill numbed my body. I picked up the receiver to hear my husband, a doctor, say, “I’m in the emergency room. Your father has had a stroke. It’s bad, but he is still alive.”


Daddy lingered in a coma for several days. I went to see him in the hospital the day before he died. I slipped my hand in his and asked, “Do you know who I am, Daddy?” He surprised everyone when he whispered, “You’re my darling daughter.” He died the next day, and it seemed all joy was drained from the lives of my mother and me.


I finally remembered to call about the portrait framing  and thanked God my father had gotten a chance to see the pictures before he died. I was surprised when the shopkeeper told me my father had visited the shop, paid for the framing and had them gift-wrapped. In all our grief, I had no longer planned to give the portraits to my mother.


Even though we had lost the patriarch of our family, everyone was assembled on Christmas Day—making an effort to be cheerful. As I looked into my mother’s sad eyes and unsmiling face, I decided to give her Daddy’s and my gift. As she stripped the paper from the box, I saw her heart wasn’t in it. There was a small card inside attached to the pictures.


After looking at the portraits and reading the card, her entire demeanor changed. She bounced out of her chair, handed the card to me and commissioned my brothers to hang the paintings facing each other over the fireplace. She stepped back and looked for a long while. With sparkling, tear-filled eyes and a wide smile, she quickly turned and said, “I knew Daddy would be with us on Christmas Day!”


I glanced at the gift card scrawled in my father’s hand writing. “Mother—Our daughter reminded me why I am so blessed. I’ll be looking at you always—Daddy.”


Sarah A. Rivers 






Mother’s Day 


It’s been 26 years since my Army buddy Dan and I loaded his metallic blue 427 Corvette with ice coolers, cutoffs and T-shirts, and drove past the somber-faced military police at Fort McClellan’s main gate. Armed with weekend passes and pockets full of crisp, new dollars from our first week’s pay at our Army Reserve summer camp, we were on our way to Florida—and the Army was the last thing on our minds. Blessed by not finding our names on the weekend duty roster, we had decided a weekend at the beach would be just the thing we needed to recover from four days of C-rations and mosquitoes in the hills of eastern Alabama.


Our camp that year was early. The May weather had been delightful, and with the top down and stereo up, we cruised into Birmingham and decided to stop to phone our mothers and wish them happy Mother’s Day before resuming our journey south on I-65.


Reaching my mother at home, I learned she had just returned from grocery shopping. I could tell by the tone in her voice that she was disappointed I wouldn’t be spending her special day with the family. “Have a nice trip and be careful. We’ll miss you,” she said.


When I got back into the car, I could tell by Dan’s face that he was suffering from the same guilty conscience that was haunting me. Then we had the brainstorm. Send flowers, of course.


Pulling into the parking lot of a southside Birmingham florist, we each scribbled a note to go with the flowers that would absolve us of the guilt of spending our only free weekend on the beach rather than with dear old Mom.


We waited while the clerk assisted a little boy who was selecting a floral arrangement, obviously for his mother. Fidgeting by now, we were anxious to pay for our flowers and be on our way.


The little boy beamed with pride as he turned to me and held up his selection while the clerk rang up his order. “I’m sure my mama would love these,” he said. “These are carnations. Mama always loved carnations.“


“I’m going to put them with some flowers from our yard,” he added, “before I take them to the cemetery.”


I looked up at the clerk, who was turning away and reaching for a handkerchief. Then I looked at Dan. We watched the little boy leave the store with his prized bouquet and crawl into the back seat of his dad’s car.


“Have you fellas made a selection?” asked the clerk, barely able to speak.


“I guess we have,” answered Dan. We dropped our notes in the trash and walked to his car in silence.


“I’ll pick you up Sunday evening about five,” said Dan, as he pulled up in front of my parents’ house.


“I’ll be ready,” I answered, as I wrestled my duffel bag out of the back of the car.


Florida would have to wait.


Niki Sepsas 
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“We're off to the bait shop to get you your Mother's Day present.”


Reprinted by permission of Bill Canty.






All Those Years 


My friend Debbie’s two daughters were in high school when she experienced severe flu-like symptoms. Debbie visited her family doctor, who told her the flu bug had passed her by. Instead, she had been touched by the “love bug” and was now pregnant.


The birth of Tommy, a healthy, beautiful son, was an event for celebration, and as time went by, it seemed as though every day brought another reason to celebrate the gift of Tommy’s life. He was sweet, thoughtful, fun-loving and a joy to be around.


One day when Tommy was about five years old, he and Debbie were driving to the neighborhood mall. As is the way with children, out of nowhere, Tommy asked, “Mom, how old were you when I was born?”


“Thirty-six, Tommy. Why?” Debbie asked, wondering what his little mind was contemplating.


“What a shame!” Tommy responded.


“What do you mean?” Debbie inquired, more than a little puzzled. Looking at her with love-filled eyes, Tommy said, “Just think of all those years we didn’t know each other.”


Alice Collins 






The Bobby Pins 


When I was seven years old, I overheard my mother tell one of her friends that the following day was to be her 30th birthday. Two things occurred to me when I heard that: one, I had never before realized that my mother had a birthday; and two, I could not recall her ever getting a birthday present.


Well, I could do something about that. I went into my bedroom, opened my piggy bank and took out all the money that was inside: five nickels. That represented five weeks’ worth of my allowance. Then I walked to the little store around the comer from my house, and I told the proprietor, Mr. Sawyer, that I wanted to buy a birthday present for my mother.


He showed me everything in his store that could be had for a quarter. There were several ceramic figurines. My mother would have loved those, but she already had a house full of them and I was the one who had to dust them once a week. They definitely would not do. There were also some small boxes of candy. My mother was diabetic, so I knew they would not be appropriate.


The last thing Mr. Sawyer showed me was a package of bobby pins. My mother had beautiful long black hair, and  twice a week she washed and pincurled it. When she took the pincurls down the next day, she looked just like a movie star with those long, dark curls cascading around her shoulders. So I decided those bobby pins would be the perfect gift for my mother. I gave Mr. Sawyer my five nickels, and he gave me the bobby pins.


I took the bobby pins home and wrapped them in a colorful sheet from the Sunday comics (there was no money left for wrapping paper). The next morning, while my family was seated at the breakfast table, I walked up to my mother and handed her that package and said, “Happy birthday, Momma!”


My mother sat there for a moment in stunned silence. Then, with tears in her eyes, she tore at that comic-strip wrapping. By the time she got to the bobby pins, she was sobbing.


“I’m sorry, Momma!” I apologized. “I didn’t mean to make you cry. I just wanted you to have a happy birthday.” “Oh, honey, I am happy!” she told me. And I looked into her eyes, and I could see that she was smiling through her tears. “Why, do you know that this is the first birthday present that I have ever received in my entire life?” she exclaimed.


Then she kissed me on the cheek and said, “Thank you, honey.” And she turned to my sister and said, “Lookee here! Linda got me a birthday present!” And she turned to my brothers and said, “Lookee here! Linda got me a birthday present!” And she turned to my father and said, “Lookee here!Linda got me a birthday present!”


And then she went into the bathroom to wash her hair and pincurl it with her new bobby pins.


After she left the room, my father looked at me and said, “Linda, when I was growing up, back on the frontier (my daddy always called his childhood home in the mountains  of Virginia the frontier), we didn’t set much store by giving birthday presents to adults. That was something done just for small young ’uns. And your momma’s family, they were so poor, they didn’t even do that much. But seeing how happy you’ve made your momma today has made me rethink this whole birthday issue. What I’m trying to say, Linda, is I believe you have set a precedent here.”


And I did set a precedent. After that, my mother was showered with birthday presents every year: from my sister, from my brothers, from my father and from me. And, of course, the older we children got, the more money we made, and the nicer presents she received. By the time I was 25, I had given her a stereo, a color television and a microwave oven (which she traded in for a vacuum cleaner).


For my mother’s 50th birthday, my brothers and my sister and I pooled our resources and got her something spectacular: a ring set with a pearl surrounded by a cluster of diamonds. And when my oldest brother handed that ring to her at the party that was given in her honor, she opened up the velvet gift box and peered at the ring inside. Then she smiled and turned the box around so that her guests could see her special gift, and she said, “Don’t I have wonderful children?” Then she passed the ring around the room, and it was thrilling to hear the collective sigh that rippled through that room as the ring was passed from hand to hand.


After the guests were gone, I stayed to help clean up. I was doing the dishes in the kitchen when I overheard a conversation between my mother and father in the next room. “Well, Pauline,” my father said, “that’s a mighty pretty ring you’ve got there. I reckon that’s about the best birthday present you’ve ever had.”


My own eyes filled with tears when I heard her reply. “Ted,” she said softly, “that’s a mighty pretty ring and  that’s a fact. But the best birthday present I ever got? Well, that was a package of bobby pins.”


Linda Goodman 






Squeeze My Hand and I’ll 
Tell You That I Love You 


Remember when you were a child and you fell and hurt yourself? Do you remember what your mother did to ease the pain? My mother, Grace Rose, would pick me up, carry me to her bed, sit me down and kiss my “owwie.” Then she’d sit on the bed beside me, take my hand in hers and say, “When it hurts, squeeze my hand and I’ll tell you that I love you.” Over and over I’d squeeze her hand, and each time, without fail, I heard the words, “Mary, I love you.”


Sometimes, I’d find myself pretending I’d been hurt just to have that ritual with her. As I grew up, the ritual changed, but she always found a way to ease the pain and increase the joy I felt in any area of my life. On difficult days during high school, she’d offer her favorite Hershey chocolate almond bar when I returned home. During my 20s, Mom often called to suggest a spontaneous picnic lunch at Estabrook Park just to celebrate a warm, sunny day in Wisconsin. A handwritten thank-you note arrived in the mail after every single visit she and my father made to my home, reminding me of how special I was to her.


But the most memorable ritual remained her holding my hand when I was a child and saying, “When it hurts, squeeze my hand and I’ll tell you that I love you.”


One morning, when I was in my late 30s, following a visit by my parents the night before, my father phoned me at work. He was always commanding and clear in his directions, but I heard confusion and panic in his voice. “Mary, something’s wrong with your mother and I don’t know what to do. Please come over as quickly as you can.”


The 10-minute drive to my parents’ home filled me with dread, wondering what was happening to my mother. When I arrived, I found Dad pacing in the kitchen and Mom lying on their bed. Her eyes were closed and her hands rested on her stomach. I called to her, trying to keep my voice as calm as possible. “Mom, I’m here.”


“Mary?”


“Yes, Mom.”


“Mary, is that you?”


“Yes, Mom, it’s me.”


I wasn’t prepared for the next question, and when I heard it, I froze, not knowing what to say.


“Mary, am I going to die?”


Tears welled up inside me as I looked at my loving mother lying there so helpless.


My thoughts raced, until this question crossed my mind: What would Mom say?


I paused for a moment that seemed like a million years, waiting for the words to come. “Mom, I don’t know if you’re going to die, but if you need to, it’s okay. I love you.”


She cried out, “Mary, I hurt so much.”


Again, I wondered what to say. I sat down beside her on the bed, picked up her hand and heard myself say, “Mom, when it hurts, squeeze my hand and I’ll tell you that I love you.”


She squeezed my hand.


“Mom, I love you.”


Many hand squeezes and “I love you’s” passed between my mother and me during the next two years, until she passed away from ovarian cancer. We never know when our moments of truth will come, but I do know now that when they do, whomever I’m with, I will offer my mother’s sweet ritual of love every time. “When it hurts, squeeze my hand and I’ll tell you that I love you.”


Mary Marcdante 






In the Genes 


A young woman named Mary gave birth to her first child, and because her husband was on military duty, she spent a couple of weeks after the birth at the home of her parents.


One day Mary mentioned to her mother that she was surprised the baby’s hair was reddish, when both she and her husband were blonde.


“Well, Mary,” said her mother, “you must remember, your daddy’s hair is red.”


“But Mamma,” said Mary, “that doesn’t make any difference because I’m adopted.”


With a little smile, Mamma said the loveliest words that her daughter had ever heard: “I always forget.”


The Best of Bits & Pieces 






A Child Is Born 


One Sunday near Thanksgiving, Angus McDonnell, a member of my congregation, told me of the birth of his grandson, “little Angus Larry,” and asked me to perform the baptism. Our church board was reluctant because the child’s family lived in another state; the church takes very seriously its commitment to support one who is baptized. 


But the will of Angus McDonnell prevailed and the following Sunday, little Angus Larry was baptized, with his parents, Larry and Sherry, Grandpa Angus and Grandma Minnie and many other family members present.


Our congregation has a baptism custom: The pastor asks, “Who stands with this child?” and then the whole extended family of the little one rises and remains standing for the ceremony. So with Angus Larry in my arms, I asked the question, and up stood all the relatives.


After church, everybody rushed home to turkey leftovers, and I went back into the sanctuary to turn off the lights. A middle-aged woman was sitting in the front pew. She seemed at a loss for words and was hesitant about looking at me for very long. Finally, she said her name was Mildred Cory, and she commented on how lovely the  baptism had been. After another long pause, she added, “My daughter, Tina, just had a baby, and, well, the baby ought to be baptized, shouldn’t it?”


I suggested that Tina and her husband call me and we would discuss it. Mildred hesitated again, and then, catching and holding my eyes for the first time, she said, “Tina’s got no husband. She’s just 18, and she was confirmed in this church four years ago. She used to come out for the Senior High Fellowship, but then she started to see this boy who was out of school...”


Now the story tumbled out fearlessly: “. . . and then she got pregnant and decided to keep the baby and she wants to have it baptized here in her own church, but she’s nervous to come and talk to you, Reverend. She’s named the baby James—Jimmy.”


I said that I would take the request to the church board for approval.


When the matter came up at the next meeting, I explained what everybody already knew—namely, that Tina was a member of the church and an unwed mother and that I didn’t know who the father was. They all knew who the father was, of course; this is a small town.


A few questions were asked as to whether or not we could be certain that Tina would stick to the commitment she was making in having her child baptized. I remarked that she and little Jimmy were, after all, right here in town where we could give them support.


The real problem was the picture we all had in our heads: Tina, teenage spots and all, little Jimmy in her arms; the father no longer around; and Mildred Cory the only one who would stand when the question was asked. It hurt each of us to think about it. But the board approved the baptism. It was scheduled for the last Sunday in Advent.


The church was full that day, as it always is the Sunday before Christmas. Down the aisle came Tina, nervously,  briskly, smiling at me only, shaking slightly, holding month-old Jimmy.


This young mother was so alone. It would be a hard life for this pair.


I read the opening part of the service and then, looking for Mildred Cory, I asked my question: “Who stands with this child?” I nodded at Mildred slightly, to coax her to her feet. She rose slowly, looking to either side, and then returned my smile.


My eyes went back to my service book. I was just about to ask Tina the parent’s questions when I became aware of movement in the pews.


Angus McDonnell had stood up, Minnie beside him. Then a couple of other elders stood. Then the sixth-grade Sunday school teacher, then a new young couple in church, and soon, before my incredulous eyes, the whole church was standing up with little Jimmy.


Tina was crying. Mildred Cory held on to the pew as though she were standing on the deck of a rocking ship, which, in a way, she was.


The Scripture reading that morning was a few verses from John:


See what love the Father has given us that we should be called children of God.... No one has ever seen God; if we love one another, God abides in us and his love is perfected in us.... There is no fearin love, but perfect love casts out fear.
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