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A Special Foreword
by Jack and Mark



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


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


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


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


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


We know how it is to cross the magic 60 year mark and feel young at heart despite a few new wrinkles. We wouldn’t trade away a bit of our wisdom and experience to get rid of all those life markers. We have earned them! In this new volume, we have selected our 101 best stories and poems about growing older and wiser from our rich fifteen year history. The stories that we have chosen will inspire you, teach you, and make you laugh. After all, there is nothing wrong with a few more smile lines.


We hope that you will enjoy reading these stories as much as we enjoyed selecting them for you, and that you will share them with your families and friends. We have identified the 35 Chicken Soup for the Soul books in which the stories originally appeared, in case you would like to continue reading about families and senior life among our other books. We hope you will also enjoy the additional books about families, pets, sports, and retirement years in “Our 101 Best Stories” series.


With our love, our thanks, and our respect,
~Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen
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Celebrating Life


The purpose of life, after all, is to live it, to taste the experience to the utmost, to reach out eagerly and without fear for newer and richer experience.


~Eleanor Roosevelt
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The Odyssey


Attitudes are contagious. Are yours worth catching?


~Dennis and Wendy Mannering


One frosty Colorado morning, while I sipped coffee, my husband, John, said, “We need a lifestyle change. Let’s go cruising.” I listened dumbstruck, as he continued, “Leslie, what if all our savings and possessions were in one small briefcase? Imagine standing on a sidewalk with that briefcase dangling in your hand; where would you want to go? What would you do next?” Not taking him too seriously, I replied, “I guess I’d go to the beach, sit in a lounge chair and think about it first!”


John was obviously in the throes of a midlife crisis, and it was scaring me. In the ensuing weeks, I noticed his behavior changing. An avid technical reader, John was now reading things like How to Survive Without a Salary by Charles Long. My husband has always been an upbeat person, able to find new projects to keep himself motivated. Lately, John had been showing little interest in work and hobbies. His candle was burning low and dim. At fifty-four, he had enjoyed life as a university professor, but I could see he was ready for a metamorphosis, a new “lifestyle.”


John wanted to be captain of his own ship, to sail with me from Florida to South America and back. “Let’s rent a boat,” I offered. But he insisted that we needed a lifestyle change. If we could come back too easily to our home and possessions, it wouldn’t qualify as a true change.


In the back of my mind were the sad stories of two couples who had recently divorced, after years of good marriages. I pictured the ex-husbands, in their mid-fifties, riding new red motorcycles, young girlfriends aboard, off into the sunset. I wanted to blame their failed marriages on those red motorcycles. Could their wives have been the ones riding on those motorcycles instead? I wondered.


It was clear that John had to do something about his longings. It was also clear that I wanted to be part of whatever he did. So, I decided to invest in John’s midlife-crisis recovery plan. “Okay, I will do this with you, but only for one or two years, max. What’s two years in a whole lifetime?” I rationalized.


Weekly planning and budget meetings soon followed that cold January morning. We read about other people living the cruising lifestyle. In May, John requested sabbatical leave. In June it was approved, and I left my job soon after. We took two short trips down the East and West Coasts, shopping for a boat and a launch pad where we would begin our sailing odyssey.


In July, our home sold the first hour it was on the market. At that moment, it became utterly real to me that we were really going to do this “lifestyle” change! In a blur of garage sales and donations, we frantically got rid of STUFF that took us ninety-six combined years to accumulate.


Time was money now. For the first time as adults, we were unemployed and living off our savings and retirement monies. Decision-making got easier. We needed to buy a boat soon and start sailing before both our time and money dried up.


Homeless now after closing on our house, we put the proceeds into a beautiful near-new, forty-foot sailboat named Sola Fide, which means “faithful one” in Latin.


We drove our overstuffed ten-year-old compact car to Ft. Lauderdale, Florida, and rented a studio on a canal. With Sola Fide steps away, we began the sweaty process of outfitting her for ocean voyaging. Days turned into months as we hunted for marine gear and installed “homey” additions like a wind generator, a water maker, a bank of batteries, and a freezer cold plate. I was shocked at the costs of all these “necessities” and wondered if we would slip the dock lines before our money ran out.


Our big day finally arrived and we set sail. Our plan was to sail a loop from Florida to Venezuela and back, enjoying all the beautiful islands along the way.


We were novice cruisers with only limited sailing experience from brief chartering in the past. We picked up “just-in-time” cruising skills as we lived aboard our little vessel 24/7. Most of our sailing was during the daylight hours, with an occasional ocean passage in the blackness of night. I learned that you can’t just stop your boat and anchor in 6,000 feet of water; you have to keep sailing until you reach a safe harbor.


There were dangers among all the pleasures. Occasionally we were challenged by heavy wind and sea. We met an unfortunate cruiser family that endured the loss of their boat. We also met cruisers who had gotten roughed up by modern pirates. John helped rescue cruisers who had run aground or who were dragging anchors.


Somehow our marriage survived this dramatic change of lifestyle. John took out a big “marriage-insurance policy”: Thirty days into our trip, stressed-out over the steep learning curve, and getting a full dose of my ranting and wailing, John looked me in the eye and said, “Leslie, if you want to turn around at anytime, we can quit. Our marriage means more to me than this odyssey.” Those were the most loving words I had ever heard. Knowing I had a parachute to safely escape with my husband, not without him, helped me endure the discomforts of this pioneer-like life. Curiosity also kept me going. I wanted to know everything this new way of life could teach me.


As we sailed the islands, we took time to enjoy the companionship of the locals and other cruisers, some of whom have become close friends. We had new adventures every day. When weather kept us at anchor, we got involved locally and in volunteer work, tutoring and reading with young children. One exciting day, we helped save dozens of beached pilot whales in Trinidad.


As our midlife odyssey approached the end of its second year, we sailed back up the islands to our Florida starting point. It was bittersweet to be home again. We were filled with new understanding and appreciation, and a renewed confidence that we could accomplish anything we set our minds to.


I am glad I responded positively to my husband’s passionate desire to break out of our everyday lives. As we sailed, my own midlife voice spoke, having awaited this opportunity to be set free. It helped me rediscover myself. I learned that I am tough and resilient. Sometimes, we must step outside ourselves to learn who we really are. I am glad I experienced this radically different way of life. It was simple and freer than any I had ever known.


So where do you want to go? And what do you want to do now?


~Leslie J. Clark
Chicken Soup to Inspire a Woman’s Soul
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The Age of Mystique


Age is an issue of mind over matter. If you don’t mind, it doesn’t matter.


~Mark Twain


On my fiftieth birthday, my older daughter gave me a pin that said “Fifty is nifty.” I wore it to work that day, and what fun it was! All day, people kept saying things to me like, “Anita, you don’t look fifty,” or “Why, Anita, you can’t be fifty,” and “We know you can’t be fifty.”


It was wonderful. Now, I knew they were lying, and they knew I knew, but isn’t that what friends and co-workers are for? To lie to you when you need it, in times of emergency, like divorce and death and turning fifty.


You know how it is with a lie, though. You hear it often enough, and you begin to think it’s true. By the end of the day, I felt fabulous. I fairly floated home from work. In fact, on the way home, I thought: I really ought to dump my husband. After all, the geezer was fifty-one, way too old for a young-looking gal like me.


Arriving home, I had just shut the front door when the doorbell rang. It was a young girl from a florist shop, bringing birthday flowers from a friend. They were lovely. I stood in my doorway holding the flowers and admiring them, and the delivery girl stood there, waiting for a tip.


She noticed the pin on my jacket and said, “Oh, fifty, eh?”


“Yes,” I answered, and waited. I could stand one last compliment before my birthday ended.


“Fifty,” she repeated. “That’s great! Birthday or anniversary?”


~Anita Cheek Milner
Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul
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Forty Years in the Wilderness


Retirement has been a discovery of beauty for me. I never had the time before to notice the beauty of my grandkids, my wife, the tree outside my very own front door. And, the beauty of time itself.


~Hartman Jule


For the first time in forty years, I’m not working. I didn’t realize it until just recently, when, with nothing else to do at my desk one day, I penciled a few numbers on the side of a worksheet. There it was. Forty years.


Good grief, I thought. Isn’t that the number of years the children of Israel wandered in the wilderness?


So I sat with my cup of Darjeeling, watching the rain hit the window, mentally conducting a review of where my life had been and where it might be going.


My forty years of work began when I turned fourteen and took a part-time job at the local Ben Franklin variety store. They knew and I knew that I should have been sixteen, but they needed me and I needed them. It was fun going to work after school... even more fun having money in my pocket on payday. During the next four years, I learned how to check inventory, price merchandise, attend the cash register and stock a candy counter. I prided myself on knowing the names of customers, decorating display windows and creating Easter baskets to sell in the springtime. Although I was just a young girl, I was gaining skills that would stay with me forever.


From my days behind a counter at Ben Franklin, I moved swiftly through a lifetime of employment. I played the role of secretary, worked in schools and hospitals, spent time on the mission field and taught a diversity of classes, including kindergarten, needlework, cooking and drama. I manned phones and wrote payroll, co-owned a graphics business and opened a half-price card and gift shop. All in forty years.


My last job before retirement was difficult to leave behind. A Victorian tearoom in the heart of Duncanville, Texas, was the icing on the cake of my long career. Three years of hard work and pleasure mixed to perfection. It was an unforgettable day when I handed over the keys to the new owner. I took my time saying goodbye to familiar faces, favorite pieces of china and a parlor full of antique furnishings I had grown to love. Reluctantly, I handed over the copies of all my recipes. Then I walked one last time through the parlor, running my fingers along the gold fringe of the velvet drapes on the front window. It was an elegant tribute to four decades of labor.


Now, for the moment, there is nothing pressing in my life. No demands being made. No appointments to keep. No parties to plan. Recently, I finished reading my seventh book since leaving the workforce. Page by page, I fought getting up to go do something, but I overcame and read on. I’ve met new friends and traveled to faraway places, just sitting in my tapestry armchair.


My garden of herbs flourished on the porch this last season. After years of neglect, now there is time. Time to water and cut back, check the soil and feed. I’ve enjoyed chive blossoms and fresh basil on salad, and stored away rosemary and thyme for winter soups.


Next month my sister and I are taking a trip together to San Antonio. It’s her sixtieth birthday and we are celebrating by heading out of town. No rush. No fuss. No hurrying back to dive into stress again. We’re planning to stroll down the Riverwalk and talk, sit in rockers at a log cabin bed-and-breakfast and sip on homemade lemonade in the afternoon.


Wandering in the wilderness for forty years has brought me into a new place. Friends often ask me if I will ever work again. “Maybe,” I tell them. But for now I am enjoying the beauty of rest. I’m camping in the quiet of the day. Stillness is my neighbor. God is my peace.


~Charlotte A. Lanham
Chicken Soup to Inspire a Woman’s Soul
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Making the Rest the Best


On May 21, 1998, I commenced an adventure I spent seventy years preparing for — my eighth decade. I looked forward to it with great gusto, and I can already tell I have good news for you. Life begins at seventy!


I thought being sixty was incredible, but being seventy is almost incomprehensible. Other people aged, but I simply did not believe it would ever happen to me. Many, many years ago, the very idea that I would ever reach seventy was as remote as the thought that the year 2000 would arrive. The inevitable has finally arrived, though. Now that I have reached seventy, I can relax. People don’t generally expect as much of me.


When I was in my sixties, people expected me to retire to a rocking chair on the front porch of a condo, “take it easy” and complain about all my aches and pains. They were always asking questions like, “Do you think you should be doing that at your age?” or “What are you going to do when you retire?” I never planned to retire at sixty, or sixty-two, or sixty-five, even though people expected me to. Fortunately, I didn’t feel guilty when failing to meet their expectations. Now that I’m seventy, I still am doing all the fun things I enjoy, including playing tennis, climbing mountains and flying airplanes. I am considering retirement. But nobody asks me about it anymore.


Another benefit of being seventy is having lived long enough to accumulate more than a few gray hairs and smile lines. I go into this season of life with a rich reserve. And I’m not referring to my bank accounts. I’m referring to the reservoir of experiences I’ve gained. I fully intend to apply the lessons I’ve learned — first and foremost, to maintain a positive mental attitude. I also plan to keep an open mind to new ideas and to maintain a good sense of humor.


Over the years, my gratitude has grown for the many people I’ve met along the way — family and friends, as well as thousands of acquaintances. Some I’ve crossed paths with I like very much. Some I love. I wouldn’t go so far as to say that I never met anyone I didn’t like. But I am proud to say there were hardly any I simply couldn’t stand.


I’ve always been accused of putting more on my plate than is possible for one human to handle. But my philosophy has always been to bite off more than I can chew — and then to promptly chew it. I have loved living this way. I’m realistic enough to know, however, that I will never be as vibrant as I was twenty, thirty or forty years ago. I am still in good health and capable of living a rich, full life — spiritually, emotionally and mentally. But now if I get carried away and promise to be three places at once, no one thinks badly of me. They just chalk it up to my being seventy.


Being seventy has other pleasant surprises. For example, everybody seems astonished that I’m still going strong. Some are amazed I can still walk without losing my balance and talk without forgetting what I’m saying. Since no one expects someone in their seventies to have perfectly good hearing, I can pretend I can’t hear if I want!


Once you reach seventy, people offer to open restaurant doors, help you with your jacket and save a place for you. If you’re late, they know you’ll arrive eventually. When you’re over seventy, you don’t need an excuse; people are just glad you make it. During an evening’s conversation, people don’t rudely interrupt you as often. They tend to treat you with respect just for having lived so long.


Being seventy is better than sixty, and it’s significantly better than being fifty. When you’re in your fifties, people hold you responsible for things over which you have very little control — the economy, social conditions, increasing crime, and the list goes on and on. Also, by the time you are seventy, your kids are old enough to recognize that you did the best you could as a parent and no longer hold you responsible for their problems. I am grateful my grandkids have taught my kids that important truth.


When you are seventy, you are given more choices. You can act either young or old. If you act too young, people say you’re going through your second childhood. If you act too old, they think you’re getting senile and smother you with kindness. You do have to guard against people expecting that you have all this time and nothing to do with it. Convincing them otherwise is sometimes a challenge. I keep telling people how busy I am, how I have goals enough to keep me busy until I’m one hundred, but I still have to say a lot of no’s. I have noticed that I’ve had to say fewer since I put up a poster in my company headquarters office saying, “Retired — gone fishing, hiking, golfing, flying, cycling, snorkeling, swimming, reading, napping and smelling the roses... Meanwhile, have a nice day. Enjoy your work.... I’ve been there and done that.”


Being seventy has reinforced a belief and practice I have held tenaciously to all my life. I don’t have to be overly concerned about pleasing others. I don’t have to wear suits, starched shirts or ties. I can wear tennis shoes, or no shoes, for that matter!


I can take a nap whenever I feel like it. I’m only sorry that I didn’t start sooner. After all, Albert Einstein and Thomas Edison, so I’ve heard, took naps throughout the day all their lives and no one was bothered. People, in fact, just considered it part of their being geniuses.


Being seventy also gives me more perspective. I’ve learned not to sweat the small stuff. It’s all small stuff. Time is very precious. It’s too often wasted on hate, bitterness, holding grudges, or being unforgiving or vindictive.


Now that I’ve lived long enough to discern what is noble and what is not, I have recommitted myself to doing more good and also encouraging others to do more with their opportunities. I am convinced that doing good will keep my heart and mind strong and vibrant.


I do not know what the rest of my life will bring, but I am setting goals and planning for it to be a great adventure. I look forward to this new season of life, making the rest the best. I’m convinced right now that life begins at seventy. Of course, when I ask my older friends, they insist that life begins at eighty. I wonder if it really begins at ninety. I’ll let you know when I get there.


~Paul J. Meyer
Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul
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Surf’s Up, Grama


My forty-five-year-old daughter, Sue Ellen, had been surfing for a couple of months, trying to entice me to go to the coast to try it. I kept putting her off, thinking, why would they want their almost seventy-year-old mother tagging along on this younger person’s junket? “It will be a great girls’ weekend out,” Sue Ellen coaxed.


The plan intrigued me... and scared me half to death!


I kept being wishy-washy about the possibility, hoping Dad and I would follow through with our plans for a fall trip and I’d have a good excuse. When this didn’t seem to materialize, however, I reluctantly penciled in the date on my calendar.


My forty-one-year-old daughter, Diana, and two granddaughters, ages eighteen and twenty, were all psyched up to go as well. But Diana kept saying, “You’re nuts to try this, Mom; even I’m afraid of getting hurt.” Sue Ellen, on the other hand, was saying, “Go for it, Mom. You can do it, and you’ll always be able to say that you surfed for your seventieth birthday.”


Well, that did it. My better judgment took a back seat, and I was determined. My husband just rolled his eyes and said, “I hope you know what you’re doing!”


In the weeks to follow, we all did our exercises and lifted weights to strengthen our wimpy muscles. One day when I stopped at Sue Ellen’s, she motioned me into the dining room, where she had tape on her hardwood floors marking the foot placement on a virtual surfboard. She demonstrated the “pop up” procedure, where with one motion you pop up from a flat position on your stomach into a crouched position on the surfboard. Next thing I knew she had me on the floor doing a paddling motion with my hands and arms, then shouted, “Pop up!” Well, let me tell you, I felt like a newborn calf trying to stand!


The actual day arrived and, with gear and food packed in the car, we drove to Cannon Beach on the Oregon coast. We headed for the local surf shop to get outfitted — wet-suit, booties and gloves first. Next, a surfboard to suit one’s size and ability. A short board is for the more experienced surfer. The long board gives a longer surface to manipulate, which was more my speed. This whole idea was becoming more of a reality every minute.


The surf coach we hired met us at the shop. Tony, a rugged, blond surfer type, was very laid back and comfortable to be with and seemed to enjoy our little group.


We followed him a few miles down the road to North Beach, which was in a more protected cove where the wind wasn’t as strong and there were not as many rip tides with their strong undercurrents. We each unloaded our surfboards, strapped on a backpack, and hiked a mile or more down a trail, through the woods to the beach, pairing up to balance two surfboards between us.


It was a beautiful, warm, sunny weekend, and the area was crawling with funny-looking people in form-fitting wet suits. We donned ours there on the beach and draped all of our clothing over huge driftwood logs that had rolled in.


Tony was very safety conscious and spent a lot of time on the sand teaching us safety measures and surfing techniques. We learned how to lie on our boards, pop up to the crouch position and do a little two-shoe shuffle to balance and stand upright.


The waves were four to six feet high that first day, so I opted to stay on the beach and video the others. The second day, the waves had subsided to two to three feet high and I was ready. “You’ll be up and surfing in no time!” said Tony.


He led us out through the surf and into the swells and held my surfboard while I got on. Lying on my stomach, I started paddling like mad. He gave me a push just as a big wave hit me. I remembered to pop up into my crouch position and I sailed like a bullet in a big whoosh of water toward the beach. I squealed with delight that I was still on my feet—that is, until the fin on the bottom of my board hit the sand, landing me right on my rump. I came up sputtering and coughing like a wounded pup, still leashed by the ankle to my board. Sue Ellen was on the beach filming me coming in. The girls and Tony were all clapping and cheering me on as I limped back to the beach, stifling my sobs of pain.


Gingerly, I perched myself between two logs so I wouldn’t have to sit on my tailbone, which was steadily pulsating and throbbing. After collecting myself for a while, I thought the cold seawater would help, so I very slowly made my way across the beach and back into the water.


Standing sideways to the waves so as not to jar my posterior, the cold felt good on my bruised bottom. Just about then, Diana came sailing by on her board, thrilling to her latest ride in on a big wave... on her belly! “Diana,” I said, “I can’t bend over to get my board, but if you can get me headed right in the waves, I bet I can do that! I didn’t come here to sit on a log all day.”


I caught a few good waves belly-boarding, then was happy and proud to leave it at that. Tony said he was surprised that I’d gotten up the first time and stayed up that long; many of his students didn’t even make it up the first time. A little praise did wonders for my bruised ego, if not for my bruised bottom.


After several hours of fun in the surf, it was time to leave. We trekked across the beach, up over the rocks on the bluff, and hiked the mile through the woods. It hurt to lift one leg up over the moguls, but with Sue Ellen giving me a pull from her end of the board, we got to the car and were mighty glad to be there. Those pillows for the ride back to Portland felt mighty good.


After about a week of a painful posterior, I checked in with the doctor. “Just badly bruised,” he said. I’ve had a lot of fun telling the story, from my doctor who said, “You did this how?” to the nurse at the injury clinic who said, “At your age? Wish I dared to try that!”


A sensible senior perhaps I’m not, but in spite of having to sit on a pillow for a couple of weeks, I’m glad my good judgment temporarily took a back seat, that I took the challenge and had this fun “senior moment.” I read somewhere that “Life is not a journey to the grave with the intention of arriving safely in a pretty and well-preserved body, but rather to skid in broadside, thoroughly used up, totally worn out and loudly proclaiming, ‘Wow! What a ride!’”


It certainly was a ride to remember with daughters and granddaughters. They’re each ready to ride the waves with gusto at the slightest mention of “Surf’s up, Grama!”


~Pam Trask
Chicken Soup for the Grandma’s Soul
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A Perfect Moment


You can clutch the past so tightly to your chest that it leaves your arms too full to embrace the present.


~Jan Glidewell


It was the weekend of my parents’ sixtieth wedding anniversary party, and there was a lot to do. I had traveled from my home in Chicago, where I live, to my parents’ home in northern New Jersey on Friday, and my two brothers, my sister-in-law and I had been working almost nonstop to put all of the final details in place. My brother Jerry had to call the caterer; his wife, Mary, had to buy the paper goods; I had to call the guests who hadn’t responded to find out if they were coming; and my brother Rick had to pick up the cake. Along with these tasks, we had my parents’ health needs to contend with. My parents were both in their eighties. My mother had suffered a stroke, and now needed help with many routine activities, and my father had been receiving chemotherapy for the leukemia that had recently been diagnosed.


It was stressful, to say the least. In addition to contending with the immediate tasks associated with the party, my brothers and I had stayed up late Saturday night discussing our parents’ precarious health, and the challenges we would certainly face in the near future. We talked about it often, on the phone and whenever we got together, but there was never enough time. My parents’ health needs changed in often sudden and unpredictable ways, so it was impossible to really plan for the future. We all worried about what the next few years, months, or even days might bring.


The party was scheduled for Sunday afternoon. It was to be an open house at my parents’ home; more than fifty people were expected to show up and squeeze into the modest, three-bedroom ranch house. I woke up early on Sunday, already thinking of everything I had to do: set up chairs, move the dining room table, take my mother to get her hair and her nails done. I was feeling stressed before I even got out of bed.


My parents were still sleeping, and my brothers wouldn’t be coming over for another couple of hours, so I decided to go for a run. Maybe that would help relieve my stress. I quickly pulled on my sweat pants and sweatshirt and a windbreaker, and stepped outside, quietly pulling the door closed behind me.


I jogged down the quiet street and up the next block, a long, winding street with many large, beautifully landscaped homes. The last time I was here it was late summer, and the yards were an explosion of color, flowers and bushes of every kind spilling over the lawns and porches, and children’s bicycles strewn in the driveways.


But now in the last weekend of March, it was chilly, gray and drizzling slightly. The ground was muddy, the grass sparse. I shivered and I pulled the hood of my wind-breaker over my head and ran a little faster as I crossed into the country club on the other side of the highway. My footsteps were the only sound, slapping on the damp pavement as I jogged down the road.


Usually, I enjoyed this route and the routine of running. But today, I was distracted. It was cold and the flowerbeds were still bare, and I had so much on my mind. I was completely engrossed in my thoughts, worrying about my parents’ long-term needs and also about the things I still needed to do today to prepare for the party. I barely noticed my surroundings.


I was jogging along, head down, when I slipped. Suddenly, I was sprawled in the wet grass on the side of the road. I knew immediately that I wasn’t hurt, but I was out of breath and my shoe was untied. As I tied my shoe, I looked up for the first time and noticed exactly where I was. I had jogged a little more than halfway around the lake that sits in the middle of the country club. When I was here last, in the summer, there were children splashing in the water, ducks quacking, bright flowers lining the road.


But today the lake was completely still. The trees, still leafless in early spring, stood out sharply against the gray sky, their trunks darkened by the mist. The ground along the edge of the lake was barren, with no hint of the riot of color that would burst from the soil in less than a month’s time. And there was not another person to be seen, not a single car on the road, not even the cry of a bird or a duck to break the silence.


It was utterly pristine and perfect, and I thought it was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. I sat there for several more minutes, just watching the stillness, listening to the silence.


Now that I wasn’t running, I started to feel cold, so I reluctantly got up and started back towards my parents’ house. But now I was acutely aware of what I was seeing, of where I was at that moment. I realized that I couldn’t even remember the first half of my run. I had been so focused on the things that would come after, on everything I had to do, that I hadn’t noticed whether there were buds on the forsythia bush at the entrance to the country club, or whether the house on the corner that had been half-built in the summer was finished yet, or whether Maynard, the elderly dog belonging to my parents’ equally elderly neighbor, was lying in his usual spot on the front porch.


When I got back to the house, my parents were both up. My mother was sitting at the kitchen table in her bathrobe, reading the morning paper. My father was at the stove, making coffee. They looked up and greeted me as I came in.


“Hi, honey,” my mother said, as she took my hand and squeezed it; her hands were soft and warm.


“How was your walk? Do you want some coffee?” my father asked, smiling.


It was late; I had been gone longer than I’d planned, and there was so much to do. I really should go take my shower, get dressed and get to work right away, I thought.


But it was warm in the kitchen, and the coffee smelled wonderful, and my parents were both there — it was an utterly perfect moment.


“I’d love some coffee,” I said.


In the end, everything I needed to do for the party got done in time. And the party itself was wonderful. Celebrating sixty years of marriage is, of course, an amazing achievement. And for my parents, being able to share that celebration with their family and their oldest and closest friends was especially rewarding.


But for me, the best part of the whole day was that hour I spent sitting in the kitchen with my parents that morning, drinking coffee — just enjoying the moment, unburdened by the past or the future.


I know, of course, that I can’t always have that luxury. As my parents grow older, the problems and the worries I have about them aren’t likely to go away, and I’m going to have to continue to deal with them. But I think it’s going to be a little easier now, because my focus has changed. Even though it’s important to plan for the future, I’m going to make sure I’m not looking so far ahead all the time that I overlook the special and perfect moments that still happen, every day. I’m going to make sure I look for those moments, and savor them.


~Phyllis L. Nutkis
Chicken Soup to Inspire a Woman’s Soul
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The Postcard


The ambush came out of nowhere and everywhere. My platoon members and I were strung out and moving through the bush near Hiep Duc in the Que Son Valley of South Vietnam. It was August 20, 1969, and, as always, it was hot and wet.


All at once, the distinctive angry staccato of the enemies’ AK-47 assault rifles filled the air. It was mixed with a different sound, that of a heavier machine gun. The incoming rounds slapped and tore through the foliage. Adding to the din were the shouts of the platoon sergeant to return fire. Company C of the 196th Light Infantry Brigade was in trouble.


Suddenly, it felt as if someone had smacked me — hard — with a baseball bat on the left thigh. I had been hit by one of the incoming rounds! I tried to scramble out of harm’s way, but there was no escape from the withering fire. Then I heard the ear-splitting “ruuump!” of a grenade explosion, and the baseball bat smashed down hard again, this time pounding onto my right leg and foot.


My memory after that is of crawling — for what seemed like forever. I later calculated that over the course of six hours, I had dragged myself across two miles of ground. I did a lot of thinking and remembering in that time.


At one point during my slow and painful journey, it occurred to me that I’d had the peculiar fortune to have been “drafted” twice. In January 1968, I was a late-round draft pick for the Pittsburgh Steelers, and in November of that year, the U.S. Army drafted me. In my weakened condition, I found this double-draft thing infinitely amusing.


But the joke soon faded, and my mind once again tried to grasp the reason that I was in Vietnam at all. The political reasons for the U.S. being there were easy to understand. The difficult part for a soldier like me to comprehend was my role in this conflict. I had been over all this in my mind many times before, and I always came back to an incident that had happened early on in my tour.


We had come across a village — not even a village, really, but just a couple of hooches inland. There was a family there — kids, an old man and an old lady. I saw that they didn’t have anything — except for an old tin can. They had filled the tin can with water and put it on an open fire to boil. When I looked inside the can, I saw a buffalo hoof. That pathetic soup was their sustenance. I decided right then that if I could help these people take a step forward, then my time in the country would be worthwhile.


As it happened, my opportunity to follow through was cut short. My wounds got me evacuated to Tokyo, where the docs told me I had nearly lost my right foot and that I would never play football again. They informed me I was getting discharged with 40 percent disability.


This was not good news. Football was my whole life and dream — a dream that had started in Appleton, Wisconsin, at Xavier High School and matured at Notre Dame, where I had been voted the captain of the Fighting Irish in 1967. There wasn’t anything else in my life I wanted to do. Football was something I identified with and that defined me.


It was a black time for me. Wounded and depressed, I tried to contemplate a future without football. Then I received a postcard from Art Rooney, the owner of the Steelers. He had written only, “We’ll see you when you get back.”


Such simple words, but their impact was immediate. It was then that I determined that I would be back — I would fight this thing with everything I had. The first thing on the program was learning to walk again on what remained of my right foot.


With more patience and resolve than I knew I had, I succeeded. In 1970, I returned to the Steelers and was placed on injured reserve. By the following year, I was on the taxi squad. In 1973, I made special teams. That year, I began running. In 1974, I was still running — but now I wore the Steelers’ number 20 jersey.


We won the Super Bowl that year. We won again in 1975, 1978 and 1979. Franco Harris and I ran and ran, setting some modest records along the way.


In 1980, I retired from football, having — against all probability — lived my dream. I have tried to thank providence for my exceptional second chance by serving as a board member of the Vietnam Veterans Memorial Fund and being involved with charities for disabled children. I’ve also done a lot of professional motivational speaking, hoping to inspire others to overcome any obstacles that may bar their way.


In my talks, I always tell people about Art Rooney, whose faith in me was contagious. As long as I live, I don’t believe that I will ever experience more inspirational words than the simple sentence written on that long-ago postcard: “We’ll see you when you get back.”


~Rocky Bleier with David Eberhart
Chicken Soup for the Veteran’s Soul
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Realize Your Dreams


Each day comes bearing its own gifts. Untie the ribbons.


~Ruth Ann Schabacker


I had been working at a job I loved, an attendance coordinator at a high school, for eighteen years when I began to feel the stirrings of discontent. I had always been in a disciplinarian role and it was becoming uncomfortable. I felt as though I wasn’t being true to myself in this role. I was ten years away from retirement and had decided to stick it out when the school district sent me to a weekend workshop. One of the classes, “Realizing Your Dreams,” sounded intriguing, so I signed up for it.


After being introduced to the presenter, we were asked to close our eyes and think as far back as we could remember. What was it we loved to do most in the world? What had excited us and made us feel alive? We were to allow whatever came to our minds to be there, no matter how bizarre it might seem. The word “rhythm” came to my mind. I had loved it as a youngster. I had played the clarinet since third grade but had always wanted to be the kid behind the drums. However, during the fifties, girls usually played the flute, clarinet or piano. In high school, my dream had been to be in a rock band, but after years of playing the clarinet, learning to play the drums and joining a rock band seemed out of reach.

OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
            
            
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/8a.jpg





OEBPS/images/4a.jpg









OEBPS/images/f00xv-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0001-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0026-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0005-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/9a.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781611591774.jpg
Ghicken Soup

for theSoul
Olderg @
Wlse

| Stories of
Insplratlon
Humor, /e
and Wisdom &
. about ™
Life at a :

Jack Canfield
& MarkVictor Hansen

edited by Amy Newmark






OEBPS/images/5a.jpg





OEBPS/images/11a.jpg





OEBPS/images/1a.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0023-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/common-03.jpg





OEBPS/images/common-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/common-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
CGhicken  bhicken Soup

- for the oul

Older “ &
&Wiser

Stories of Inspiration
Humor, and Wisdom
about Life at a Certain Age
Jack Canfield
Mark Victor Hansen
Amy Newmark

A





OEBPS/images/6a.jpg





OEBPS/images/10a.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0014-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/2a.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0018-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0010-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/halftitle.jpg
Ghicken Soup

for ‘h"QS)OUI

Older &
&Wiser





OEBPS/images/f0007-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/7a.jpg





OEBPS/images/3a.jpg





