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What People Are Saying About 
Chicken Soup for the Romantic Soul . . . 

“If love makes the world go around, romance makes it spin! Chicken Soup for the Romantic Soul will put a beat back into hearts who have forgotten that romance really does exist.”

Catherine Lanigan 
 author, Romancing the Stone, The Jewel of the Nile and 
The Christmas Star 

“This is a perfect book to read as a couple—each story will reveal a new understanding of romance, and will bring you even closer together.”

Suzanne DeYoung 
 author, A Love Story Foretold 
Dennis DeYoung 
 former singer and songwriter for the
 multi-platinum group STYX 

“If you love to read about romance, passion and magic, you will love reading Chicken Soup for the Romantic Soul.”

Tara Hitchcock 
news anchor, Good Morning Arizona, KTVK-3TV 

“The most powerful emotion is love—Chicken Soup for the Romantic Soul is a positive and uplifting look at love and romance! This book is full of hope, inspiration and truly profound lessons in love.”

Alfredo J. Molina 
 chairman and CEO, Molina Fine Jewelers 

“My favorite definition of romance is that it is ‘love in action.’ You’ll find that these stories demonstrate the subtle yet incredible power of this concept. You’ll also find inspiration for creating your own 1001 ways to be romantic.”

Gregory J.P. Godek 
author, 1001 Ways to Be Romantic 

“Our best comes out when we are unafraid to show love. Chicken Soup for the Romantic Soul is filled with many wonderful, heartfelt reminders.”

Roseann Higgins 
 president and founder of SPIES
Single Professional Introductions for the Especially Selective 

“Chicken Soup for the Romantic Soul has everything—passion, adventure, tears, laughter and love. You won’t be able to put it down, and you’ll want to read it over and over again.”

Arielle Ford 
 coauthor, Owner’s Manual: The Essential Guide to the One You Love 

“These beautifully told stories capture the true magic of love and romance in a way that will touch your heart.”

Jo and Tommy Lasorda, married 53 years,
 baseball Hall of Famer 
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Introduction 

What does it mean to be romantic? For many of us, the concept of romance conjures up visions of fancy gifts and flowers, extravagant evenings out on the town, or exotic vacations for two at fascinating destinations. However, the true meaning of romance transcends these traditional stereotypes and offers us something much more precious, much more profound: The heart of romance is magic—the magic all of us have felt when we’ve been touched by love.

This magic of love permeates Chicken Soup for the Romantic Soul. We are delighted and honored to offer you this inspiring collection of stories that capture the true meaning of romance. They are stories of passion, of devotion, of tenderness. They are stories of patience, faith and trust. They are stories of renewal, rediscovery and redemption. Through each tale, we are invited into the private world of love shared by two people and given a glimpse of the amazing ways love expresses itself. Our idea of what romance means was changed forever as we read the stories contained in this book, and we believe yours will be too!

In a world that is often filled with turbulence, confusion and even darkness, love is the light that guides us to joy and makes living worthwhile. What touched us as we worked on this book was reading about how each contributor shared his or her appreciation and gratitude for that light of love, and the unique way it had transformed his or her life. There are stories about extraordinarily romantic moments that mesmerized us and took our breath away; there are stories about ordinary romantic moments that brought tears to our eyes as we contemplated the power that love contains in its utter simplicity. Each story is remarkable, whether it was written by an eighty-year-old man about his “bride” of fifty years, or by a wife and mother of three small children about the surprising ways she and her husband keep the passion alive, or by a woman who thought she’d lost the love of her life, only to have fate find him for her again.

Romantic moments come in many varieties. Some are wildly amusing, and you will find yourself laughing out loud, as we did, at stories that remind us all of the comical adventures that often go hand-in-hand with love. Other stories will make you sigh with satisfaction, as if you’re reading the most riveting romance novel. And some will fill you with the kind of warm, peaceful feeling that we all experience whenever we take time to focus on the abundance of goodness and love that exists around us and within us.

Reading this book, you will discover romance where you’ve never known it to exist before. You will learn about how love isn’t always expressed in the most eloquent words, but in sweet acts of caring and consideration that feed the heart in the most significant ways. You will be reminded of memories of love from your own past that perhaps you’d forgotten, memories that will be a part of you forever. You will look at the challenging times love sometimes goes through and marvel at how indestructible it is even in the face of pain and loss. Most of all, you will gain a new understanding of how the essence of true  romance permeates the days and nights of love in ways you’d never appreciated before.

We believe that, ultimately, Chicken Soup for the Romantic Soul is about magic: the magic of how just a few words from your beloved can make your heart soar; the magic that occurs when you’ve given up on ever finding love, and then somehow, when you least expect it, love finds you; the magic of knowing how to keep falling in love over and over again as the years pass; the magic of discovering what we become when we truly love another human being.

If you are in a relationship, we hope the stories in this book will invite you to look more deeply for the bonds of love and expressions of caring you may not have thought were romantic, but ultimately are and will inspire you to cherish your partner even more. If you are not now in a relationship, our wish for you is that reading these stories gives you hope—that love will come to you at just the right time; that even now, your soul mate is looking for you, and that destiny will bring you together.

May the magic of romance always find you and fill your heart with wonder at the amazing power love has to transform us all.



1
 FINDING
 TRUE LOVE 

The most wonderful of all things in life, I believe, is the discovery of another human being with whom one’s relationship has a glowing depth, beauty and joy as the years increase. This inner progressiveness of love between two human beings is a most marvelous thing; it cannot be found by looking for it or by passionately wishing for it.

       It is a sort of Divine accident.

Sir Hugh Walpole 



The Right Approach 

Anyone can be passionate, but it takes real lovers to be silly.

Rose Franken 

Back in 1959 Bud and I, new army second lieutenants, received orders for the same unit at Fort Sill, Oklahoma. We graduated together from OCS but did not know each other well as we had been in different sections. Our new assignments brought us in daily contact and soon we became good friends. An outgoing Irishman, Bud enjoyed telling tales of growing up in the Bronx and recounting humorous situations involving parents and siblings. The family picture displayed in his room included an attractive younger sister. From the way he spoke about her she was obviously popular and not lacking “gentlemen callers.” The attraction was there—this was someone I wanted to meet. But she was in New York and I was in Oklahoma—a long way to be dating.

Eventually I got up my nerve and asked Bud if he would mind if I wrote his sister a letter. He looked a bit quizzical, but gave me the address and wished me luck. I pondered what approach would have the best chance of hooking her interest and receiving a reply. The standard “Let’s be pen pals” did not seem the way to go. After some thought I sent the following letter:

Dear Rita:

I’m a friend of your brother. I’ll come right to the point. I owe him some money. He said he would cancel the debt if I would marry his sister. As he related, the family has been trying to marry you off for some time—with little success! As fate would have it, I am looking for a woman of childbearing age who is in good health, capable of hard work, reasonably intelligent and comes from good stock! As you appear to meet these criteria, I have accepted your brother’s offer, and so for better or worse, we will be married. Thus, consider yourself engaged!

Enclosed you will find a temporary engagement ring (cigar band). Wear it with pride! If you have any questions about the details of the marriage, our future life together or other minor points just let me know. I will complete my active duty obligation in the near future. You may select an appropriate date for our wedding any time following my discharge.

Your husband-to-be, 
Ed 

I had no idea if she would reply, or if she would toss the letter out, thinking, “What nut did my brother meet and why did he give him my address?” On the other hand, if she did reply this could be fun. About a week later a perfume-laden letter arrived.

She had taken the bait! It read:

Dear Ed:

Your letter certainly came as a surprise! I am grateful that my brother has arranged for someone to take me “off the shelf.” I planned to wear my “temporary engagement ring” until I found out that it comes from a very “cheap” cigar! I don’t mind the marriage commitment, but I want to do it in style and comfort. This brings me to certain “conditions” of our intended betrothal. Naturally you plan to keep me in the manner to which I hope to become accustomed. To be specific, we will need a maid/cook as well as someone who takes care of the house and grounds. I hesitate to set a date for our entry into marital bliss until you can assure me that such will be the case.

Awaiting your reply with a fluttering heart!

Rita 

Ah, the challenge! This was getting good. I replied:

My dear bride-to-be:

It was gratifying to hear that you have accepted my proposal. Now we can plan our life together. Further, I can understand your reluctance to wear that cigar band, as it was from an inexpensive brand. You are absolutely right! I should have known that you were a girl with “class.” Thus, enclosed is a band from a Dutch Master, a much better brand. You can wear this one with pride!

I am happy to report that the conditions you specified (housekeeper/cook and groundskeeper) can be met. You see, we will be living with my parents and, as you will soon find out, Mom keeps a clean house and is a good cook while Dad keeps the lawn cut and the house in good repair. If you would want Mom to wear a special apron or something, I’m sure I can talk her into it. We can even get a bit of a uniform for Dad. I’m sure that this arrangement will satisfy your demands.

I did have one other question. You signed your letter “with a fluttering heart.” Were you implying that you have a heart murmur or some other type of cardiac condition? Your brother assured me that you were “as healthy as a horse” when I agreed to marry you. I’m just checking, as one can’t be too careful these days! Also, I have no picture of you. Please send one at your earliest convenience.

Your husband-to-be, 
Ed 

Her reply came in about two weeks.

Dearest Ed:

Your plan for us to live with your parents is certainly an interesting arrangement. I can’t wait to hear about other plans you have for our life together, as you seem so sensitive, romantic and intuitive. How lucky can a girl get! By the way, how much money did you owe my brother?

In response to your inquiry about a possible “heart condition,” the answer is “neigh.” You see, I am as healthy as a horse. However, the thought occurs to me that if I continue to respond to your letters perhaps I should have my head examined.

Sorry, I have no picture of me alone to send you. I have some with boyfriends, but somehow it would seem “tacky” to send one of those. Thus, I’ve decided not to send a picture and I’m sure you’ll understand. You’ll have to admire me without the benefit of external props. Just think of me as perfection!

With bated breath I await your response!

Rita 

Hum, how to respond? This one took some thought and a bit of research. The final product was as follows:

My dear Rita:

In your last letter you wondered what our life would be like together. A great question! I see you as the perfect wife. The life of such a woman is described clearly in the Bible, specifically in the book of Proverbs, chapter 31. I quote some of the verses:

“She does her work with eager hands.
She gets up while it is still dark 
Giving her household their food.
She puts her back into her work 
And shows how strong her arms can be.
She weaves linen sheets and sells them, 
She supplies the merchant with sashes. Etc.
Also: Her husband is respected at the city gates, 
And praises her good works to the elders.”

Obviously, the message needs to be updated to reflect our current culture, but the meaning is clear—you’ll work your fingers to the bone and love it! Now be honest, isn’t that the type of wife you always imagined yourself to be?

This brings up another point, namely, the picture. Perhaps I wasn’t clear regarding this. My words, or at least my intent, was not to give you an option regarding sending a picture. So let me be clear—send a picture. Again, it is important that we establish the proper line of authority for our life together. Remember St. Paul’s statement, “Wives be subject to your husbands.” The fact that we are not yet married is a minor technicality. So, I expect a picture!

Regarding the money I owed your brother—it was $3. He said you were worth every penny.

One last point. You signed the last letter—“with bated breath.” I just want to make sure that you weren’t implying that you have a lung problem or persistent halitosis. I await your picture!

Your sensitive husband-to-be, 
Ed 

In a few weeks a small package arrived that obviously was a picture frame.

Enclosed was a picture of a girl of about seven or eight seated on a piano stool. She displayed a broad smile that reflected the absence of her two front teeth. A large bow in her hair complemented a fluffy dress. Score one for her! How do I respond? It took a while to develop the following:

My dear Rita:

Just a short note to let you know that your picture arrived safe and sound. I know our life together will be conflict free, given your willingness to follow the dictates of your husband-to-be. However, I would be less than candid if I did not confess that the picture took me by surprise. You see, in the picture you seem more mature than your letters have indicated to date! But, I guess some surprises are to be expected in any relationship.

One item we have failed to discuss—the dowry. Please let me know the assets you will bring into our marriage.

Your husband-to-be, 
Ed 

Several weeks went by without a reply. Had I pushed it too far? On the surface it was just good fun, yet I felt we were developing a relationship. I wanted to meet her and thought she had similar feelings. Well, I thought, guess again.

Shortly thereafter Bud advised me that he received a letter from Rita telling him that she was entering a convent, something she had always considered. She asked him to say good-bye to me and to let me know that she had enjoyed the letter writing and was sorry that we didn’t have a chance to meet. I thought, Were my letters the last straw, driving her into the convent? I muttered to myself, I guess it was the wrong approach!

Soon my required active duty time was up and I returned home. Bud’s commitment kept him in the army a bit longer. About six months later I received a letter from Bud inviting me for a weekend in the Bronx to celebrate his discharge. He noted, “As an added incentive I am featuring one ex-nun.” How could I resist? I flew to New York and we met.

Our fortieth wedding anniversary is not too far away. It was the “right approach.”

Edmund Phillips 



Encounter on a Train 

Journeys end in lovers’ meeting, every wise man’s son doth know.

William Shakespeare 

When I first saw her in the station at St. Margrethen, she was boarding the railroad car in which I sat, shoving an enormous brown leather suitcase up the high step with her knee.

She was wearing earth colors: pants of brown corduroy, knitted vest patterned in orange and brown, Kelly green shirt with up-rolled sleeves. Dark eyes, dark hair, dark complexion, young, mysterious. After heaving her burden onto the overhead rack, she collapsed into a seat across the aisle from me, perspiring sedately. Then the silver, air-conditioned train quietly sealed itself to continue its five-hour run westward across Switzerland.

Alpine streams bubbled with icy meltwater, and the fields were ablaze with poppies, for the month was May. I attempted first to doze, then to strike up a conversation with the person next to me. No success there. I tried to doze a second time and couldn’t, and then I noticed her again. She had produced a posy of wilted wildflowers from somewhere and was now holding it on her lap, her thoughts apparently upon whoever had given it to her. She had a strong but tranquil face. She was looking at the flowers and lightly smiling. I moved across the aisle and sat down facing her.

“Wie heissen die Blumen?” I asked. I knew that the salad bowl of German words at my disposal would not get me far. Perhaps speaking to her at all was a mistake. At any rate her only answer to my question about the flowers was a smile. Ah, I thought, not German. Italian, of course. She’s dark.

I leaned forward to craft a more careful question about i fiori, knowing that if the conversational terrain should dip in that direction I’d have to beat an even quicker retreat. She still didn’t answer me. The thought that she was mute crossed my mind, but I dismissed it. Since this was Switzerland, I had a final choice: French. The reply, however, was as before: a Mona Lisa smile. I began to wonder. I’d seen a stationful of Yugoslavs in Buchs that morning, back toward the Austrian border. Could she be one of them? The prospect of hearing her speak at last in Serbo-Croatian was discouraging. Better to go slowly now.

I leaned back, relaxed, and returned the smile as enigmatically as I could. I tried to look mysterious—a foredoomed task, considering my garb of crushable fisherman’s hat, red long-john shirt, pin-striped mustard slacks, and leather running shoes. It didn’t work. Just as I was about to pack it in, Mona Lisa spoke. “Habla español?” she asked. Why hadn’t I thought of it? She’s Spanish! A tourist, maybe, but more likely a Gastarbeiter. There were loads of Spaniards working in Switzerland.

With all circuits snapping to life, I strove to call up my meager store of Spanish while rummaging frantically through my bag for the right Grosset’s phrase book. I commenced to address this person whose national origins were beginning to take form. She turned out indeed to be a Spaniard, on her way home to see her family. She was single, employed in a home for the aged in Altstätten, and incredibly, her suitcase was stuffed with Swiss chocolate. 

Our conversation, unfortunately, was hampered by more than language difficulties, since I had been ill for twenty-four hours and was still required to take periodic and sudden absences. She proved to be understanding. She turned out, however, to be a poor judge of national costume or accents, taking me first for an Englishman and later for a German. I was apparently the first specimen she’d encountered from the Land of the Free and the Home of the Brave.

What we spoke of, exactly, I can’t remember, but the day flew past, and I do recall we were in marvelous accord on a number of important issues. I dreaded our arrival in Geneva, where we would part, but by day’s end we were there. We strolled for a while through the city’s pretty streets, dallied over cappuccino in a sidewalk cafe, inspected shop windows in the day’s failing light, laughed together, and filled conversational voids with banalities until my train came. Hers was due later, at midnight. I said good-bye with great reluctance. She appeared to share my feeling, but her people were beckoning from across the Pyre’nées, and my schedule called me to Italy before returning home. We exchanged addresses. I then boarded the train and left.

Today my life doesn’t have the broad margin it had then. Like many other people, I raise children, commute, remodel and mow the lawn. But I sometimes think of those days when life could become so quickly and intensely bittersweet, when great possibilities could yawn in an instant.

In fact, one way I’m able to retain perspective on the here and now is by recalling the details of that particular spring day, with its chance meeting and sad good-bye. Occasionally I’ve recounted the event to others, too, but there I enjoy taking some liberties with the facts, making the girl somewhat more desperate and myself a bit more dashing or distant. In one of my versions the girl unabashedly pursues me. My wife especially enjoys hearing me carry on in this vein.

Even though she likes the story, my wife does find its variations astonishing. She insists that on the train she was not desperate, that I was not distant or dashing, and that she left Switzerland the following year to marry me despite the way I was dressed that day.

Kevin H. Siepel 



“Falling” in Love 

During World War II, I was employed at a research lab in Oklahoma. Men were pretty scarce at that time, of course. One day after the end of the war, a friend called me to come to her lab to meet the new fellow who had come to work for the summer while attending college on the G.I. Bill. So I went down for a short talk and to meet the guy. 

As I left I heard a loud crash behind me. When I went back to see what had happened, he was sprawled flat on the floor. He had been sitting at a desk by the door in a swivel chair and had leaned back too far to watch me walk down the hall. All during our fifty-two years of happily married life, including eleven moves with three children, I have loved telling people this story of how my husband fell for me. He hastens to assure them that he actually was only leaning over to pick up a pencil.

Mary Mikkelsen 



Glads on Monday 

It’s Monday and I’m leaving a meeting near my house and decide to take advantage of one of the perks of living in town: sneaking home for lunch.

I bank around the curve toward my house and suddenly remember I had procrastinated a little too much over the weekend and had neglected that dreaded of all chores: rounding up the week’s groceries. After a quick turn into the grocery store, I discover no parking spaces in the first aisle of the lot. Quickly spotting an open slot in the next aisle two cars away from the sidewalk, I’m feeling rather smart as I smoothly idle in, slide the shift into first, pull up the brake, turn off the motor, jump out and head for the store.

Then I see the car.

In eight months of dating my recent girlfriend, I had never experienced the spontaneous, unexpected encounter. And now, ten days after she had called things off, I practically walk right into her car.

Every relationship has its rhythms. Ours, for some reason, had always peaked on Mondays. A couple of weeks after meeting, I had stopped by the store en route to dinner at her house and purchased a colorful bunch of gladiolas. Life was good back then. Not only were glads on special, but I discovered upon presentation that they just happened to be her favorite of all flowers.

Knowing a good thing when I found it, I would stop off every Monday, even those we didn’t have a date. If she were at an aerobics class, I would sneak in her kitchen and arrange them on her dining room table near her back door for her arrival. She would always call and act surprised and appreciative. And I would always feel so coy.

As I step on the threshold of the electronic doors and grab a wobbly grocery cart, I suddenly recall a scene from the movie Ghost when the recently widowed heroine is confronted at odd times by the spirit of her late husband. I scan the checkout lines and don’t see her, so I know I have a chance to pull off the plan: grab the glads, sneak up behind her in line and embarrass her in front of the checkout boys.

As I round the banana counter, I suddenly find myself two carts behind her. She evidently had arrived moments before. The best vector for cover is directly behind another shopper who is directly behind her—so I slowly trail past the blueberries and the orange juice. The glads are just ahead. Surely, she won’t grab a bunch for herself, will she? My heart skips a beat as she lingers next to the display. If she reaches for a bunch, my plan will be foiled. I watch her eyes as she rolls past the long stalks banded in colorful array. I see a sadness roll over her face as if a mist had drifted in from the rows of moistened lettuce. Her mouth, so often bright with a soft smile, is taciturn. She turns and heads for the shelves of bread.

A moment of doubt falls over me. Maybe I’m being too cavalier with the raw wounds of the break up. Or is it a break up, after all? Life gets so messy when we entangle ourselves with others’ expectations. Perhaps, I’m being pushed away just enough to be given a wide berth to display my need for the other. But is that really her style or am I recalling the drama of an earlier entanglement? Maybe I should abandon this farce and wander down to another grocery and pick up my basketful of items in solitude. But a chance for romance is not to be squandered, even in the sunset of a sweet good-bye.

So I abandon the cart by the ferns and grab a double bunch of glads. I hide behind the other shoppers until she makes the turn at the fish counter. But she isn’t going left. She is doing a complete turnabout and heads back my way. I suddenly fall to my knees in front of the French loaves. She is two feet away, just on the other side of the rye. The woman beside me is beginning to grow nervous. The moment is falling apart. What am I doing here, I begin to ask? In Ghost, this other woman would not be able to see me at all. It would be so much smoother on celluloid. Perhaps romance has betrayed me again.

So I cash in the suspense and pop up in front of her over the breads and hold out the glads—water dripping on the cellophane wrap. “Here,” I say, to the great relief of the other shoppers around me. “You forgot these.”

The look of terror leaves her face and the eyelids fall again in pain. But she smiles and tilts her head and her shoulders drop. I place the bouquet in her cart and put my arms around her. She melts into me in that sweet way I have come to miss. She is at a loss for words. And I am relieved the moment has been pulled back from near-collapse.

There is not much more to say. We manage a little smile and inhale the sweet scent of the last glads of this all-too-short season.

Chris Schroder 



A Love Story 

She still remembers the moment she fell in love with him. It was near the end of their senior year of high school. 

One Tuesday night, he called her up and asked her for a date. She heard the nervousness in his voice, so she reassuringly said, “I’d love to. What do you want to do?”

“Go to the movies,” he said hopefully.

“What would you like to see?” she asked.

While considering the options, the real answer slipped out, “You.”

Rob Gilbert 
As cited in Bits & Pieces 



Two Coins in a Fountain 

Even as a kid my cousin Andrea always had big dreams! When we talked about being teachers or secretaries, Andrea talked of being a movie star. When we dreamed of going to the Mediterranean on holiday, Andrea dreamed of the Caribbean! (A long way from Scotland!)

As we grew up, she was not the prettiest of us, yet she had the most boyfriends. She was a little overweight and not that tall. But Andrea sparkled, both physically and mentally, and young men seemed to find that attractive.

Once on a double date, I marveled at her because she never had one moment’s self-doubt or of feeling self-conscious. Because of this, she had the ability to say exactly what she was feeling; she made it seem like you were sharing something very personal with her.

It wasn’t a surprise when she came in and announced, “Well, I am off to Rome to work as a nanny!” We all knew that Andrea had long ago decided she was in love with Rome and always said that is where she wanted to live.

She openly told us, “I am convinced I will meet this gorgeous Italian prince and we will fall madly in love!”

We laughed at that, but were all sad to see her go. She kind of spread light around her and it was all much duller when she left.

Andrea arrived in Rome and settled in with the family for whom she was to be the nanny. They gave her a little apartment, and she already spoke Italian having always known she would need to use it!

Andrea took her young charge out a fair bit, to the Coliseum, the Spanish Steps, but mostly they went to the Trevi Fountain. “To anyone who has never seen it,” she wrote to us, “you think of a little fountain in a square. It is huge, like a giant monument with water; it is breathtaking and beautiful.”

She told us that you throw one coin in the fountain to return to Rome, two coins to find true love. “I have spent a fortune. I throw two coins in every time I pass, but it is an investment, I know it will work!” We laughed at that letter; same old Andrea, still the same big dreams!

One beautiful, sunny Roman morning, Andrea took Pierre Luigi out early, and they came to the Trevi Fountain. Andrea could not pass it by without throwing in her two coins, so they went down the steps and she threw in her coins.

She glanced up and two very handsome young men were watching her. The taller of the two asked her, “You weesh to return very much, eef you throw in two coins no?”

Andrea looked at this gorgeous young man, his hair a light gold brown, but his face somehow very Italian. “One is to return to Rome, two is for love!”

They both smiled and walked over to her, and the one who had spoken introduced himself. Marcello continued to study her smiling as he asked, “So you want to find true love, here on your vacation?”

“I live in Rome. I love Rome and I have always dreamed of falling in love with someone here. I am sure it will happen,” she beamed at him. He kept smiling at her and asked where she came from, and the four of them ended up having coffee together in a little café.

Whatever she said at that first meeting, he seemed to be really taken with her and asked if she would go out with him.

Andrea met Marcello the next evening and asked him what he did for a living. It turned out that he played for Roma FC, the football team. Not only did he play for them, he was one of their star players. Andrea’s Marcello was a very famous and much admired young man throughout Italy because he played for the national side as well.

When she wrote and told us about him and sent photographs, we agreed with how gorgeous he was. My younger sister Bertha said that she had read about him and that he was usually with some tall, long-legged blonde model or something. It would have made the rest of us wonder what he could see in someone ordinary like us. Andrea never gave that a second thought; she was already nuts about him and fully expected him to be nuts about her!

The thing was, amazingly, he was nuts about her. She wrote and told us that she saw him nearly every day, she had met his family. Then that he wanted her to give up her work and live with him in his beautiful villa high up in the hills that surround Rome. Finally we flew over to visit her, and lying at the side of his huge swimming pool, surrounded by hills and the distant tops of the buildings of Rome, she beamed at us. I asked her, “So is Marcello the Italian prince you always dreamed of?”

“Oh yes, Joyce, and more, he has asked me to marry him!”

When we met him, it took us all of five minutes to realize he was not just in love with Andrea, but he adored her. He smiled every time his eyes rested on her. “There is no one like her,” he told us. “She is so full of effervescence; she is like a bottle of champagne and I could not go back to drinking wine. She drifts off on flights of fancy, and I am running behind trying to find wings to fly with her. I love her very much.”

They have been married for fifteen years and have three kids. She has seen a fair bit of the world, like she somehow always knew she would. Mainly though, she lives in her beautiful house with her gorgeous Italian.

I said to her one day about all her dreams coming true and she laughed. “You have to be determined to achieve your dreams, like throwing two coins in the fountain every time you pass, to make sure they come true!”

Joyce Stark 



Six Red Roses 

What the world really needs is more love and less paperwork.

Pearl Bailey 

I still remember the day I first heard of my husband. It was Friday, June 14, 1985, but it would be a few days later before I actually saw what he looked like. Yet by September 6 that same year, we were engaged.

I’d been on my way out for lunch that fateful Friday when my supervisor called me. “Lori, there is a package for you at the front desk.”

I turned to Janine, a friend and colleague. “Uh-oh. That doesn’t sound good,” I said.

We went down to the desk and saw my “package.” It was a long narrow box, and since I’d never received flowers before, I didn’t immediately recognize it as a florist’s box. My brow scrunched in confusion, and I tore open the string. Inside were six exquisite red roses. The card was signed with an “X.”

I looked to Janine. “Is this a joke?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Not that I know of.”

Needless to say, we spent much of the remaining afternoon trying to figure out who had sent the flowers. Janine even called the florist for information. Although the lady was very helpful, she couldn’t give us any names, since the transaction had been paid in cash. The only thing she could say was, “He seemed like a very nice young man.” I rolled my eyes at that. It sounded like something my grandmother would say, and so far, her taste in men didn’t exactly correspond with mine.

Later that afternoon, my supervisor joined our discussion. “You know,” she said. “Someone was up here asking for your name the other day.”

My eyes widened. “Me? What for?”

She smiled. “Well, now I’m wondering.”

I continued to stare at her. I’m sure it was obvious this experience was totally new to me. “Well, who was he?” I asked.

“His name is Gerry. He works downstairs. I think his last name is Robidoux.”

I had never heard of him. I looked at Janine. “Do you know who he is?”

She shook her head. “Rub-a-dub? No, I never heard of him.”

“Great, I’m being stalked,” I laughed.

Within minutes, several curious girls from our office went on a “tour.” They returned with big smiles.

“So, how many horns does he have?” I asked.

They shook their heads. “He’s cute!” they squealed, almost in unison.

I made a face. “Are you sure you were looking at the right guy?”

I still couldn’t believe that someone even remotely male was sending flowers to me. The idea that he was cute, too, almost threw me into a tailspin. I was starting to think someone had made a huge mistake. Somehow, I must have walked in front of the girl he was asking my supervisor about at precisely the wrong moment, and she had given him my name by mistake.

When I brought the flowers home that night, my mother was there. “What on earth did you buy those for?” she asked as I arranged them in a vase. I shot her a look that said, “Thanks a lot, Mom.” Clearly, this experience was new for all of us.

The following Friday, my supervisor approached my desk with a huge grin on her face. “Guess who has a package downstairs again?”

I raced downstairs and came back with another florist box. Inside were six more red roses, a bottle of Oscar de la Renta perfume and another card. It read, “Have a nice day.” Again, the signature was a simple “X.”

I looked up at the crowd assembled around my desk. I was stunned, and my reaction seemed mirrored in their eyes as well. “Well, this is kinda weird,” I chuckled.

They laughed as I’d hoped they would, but I couldn’t help wondering who was sending me these things. The other day, I’d walked right past the cute “Rub-a-dub” guy, and he looked right through me as if I weren’t even there.

Right after that, I’d crossed him off my list of potentials. Now I could only wonder what kind of psychopath that left.

Later that night (yes, two dateless Fridays in a row if you’re paying attention), I was telling the story to a girlfriend of mine. “It makes me feel a little creepy because I’m doubting that it could be this ‘Rub-a-dub’ guy. In the first place, he’s too cute. In the second place, he had the perfect opportunity to talk to me the other day, and he totally ignored me. I just can’t help picturing some stalker following me around now.”

Well, as small worlds go, mine was no exception. My friend’s boyfriend worked at the same place I did, and she promised to ask him if he knew this “Rub-a-dub” character. It turns out he did. He knew him, and he asked him.

The following week, I received a phone call.

“Umm . . . hello, may I speak to Lori, please?” the voice on the phone said.

I smiled. I knew right away. “This is Lori.”

“Oh . . . well, um . . . you don’t know me, but . . . well, you know those flowers you’ve been getting? Well . . . um . . . I sent them,” he stuttered. I couldn’t help grinning to myself. It’s usually me who’s so tongue-tied.

“Who is this?” I asked.

“Oh . . . my name is Gerry Robidoux,” he said.

The cute “Rub-a-dub” guy? I couldn’t believe it. I pointed to the phone, gesturing to my mom, who was leaning over me, trying to catch every word.

“It’s Mr. X,” I mouthed.

After a few minutes of stilted conversation, we agreed to meet at a local pizza parlor. I was still skeptical, but I needn’t have worried. It was as if the fates wouldn’t allow me to be disappointed now.

We met and talked for a few hours. The whole time I couldn’t help thinking that I could really fall for this guy. He seemed so honest and sincere, and I could already tell how thoughtful and genuine he seemed. Of course, his big blue eyes weren’t too hard to look at either.

Well, as I said, a couple of short months later, we were engaged. I know to others that it seemed awfully fast, but somehow we both knew it was right. We were anxious to begin our lives together, and we were confident in our love. 

That alone prepared us for the commitment that so many couples seem terrified of.

As impulsive as it seemed at the time, it’s a decision I’ve never regretted, not for one moment, and it’s made me thankful I was blessed with such great instinct. I’m thankful every time he calls me just to say hello. I’m thankful whenever he runs me a hot bath after I’ve had a stressful day at work. And I’m especially thankful every night when he wraps his arms around me as we fall asleep.

I remember something my grandma said right after I received those first roses. She sighed and said, “Oh, it’s so romantic. And it’ll be a great story to tell your grandchildren some day.”

At the time, I just rolled my eyes and told her she was jumping to conclusions. But after fourteen years of marriage, two children and countless roses, I realize she was right.

Lori J. Robidoux 



Real-Life Fairy Tale 

Sometimes the heart sees what is invisible to the eye.

H. Jackson Brown Jr.

“My first girl! My first girl!”

It was our forty-fifth high school reunion. Bob Grove’s arms were extended as he headed toward me. It was only a moment before he had me in the biggest bear hug I had ever experienced.

His twin sister, a close friend of mine, had called and told me he was coming, so I was watching for him. We hadn’t actually talked to each other since 1938—forty-seven years before. What a thrill to have such an exuberant greeting!

He had been my “first fellow,” too. He had been in my geometry class, and he wore glasses. I had just started wearing mine, and I was extremely self-conscious. Although I was worried about people making comments about my appearance I told myself, At least he won’t make fun of me. He’ll be safe!

As our friendship had grown, he had carried my books from class to class, had come over to my house to play cards and had taken me to parties. But we had never even held hands.

His sister told me he was now single and retired, and my husband had died over two years before, so we knew we were both unattached as we spent the rest of the evening together. He held my hand everywhere we went. By the end of the evening when it was time for me to go home (since I lived in town) he said, “Hey, wait up! I’ll walk you to your car!”

He took my hand again and we headed for the parking lot. “Here’s my car,” I told him as I unlocked the door.

His hand had a tighter grip on mine as he pulled me back toward him, murmuring quietly, “When we were going together I was too shy to do this,” and he kissed me gently on the lips.

I was taken by surprise, but enjoyed the feel of his warm lips on mine so much I returned the kiss before I hopped into my car.

Driving home I realized my heart was pounding, and it continued to do that all through the night—I could hardly sleep. And it is only the first day of the reunion, I kept thinking.

The next day we hung around together with old friends, then in the afternoon he asked, “Will you go with me to the dance tonight? I don’t want to go alone. I want to sit with you!”

“Sounds good to me.”

That night, while dressing for the big affair, I was looking forward to how great it would be to have his long arms around me. My two years as a widow had been devoid of any close, touching relationships, but I had adjusted well and hadn’t been looking for a man. I couldn’t believe how exciting it was to be with him. It’s just a fling. He’ll be flying away before long, I kept telling myself, hoping to calm down.

It wasn’t long before he showed up dressed in his dark blue suit, his Stetson hat and cowboy boots. He was still a cowboy at heart even though he was a retired mechanical engineer.

Music from a small band filled the air at the party. It was more fun than I had imagined. Then a booming voice came over the loudspeaker, “Breakfast will be at 9:30! No need to get up early!”

“Too bad I won’t be able to go to the breakfast,” Bob said.

“What? You mean you aren’t staying?”

“Nope, my plane leaves at 10:30, so I will be gone.”

“But the breakfast is the most fun of all. I can’t believe you didn’t plan to stay for it!” I was upset, and I’m sure it showed.

He looked straight at me and made me an offer. “If you’ll promise to spend the day with me, I’ll change my reservations.”

“Of course I’ll spend the day with you. I’d love to.”

That meant we would have all day Sunday together, just the two of us.

When he drove me home, I invited him in. We chatted a while, but it was getting late and soon he was leaving. This time when he kissed me goodnight, I returned his kiss with enough enthusiasm that he acted pleased and surprised.

Next morning I was so happy I went around the house singing “Oh what a beautiful morning, oh what a beautiful day!”

After the breakfast we took a drive out to our favorite desert vista, then returned to the hotel.

Sitting at a table in the bar was an old alum friend of ours. “Come on over and sit here,” he said. “What’s going on with you two anyway? You look so happy together.”

Bob spoke up, “This is just the most fun I ever had!”
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