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I can do all this through him who gives me strength.

~Philippians 4:13



Have you ever felt as if you were riding the roller coaster of life? You may have the option of refusing to ride the roller coaster at the theme park, but none of us can escape the numerous highs and lows that will surely be found on the journey of our lives. It is a ride that we all must take. Fortunately, we can be better prepared for these experiences through our faith in God. He never promised us a life of ease without the inevitable bumps and falls along the way, but he did assure us that he would be with us through it all, the good times and the bad. In Psalm 59:16, we learn of our Father, “For you are my fortress, my refuge in times of trouble.” Through God’s love and support, we can acquire resilience—the ability to come through adversity. This doesn’t mean that the difficulties of life will magically disappear, but we can come out of the darkness and into the light with a new appreciation for the lessons we’ve learned and the strength we’ve gained.

Trusting God through tough times may provide us with resilience, but we don’t need to experience trauma, stress, or fear to practice positive thinking. Think about positive thoughts as preparation for the roller-coaster ride. Positive thinking is the safety belt that makes us feel safer when we’re scared or see trouble ahead. When practiced consistently, it puts us in a state of mind where we can better handle the lows and appreciate the highs. When we weave an attitude of gratitude into each day, it gives us strength to tackle whatever comes our way and helps us to focus on the good in our lives. It is choosing to believe that, no matter what is going on today, there are many blessings to be found. In Philippians 4:8, we are told, “Whatever is true, whatever is noble, whatever is right, whatever is pure, whatever is lovely, whatever is admirable—if anything is excellent or praiseworthy—think about such things.”

This book is filled with true stories written by people just like you who have learned how to accentuate the positive, adopt an attitude of gratitude, surrender their worries, change their perspective, be strong and courageous, and much more. Woven throughout these stories is a message of hope. Hebrews 11:1 tells us, “Now faith is confidence in what we hope for and assurance about what we do not see.” Sometimes, the clouds obscure our view, and it’s hard to see God’s hand working in our lives. But these stories show that, when we go through tough times, God is working behind the scenes. With faith and God-given strength, we will weather the storms and find the rainbow on the other side. In fact, a rainbow can’t be formed without both sunshine and rain; the combination produces these beautiful arcs of light and signs of hope in our lives.

There are several ways in which you can read Chicken Soup for the Soul: Devotional Stories of Resilience and Positive Thinking:


	
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 of Resilience and Positive Thinking will inspire you, strengthen you, and give you peace in knowing that God walks with you throughout your life. Make prayer and positive thinking a daily practice. You are never alone, for God is with you always. Find comfort in God’s promise in Matthew 28:20, “And surely I am with you always, to the very end of the age.”

—Susan and Karen—
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Your ways, God, are holy. What god is as great as our God? You are the God who performs miracles; you display your power among the peoples.

~Psalm 77:13-14



Dead ends. Impossibilities. Closed doors. All applied to me in my sorry situation.

At age thirty-one, a retinal disease robbed my eyesight completely. The adjustment was painful. The struggle to navigate was difficult, and restoring my confidence was slow. But determination replaced the lack of confidence. I was passionate about caring for my three-, five- and seven-year-old sons. Groping through each step to perform household chores, I moved forward.

Sometimes, while at home alone, I fought negative thoughts: What kind of work does a blind person do anyway? Who would give me a job? Those were my secret concerns. I hid my feelings of worthlessness from all those around me.

“Did you ever think of becoming a Spanish interpreter?” a friend asked me one day.

“No way,” I said. “I know nothing about interpreting.”

“You speak Spanish,” she said, “and that’s a good beginning.”

I contacted an interpretation company, and they asked me to come in for an oral test.

The secretary called the next day. “You passed,” she said. “In fact, we’re going to send you to your first assignment in the Naturalization and Immigration court tomorrow.”

I gave a soft gasp. Thrilled and eager to work, I put on my business suit, grabbed my white cane, and held my husband’s arm. But while waiting outside the courtroom, doubts ricocheted through my head. I knew nothing about interpretation or court proceedings.

“God, don’t let me fall. Guide my steps,” I prayed.

With my stomach churning, I began the session by interpreting all I heard in English into Spanish and vice versa.

The judge hit the gavel. “We’ll take a ten-minute recess,” he said. “Mrs. Eckles, approach the bench.”

My hands trembled as I gripped my white cane and headed toward his voice.

“Yes, your Honor,” I muttered.

“I’m bilingual,” he said, “and I want you to know that I’m impressed with your high level of accuracy and professionalism.”

I suppressed a shout of glee and smiled. “Thank you, your Honor.”

Soon after, I began an intense study of audio materials on court interpretation. To my delight, I received frequent requests to interpret in civil and criminal courts. Months later, the largest over-the-phone interpreting company in America hired me because of my court experience. Through the years, I received awards for my performance, including the highest and prestigious award of Professional Excellence.

I had viewed myself as worthless; God restored my worth. I saw closed doors; God opened them wide. I lacked the skills, but He provided what I needed. I doubted the outcome, but He showed me the way.

— Janet Perez Eckles —




My Prayer

Father, thank you for seeing beyond my impairment, beyond my limitations, and beyond all of what I thought were impossibilities. I thank you for seeing no one as worthless, blind, deaf or lame. You work wonders through us all!

Amen.



[image: ]








[image: Image] My Treasure from God



But He knows the ways that I take; when He has tested me, I will come forth as gold.

~Job 23:10



I was thirty-seven years old when I learned I was expecting my third child. With two older children and working a full-time job, it was difficult to accept this pregnancy.

Because of my age, I scheduled an amniocentesis to check for abnormalities. My doctor agreed but changed his mind just before the test because I had two healthy daughters. I now feel strongly that God was protecting my baby. As I wasn’t crazy about being pregnant, I might have considered termination if the test had revealed a birth defect.

Just one hour after delivering my daughter, Melissa, the doctor told my husband and me that our daughter was a “Mongoloid,” or mentally retarded. This brought the most agonizing pain my heart had ever gone through. I kept hoping the doctors had misdiagnosed my daughter.

The next day, a social worker showed me brochures of a home for “these kind of children.” I told her there was no way I would consider it and demanded she leave my room immediately.

We brought Melissa home, and thus began the lowest times of my life. Her health was not the best, resulting in continuous ER and doctors’ visits. I struggled spiritually at first, and just couldn’t accept that this was happening to me.

But even though the road was painful, my relationship with the Lord gradually renewed and strengthened. I began to realize that having Melissa, just exactly the way she is, was a gift from God. Her Down’s syndrome was not a burden, but a blessing!

Today, Melissa is an adult and the apple of my eye, loved by her entire family. She is happy and in excellent health. She lives a full and productive life, and even has a part-time job at a grocery store. Her room is covered in medals she has won through Special Olympics.

Melissa has accepted Christ into her heart, and knows of Christ’s perfect, free gift of forgiveness and eternal love. Many mornings she wakes up and tells me Jesus spoke to her in her dreams. It was a hard road in the beginning, but now Melissa is a treasure from God and my constant companion.

— Clara Riveros —



My Prayer

Thank you, precious Father, for refining my heart and soul through the trials and tribulations in my life. You know what burdens I can bear and how they can become our greatest blessings. Help me to trust in that wisdom when I’m going through difficult times.

Amen.
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And we know that in all things God works for the good of those who love him, who have been called according to his purpose.

~Romans 8:28



On December 22, 2008, I arrived to work at my usual time and began my day by reading my e-mails. One e-mail in particular caught my attention. It was from my supervisor, and it read, “I have scheduled a meeting with you at 4:45 P.M. today. If you have already scheduled visits for this time, please reschedule those visits.”

All that day I walked around feeling as though I was in limbo. Something just didn’t feel quite right. Questions flooded my mind. “Why are my co-workers avoiding me? Why would my supervisor schedule a meeting with me fifteen minutes before the end of the day? Why? Why? Why?”

At the meeting, my supervisor and one of her peers sat across from me as she launched into a discussion regarding my position. Then she casually ended by saying, “And therefore the agency has decided to let you go.” As her words echoed in my ears, I felt like a trapeze artist who had flown mid-air and let go of the bars, only to discover that there was no one there to catch me. I imagined myself falling, futilely flailing and screaming, with only three days before Christmas, one work check in my checking account, and six months short of having the ability to obtain the pension that I would have received from the agency as a vested employee.

Despite the media reports of the many unemployed who were losing their homes, I did marvelously the first month of unemployment. I loudly proclaimed that my job was not my god, and just like He blessed me with that job, God would open another door for me. I held on to every scripture in the Bible that spoke of God’s faithfulness, chiefly, “… in all things God works for the good of those who love him…”

By the second month of my unemployment, I had run out of money and was two months behind on my rent and car payments. At that point, my fears kicked in and tried to weigh me down with visions of joblessness, homelessness, and no vehicle to escape the winter cold and snow. Many days I held on to God’s promises to comfort my distress as I prayed for rescue.

Just as my hopes began to fade, God’s faithfulness materialized right before my eyes, and my situation turned around to the good. First, instead of evicting me, my landlord said, “Linda, I’ll work with you on this. Just keep me posted as to how things are going.” Second, the company that finances my car also agreed to work with me and didn’t repossess my car. Finally, I received a call from a temp service that had reviewed my resume online. I ended up being hired for a job where I’m still doing what I love and currently making over $10,000 more per year than I was making at my previous place of employment. God is good.

— Linda A. Haywood —




My Prayer

Dear Father God, thank you for your faithfulness toward us and how you are always working things out on our behalf. Thank you for your presence as we go through every one of our trials and tribulations, and for giving us the reassurance that you indeed are with us always, even unto the end of the world.

Amen.
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I lift my eyes to the mountains—where does my help come from? My help comes from the Lord, the Maker of heaven and earth.

~Psalm 121:1-2



I sat with my husband and parents in the bleachers watching my son and daughter march proudly with their teams in the soccer parade. As I raised my arm to wave at them, pain shot from my shoulder to my fingers. A red, stinging rash covered my hand. My head felt as though it would explode at any moment, and I was so dizzy I needed to lie down. Fortunately, the parade came to an end, and I could go home and rest.

I tried to stand, but I couldn’t move. Somehow, my family got me down the bleachers and into the car. I was exhausted. As soon as I got home, I fell into bed. After I awoke, I glanced at a mirror. My face was swollen, and a red rash covered the bridge of my nose, part of my cheeks and my forehead.

Two days later, I told the doctor about my experience at the soccer parade. “Shelley,” he said gently, “I’m afraid you have lupus.” He arranged for me to see a rheumatologist as soon as possible.

I called my husband and mother. Although they were upset, I had an odd sense of peace. For several years, my random symptoms had been severe enough to send me to the doctor. They had tested me for everything, including lupus, but the tests always came back negative. Putting a label on what was wrong with me made it easier. Now my enemy had a name. With God’s help, I could fight it.

A few days later, I saw the rheumatologist. This time, my tests came back positive and verified the other doctor’s diagnosis. We discussed my treatment and changes I needed to make to my lifestyle. Then he dropped the bomb. He said if I took my medications, got plenty of rest, stayed out of the sun, and got a check-up every three months, I might live as long as ten years… if I was lucky. Ten years sounds like a lot of time, but I had a six-year-old daughter and a nine-year-old son, and it was possible I wouldn’t live another year, let alone ten. Even in the best case, I wouldn’t be around to see Jessica graduate from high school.

The doctor tried various combinations of medications on me. Some of them made me feel so much sicker that I didn’t think I’d make the one-year mark. I joined a lupus support group, but their death rate was high. I dropped out, determined not to join their numbers. As the years went on, I developed more autoimmune problems—fibromyalgia, arthritis, and Sjogren’s syndrome—but I kept going.

I asked God for one thing over and over—to let me live long enough to raise my children. He has answered my prayer with abundance. I made it to my ten-year deadline. The years went by. By His grace, I’m fourteen years past what my husband calls “my expiration date.”

I will always believe in miracles. After all, I’m living one.

— Shelley Mosley —




My Prayer

Dear Lord, you bless us with your miracles, but too often we don’t recognize them for what they are. Help us to see and be thankful for your many gifts.

Amen.
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A bruised reed he will not break, and a smoldering wick he will not snuff out, till he has brought justice through to victory.

~Matthew 12:20



I am grieved to say there was a time in my life when I was living in rebellion against God. I had come to a crisis, and rather than trusting God, my faith utterly failed, and I went the wrong way. This way led downward and finally to homelessness. Unable to find work, I lived in a borrowed car and had little to eat. I was the prodigal in the pigpen. My suffering—all of it deserved—was intense: the gnawing loneliness, the emptiness of my days with nothing to do, the shattering of self-confidence. I even failed at suicide.

One suffocatingly hot summer’s evening, feeling emotionally fragile yet desperately homesick for God, I got up the courage to slip into a church service. Acutely aware that I was dirty and inappropriately dressed, I sat in the back. I had planned to sneak out quickly when the service was over so that I wouldn’t have to talk to anybody, but the pastor met me at the door.

“How nice to have you visit with us,” he said, shaking my hand warmly. “I’m so glad you came.”

I could hardly believe that anybody would be so courteous and respectful to someone in my condition. “Thank you,” I mumbled, my face flaming.

“What is your situation? Is there anything you need?”

“No, not really.” I didn’t mean to brush off his question, but I didn’t know how to respond to such unexpected concern. I took a step toward the door, but he put his hand on my shoulder.

“Do you have a place to sleep tonight?” he asked quietly.

As embarrassed as I was, I couldn’t bring myself to lie to him. “Only my car,” I admitted.

I was astonished by what happened next. This kind man gave me a key to the church. He told me to sleep in the church nursery so I could use the air conditioning and to cook in the church kitchen until I could get on my feet. Instead of treating me with disdain, he treated me with dignity and the confidence that I would get on my feet. He gave me hope.

That night as I settled down on a crib mattress on the floor in the cool nursery, I felt assurance that I was still accepted as a child of God. My Heavenly Father was welcoming me home.

Thanks to God and this pastor, I did find a job eventually and got back on my feet—both financially and spiritually.

— Ann McArthur —



My Prayer

Dear God, thank you for extending grace to us, often when we least deserve it. You treat the battered and bruised with such gentleness. Your graciousness is kindness with finesse.

Amen.
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You let men ride over our heads; we went through fire and water, but you brought us to a place of abundance.

~Psalm 66:12



We lived far below the poverty level, and yet my kids and I luxuriated in the richness of the countryside where we lived. Millions of tiny peepers gave free concerts outside our windows. Beavers added to the rustic music, slapping flat tails against the swampy lake as they worked. Golden eagles and great blue herons soared above. My daughter Sarah coaxed a white swan to eat from her hand that spring.

In spite of my bad marriage, there was much to be thankful for. Riches crammed every lovely nook of our home place. Goldenrod spilled sunshine around like showers of golden treasure. Bejeweled spider webs hovered between blades of grass, heavy with morning dew. Fireflies painted tantalizing patterns against the black velvet darkness, drifting low to the earth to tempt barefooted children with mason jars.

When my husband abandoned us, we were forced to leave our home and rent an apartment in a nearby small town. My grief was unbearable. Not only had I lost the simple dream of raising my children in peace and beauty, but I knew I could never become the father they needed. Since I had to go back to work to support us, I couldn’t even be the mother I wanted to be. I thought their childhood was ruined.

I wallowed in self-pity for a while, but one day God showed me a better way. While I couldn’t give my kids a good earthly father, I saw that God had promised to be the Father of fatherless children. I asked Him that day to give my children everything that I could not and all that their father would not. I believe the beginning of God’s answer to this prayer was “the golden summer,” as my kids later named it.

To my children, the summer we moved was one long, happy picnic. For the first time in their lives, they had other kids to play with. Organizing a troop of a dozen or so, they fought “apple wars,” a game they invented that involved pelting each other with hard green apples from the overgrown tree in the backyard. This had the added benefit of leaving impressive bruises to show off afterward.

Impromptu wrestling matches flared up in the grass in which my daughter often triumphed over the boys. After a brief summer flood, a neighborhood water-football game sprang up in our yard. One steamy afternoon, a friend’s father taught Luke the covert art of hand-fishing in the creek. Evenings were spent practicing marksman-ship on our neighbor’s unfortunate barn, decorating it with fluorescent pink paintball splats.

The bookmobile trundled into town every other Saturday carrying friendly traveling librarians who offered delicious books to be devoured on rainy days. Secrets were whispered as young companions stargazed from the shelter of the tree house. The Fourth of July arrived, and we trooped toward the park, hauling blankets for spreading on the grass. The fireworks were especially fine that year, improved further by the rare treats of cotton candy and freshly pulled taffy.

These are the things my children remember about “the golden summer,” not the things they lost. In their minds, its greatness will never be equaled.

Sometimes, I forget that God answers prayers in His own creative way, and rarely in a manner that I expect. My children played carefree that summer, forgetting the unpleasant parts of life with their earthly father. They were safe and cared for then, as they are now. A mother needn’t worry when God puts His hand to the task of fathering.

— Rhonda Brunea —



My Prayer

Dear God, what a rich and wonderful world we are blessed to live in! Thank you for being our Creator and our Heavenly Father, who is the perfect parent for our children.

Amen.
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But those who hope in the LORD will renew their strength. They will soar on wings like eagles; they will run and not grow weary, they will walk and not be faint.

~Isaiah 40:31



Our daughter was diagnosed with a rare tumor in her hip socket. She had two major hip surgeries and spent months in therapy and a wheelchair, followed by crutches. Six months after the second surgery, we lost our barn and dairy operation in a ferocious fire. We watched in devastation as a part of history and our lives burned to the ground.

Five months later, during the clean-up and reconstruction of the barns, my husband had his right leg amputated due to a serious farm accident. While dealing with this difficult situation, I severely burnt my right hand. I was afraid of how this would affect my ability to play the piano, my life’s passion. Due to overuse of my left hand, I had carpal tunnel surgery. Things started to get back to “almost” normal when certain events and difficult situations caused our family to leave our home church.

I felt like I had lost everything. I had to hold on to God’s promises. Even though I knew God was there and would not leave me—that He has a reason for everything—I still had moments when I cried out to Him, “Why?”

But by trusting in God, our family gained wisdom from the difficulties we experienced. Our barn and dairy were rebuilt with the help of friends and family. My husband continued farming and inspired other amputees by sharing his experience. We joined a larger church where I became the drama director and keyboardist in the Faith Praise Ensemble. Our daughter’s experience led her to finish her master’s degree as a radiologist assistant.

When our faith is tested, it teaches endurance and equips us with strength for tomorrow. God specializes in using our trials to prepare us to accomplish the awesome!

— Sandra Diane Stout —



My Prayer

Heavenly Father, you are a great God. As I meet today’s trials and frustrations, give me renewed awareness of your constant, loving presence. May I not forget that I am here to serve you. May I use the wisdom and strength I gain from my trials to bring your love to those around me.

Amen.
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“For where two or three gather in my name, there am I with them.”

~Matthew 18:20



Surprise tinged with a hint of alarm showed on my face at the doctor’s words: “You’re pregnant!” My husband and I had recently relocated, so when Dick and I heard we were having a baby, we felt understandably overwhelmed!

“We don’t really know anyone here yet,” I fretted in a phone call to my mother-in-law, Anna Mary. “With no family nearby, who will help us with the baby?”

“You will do just fine,” Anna Mary assured me. After a pause, she asked, “Do you remember Harry Sagar, the Methodist pastor?”

“Yes. Nice, quiet guy, right?” I recalled the minister who seemed to exude a calming strength.

“Yes! Harry was so helpful when our church didn’t have a pastor, and our family went through a rough patch,” she shared. “Did you know he moved to a church near where you and Dick are living?”

“No, I hadn’t heard that,” I answered, my curiosity piqued.

“You’ve always been involved in the church. Maybe you could give Harry’s church a try. I can find the name of it if you want,” she offered.

Her simple, God-inspired suggestion turned out to be the best parenting advice Dick and I ever received.

The church was just a mile from our apartment. Though only passing acquaintances with Pastor Sagar, it was nice to see a familiar face when we entered the sanctuary.

Harry introduced us around, and we bonded immediately with the warm, welcoming congregation. One family in particular, the Armels, gathered Dick and me under their wing and treated us like family. In the ensuing months, Lucy, the mother, often invited us to their home.

When I experienced some discomfort close to my due date, we drove to the Armel home to check things out with Lucy. About two hours later, she said, “Pam, I’ve been watching your face and my watch. You’re in labor. I think it’s time you headed for the hospital.”

Our son was born seven hours later!

Over the years and moves that followed, Anna Mary’s advice repeatedly proved to be a blessing from God. Fostered by the wonderful people in the congregation, our children never lacked a grandmotherly hug or a doting babysitter. Like a surrogate family, experienced parents and caring fellow believers became a sounding board for our many questions and gave us the opportunity for some adult conversation.

However, the greatest benefit of involving ourselves in the church was the opportunity to grow spiritually—to cultivate a relationship with God, who then equipped Dick and me to be better partners and parents.

Our children now have kids of their own. They, too, live far from family. Knowing firsthand the parenting challenges they face, I have shared with them the wise counsel that Anna Mary gave me: Find a welcoming church and get involved! There God will provide all the support and encouragement you will ever need.

— Pam Williams —




My Prayer

Lord, you know we can’t carry the responsibilities of parenting alone. Please lead us to a caring faith community where we can grow in our relationship with you as well as uphold one another.

Amen.
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Even now the one who reaps draws a wage and harvests a crop for eternal life, so that the sower and the reaper may be glad together.
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