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What People Are Saying About 
Chicken Soup for the Christian Soul

“Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen have mixed together another soul-satisfying and spirit-lifting pot of Chicken Soup. The savory ingredients of love, faith, family, caring, compassion and humor are blended together in Chicken Soup for the Christian Soul with the seasonings of life to bring us heartwarming stories that will enrich, ennoble and empower us. Say, guys, can I have seconds?”

Father Brian Cavanaugh, TOR 

“Chicken Soup for the Christian Soul is possibility thinking manifesting itself as little stories that irresistibly tug at your heart and leave a lifelong memory. You’ll love this book.”

Dr. Robert H. Schuller 

“Thanks for sharing more stories that remind us of what life is really about. Chicken Soup for the Christian Soul made me laugh and cry and the best part—it’s not fattening!”

Cindy Crawford 

“Who thinks of the check-out lane as a powerful place? These stories remind us it is! Such seemingly random, unheralded scenarios are always presenting us with chances to exhibit the power of our goodness with each other, to subtly and colorfully experience the wonderful, holy, healing qualities of God that are in every one of us. Read this, and be inspired to dispatch yourself to experience more of those exquisite qualities every single day, where ever you go, whatever you do.”

Ashley Judd 

“This thought-provoking book will change the way you feel, think and believe. Read it.”

Bob Harrison 

“What an awesome celebration of God’s love for each of his children! Read Chicken Soup for the Christian Soul anytime, but especially when you need a heavenly hug.”

Joan Wester Anderson 
author, Where Angels Walk 
and Where Wonders Prevail 

“‘God created man,’” someone once suggested, ‘because he liked stories.’ When Jesus spoke, he spoke most often in parables. This collection continues the tradition of faithful people telling stories of their experience of God met in the routine of life. I laughed and cried as I read them. In story after story I recognized the thread of divinity woven into the fabric of life. A treasure for Christians who love to hear and tell stories.”

Michael Lindvall 
author, The Good News from North Haven 

“Your walk with Christ will be enhanced every single day as you open the pages of this spirit-filled book.”

Glenna Salsbury 
professional speaker, 
author, The Art of the Fresh Start 

“Chicken Soup for the Christian Soul is an outstanding collection of powerful, heartwarming stories full of faith and inspiration.”

Dave Dravecky 
author, Worth of a Man 
and founder, Outreach of Hope 
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Finally, brethren, whatever things are true, whatever things are noble, whatever things are just, whatever things are pure, whatever things are lovely, whatever things are of good report, if there is any virtue and if there is anything praiseworthy—meditate on these things.

Philippians 4:8 



Introduction 

We feel truly blessed to have been able to create this book. It has been a true labor of love for us, and like all divinely inspired projects, it has given us back much more than we have put into it. From the moment it was conceived, we have felt the power of love flowing through us and the divine hand of God directing us in our every step. Right from the beginning we have been experiencing miracles—from opening the Bible to just the right Scripture we needed, to finding the nephew of a writer we couldn’t locate on the Internet! Our most fervent hope is that you will receive as much from reading this book as we did in compiling, editing and writing it.

Since the original Chicken Soup for the Soul book was published in 1993, we have been collecting and editing stories for Chicken Soup for the Christian Soul. Readers like yourselves have sent us over 7,000 stories, all of which we have read and been touched by. The 101 stories that you have in your hands are the result of endless reading and rereading, looking for just those stories that would touch your soul at the deepest and most profound level. Once we had the book narrowed down to the best 200, we asked a panel of over 40 Christian friends to pick their favorite 101 stories. As a result, we believe we have selected stories that are universal in their appeal and compelling in their impact.

We believe these stories will deepen your Christian faith and expand your awareness of how to practice your Christian values in your day-to-day life—both at home, at work and in the community. These stories will open your heart so that you may experience and express more love in your life. They will deepen your compassion for others and inspire you to greater acts of charity and philanthropy. They will lead you to forgive others for their trespasses and yourself for your shortcomings. They will encourage you to stand up for what you believe in and to believe in what you stand for. And, perhaps most important, they will remind you that you are never alone or without hope no matter how challenging and painful your circumstances may be.

Read what some of our previous readers have said about how deeply they have been touched by the stories in the Chicken Soup for the Soul books:



I received your third book while recovering from lupus in the hospital. I now have a better and more positive outlook on life. . . . Every story, in its own way, has taught me something.

Hong-Chau Tran, Age 21 

I am successfully surviving fully blown AIDS. The prison chaplain loaned me your book Chicken Soup for the Soul, and I have to admit, I’ve never read anything quite so uplifting and enjoyable. The stories were real. They were inspirational.

Anonymous 

One morning I woke up to find my face half paralyzed with Bell’s Palsy. The duration is usually three weeks to three months. Halfway through Chicken Soup for the Soul, my face began to regain motion. When I got voted “Best Smile” in Senior Class, I could not help but think of this book and the profound impact it had on my life.

Kyle Brown 

My dad read stories from Chicken Soup for the Soul at the dinner table. After a few stories we laughed, we cried and were touched. That night my family became closer than ever.

Vanessa Sim, 7th grade 

I wanted to end my life at 14 years old. I’ve had that feeling for 10 years. Now—after reading your books—I promise myself to never feel that way again!

Anonymous 

I am currently serving a four-year sentence. My dog-eared copy of Chicken Soup for the Soul has been making the rounds of my 121-man dorm. Without exception, these gang-banging, hard-nosed, tough guys are all moved, sometimes to tears, by one story or another.

Anonymous 

So from our hearts to yours, we offer you Chicken Soup for the Christian Soul. As you read these stories, we pray that you experience the same love, inspiration, encouragement and comfort that they brought to us. We pray that your heart be opened, your spiritual and emotional wounds be healed and your soul be overflowing with boundless joy! We send you our love, and we ask that God may bless you!

Jack Canfield, Mark Victor Hansen, 
Patty Aubery and Nancy Mitchell 



1

ON LOVE 

Love is patient and kind. Love is not jealous, it does not brag, and it is not proud. Love is not rude, is not selfish and does not get upset with others. Love does not count up wrongs that have been done. Love is not happy with evil but is happy with the truth. Love patiently accepts all things. It always trusts, always hopes, and always remains strong.

1 Cor. 13:4-7 



Where’s the Baby Jesus?

I will honor Christmas in my heart and try to keep it all the year.

Charles Dickens 

A nativity scene without the baby Jesus?!

I have one proudly displayed at home each Christmas. For me, it’s a reminder of a past holiday when I purchased the broken set.

I was bitter and disheartened that year because my parents, after 36 years of marriage, were getting a divorce. I could not accept their decision to part, and I became depressed, not realizing they needed my love and understanding more than ever.

My thoughts were constantly filled with childhood memories—the huge Christmas trees, the gleaming decorations, the special gifts and the love we shared as a close family. Every time I’d think about those moments, I’d burst into tears, knowing I’d never feel the spirit of Christmas again. But for my children’s sake, I decided to make the effort, joining the last-minute shoppers.

They pushed, shoved and complained as they grabbed from shelves and racks. Christmas tree lights and ornaments dangled from open boxes, and the few dolls and stuffed toys sitting on the nearly emptied shelves reminded me of neglected orphans. A small nativity scene had fallen to the floor in front of my shopping cart, and I stopped to put it back on the shelf.

After glancing at the endless checkout line, I decided it wasn’t worth the effort and had made up my mind to leave when suddenly I heard a loud, sharp voice cry out.

“Sarah! You get that thing out of your mouth right now ‘fore I slap you!”

“But Mommy! I wasn’t puttin’ it in my mouth! See, Mommy? I was kissin’ it! Look, Mommy, it’s a little baby Jesus!”

“Well, I don’t care what it is! You put it down right now! You hear me?”

“But come look, Mommy,” the child insisted. “It’s all broken. It’s a little manger and the baby Jesus got broked off!”

As I listened from the next aisle, I found myself smiling and wanting to see the little girl who had kissed the baby Jesus.

She appeared to be about four or five years old and was not properly dressed for the cold, wet weather. Bright, colorful pieces of yarn were tied on the ends of her braids, making her look cheerful despite her ragged attire.

Reluctantly, I turned my eyes to her mother. She was paying no attention to the child but was anxiously looking through the marked-down winter coats on the bargain rack. She was also shabbily dressed, and her torn, dirty tennis shoes were wet from the cold, melting snow. Asleep in her shopping cart was a small baby bundled snugly in a thick, washed-out yellow blanket.

“Mommy!” the little girl called to her. “Can we buy this here little baby Jesus? We can set him on the table by the couch and we could—”

“I told you to put that thing down!” her mother interrupted. “You get yourself over here right now or I’m gonna give you a spankin’. You hear me?”

Angrily, the woman hurried toward the child. I turned away, not wanting to watch, expecting her to punish the child as she had threatened. A few seconds passed.

No movement, no scolding. Just complete silence. Puzzled, I peeked again and was astonished to see the mother kneeling on the wet, dirty floor holding the child close to her trembling body. She struggled to say something, but only managed a desperate sob.

“Don’t cry, Mommy!” the child pleaded. Wrapping her arms around her mother, she apologized for her behavior. “I’m sorry I wasn’t good in this store. I promise I won’t ask for nothin’ else! I don’t want this here little baby Jesus. Really I don’t! See, I’ll put him back here in the manger. Please don’t cry no more, Mommy!”

“I’m sorry too, honey!” answered her mother finally. “You know I don’t have enough money to buy anything extra right now, and I’m just crying ‘cause I wished I did—it being Christmas and all—but I bet come Christmas mornin’, if you promise to be a real good girl, you just might find them pretty little play dishes you been wantin’, and maybe next year we can get us a real Christmas tree. How about that!”

“You know what, Mommy?” the child asked excitedly. “I don’t really need this here little baby Jesus doll anyhow! You know why? ’Cause my Sunday school teacher says Jesus really lives in your heart! I’m glad he lives in my heart, aren’t you, Mommy?”

I watched the child take her mother’s hand and walk to the front of the store. Her simple words, exclaimed with excitement, were echoing through my mind: “He lives in my heart.”

I looked at the nativity scene and realized that a baby born in a stable some 2,000 years ago is a person who still walks with us today, making his presence known, working to bring us through the difficulties of life, if only we will let him.

“Thank you, God,” I began to pray. “Thank you for a wonderful childhood filled with precious memories, and for parents who provided a home for me and gave me the love I needed during the most important years of my life. But most of all, thank you for giving us your son.”

Quickly, I grabbed the various pieces of the nativity scene and hurried to the check-out counter. Recognizing one of the clerks, I asked her to give the doll to the little girl who was then leaving the store with her mother, and explained that I would pay for it later. I watched the child accept the gift and then give baby Jesus another kiss as she walked out the door.

The little broken nativity scene reminds me every year of a child whose simple words touched my life and transformed my despair into new assurance—and joy!

The baby Jesus is not there, of course, but every time I look at the empty manger I know I can answer the question, “Where’s the baby Jesus?”

He’s in my heart!

Jeannie S. Williams 
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Reprinted with permission from Bil Keane.



Ten Cents 

I am only one, 

But still I am one.

I cannot do everything, 

But still I can do something; 

and because I cannot do everything, 

I will not refuse to do the something that 

I can do.

Edward Everett Hale’s pledge to the 
Lend-a-Hand Society 

“Miss! Over here!”

“Waitress, could you check on my order?”

“Could you bring the baby some more milk?”

I sighed and pushed the hair back from my eyes. That gray February lunch hour found the restaurant where I worked packed with people anxious to escape the snow turned to rain. There was even a large standing crowd waiting for tables. I was already exhausted, I had a splitting headache and it wasn’t even 12:30! How was I ever going to make it through the day?

I’d been plenty grateful to get this job the year before. As a suddenly single mom with two small children to support and little in the way of education or skills, it had been a godsend to be hired by a better-than-average restaurant close to a famous hospital in our city.

As the “new kid” at the restaurant, I had been started off with the worst station, a small room at the back of the building. It was a long way from the front entrance and equally far from the kitchen, so service there was unavoidably slower than in the front dining area. The room held two large tables and several tiny ones by the windows. As a rule, most of the customers exiled to the back were either single women dining alone or large families with children who were expected to be loud and demanding.

After nearly two years and several new hirees, I was still “stuck” with the back room. Usually I didn’t mind. The view from “my” windows revealed a steep ravine, heavily wooded on both sides, which cradled a small stream at the bottom. It was a surprisingly beautiful spot to find hidden away in a large city. With that view, I could relax during off hours and find a moment of peace.

But today was one of those days when I longed for one of the front stations. Although I was pushing myself to keep up with the demand, I was steadily losing ground because of the hazard of getting through the mob between my tables and the kitchen. This was made more difficult by the fact that both my large tables were filled to overflowing with extra chairs and high chairs that blocked the aisles.

I stopped for a moment and glanced around to see what were the most urgent of the many things demanding my attention.

That’s when I saw her. She was seated at the farthest table, jammed into a corner, her enjoyment of the view hampered by the unappetizing remains of someone else’s meal in front of her. She appeared to be about 70 years old, with white hair, a deeply lined face, and hands that testified to a lifetime of hard work. She wore an old-fashioned navy straw hat, and a cotton housedress under a shabby brown coat that appeared inadequate for the weather. She sat quietly, with an air of dejection and an expression of terrible sadness.

I hurried over, and as I cleared the table, I began a monologue—scolding the hostess for not telling me the woman was waiting and complaining about the busboy for not clearing the table. “He’ll get no dessert tonight for that kind of work!” I added.

She smiled to tell me she knew I was joking, but the smile did not reach her eyes.

“It’s all right,” she said. “I live on a farm and out that window it almost looks like home.”

“I’d love to live in a pretty place, too,” I said, but she was not interested in continuing the conversation.

All she had ordered was a cup of tea. I made sure her tea was hot, and told her I hoped she’d come back when we weren’t so busy. Then the voices around me called for my attention:

“Waitress! Where is my coffee?”

“Over here! It’s been 20 minutes since we ordered!”

And I was back on the treadmill, even farther behind.

When I looked over again, the old woman was gone. I couldn’t help but wonder what had made her so terribly sad.

A few moments later I heard my name called and I looked up to see her pushing her way through the crowded aisles. “I have something for you,” she said, and she held out her hand. I put down the plates I was carrying and dried my hands so she could give me a dime.

She didn’t know that most waitresses here laughed at people who left only small change for a tip. Then I thought about how far she had to come, pushing her way through the crowd just to give me her money, and how she probably couldn’t afford even that little bit.

I smiled and said, “You really didn’t have to do that.”

She answered, “I know it isn’t much, but you went out of your way to be nice to me. I just wanted you to know that I appreciated it.”

Somehow my simple “thank you” didn’t seem adequate, so I added, “and God bless you.”

Her response was sudden and unexpected. She grabbed my hand and started to cry. “Thank you, Lord,” she sobbed. “You knew how much I needed to know there was another Christian nearby.”

Leaving the dishes where they sat, I led her to a chair and said, “Tell me what is wrong, and if there is any way I can help.”

She shook her head and answered in a rush. “There is nothing anybody can do. I brought my husband here for an operation. They thought it was a hernia but now they tell me he has cancer and I don’t know if he will survive the operation. He is 72 and we have been married over 50 years. I don’t know anyone here to talk to and the city feels like such a cold and unfriendly place. I tried to pray over it but I couldn’t seem to find God anywhere around here.”

She managed to stop crying. “I almost didn’t come in here because it looked so expensive. But I just had to get out of the hospital for a while. When I was looking out the window in back, I tried praying again. I asked Jesus to show me just one other Christian so I would know I wasn’t alone and that he was listening.”

Still holding her hand I said, “Tell me your husband’s name and I will pray for both of you every day for a week.”

She smiled and responded, “Please do. His name is Henry.”

With that she stood up and left. I went back to work with renewed energy. Somehow I didn’t feel tired any more. For some reason, none of my other customers complained about the delay. I knew that God had conspired that the two of us meet and help each other. I was happy to offer her my prayers. And I hoped she knew she’d given me far more than 10 cents.

It was suddenly an absolutely beautiful day.

Jeanne Morris 



The Night the Chimes Rang 

It is better, much better, to have wisdom and knowledge than gold and silver.

Prov. 16:16 

Once, long ago, a magnificent church stood on a high hill in a great city. When lighted up for a special festival, it could be seen for miles around. And yet there was something even more remarkable about this church than its beauty: the strange and wonderful legend of the bells.

At the corner of the church was a tall gray tower, and at the top of the tower, so people said, was a chime of the most beautiful bells in the world. But the fact was that no one had heard the bells for many years. Not even on Christmas. For it was the custom on Christmas Eve for all the people to bring to the church their offerings to the Christ child. And there had been a time when a very unusual offering laid on the altar brought glorious music from the chimes far up in the tower. Some said that the wind rang them, and others that the angels set them swinging. But lately no offering had been great enough to deserve the music of the chimes.

Now a few miles from the city, in a small village, lived a boy named Pedro and his little brother. They knew very little about the Christmas chimes, but they had heard of the service in the church on Christmas Eve and they decided to go to see the beautiful celebration.

The day before Christmas was bitterly cold, with a hard white crust on the ground. Pedro and his little brother started out early in the afternoon, and despite the cold they reached the edge of the city by nightfall. They were about to enter one of the great gates when Pedro saw something dark on the snow near their path.

It was a poor woman, who had fallen just outside the city, too sick and tired to get in where she might have found shelter. Pedro tried to rouse her, but she was barely conscious. “It’s no use, little brother. You will have to go alone.” 

“Without you?” cried the little brother.

Pedro nodded slowly. “This woman will freeze to death if nobody cares for her. Everyone has probably gone to the church now, but when you come back, be sure and bring someone to help her. I will stay here and try to keep her from freezing, and perhaps get her to eat the roll I have in my pocket.”

“But I can’t leave you!” cried his little brother.

“Both of us need not miss the service,” said Pedro. “You must see and hear everything twice, once for you and once for me. I am sure the Christ child knows how I would love to worship him. And if you get a chance, take this silver piece of mine and when no one is looking, lay it down for my offering.”

In this way he hurried his little brother off to the city, and winked hard to keep back the tears of disappointment. The great church was a brilliant place that night; it had never looked so beautiful. When the organ played and the thousands of people sang, the walls shook with the sound. 

At the close of the service came the procession with the offerings to be laid on the altar. Some brought jewels, some heavy baskets of gold. A famous writer laid down a book he had been writing for years. And last of all walked the King of the country, hoping with all the rest to win for himself the chime of the Christmas bells.

A great murmur went through the church as the King took from his head the royal crown, all set with precious stones, and laid it on the altar. “Surely,” everyone said, “we will hear the bells now!” But the cold wind was all that was heard in the tower.

The procession was over, and the choir began the closing hymn. Suddenly the organist stopped playing. The singing ceased. Not a sound could be heard from anyone in the church. As all the people strained their ears to listen, there came softly—but distinctly—the sound of the chimes in the tower. So far away and yet so clear, the music seemed so much sweeter than anything ever heard before.

Then they all stood up together and looked at the altar to see what great gift had awakened the long silent bells. But all they saw was the childish figure of Pedro’s little brother, who had crept softly down the aisle when no one was looking and laid Pedro’s little piece of silver on the altar.

Raymond McDonald Alden 



THE FAMILY CIRCUS®   By Bil Keane
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Fingers like mittens better ’cause they don’t get lonely in them.

Reprinted with permission from Bil Keane.



Susan’s Gift 

We must not only give what we have; we must also give what we are.

Cardinal Mercia 

So far, so good, Susan thought with a smile, as she checked off another name on her list. The 51-year-old pharmaceutical consultant had spent weeks tracking down former classmates to invite them to a high school reunion.

Plans for a thirtieth reunion had never materialized, so Susan had decided, “Why not have a thirty-third?” She’d undertaken the whole project herself, and every day she grew more excited about seeing old friends again.

There was one person she was particularly interested in reconnecting with: Bennett Scott. She’d recently learned from another classmate that Bennett was gravely ill. He’d suffered from kidney disease for years, and now he was on dialysis every day, waiting for a transplant.

I hope he gets a new lease on life soon, Susan thought, as she dialed his number. Her old friend needed a guardian angel, and although Susan didn’t know it yet, she would be that angel.

When Bennett had first arrived at their South Carolina school, Susan had hardly noticed him. She was a cheerleader with many friends, and he was shy and sensitive, the new kid in town. But their paths soon began to cross. 

Both sang in the school chorus, worked on the newspaper and practiced under the same piano teacher. Together, they were voted “Most Talented” in seventh grade, and in high school, they shared the title “Most Likely to Succeed.”

Their lives seemed intertwined, and as a result they became close friends, singing duets together and seeking each other out in the hallways and lunchroom. “I do hope you won’t forget me,” Susan had written in Bennett’s yearbook—but after graduation, as often happens, they’d gone their separate ways.

Decades later, Susan was divorced and living in Stevensville, Maryland. Her life was filled with friends, travel and a job she loved. Bennett had settled in New Jersey with his wife, Sarah, teaching at a college and raising two kids.

Now, he was in danger of losing it all. Susan took a deep breath as his phone began to ring.

“It’s so good to hear from you,” Bennett exclaimed. “I wouldn’t miss the reunion for anything.” They chatted about their jobs, families and future plans—but Bennett never once mentioned his illness, and Susan didn’t want to pry.

But after she hung up, Susan couldn’t get him out of her mind—or the ache out of her heart. It’s not fair, she thought wistfully, he has so much to live for. She recalled the pride in his voice when he’d told her about his 27-year-old daughter Mindy and his 23-year-old son Stephen, and his dreams of traveling with Sarah someday.

She was flooded with memories of another man whose life had been cut short by kidney disease—a man she’d planned to marry. Susan hadn’t been able to save her fiancé and neither had his doctors. Sometimes her heart still broke for what might have been.

Bennett deserves to take that trip, Susan thought fiercely. He deserves to give his daughter away at her wedding and bounce grandchildren on his knee. Bennett’s family should be able to throw him a huge retirement party. And Sarah should have the chance to waltz with him during many more anniversary parties.

Suddenly, Susan was redialing Bennett’s number. “Listen,” she told him, “I know you’re sick, and I just happen to have an extra kidney I’d like to give you.”

For a moment, Bennett was too stunned to reply. I haven’t even spoken to her in years, he marveled to himself. Yet, she’s offering me a second chance at life.

But as moved as he was, Bennett couldn’t accept it. “Thank you,” he finally replied. “But I couldn’t ask you to do that for me.”

“You’re not asking, I’m offering,” Susan protested. “And I’m not doing it just for you. I’m doing it for your family, too.”

Still, Bennett couldn’t bring himself to accept. In the months before the reunion, Susan repeated her offer over and over, and each time Bennett politely refused.

Then, just before the reunion, Bennett became so sick he was confined to a wheelchair. Doctors told him that without a transplant, he’d die within a few months.

Horrified, Susan redoubled her efforts. “Please let me help!” she begged. At last, Bennett agreed.

Susan arranged to be tested the day after the reunion. She knew the odds were slim that she’d be a match; tests had already shown that Sarah, Bennett’s wife, wasn’t. Susan also knew that the surgery would be painful and somewhat risky. But somehow, seeing her friend and his wife hugging and singing together at the high school reunion, she felt hopeful. Please let me be a match so they can always be together, she prayed, as the couple tearfully whispered their thanks.

Susan’s heart pounded as doctors drew her blood, and she could hardly breathe when the lab called with the results: she was a match!

“It’s incredible,” Susan was told by the doctors. “We rarely see such a close match, even between siblings.”

Susan tingled all over as she called Bennett with the news. God must be working through me, she thought. That’s why our paths crossed again this year. It was meant to be.

Months later, they gripped hands before the surgery. Susan’s groggy words when she awoke five hours later were, “How’s Bennett?” Doctors told her the transplant had been a success. Thank you God, she thought.

When she visited Bennett at the hospital, he exclaimed, “I feel better already!” Then his eyes filled with tears. “How do you thank someone for giving you back your life?” he asked.

“Just take good care of my kidney!” Susan replied, wiping away tears of her own.

Eva Unga 
Excerpted from Woman’s World Magazine 



The Goodest Gift 

The great acts of love are done by those who are habitually performing small acts of kindness.

Anonymous 

Every December, as I take out the Christmas decorations, I also take out the memory of a Christmas 20 years ago in a small town in central Maine and the gift that one little girl gave to another. In a world where Christmas is ever more glittery and commercialized, it reminds me that the true spirit of the season lies in giving, and receiving, from the heart.

Winters seemed to be colder back then, and school days dragged slowly by. At my small school, we had two classes for each grade. My class was for the children who got good grades. Most of us wore nice clothes and our parents were in the PTA. Those in the “slower” class didn’t get good report cards. Most of the kids were poor. We attended the same school year after year, and by fourth grade we all knew who belonged in which class. The one exception was the girl I shall call Marlene Crocker.

I still remember the day when Marlene was transferred to the “smarter” class. She stood by the teacher’s desk that morning in a wool skirt that hung down below her knees. Her sweater was patched, but her face was wide and hopeful.

She was not at all pretty except for her intelligent-looking brown eyes. I had heard Marlene was a good student, though, and I wondered why she hadn’t been in the “smarter” class all along. As she stood waiting for the teacher to assign her a seat, for a moment I imagined that I might become her friend and we would talk together at recess. Then the whispers began. “She’s not sitting beside me!” someone sneered.

“That will be enough,” the teacher said firmly, and the class turned silent. No one would laugh at Marlene again—at least not when the teacher was in the room.

Marlene and I never talked together at recess as I’d first imagined. The boundaries that separated us were too firmly drawn.

One late autumn day, Mom and I happened to be out driving along a wooded back road. It was one that we seldom took because Mom said it wasted gas. I was busy chattering away when suddenly, out the window, I saw a tar-paper shack so tiny that it would have fit inside our bathroom. The shack was set far back in a big field littered with rusted car parts. Across the yard stretched a long clothesline, beneath which stood a little girl who looked at us as we sped past. It was Marlene. I raised my hand to wave, but our car had already passed her. “That poor little girl,” my mother said, “hanging out clothes and it’s going to rain.”

Once the snow came that winter, it seemed as though it would never stop. As Christmas drew near, my spirits were as high as the snowdrifts as I watched the pile of presents grow beneath our Christmas tree. At school, a few days before our school Christmas party, we passed around a hat in class to pick the name of a classmate for whom we’d buy a gift. The hat went around, and the names were drawn. Finally, the hat came to Marlene. One boy leaned forward, closer than anyone had ever been to Marlene, and hooted as he read her slip of paper. “Marlene got Jenna’s name.”

I began to blush furiously as I heard my name. Marlene looked down at her desk, but the teasing went on until our teacher stopped it. “I don’t care,” I vowed haughtily, but I felt cheated.

The day of the party, I marched to the bus reluctantly, carrying a nice gift of Magic Markers for the person whose name I had drawn. At school, we ate the Christmas cookies our mothers had baked and drank our grape drink. Then the presents were handed out, and the wrapping paper went flying as everyone tore into them.

The moment I had been dreading had arrived. Suddenly it seemed as though everyone was crowding around. Sitting on my desk was a small package wrapped neatly in tissue paper. I looked over at Marlene. She was sitting alone. Suddenly overcome by the need to protect Marlene from the mocking of my classmates, I seized Marlene’s gift, unwrapped it and sat there, holding it hidden in my hand.

“What is it?” a boy hollered, when he could stand it no longer.

“It’s a wallet,” I finally answered.

The bell rang and the buses came and someone said to Marlene, “Did your old man make it from the deer he shot?”

Marlene nodded and said, “And my ma.”

“Thank you, Marlene,” I said.

“You’re welcome,” she said. We smiled at each other. Marlene was not my friend but I never teased her. Maybe when I got bigger, I would ride my bike over there and we could talk and play. I thought about that as I rode the bus home. I tried not to think of what Marlene’s Christmas would be like.

Years went by. I went on to high school and college, and lost contact with most of my childhood schoolmates. Whenever I struggled with math problems, I recalled the way Marlene had always breezed through hers. I heard rumors that Marlene had dropped out of school to help her mother with the younger children at home. Then I heard that she had married young and started having babies of her own.

One day, I came across the white doeskin wallet I had received at that Christmas party long ago. Funny how, of all the gifts, I’d kept this one through the years. I took it out and studied its intricate craftsmanship. Beneath the top flap, I noticed a small slit holding a tiny piece of paper that I had never seen before. Sitting in my comfortable home, I read the words that Marlene had written to me years before. “To my best friend,” they said. Those words pierced my heart. I wished I could go back, to have the courage to be the kind of friend I’d wanted to be. Belatedly, I understood the love that had been wrapped inside that gift.

There are a few things that I unpack every year at Christmastime—an old wooden crèche, shiny balls for the tree and a Santa figurine. I take the wallet out, too. Last year, I told my small son the story of the girl who had given it to me. He thought about it and then he said, “Of all the gifts, that was the goodest gift, wasn’t it?”

And I smiled, grateful for the wisdom that let him see that it was.

Jenna Day 
Submitted by Patricia Bradford 



Why?

“On the street I saw a small girl 

cold and shivering in a thin dress, 

with little hope of a 

decent meal.

I became angry and said to 

God:

‘Why did you permit this?

Why don’t you do something 

about it?’

For awhile God said nothing.

That night he replied, quite 

suddenly:

‘I certainly did something 

about it.

I made you.’”

Author Unknown 
Submitted by Sister Mary Rose McGeady, 
Covenant House 



God’s Own Son 

As Mary rocks her baby boy 

She’s filled with sadness, filled with joy 

She looks upon that tiny face 

And sees the hope of every race.



Her heart is filled with a mother’s glow 

And she never wants to let him go.

She’ll see him run and laugh and play 

And longs to keep him safe each day.



His life won’t be an easy one, 

His destiny hard, as God’s own Son.



Mary sees the miracles he’ll perform, 

The lepers healed and free from scorn.

The lame will walk, the blind will see.

She sees his love will set us free.



And then she sees him on a cross.

She feels his pain and feels our loss.

She knows his life must come to this.

She sheds a tear and gives a kiss.



His life won’t be an easy one, 

His destiny hard, as God’s own Son.



So as Christmastime draws near 

And we are all so “busy” here, 

With shopping, baking, trees of green 

Let’s ask, what does this really mean?



Let’s take a moment from the fuss, 

And think of all their gifts to us:

A mother’s love, a baby boy, 

Peace and comfort, love and joy.



For he was born for everyone, 

His destiny, God’s only Son.

Kathleen Weber 



Jewel 

The IV’s red light glowed in the early darkness, its beeping like a heartbeat, like the beat to Bette Midler’s hit song about heroes, “Wind Beneath My Wings,” that was playing softly from a radio in the nurses’ station down the hall.

I had heard that popular song’s lyrics dozens of times in my head over the weekend, late at night as I lay on a cot in the University of Massachusetts Medical Center and looked at my daughter Jewel.

Think it’s strange for a 37-year-old man to have a two-year-old girl as his hero? You don’t know Jewel.

She’s in remission now and odds are the leukemia will never come back. About 80 percent of the kids who get the most common childhood leukemia never relapse.

It’s been a year full of hope—a year that brought a new baby daughter to our home—but it’s been a rough year, too, a year punctuated by weekly trips to the clinic and a half dozen longer stays in the hospital. The first months of chemotherapy made all of Jewel’s hair fall out. Some of the drugs made her hyper, some made her sleepy.

Through it all, there has been one constant—Jewel, who prays to “Baby Cheezits up in the sky” and who loves Babar cartoons and family hugs, has borne her illness with a heroic grace. I can’t imagine any adult dealing with it as well. I know I haven’t.
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