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A Special Foreword
by Jack and Mark



For us, 101 has always been a magical number. It was the number of stories in the first Chicken Soup for the Soul book, and it is the number of stories and poems we have always aimed for in our books. We love the number 101 because it signifies a beginning, not an end. After 100, we start anew with 101.


We hope that when you finish reading one of our books, it is only a beginning for you too—a new outlook on life, a renewed sense of purpose, a strengthened resolve to deal with an issue that has been bothering you. Perhaps you will pick up the phone and share one of the stories with a friend or a loved one. Perhaps you will turn to your keyboard and express yourself by writing a Chicken Soup story of your own, to share with other readers who are just like you.


This volume contains our 101 best stories and poems about life as a Christian teenager. We share this with you at a very special time for us, the fifteenth anniversary of our Chicken Soup for the Soul series. When we published our first book in 1993, we never dreamed that we had started what became a publishing phenomenon, one of the best-selling series of books in history.


We did not set out to sell more than one hundred million books, or to publish more than 150 titles. We set out to touch the heart of one person at a time, hoping that person would in turn touch another person, and so on down the line. Fifteen years later, we know that it has worked. Your letters and stories have poured in by the hundreds of thousands, affirming our life’s work, and inspiring us to continue to continue to make a difference in your lives.


On our fifteenth anniversary, we have new energy, new resolve, and new dreams. We have recommitted to our goal of 101 stories or poems per book, we have refreshed our cover designs and our interior layout, and we have grown the Chicken Soup for the Soul team, with new friends and partners across the country in New England.


We have chosen our 101 best stories and poems for Christian teenagers from our rich fifteen year history to share with you in this new volume. We know that your connection and relationship with God are important to you, and most importantly that you are experiencing all the ups and downs of teenage life, with the attendant joys and sorrows of growing up.


The stories that we have chosen for you were written by other teenagers just like you. They wrote about love, compassion, loss, forgiveness, friends, school, and their faith. We hope that you will find these stories inspiring and supportive, and that you will share them with your families and friends. We have identified the 27 Chicken Soup for the Soul books in which the stories originally appeared, in case you would like to continue your journey among our other books. We hope you will also enjoy the additional books for teenagers in “Our 101 Best Stories” series


With our love, our thanks, and our respect,
~Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen
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An Introductory Poem


When I Say,
I Am a Christian


When I say, “I am a Christian,”
I’m not shouting “I am saved.”
I’m whispering “I was lost!
That is why I chose His way.”


When I say, “I am a Christian,”
I don’t speak of this with pride.
I’m confessing that I stumble
Needing God to be my guide.


When I say, “I am a Christian,”
I’m not trying to be strong.
I’m professing that I’m weak
And pray for strength to carry on.


When I say, “I am a Christian,”
I’m not bragging of success.
I’m admitting I have failed
And cannot ever pay the debt.


When I say, “I am a Christian,”
I don’t think I know it all.
I submit to my confusion
Asking humbly to be taught.


When I say, “I am a Christian,”
I’m not claiming to be perfect.
My flaws are too visible
But God believes I’m worth it.


When I say, “I am a Christian,”
I still feel the sting of pain.
I have my share of heartaches
Which is why I seek His name.


When I say, “I am a Christian,”
I do not wish to judge.
I have no authority.
I only know I’m loved.


~Carol Wimmer
Chicken Soup for the Christian Family Soul
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Finding God


God enters by a private door into each individual.


~Ralph Waldo Emerson
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Rescue Me


My high school was in a border town, meaning we got new students who came over with their families from Mexico. Sometimes they’d speak English, and sometimes they didn’t. We wouldn’t normally mingle with these kids. We just sort of stuck with our own group.


Leticia was different. She was one of those girls who walks in a room, and everything gets all fuzzy and slow motion, like in the movies. She had long, dark hair and the greenest eyes I’d ever seen. She smiled as she walked by, and even though it probably wasn’t at me, I took it as a sign.


I’m not usually the “lucky” type, but fate seemed to be smiling down on me because it turned out she was in most of my classes. The first time she was called on in U.S. History, she knew the answer (which I didn’t), and she spoke in perfect English. I later found out she was from Mexico City and had studied American History at her school there. This totally intimidated me.


On April 11th, I was sitting in U.S. History, totally stressing about a midterm we were having the next day. I didn’t even notice the guidance counselor come in to talk to our teacher, Mr. Huston. When he called my name, I didn’t hear him. Then I looked up, and both he and the counselor had strange expressions on their faces, and they were looking at me. Something was wrong. I figured I was in trouble, but I couldn’t imagine for what.


I followed the guidance counselor down the hall and into her office. When we got there, the principal was there, too. They were both silent for a minute. Then the principal began to speak.


“Your father has had a heart attack. The paramedics and doctors did everything they could to save him, but I’m afraid he didn’t make it.”


“Okay,” I said. “Well, I’d better be getting back to class. I don’t want to miss the rest of the exam review.”


They looked at me, stunned. I didn’t really know what I was saying. I felt like they were telling me about someone else’s dad. I just didn’t get it.


The next few weeks were a blur as we had the funeral and began adjusting to life without my dad. I went back to school after I ran out of things to do at home. Everything felt a little different. I can’t exactly explain how; it just did.


Back at school, everyone was super-nice to me. The teachers didn’t call on me, and they kept asking me to stay after class to see if I was “okay.” My friends were really weird. I felt like I couldn’t talk to them about the same old things. It was all so strange. My dad was a great guy, and then all of a sudden he was dead. He didn’t do anything wrong. He never hurt anyone. I started eating lunch alone. I just couldn’t deal with listening to the same stupid jokes or talking about random stuff.


About three weeks after I went back to school, I was sitting in a corner of the quad, not really eating, just staring off into space. “Are you going to eat the rest of that sandwich?” I looked up and saw Leticia standing in front of me.


“Huh?” I responded. I looked down and realized I hadn’t touched my sandwich. I handed it over.


As she gratefully accepted, she told me, “My mom packed me a meat and egg torta. Your tuna fish looks better.” She sat down next to me and ate my sandwich. She didn’t say a word to me, but seemed happy to just sit there.


After a few minutes, I grew too uncomfortable. “Why did you come over?” I asked.


“You looked like you could use a friend,” she said. “I lost my father last year.” I didn’t know what to say to her, and she didn’t know what to say to me. I didn’t want to talk about my dad, but for the first time in a while, I felt okay just being with another person.


We started having lunch together on that bench every day. We never mentioned my dad or her dad, except she told me that was the reason they moved from Mexico. We talked about school, TV, movies and other meaningless stuff. I loved her mom’s tortas, and she seemed to like my “American” sandwiches. I finally worked up the nerve to ask her to go to a movie with me.


“I’d like to,” she said, “but I have to ask you a question first. Are you a Christian?”


“Huh?” I replied.


She told me her dad was a deeply spiritual man, and that it had been very important to him that she associate only with Christians. Basically, she was saying she couldn’t go out with me unless I believed in the same stuff she did. I was confused. She had become my friend, and up till now she didn’t care if I was a Christian or not.


I told her I wanted to go out with her, but I didn’t think I was a Christian and I didn’t think it should matter. Unfortunately, I then said something really stupid. I said, “It doesn’t matter to me that you’re Mexican.” She looked at me, then got up and walked away.


A week went by. I came to the bench every day with a tuna fish sandwich, hoping Leticia would show up. No luck. But finally one day she was there.


“To love the Lord with all your heart, mind, soul and strength, and your neighbor as yourself, means to experience forgiveness and to forgive others as well as yourself. Matthew 6:12.” That’s all she said. Then she took my tuna sandwich and started eating it.


So we went back to our routine of daily lunch and sandwich exchange. I didn’t bring up the dating thing again, and neither did she. The prom was coming up, and I really wanted to ask her.


“So what does it take to become a Christian, anyway? Do I have to shave my head or go spend the night in the woods or something?”


She ignored my sarcasm. “No, all you have to do is pray with me.”


“All I have to do is pray?” That seemed pretty easy.


“Well, there is one catch,” she said. “You have to mean it. I mean, really mean it. You have to give up your soul to God. You have to beg forgiveness for all your sins. Can you do that?”


Sure, I thought. A little prayer and I get to take Leticia to the prom. “Okay,” I said. “Let’s do it. Where do we go?”


“How about right here?” she responded.


“In front of everyone?”


“Why not?” She told me to close my eyes. Then she started to pray. She asked me to invite God’s spirit into my heart. I started to say the words after her and stopped.


I saw this image in my mind of a closed door. I was about to open it and go through. I could see light streaming through the keyhole. We were silent for a long time as I had my hand on the doorknob. Then I turned it and opened the door.


I started to cry. I cried for my father. I cried for my mother and sister. I cried for Leticia’s father. I cried for all the kids who lost their fathers and mothers. I couldn’t stop crying. I felt God’s grace.


Leticia and I went to the prom, and we had a great time. We’re seniors now, and we’re still together. I miss my dad a lot, and I think about him all the time. I still don’t have all the answers. But I owe Leticia a lot because she gave me my faith. She rescued me.


~Matt Rivers
Chicken Soup for the Christian Teenage Soul
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A Cross in the Sand


I wasn’t abused as a child. I just felt lonely, neglected and unloved. I don’t think it was my parents’ fault necessarily. I just wasn’t a happy kid.


My family did not attend church. I had never even set foot in one. We weren’t rich, but we had enough money to take a beautiful trip to Florida every Christmas. Of course, my parents loved to tease me about Santa not doing address changes very well. But every year, packages marked “From Santa” made their way to our motel room.


One morning in Florida, I had decided to play in the warm, white sand with my shiny new pail and shovel. My parents weren’t going to the beach, so I settled for digging in the motel courtyard. I looked at the sandy field, sparsely covered with tropical weeds. I set out to find the best spot to create my sandy masterpiece. I chose a place way out in the middle, sat down contentedly and began to dig.


About four inches down, my shovel clinked on something. I was always dreaming of finding lost pirate treasures or being the first one to find an unopened genie bottle. Therefore, it wasn’t a stretch for me to think I had hit the jackpot. However, my little shovel had uncovered a treasure of a much different sort. It was a small, silver cross. I turned it over and over in my hands, looking at it as the sun made it glow brightly. Etched on the back of the cross were words I could just barely make out: “Jesus Christ is Lord.” I wasn’t sure what that meant. I never showed anyone the cross, but kept it hidden as one of my prized possessions, only taking it out when no one was around. To me, it wasn’t just a cross; it was a sign.


During high school, I was a typical teen. I sought out fun and trouble, but rarely got caught for it. My life was going downhill fast, but I thought it was perfectly under control, except for the emptiness inside that I couldn’t account for. Sometime during my sophomore year, I decided I wanted to know about God.


Most of the church services I attended with my friends were good, but one was life-changing. As the music began to play, I was consumed, and I felt Him. He was the One I had been searching for. He was the One who had been calling me. The pastor called for those who didn’t know Him to come forward. I couldn’t have stopped my feet if I had wanted to. He prayed, I prayed, and my life was never again the same. I went home and wept with joy. A seemingly lifelong void was finally filled. For some reason, I am quite sure my search began the day I hit metal with my little shovel and found a cross that said, “Jesus Christ is Lord.” Now I no longer have to dig to find my treasures. All the treasures I’ll ever need are just a prayer away.


~Lana L. Comstock
Chicken Soup for the Christian Teenage Soul
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From Packin’ to Preachin’


The more you are aware of God’s unchanging love, the safer you feel in the world.
~Susan L. Taylor


I started running away from home when I was eleven years old. Home was thirteen brothers and sisters, all of whom ran away from our crazy, abusive father by the time they were fourteen. Our mother had been murdered. I was desperate for attention, for a sense of who I was and what I was supposed to be, for a place where I felt safe. The gang found me. They took me in, taught me who I was to be, gave me protection, and filled me with pride and a sense of belonging. What do you have to give the gang in return? You have to give them all of yourself, and you never get it back completely.


The gang became my family for the next seventeen years. It was a family of drugs, guns and jailings, but I belonged, and that was my security. During those seventeen years, nearly fourteen of them were spent in foster homes, jail or prison. When I was twelve, I tried to kill my father. The charge was attempted murder. I was held, without remorse, in the juvenile justice system until I was eighteen. By this time, I was a drug addict.


The next ten years were filled with jailings, carrying guns, not having enough money for my drug habit and constant paranoia. The only women I knew were gang chicks. I knew I would just make more gang members with one of them. I had already gotten a fourteen-year-old girl pregnant when I was eighteen, married her (I didn’t want to add statutory rape to my rap sheet), and then couldn’t keep the relationship together. My life was going nowhere. I was tired. The gang offered me no way out. I wanted to get away, become a member of the “middle class.” I figured I could accomplish this by pushing drugs in a bigger arena. I walked away from the neighborhood. I can never go back. There would be blood if I did. I know where I can go and where I’m not supposed to be.


Though leaving the neighborhood and the gang was not for honorable reasons, it was the first step that was to change my life forever. I was headed for redemption, although it was going to be a long journey. Too soon, I was serving five years in a federal prison for transporting drugs across the border. But when I got out, the first real sign of change happened.


I met some amazing people through a chance encounter. They took me in, and they loved me, unconditionally. I learned what love was about from these two people. They allowed me to call them “Grandma” and “Grandpa” and loved me, just as I was.


I quit the drugs except for Sundays. On Sunday mornings, I smoked a joint and then went to church with Grandma and Grandpa, relaxed and happy. I had no idea where this was all heading. How was I to know that God was not going to leave me alone?


The old ladies in the church knew that I had musical talents. One of them came to me and asked me to lead the morning worship service. I didn’t want to, but I would do anything for those old ladies, so I did it. The next Sunday they asked me to lead the worship service again, and then the next Sunday, and the next. I gave up my Sunday joint. It’s hard to lead a worship service when you’re high!


I still carried a gun, but I was beginning to feel safe. One particular day, I just wasn’t paying attention. I was enjoying a walk at the beach with my baby. I was pushing the stroller, head down, when I bumped into another stroller. I looked up into the face of the one man I had vowed to kill. The last time I had seen him, he had pistol-whipped me, hung me from a balcony and left me for dead. Now we stared into each other’s eyes, instinctively reaching for our weapons. A bizarre coincidence. Two innocents, a moment away from the shattering blast that would make them fatherless. There was no movement, no sound; even the babies were quiet, as though waiting for a signal. And then a peace came over me. I dropped my hand from my weapon and extended it to the man I had hated. He reached out his hand to mine, and we shook hands. No words were spoken. I have never seen him again.


By this time, a landscaping business I had started was successful, I was still going to church with Grandpa and Grandma, I had put down my gun, and the Lord was still “bothering” me. The church had been without a pastor for months. One day I heard the Lord’s voice saying, “I called you, Gilbert.” I went to Grandma and Grandpa and said, “I think I’m supposed to be your pastor.”


They just smiled at me and said, “What took you so long?”


I’ve been their pastor for twenty-five years now. Fifteen years ago, we established the Bittersweet Ministries for drug and alcohol rehabilitation. Over three thousand people have gone through the program to date. Our Bittersweet Gospel Band performs all over the country as ambassadors for our programs.


My life had really changed, but I didn’t know how much until one night in Chicago. We were there with the band. My friend and I were standing outside the home of our host talking before we went inside. Two guys came up to us and asked what time it was. I looked at my watch and immediately felt a gun on my neck. The other guy was restraining my friend with a knife. I knew I could take the kid, but instead I started telling him that God loved him. His hand began to shake. I reached for his arm, saying, “Look, I’m not going to take the gun, but I’m afraid you’re going to shoot someone if you don’t stop shaking. I’m a pastor, and I want you to know the Lord loves you.” I just kept telling him, “God loves you, son. God loves you.” The boy looked into my eyes for a long moment, reached for the money I offered him, and then disappeared into the night with the other kid.


I don’t know if his life was changed, but I sure realized at that moment how much mine had! I had been loved into a new life—a life of peace instead of paranoia, happiness instead of heroin, a life of preachin’ love instead of packin’ death.


~Gilbert Romero as told to Barbara Smythe
Chicken Soup for the Soul Stories for a Better World
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How Sweet the Sound


Music was my refuge. I could crawl into the space between the notes and curl my back to loneliness.
~Maya Angelou, Gather Together in My Name


The lead should have been mine. All my friends agreed with me. At least, it shouldn’t have been Helen’s, that strange new girl. She never had a word to say, always looking down at her feet as if her life was too heavy to bear. We thought she was just stuck-up. Things can’t be all that bad for her, we reasoned, not with all the great clothes she wears. She hadn’t worn the same thing more than twice in the two months she’d been at our school.


But the worst of it was when she showed up at our tryouts and sang for my part. Everyone knew the lead role was meant for me. After all, I had parts in all our high school musicals, and this was our senior year.


My friends were waiting for me, so I didn’t hang around for Helen’s audition. The shock came two days later when we hurried to check the bulletin board for the cast list.


We scanned the sheets looking for my name. When we found it, I stood there in shock. Helen was picked to play the lead! I was to be her mother and her understudy. Understudy? Nobody could believe it.


Rehearsals seemed to go on forever. Helen didn’t seem to notice that we were going out of our way to ignore her. I’ll admit it, Helen did have a beautiful voice. She was different on stage somehow. Not so much happy as settled and content.


Opening night brought its fair share of jitters. Everyone was quietly bustling around backstage, waiting for the curtain to go up. Everyone but Helen, of course. She seemed contained in her own world.


The performance was a hit. Our timing was perfect; our voices blended and soared. Helen and I flowed back and forth, weaving the story between us—I, the ailing mother praying for her wayward daughter, and Helen, the daughter who realizes as her mother dies that there is more to life than this life. The final scene reached its dramatic end. I was lying in the darkened bedroom. The prop bed I was on was uncomfortable, which made it hard to stay still. I was impatient, anxious for Helen’s big finish to be over.


She was spotlighted on stage, the grieving daughter beginning to understand the true meaning of the hymn she had been singing as her mother passed away.


“Amazing grace, how sweet the sound….” Her voice lifted over the pain of her mother’s death and the joy of God’s promises.


“…That saved a wretch like me…” Something real was happening to me as Helen sang. My impatience was gone.


“…I once was lost, but now I’m found…” I started to cry.


“…Was blind but now I see.” My spirit began to turn within me, and I turned to God. In that moment, I knew his love, his desire for me. Helen’s voice lingered in the prayer on the last note. The curtain dropped.


Complete silence. Not a sound. Helen stood behind the closed curtain, head bowed, gently weeping.


Suddenly, applause and cheers erupted, and when the curtain parted the entire audience was standing.


We all made our final bows. My hugs were genuine. My heart had been opened wide.


Then it was over. The costumes were hung up, make-up tissued off and the lights dimmed. Everyone went off in their usual groupings, congratulating each other.


Everyone but Helen. I stayed because I needed to tell her something.


“Helen, your song… it was so real for me,” I hesitated, my feelings intense. I suddenly felt shy. “You sang me into the heart of God.”


Helen’s eyes met mine.


“That’s what my mother said to me the night she died.” A tear slipped down her cheek. My heart leapt to hers. “My mother was in such pain. Singing ‘Amazing Grace’ always comforted her. She told me to remember God would always be good to me, and that his grace would lead her home.”


Her face lit up from the inside out, her mother’s love shining through. “Just before she died, she whispered, ‘Sing me into the heart of God, Helen.’ That night and tonight, I sang for my mother.”


~Cynthia M. Hamond
Chicken Soup for the Christian Teenage Soul
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Putting On the Boots


“A twelve-year-old girl is in desperate need of a home because both of her parents have been sentenced to prison.”


As soon as this call came on the church prayer chain, my heart went out to her—within two days, Nikki came to live with us. She’d been knocked around from place to place, being rejected over and over. Some families had kept her for a few days, some for a few weeks. Nikki’s self-confidence was zero.


But God began to do a miraculous work in her life, slowly convincing her He had great plans for her future. About a year later, she heard about an organization called Teen Missions, which offered short-term mission assignments to teenagers. She applied, got accepted and everything was in motion for her trip to Africa. She was so excited, I thought she’d burst!


The first thing she needed to do to prepare for this great mission assignment was to get a pair of big, high-top construction boots and wear them every day to break them in. She ordered the boots, then sent out her missionary support letters to raise the $5,000 to go.


The response was paltry.


She refused to put on the boots. They sat in her closet for three solid months with the tags still on them. Without clear signs of support from God and others, she wouldn’t take a step.


As it happened, right around this time I was scheduled to speak at a women’s conference, so Nikki decided to make bookmarks to sell at my book table. She designed one that involved cutting, ironing, gluing, hole punching, threading and tying a bow. She sat for hours cutting fabric until there was a purple indentation in her hand and tears streaming down her face.


“Why don’t you stop now?” I urged.


“No,” she declared. “I’m going to do this!”


I knew at that instant she had “put on the boots.” Yet I could see she still felt discouraged and ill-equipped.


The next day, I reminded her that God had called Gideon to fight a tough battle, but Gideon didn’t think he was good enough for the job. I told her, “Gideon said, ‘God, I can’t do what you’re asking me to do! I’m just a kid. Besides, I’m from a lousy family. You better pick someone else.’ None of that mattered to God,” I reminded her. “In fact, God loves to pick the most unlikely people to do His work. The Lord eased Gideon’s worry by posing a very simple question, ‘Am I not sending you?’”


I explained to Nikki, “It’s not about the one who’s going, it’s about the One who’s sending. If God is sending you, you can go in complete confidence.”


That day at the women’s conference, she raised $742—most of it in $1 donations. Some ladies donated $5, $10 or $20, shoving the money into her boots, which were set up on my book table.


When we returned from the conference, we filled our house with giant posters proclaiming “Who’s Sending You?” Over the next several months, Nikki made almost four thousand bookmarks and raised $5,000 at my conferences around the country.


She demonstrated her faithfulness by “putting on the boots” for the One who was sending her.


~Donna Partow
Chicken Soup for the Christian Soul 2
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Searching and Finding


I am a reader, and readers are dreamers and searchers. All readers, like me, know in their hearts that there is more to life than what they are living. Somewhere, there must be a handsome prince, a dashing rogue, a rugged mountain man to sweep me off my feet and bear me to a land bursting with myth and legend and beautiful scenery. And in that land I would uncover mysteries and secrets, things so simple and pure they can only be found in nature. I would breathe in the fresh, clean air and drink the sounds of birds and breezes and brooks, the soft sounds. There I would be fulfilled and happy. At peace, at last.


For me, this dreamland was Ireland. I was ushered to this place through my imagination and by the poetry of William Butler Yeats, especially his description of “The Lake Isle of Innisfree.” He painted a picture of peace that he longed for and could only find on that island. He pined after it so, that no matter where he was he would “hear it in the deep heart’s core.” In my deep heart’s core, I felt exactly that longing, that need for more; I was drawn to this place of peace.


Until recently, I thought that my vision of Ireland must remain simply a vision. But through the kindness of my grandparents, I was able to go. And, oh the excitement and joy that was mine! I journeyed there with all my hopes and dreams prepared to be fulfilled. And I saw the castles and the bogs, the mountains, the fairy forts, flowers and even the Isle of Innisfree. The beauty was indescribable. The hundreds of radiant flowers pleased my eyes. The sweet sounds of the birds and brooks and breezes soothed my ears. The fragrance of the pure air invigorated my nostrils. I could taste the rain and feel the serenity drop onto my skin and cleanse my soul. But the one sense that remained untouched was my heart. I was still searching, and for days I pulled at the land, needing that fulfillment I thought it offered. But I couldn’t find it, and still I felt sad and empty.


One day, I was looking deep into a blossom, at its incredible beauty and worth, and I remembered how that flower first appeared. The source of its life, the source of mine, the very beginning, the light of life was where and only where I could find my fulfillment and peace of mind. And then my heart exploded, full of what was there all the time, what I could only find within myself, what so many people need and search for, but don’t see because it is so simple and basic. And God is basic. God is the source of all things. God is our roots, and just as a tree looks to its roots for nourishment and a river looks to its source for replenishing waters, we must look to our roots and our source to fill the void in our hearts. God is our only nourishment; all else is transient.


So now I read, but I search no longer, because all the romance and adventure enticing me into the worlds between the pages is just a faint taste of the adventure of life, of my life. I am excited about each day as it comes; each one can be made to be fulfilling in its own right. And when my days run out, I will have lived just a blink of time and the rest will be eternal joy. And that is what I learned in Ireland.


~Abby Danielle Burlbaugh
Chicken Soup for the Christian Teenage Soul
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A Father’s Love


God loves each of us as if there were only one of us.
~St. Augustine


His name was Brian, and he was a student at the small high school I attended. Brian was a special education student who was constantly searching for attention, but usually got it for the wrong reasons. Students who wanted to have some “fun” would ask, “Brian, are you the Incredible Hulk?” He would then run down the halls roaring and flexing. He was the joke of the school and was “entertainment” for those who watched. Brian, who was looking for acceptance, didn’t realize they were laughing at him and not with him.


One day I couldn’t take it anymore. I told the other students I had had enough of their game and to knock it off. “Aw, come on, Mike! We’re just having fun. Who do you think you are, anyway?” The teasing didn’t stop for long, but Brian latched onto me that day. I had stuck up for him, and now he was my buddy. Thoughts of, “What will people think of you if you are friends with Brian?” swirled in my head, but I forced them out as I realized God wanted me to treat Brian as I would want to be treated.


Later that week, I invited Brian over to my house to play video games. We sat there playing video games and drinking Tang. Pretty soon, he started asking me questions like, “Hey, Mike. Where do you go to church?” I politely answered his questions, then turned my concentration back to the video games. He kept asking me questions about God, and why I was different from some of the kids at school. Finally, my girlfriend, Kristi, pulled me aside and said, “Michael, he needs to talk. How about you go down to your room where you can talk privately?” My perceptive girlfriend had picked up on the cues better than I had.


As soon as we got to my room, Brian asked again, “Hey, Mike. How come you’re not like some of the other kids at school?” I wanted to tell him about the difference God had made in my life. I got out my Bible and shared John 3:16 and some verses in Romans with him. I explained that God loved him just the way he was, and that He had sent Jesus down to Earth to die on a cross, rise from the dead and make it possible for everyone, especially Brian, to spend eternity in heaven if they believed. I didn’t know if he comprehended what I was telling him, but when I finished explaining, I asked him if he wanted to pray with me. He said he would like that.


We prayed together: “God, I know I’m a sinner, and that even if I were the only person on Earth, You still would have sent Your Son down to die on the cross for me and take my place. I accept the gift of salvation that you offer, and I ask that you come into my heart and take control. Thank you, Lord. Amen.”


I looked at Brian and said, “Brian, if you meant those words you just prayed, where is Jesus right now?”


He pointed to his heart and said, “He’s in here now.”


Then he did something I will never forget as long as I live. Brian hugged the Bible to his chest, lay down on the bed and let the tears flow down the side of his cheeks. When I cry, my sobbing is very loud, but Brian’s was unearthly silent as the emotions he’d held inside let loose. Finally, he said, “Mike, do you know that the love God has for me must be like the love a husband has for his wife?”


I was floored.


Here was someone who had trouble comprehending things in school, but had now understood one of eternity’s great truths. He lay there for another five minutes or so as the tears continued to flow.


I still remember the incredible feeling I had at that moment: a high higher than anything a substance could ever give, the high of knowing that God works miracles in everyday life. John 10:10 immediately came to mind: “I have come that they may have life, and have it to the full.”


About a week later, everything came into perspective for me. Brian really opened up to me. He explained that his dad had left him and his mom when he was five years old. As Brian stood on the porch that day, his dad told him he was leaving because he couldn’t deal with having a son like him anymore. Then he walked out of Brian’s life and was never seen again. Brian told me he had been looking for his dad ever since. Now I knew why the tears kept flowing that day in my bedroom. His search was over. He found what he had been looking for since he was five years old: a Father’s love.


~Michael T. Powers
Chicken Soup for the Christian Teenage Soul


[image: Image]




[image: Image]


The Final Cut


No God, no peace. Know God, know peace.
~Author Unknown


One swift movement of the razor, and I am on my way. No more racing thoughts, no more screams of anger—just fresh cuts, vibrant blood and a familiar euphoria. The blood creeps from the thin slices I have created, and soon comfort will be restored and sanity found. Another cut means more blood, but less pain. I examine my arm carefully—the cuts are not deep enough and the pain not strong enough. I must be careful, though; the marks might be noticed. I choose a different spot—my stomach. I quickly untuck the blouse of my uniform and tighten my abdomen.


I am sitting in my car and have only thirty minutes before school starts. The fight with my mom this morning is now a distant memory as I quickly bandage my latest wounds. Arriving at school, I quickly check to make sure nothing is showing. I open the car door, and it is like a whole new world, a world where nobody, not even my close friends, knows me well enough to notice the quiver of my lip or the unsteadiness of my hands. It is a world I play like a game, leaving emotions for the poets and drama for the actors. The morning air is crisp enough that my shallow breath can be seen as I make my way toward the entrance. People shout to say hello from all the corners of the parking lot as I wave and smile effortlessly. I mumble quietly to myself, “Let the games begin.”


I began hurting myself a long time ago. I can remember locking myself in the bathroom after a difficult day of elementary school or a fight with my parents and crying to God, asking Him for help, looking for someone or something to soothe my pain. When no relief came, I would scratch my face, my arms, my legs—anything.


Later, in middle school, my family went through the realization that country clubs and parochial schools cannot hide their children from the world of drugs. Watching from the sidelines as my oldest brother hit rock bottom and left for drug rehab, I made it my mission to hide every deep emotion I felt and started cutting each time these feelings crept into my conscience. I began using knives, razors and scissors—whatever would make me bleed. The blood made me stop hurting emotionally and start hurting physically. For me, dealing with the physical pain was nickels and dimes compared to some of the intense emotional pain I confronted in those first years of adolescence.


I could bandage my cuts and stop the bleeding, but I could never end my internal struggle with feeling valued by others unless I constantly appeared to be perfectly “normal.” This meant hiding my problems, building those walls the therapists preach about and acting entirely unscathed by the turmoil I faced at home, in school, from my friends, from guys and from demanding athletic coaches. I became good at playing the part of the Patti Mason everyone wanted to be around, rather than the Patti Mason I really was.


I would never have broken out from my cutting routine if it hadn’t been for my faith in Jesus Christ. Soon, the cuts became too deep and scars set in, which led to questions and, finally, my confession. And as I slowly let the walls crumble, revealing the true me to my friends and family, I opened myself up to God for healing and protection. Now tears were the way my sadness was expressed.


Each day, I got better. I discovered my faith again—my faith in life, in love, in myself and, above all, in Christ. It was through this faith that I realized the battle I was fighting would not end until I surrendered it to God and allowed myself to end the act. I had to feel the things inside, and I had to let people love the real me. I saw a therapist and was put on medication, and these two things definitely helped me to feel better. But getting myself back only happened when I surrendered to God. Resisting the urge to hurt myself is not something I could ever do by myself. God, and God alone, holds that power.


~Patricia H. Mason
Chicken Soup for the Christian Teenage Soul
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Safe at Last


I’m so afraid.


Afraid that people might see


Who I really am.


I try to hide it:


Outside I’m calm, cool, collected.


But inside I’m crumbling


Into a million pieces.


I can’t hide it forever;


Sometimes the mask slips off


And I’m exposed and vulnerable.


I feel so naked


And everyone is looking at me.


They can see right through me.


But I put my mask back on


And I’m safe behind it.


Nothing can happen to me there.


Safe.


But the fear comes back again


Just like it always does.


Then I’m crying out again,


Crying for help inside.


The mask comes off again.


That’s when I feel him


Holding my hand.


The voice says,


“Do not fear, my child,


For I love you exactly as you are


And I will always be with you.”


Suddenly a peace comes over me


And I’m not afraid anymore


Because I know he loves me


Just the way I am.


~Bethany Schwartz
Chicken Soup for the Christian Teenage Soul
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Real Friends


The most beautiful discovery true friends make is that they can grow separately without growing apart.


~Elisabeth Foley
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People Change but Friendships Remain


Challenge is a good thing. And in today’s world, strength is an asset we have to have. Childhood, you have taught me many lessons.
~Patricia Reeder
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