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This book is dedicated


to the memory of my mom,


whose playful spirit, unconditional love,


and encouragement


continue to bless me.
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Introduction



INSPIRATIONAL STORIES FEED OUR SOULS, LIFT OUR spirits, and warm our hearts. They help us to learn about ourselves and about life. I am honored that sixty-eight dynamic women have shared their favorite stories with me for Chocolate for a Woman’s Soul. The writers are motivational speakers, spiritual leaders, consultants, therapists, best-selling authors, and their work has impacted thousands of people around the country. Who better to share inspirational stories than women who have devoted their careers to uplifting and encouraging others?


Their stories will tug at your emotions. Laughter, tears, reflective moments—all will surface as you share the magic and the miracles, the perfect timing and insights, these authors have experienced. Some stories will cause you to think about yourself, while others give you that boost you need to “go for” the next dream in your life.


The true stories in Chocolate for a Woman’s Soul honor and celebrate a woman’s true essence as wise, witty, courageous, powerful, soft, intuitive, nurturing, and playful. You will see yourself in many of these life experiences—and like what you see! Discover the common threads that each of us women experience in our life journey.


Why the title? Some things just go together. Chocolate and women have a natural bond. Women know that when all else fails, chocolate seems to help. Chocolate stimulates those “feel-good” endorphins in our bodies. Just like the rich and nurturing power of chocolate, the stories in Chocolate for a Woman’s Soul will make your lives richer as they feed and nurture your souls.


 Chocolate for a Woman’s Soul has been a divinely inspired project, beginning with a strong message that I received unexpectedly one morning. While getting ready for my day, I felt the presence of a higher power. A voice seemed to whisper to me: “Write an inspirational book, Women of Courage.” The message commanded my attention and my energy. I took it literally, and I could not let go of it. I’ve since learned that writing the book had a lot to do with addressing my own courage issues.


The book I called “Women of Courage” didn’t flow well, and my spirit began to wane. I became stuck and began to doubt myself. After all, I had never written a book! Who was I to undertake a project like this?


Only when I became true to myself and gave the book a title I loved and related to did it begin to flow effortlessly. I’ve since realized that I misinterpreted the original message. It was not: “Write an inspirational book, Women of Courage,” but rather: “Woman of courage, write an inspirational book.” That changed things a lot! I discovered that God was partnering me and affirming that I am indeed a “woman of courage.” Whenever I began to lose confidence, I’d remember the saying, “If you knew who was walking with you, how could you be afraid?”


I learned a lot about myself in writing and compiling these inspirational stories. My desire is that they affect your life as positively as they have affected mine. Savor the flavor as you explore each story in Chocolate for a Woman’s Soul. Read the book cover to cover, or turn to a page randomly, knowing that the perfect story you need to read will reveal itself.





I

Finding Love in All the Right Places
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“For your ship to come in, you must first build a dock.”


—Author unknown




How to Find Your Perfect Mate
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DEAR ABBY ALWAYS SAID THAT HUSBANDS DON’T leave their wives for the other woman—mine did, and he married her. Suddenly single at thirty-eight, I looked for refuge in my work. Work helped me forget my painful divorce. I suppose I could have been interested in a partner, but for three years I was not attracted to anyone I met.


A friend of mine had just been to a workshop called “How to Find Your Perfect Mate.” She cautioned that if I did not feel worthy enough to have my perfect partner, or did not believe wholeheartedly that he was on his way, this was not the time to go forward with the process.


She described the steps this way: 1. Make a long list of attributes you’d like in your partner. 2. Study that list carefully, and pare the number down to about fifteen qualities that are essential to you in a mate. 3. Review that list again to see if you have all those qualities you are seeking in someone else. (This is the time for your own personal growth.) 4. Create an open space in your life for this person to come in by freeing yourself from dead-end relationships and casual dates. 5. Be in gratitude to your Higher Power, for your perfect mate is on the way. You won’t need to seek your partner out or force the process along. You can watch as events unfold and not be concerned about the outcome. You can relax now.


I was ready to make my list. It included such things as: A spiritual man, a man with a good sense of humor, a man who makes a difference in the world by what he does, a man who is loyal, a man I respect, a man who wants to live on the water, and a man who knows how to take good care of his lady.


As I drove to work each day, I felt grace wash over me as I expressed my gratitude in how Spirit was working in my life. It was an inside-out process of looking at who I was and what I wanted to create in my life. I was able to see my future and rejoice. And instead of just looking for my perfect mate, I began working on myself to become the kind of partner that I wanted in return.


During this time, I was attending a management development class at the hospital where I worked. Eric, our consultant, was teaching us about mission, vision, values, and partnership. I really admired his work. I also admired his cute buns. However, my thoughts did not go any further because at nearly five feet eight inches tall, I envisioned a taller man, perhaps six feet. Eric was coming in at 5 feet 7 inches.


I continued identifying my personal and professional values as I attended Eric’s class. Personally, I decided I would never again be in a marriage that had no spiritual foundation or shared values.


I also met with a psychic for the fun of it, and he asked me, “How do you feel about short men?” My response was “Do I have to?” He went on to say that my life partner really knew how to take care of his lady, was highly intelligent, and there was something about a country club. He said our courtship would be easy.


Months later, I hired Eric to do a weekend team-building at the beach for my staff. He offered to drive me there so we could plan the session. During casual conversation, I asked him the location of his office, in a city two hours from me. He told me his office was on Country Club Road.


During that weekend, we noticed each other in a new way. There was attraction there, but neither of us knew what to do with it. He asked if he could drive me home—it was only four hours out of his way!


On the way home, I worked up the courage to tell him I was attracted to him. Fortunately, he felt the same toward me. When Eric walked me to the door, he looked very confused. Later, he told me he hadn’t known whether to kiss me or shake my hand. We compromised on a hug. He had a rule that you don’t date your clients. But he didn’t know that Divine Providence was moving in. He found himself calling my boss the next week to ask permission to date me. After a year’s courtship, during which Eric caught up with what I already knew, one hundred friends and our four sons joined us in celebrating our wedding and in blessing our house on the water.


If I had not gone through the process of identifying and living my own values, I could not have asked for them in another person. OK, so I forgot to put “a tall man” on my list. But if I had, I may have missed Eric, my “Find Your Perfect Mate” guy. He may be short in stature, but he’s a giant in the way he lives his life and in the way he takes care of his lady.


KAY ALLENBAUGH
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“I’m not shooting for a successful relationship at this point. I’m just looking for something that will prevent me from throwing myself in front of a bus. I’m keeping my expectations very, very low. Basically, I’m just looking for a mammal. That’s my bottom line, and I’m really very flexible on that, too.”


—Lucille, in the movie Bye Bye Love


Sleepless in San Francisco
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BY AGE THIRTY-FOUR, I WAS LIVING MOST OF MY girlhood dreams. I had a quaint apartment in San Francisco, an interesting job, and great friends. But there was one thing I’d dreamed of that still eluded me—finding someone to love and marry.


I didn’t have boyfriends in high school. And in college, it often fell on my roommates to fix me up with blind dates for important weekends. Even in my twenties, long after the asthma, pimples, and fat were gone—when I was actually quite pretty and accomplished—I still didn’t see myself as someone another person would want to share a life with. Chalk it up to childhood traumas, big and small. A multitude of things had chipped away at my self-esteem.


Of course, I wasn’t aware of the inner beliefs that were keeping true love out of my reach. Now and then someone came along with enough glib charm to put me at ease, and I’d fall head over heels. But these were usually brief romances, brightening my hopes, then dimming them.


Once I launched my career and began working side by side with a lot of fascinating males, I began to really enjoy men as friends. But my love life still consisted mostly of short-term, loose connections with lonely spells in between.


I rarely let myself dream about the big “M” word anymore. This was the commitment-phobic early eighties, when a monogamous relationship that would last through Christmas seemed like too much to ask. Then Newsweek came out with the man-shortage article that said a career woman in her thirties had about as much chance of getting married as getting killed by terrorists.


The news was perversely comforting. With simple demographics to blame, I stopped wondering what was wrong with me and started grappling with the idea that I might remain single.


I settled for another tenuous relationship, this time with a man I’d met on vacation in Mexico. Jon was a political aide in San Francisco, a weekend pilot, introspective, good-looking, and fun.


He made it clear that he didn’t want me to get serious. Thoughts of a house, kids, and a lawn mower made his skin crawl. Actually, he hoped to be working overseas within a year. It saddens me now to recall how easily I assured him that I had no expectations of a long-term commitment. We continued to see each other off and on, like two planets in orbit, sometimes close but never completely in each other’s worlds.


On my birthday, however, Jon was there with lovely gifts of clothes and jewelry, taking me out for dinner and dancing. It seemed to me that we were closer than we’d ever been, and I started to wonder if things might work out after all. Then the next day, he bluntly announced that he was bringing another woman to a party we both planned to attend the following weekend.


I usually cry when I’m angry, but that day my fury was like dry ice as I asked him to leave my apartment. My anger stayed hard and frozen inside me for weeks, even when he called to make amends. He told me that a job had come through—a yearlong assignment in Africa. He wanted things to be right between us before he left, so wouldn’t I please have dinner with him?


“No way,” I said, surprised that my resolve wasn’t melting. “If I let myself feel close to you again, I’ll spend another year waiting with hope and doubt and I can’t afford to do that. Besides, I expect to be married by the time you get back!” Married! Where had that come from? Jon couldn’t have been more stunned than I was by my proclamation. But he left the country, and while he was gone, miracles happened to me.


Everywhere I went, it seemed I met another attractive man who wanted my phone number. Some of them I met at parties, others came up to me politely on the train, even on the street. These were men who seemed almost old-fashioned in their manners, attentiveness, and regard for me. For the first time in my life, my calendar was crammed with “real dates.” One of the men was David, a neighbor in my apartment complex.


An hour into our first date, I felt I’d known David for years. We discovered we shared many hobbies and interests. Before the day was through, we’d already planned our next outing. Soon I was finding flowers at my door and romantic cards in the mail while he was away on business trips. I’d never known a man who was so sweetly persistent, so blatantly smitten, so dependable and generous. Of course I fell in love with him.


Jon returned to San Francisco, bewildered to find me engrossed in wedding plans. I don’t know what’s happened to him since, but David and I have been married for six happy years.


People used to tell me when I was single that I’d find love when I was “ready.” I’d thought I was ready all along, but now I know I wasn’t—not until that day on the phone when I loved myself enough to claim what I truly wanted and deserved.


PENELOPE PIETRAS
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The Second Time Around
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    SUSAN IS A HOPELESS ROMANTIC,” I TOLD MY congregation. I centered my Sunday talk around Susan and Warren’s story. My message was on how love works in mysterious ways. It was a good time to tell this story, because I was renewing my parents’ thirty-third-year marriage vows at the end of the service.


At the time Susan entered ministerial school, there was one hard-and-fast rule: If you’re married, stay married; if you’re divorced, stay divorced. Students were warned this was not the time to be making long-term relationship decisions.


Susan was never one to play by the rules. Partway through her first term of school, she returned home to marry her sweetheart. She brought Warren back with her to school. They seemed the perfect couple.


Susan’s friends were shocked when she announced, a short time after her graduation, that she had made a rush decision to get married and it wasn’t working out for them. All she could think of was starting her own church and the people she would serve. Susan didn’t feel ready to walk that path with Warren. They divorced, and she immersed herself in her new ministerial duties.


Years later, the church was flourishing, yet Susan was searching for a long-term, loving relationship. She bemoaned the reality that most single ministers face—it’s awkward to date someone in your congregation, yet difficult to meet anyone “out there.” Warren had married someone else after he and Susan parted. She had not seen him for seven years. Susan admitted that in her heart she knew if she had it to do again, she would have stayed with Warren. She realized he had been perfect for her. Now she was looking for someone just like him to marry. Susan felt that if she set her intention on what she really wanted, voiced it, and believed in it, miracles would happen. And so she did.


“I have good news to report,” I told my congregation. “Susan and Warren are getting married today.” I continued my story, filling in the missing pieces for the congregation. After Warren’s second marriage failed, he went through his own spiritual awakening and longed to reconnect with Susan, the love of his life. Warren found Susan’s church and tried to work up the nerve to walk in several times. On the third try, he opened the door cautiously and sat in the back row. Susan’s heart jumped to her throat when she saw him. She knew intuitively that her prayer had been answered in a most special way. They secretly got reacquainted, and Warren quietly became more active in the church as a volunteer usher.


“I’m a hopeless romantic too,” I concluded to my congregation, circling slowly so they could admire my beautiful beaded dress. I could have passed for a bride. I was dressed to the nines to honor my parents and the power of long-term love in their lives. We were all wearing flowers for the upcoming ceremony.


I brought the congregation back to the present and told them that, like Susan, it’s been hard for me to date anyone from the church. I even joked that I had heard them all talking behind my back about how John, a new usher, and I would make a great couple. I told them, “Now you know how difficult it is to think of being involved with anyone in the congregation with this kind of gossip!” The congregation roared, and John blushed as bright as the red carnation pinned to his lapel. The service ended, and the ushers moved to the back of the church. I reminded everyone to remain seated so that I could perform the renewal vows for my parents.


I walked to the back of the church and disappeared momentarily around a corner into the lobby. The organist filled the church with the familiar strains of the “Wedding March.” The congregation gasped in amazement as I reappeared, walking down the aisle arm in arm with John. My father walked up to the podium and explained, “There are two ceremonies today. Mine plus Susan and Warren’s. Susan and Warren are here today for you to meet. Susan is your minister, Wendy Susan Craig, and Warren is that handsome usher, John Warren Purcell.” We walked the length of the center aisle amid laughter, tears of joy, and celebration. Seven years later, I still don’t play by the rules.


A visiting minister I had secretly invited to perform the ceremony stood up and met us at the altar. He asked us to repeat after him, and we exchanged our marriage vows to one another—for the second time. “Do you, John, take thee, Wendy . . .” We lit two candles and joined them into one. We kissed tenderly, then placed a banner on the wall behind the altar. As we walked back down the aisle as husband and wife, the congregation read what the banner said: “Love is lovelier the second time around.”


REV. WENDY CRAIG-PURCELL
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No Signature Required
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I’M A PROFESSIONAL HANDWRITING ANALYST. WHILE A great source of financial security, this unique talent wreaked havoc on my love life! Every time I was attracted to a new guy, I immediately analyzed his handwriting in terms of potential for a long and lasting relationship. I didn’t want any surprises.


Handwriting analysis proved to be an easy way to eliminate men before I became remotely interested in them. Why bother if we have nothing important in common? Having heard so many stories from my women friends about meeting men who turned out to be “jerks,” I felt confident that by using my professional handwriting expertise, I was covering my bases.


On the downside, I kept running out of men to run through my system. After years of hopeful dating and analyzing, I finally admitted to myself that “Mr. Right” probably didn’t exist for me.


At a tennis match for singles, I was surprised to meet a man who seemed to have everything I was looking for—sensitivity, intelligence, and financial independence. My intuition told me that this guy looked promising, but I needed to be sure. Aha, I thought. I’ll find out what he is really like right away. I’ll give him the acid test. I’ll have him write something for me and find out the truth.


He adamantly refused! He even laughed. “Why,” he asked, “would I do that? You can read things into my handwriting and cut me off before we’ve really gotten to know each other. No, I want this to be as equal as possible. We can talk, but I’m not going to write for you. At least, not now.”


Thus this guy took away my control. By removing the crutch I used to tell me how I felt about a man, he was forcing me to depend on observation, intuition, and feelings. Without my knowledge of graphology, I didn’t trust myself, so how was I supposed to trust him?


Handwriting analysis had always enabled me to probe into a man’s inner secrets. I could tell whether he forgave easily or held on to grudges. I knew if he was naturally generous or a penny-pincher. I could tell if he was sensitive to the feelings of others or was self-protective and self-absorbed. Many years of study had shown me that first impressions are not always the right ones. I reasoned that if he refused to write for me, it was probably best to forget him. Perhaps he had something to hide! A tug-of-war continued between my heart and my head. “He seems perfect for you,” my heart said. “Why not give him a chance?” My ego chimed in at that point: “Be careful. You’re on foreign ground.”


Handwriting self-analysis had made me painfully aware of my own personality: I was likely never to love again, because of past hurts. A small, quiet voice inside me asked, “Is that the way you want to live the rest of your life?” I knew I had to break with the past, or there would be no future. While my heart and my head battled on, I decided to tough it out. It was time to let go—and trust. I followed my intuition for the first time and continued to see “Mr. Possibly Right.”


I now know there are some things in life that I can’t control or analyze. When I allowed my heart to open, I learned to be in a relationship fully without knowing the outcome.


I watched this man relate to his children. I respected his sharing and caring ways with his son and daughter. I adored the way his hair curled in the back of his head, the look of love and tenderness in his eyes when he looked at me, the way he never stopped rubbing my thumb with his fingers when we held hands in the movies. At last I knew, with no handwriting to back me up: “Mr. Possibly Right” was “Mr. Right.”


And his handwriting, when finally I saw it, merely confirmed what I had already discovered about him by trusting myself.


By design, nothing was in writing as we exchanged our marriage vows. At our wedding ceremony, we simply spoke from our hearts.


IRENE B. LEVITT
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“You have forgotten yourself, and that is your only fault.”


—Author unknown


Five-Dollar Psychic
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I VOLUNTEERED TO DRIVE OUR CONFERENCE SPEAKER, A professor who spoke on death and dying, to the airport, three hours away. The professor held degrees in sociology and psychology, and he fascinated me with his insights on what made people tick and what was really important in life. I didn’t share a lot as we drove, yet he read between the lines. Though I held back, he told me about his personal life and his family. I was surprisingly comfortable with him. It felt as though we had a lot in common. He encouraged me to fulfill my dream of completing my degree in sociology and was making me think about my life in a new way. Out of the blue, he turned to me and said, “You don’t have any idea how attractive and charming you are, do you?” He wasn’t flirting; he was just observing me. Why didn’t I feel attractive? And why had I settled for working for my husband in a job I did not enjoy?


My mind flashed on Allen. My family had warned me against him. “He’s not your type,” they had all said. At twenty-eight, in a marriage that wasn’t exactly sizzling, I was trying hard to convince myself all was well.


A few days later, Jeanne and Darlene commented on how distracted I was at our cooking class. I told my friends I had an unusual feeling of expectancy. They looked at each other and began to speak in unison. I needed to see Reverend Marty, they told me. She is really good at what she does, and she’s credible. She’s even helped in some investigations with the police and the FBI. Reverend Marty was a psychic.


“Hold on now,” I told them. Given my traditional religious beliefs, I could feel myself resisting their advice: “Something is trying to happen for you. You are ripe for a reading!”


I followed them as they drove to Reverend Marty’s house. We had decided that I would go first. Resolved to make it tough for Reverend Marty, I wasn’t going to say anything—she would have to “know” things on her own.


We pulled up to a small house with a lace curtain on the window. I couldn’t believe they had talked me into this. Reluctantly, I followed Jeanne and Darlene to Reverend Marty’s front door. A small sign read: REVEREND MARTY, PSYCHIC. READINGS $5.


My cooking pals waited in another room as I stared incredulously at Reverend Marty in her quaint, linoleum-floored kitchen. Reverend Marty was not looking into a crystal ball. Her demeanor surprised me. She was like a grandma—tiny, soft-spoken, and empathic. Reverend Marty came straight to the point by telling me that I had recently met a man from the East Coast who was as comfortable as an old shoe. I was shell-shocked. She described his family perfectly. Again right on target, Reverend Marty said my husband would be taking a trip in a few days. Gently disclosing the heartbreaking news that Allen was being unfaithful, she described several of my friends he had been trying to seduce; and I knew who she meant. I was frozen in my chair. She told me I would have a double loss—my marriage and my job. And I would have a double victory—a new career and a new marriage.


Reverend Marty said I would be happily married to a man who was perfectly suited to me; and we would have a boy and a girl. I was having trouble absorbing all this information. The next voice I heard seemed to be that of my deceased mother-in-law! Although our bond had never been strong, her words sounded tender and wise as she told me to move on with my life without her son. “Honey”—my mother-in-law had always called me that—“he will never change his ways.”
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