

[image: images]




[image: images]




[image: images]




Chicken Soup for the Soul: Inspiration for the Young at Heart
101 Stories of Inspiration, Humor, and Wisdom about Life at a Certain Age Jack Canfield, Mark Victor Hansen, Amy Newmark
www.SimonandSchuster.com


Published by Chicken Soup for the Soul Publishing, LLC www.chickensoup.com Copyright © 2011 by Chicken Soup for the Soul Publishing, LLC. All Rights Reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the written permission of the publisher.


CSS, Chicken Soup for the Soul, and its Logo and Marks are trademarks of Chicken Soup for the Soul Publishing LLC.


The publisher gratefully acknowledges the many publishers and individuals who granted Chicken Soup for the Soul permission to reprint the cited material.


Front cover photo courtesy of iStockphoto.com/dmbaker (© darren baker). Back cover and interior photos courtesy of Photos.com


Cover and Interior Design & Layout by Pneuma Books, LLC
For more info on Pneuma Books, visit www.pneumabooks.com


Distributed to the booktrade by Simon & Schuster. SAN: 200-2442


Publisher’s Cataloging-in-Publication Data
 (Prepared by The Donohue Group)


Chicken soup for the soul : inspiration for the young at heart : 101 stories of inspiration, humor, and wisdom about life at a certain age / [compiled by] Jack Canfield, Mark Victor Hansen, [and] Amy Newmark.


    p. ; cm.


Summary: A collection of 101 true stories from people over sixty, with upbeat and often funny stories about romance, travel, new careers and hobbies, adventures, volunteer work, sports, families, new homes, new interests, and the joys of retirement.


ISBN: 978-1-935096-71-9
eISBN-13: 978-1-61159-193-4


1. Older people--Conduct of life--Literary collections. 2. Older people--Conduct of life--Anecdotes. 3. Older people’s writings. I. Canfield, Jack, 1944- II. Hansen, Mark Victor. III. Newmark, Amy. IV. Title: Inspiration for the young at heart


PN6071.O5 C483 2011
810.8/02/09285


2011924784


PRINTED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
on acid∞free paper
20 19 18 17 16 15 14 13 12 11        01 02 03 04 05 06 07 08 09 10




[image: images]




[image: images]




[image: images]



New Adventures





[image: images]


GO 60


It is only in adventure that some people succeed in knowing themselves — in finding themselves.


~André Gide


“I can’t do this,” I told my husband as we donned bright blue jumpsuits accessorized with more bells and whistles than I could count. A walkie-talkie hung from my hip. Silver rings decorated shoulders and arms, providing anchor points for attaching cap, sunglasses and wrist hankie. Since I’ve never been into fashion statements, my appearance wasn’t the problem. My emotions were the issue. I was scared.


Earlier that morning we stood beneath the behemoth Sydney Harbour Bridge, the largest long span bridge ever constructed. It is 440 feet from water level to the top of the span. I looked up at the miniscule stick figures on the top of the structure, thinking that in five hours I would become one of those indeterminate silhouettes that drew the attention of passersby. Soon I would become one of those tiny climbers.


I could easily have walked away from this excursion, one I was attempting only at the behest of my husband who had wanted to attempt this folly “forever.” What saved us, or at least saved his dream, was my determination to try sixty new things in the year of my sixtieth birthday. This was it. I needed the experience to apply toward what was becoming a challenging goal.


It started with an epiphany. I was bemoaning the approach of my sixtieth birthday in an e-mail to my younger brother. I typed something along the lines of “I will be 60 in a few weeks.” When I looked back over the message, my mind read the “60” as “GO.” That’s when I decided to GO for 60.


Because I travel frequently, many of the entries in my “GO” diary involve experiences in foreign countries. Licking the bum of a green ant in the Daintree Rainforest in Australia is a good example. Eating pierogies in Gdansk is another.


Opportunities abounded on the home front, as well. I had never used a gas grill, preferring to let my husband man, excuse the expression, the barbeque. However, in his absence, with guests waiting to be fed, I read the notes I had prepared under his tutelage and fired it up. If I hadn’t had my GO for 60 goal in mind, I most likely would have baked the pork chops in the oven. I did overcook them slightly, something which was, unfortunately, not a new experience for me.


On Election Day in November, I worked the polls, a sixteen-hour marathon that I found alternately stimulating and boring. A highlight of the day was a visit by a rattlesnake. It provided a couple of hours of diversion as we poll workers debated its party affiliation.


I took a Mexican cooking class — the molé was delicious — and cranked out homemade pasta. I water-skied on Lake Powell and I drove on the left side of the road in Australia, both of which served quite nicely to elevate my heart rate. As I neared my sixty-first birthday, my list numbered only fifty-four. It was time to get busy. So, I signed up for docent training at a local museum and sponge-painted a bathroom.


What was my favorite adventure of the year? It’s impossible to say. The experiences varied from mundane — setting up a blog — to life changing — signing a book contract. I toured the Hermitage in St. Petersburg and had a formal bra fitting.


The unquestionable success of my GO for 60 year was the shift in my mindset. I might never have agreed to the bridge climb, which, by the way, was not the least bit frightening once we got underway, had I not been looking to add to THE LIST. What a pity it would have been to miss the exhilaration and beauty of that experience. Before the GO Year, I shunned suggestions for activities that I perceived as boring. Because of this “go for it” commitment, I enjoyed an afternoon at a horse race track and trudged up a steep trail in Hawaii to be rewarded by the phenomenal views from the top of Diamond Head Crater.


I continue to seek out new experiences. I don’t say “no” as quickly as I once did. I have become far more aware of the world of opportunities that awaits every one of us. Newspapers and local magazines teem with announcements, from musical performances to how-to classes. Make your own beads, anyone? There are lectures on topics from travel to financial security, and ongoing requests for volunteers in every field imaginable.


Stay close to home. Travel afar. Make new friends. Go wild with old ones. Read. Write. Ride a horse. Horse around. I’ve already got my sights on my seventieth year!


~Susan Tornga
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A Star Is Born


Fame is a fickle food upon a shifting plate.


~Emily Dickinson


My wife, Ellie, and I have spent one Wednesday a month for the last five years as volunteer bartenders at our local theater, the Francis Wilson Playhouse in Clearwater, Florida. This past month, we were, as usual, at our stations behind the bar, at 7:15 p.m., ready to serve the patrons for the current play. A large number of walk-ins, together with the season ticket holders assured us that the auditorium would be full for the production of Kitchen Witches.


The theater group had become like family to us, but I was surprised to see the director walk up to me fifteen minutes before the play was to start. By this time, he was usually behind the stage curtains waiting for the play to begin.


“My friend Ray, I have something important to ask you.”


“What’s that?”


“I would like you to be in tonight’s play.”


Having never been in a live theatrical production, I was taken aback.


“I’ve never done any acting before. What’s the part? And will I have lines to say?”


“Oh, you don’t have any lines. As you probably know, the play is about two television cooking show hostesses, Dolly and Izzie, who were always rivals. They are now forced to appear on the same cooking show and they feud constantly.”


“Yes, I read the write-up on the play in the newspaper.”


“Well, about fifteen minutes into the second act, they are going to have a cook off with strawberry shortcake as the item they are making. I need you to be the judge of the contest.”


“Okay. But what do I do?”


“Just sit near the stage and when the emcee of the show announces your name as the judge you join the ladies onstage. Just ad-lib it from there.”


“Sounds easy. I can handle that.”


The first act of the play passed by quickly, with constant laughter from the audience.


At intermission, I was back serving wine, soda and snacks, doing my bartending job. Then the house lights blinked, signaling that it was time for everyone to return to their seats for the second act. My moment of stardom had almost arrived. I would be making my big debut.


I sat about four rows back from the front and waited for the request to come onto the stage.


“Now, would our judge for the strawberry shortcake contest, Ray Weaver, please come forward?”


I jumped up quickly and made my way to the steps. As I started up them, I decided to make the most of my first stage appearance and deliberately stumbled. The audience roared with laughter. Dolly and Izzie rushed forward to help me to the center stage.


Dolly began to interview me. “Let’s tell our audience what you do for a living, Mr. Weaver.”


“Oh, I’m retired now. But I do a lot of writing.”


“What kind of writing?”


“Suspense stories and magazine articles. And oh, yes, I can read too.”


A lady in the front row yelled, “You tell them honey.”


“Are you married?”


I raised my left hand, looked down at my ring finger and answered. “Oh, yes. I’m married. And she’s still alive. I think.”


Now, I was on a roll.


Izzie, looking as though she had enough of the question and answer period, came forward with a long black plastic apron, which she placed on the front part of my body.


As this point, I started to get worried. I was wearing my dress slacks and a nice sports jacket. Why did I need this big plastic apron?


As the two ladies each picked up a large dish of strawberry shortcake, covered with whipped cream, and walked up to me from either side, I started to sweat.


First Dolly shoveled a large spoonful of the treat into my mouth. I tasted, chewed slowly and swallowed. Then Izzie approached me with a large spoonful of her dessert. She thrust it into my mouth, getting whipped cream all over my chin.


I chewed and swallowed even slower.


“Well, Judge Ray, we need you to tell us which of us makes the better strawberry shortcake,” Dolly demanded.


I looked from one lady to the other. Now, I was really cautious. I was certain that no matter which one I chose, the other was going to let me have it in the face with her berries and cream.


Finally, I said, “Well, Dolly, I’m sorry. But, I have to choose Izzie’s.”


Izzie smiled. The audience clapped loudly. Dolly started to push me toward the exit stairs.


Then, Izzie rushed over to me. “Wait, I need the apron back.” She whipped the apron off, leaned over and gave me a brief kiss on the cheek.


Now, unable to think of a way to prolong my stage appearance, I made my way back to my seat as the audience briefly applauded.


My wife leaned over and said, “Nice job. Look out, Broadway.”


I was somewhat disappointed however that I was not called up onto the stage after the play had ended, when the actors took their final bows and received a standing ovation.


As I prepared to leave the theater after the show, a little old lady walked up to me and grabbed my arm. “Let’s see. I know you from somewhere? Where do I know you from?”


I smiled and said. “I’m the bartender.”


She looked at me with a puzzled expression on her face. “You know, I never saw that play.”


~Raymond P. Weaver
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Birthday Pageant


Taking joy in living is a woman’s best cosmetic.


~Rosalind Russell


How would I observe my sixtieth birthday? How would I honor the beginning of a new decade? Birthdays have always been important to me. As a matter of fact, I schedule a whole birthday month rather than just one day!


Every July, I fill the calendar with activities that make me happy. My husband is always supportive of the plans since they bring him pleasure also. Walks in the woods with our dogs. A paddleboat ride at the lake. An outdoor concert featuring old-time rock and roll, or perhaps even better, folk songs from the 1960s.


Some years I am exceptionally blessed and my family visits from out of town during July. Food. Laughter. Old stories that bring joy and tears. Life doesn’t get any better.


However, for my sixtieth birthday I decided to outdo myself. I had discovered that the Ms. Senior Michigan Pageant was going to be held at the local senior center. In order to be a contestant, you had to be at least sixty years old. Lo and behold, the pageant was to be held on my actual birth date! My husband agreed with me that it was a sign that I needed to sign up.


Watching Miss America was a rite of passage when I was growing up, but it had never occurred to me to take part in a pageant. As a matter of fact, my lifestyle doesn’t include fancy dresses.


Nevertheless, I knew this was an opportunity to step out of my comfort zone and have a learning experience. Contestants would have a one-on-one interview with the judges, deliver a statement of life philosophy, show off a talent, and exhibit poise during a walk across stage in an evening gown. It sounded like fun. Scary too!


Although I do sing and dance a little, I didn’t feel that was my way to shine. Instead I prepared a humorous monologue about a miscommunication created by my hearing loss. Oh boy, I have now added comedian to my bio!


The interview and statement of philosophy were interesting. A year later, I have still not decided how I felt about the evening gown walk. I did feel like a princess in my sparkly blue dress with the swishy skirt. On the other hand, it felt silly to walk across stage and pose for the audience.


My husband, of course, thought I was the absolute best. The judges, however, had someone else in mind as the winner. I didn’t win or place, but I did have a wonderful birthday celebration.


My youngest niece was impressed with my participation. In honor of my birthday, she drew a picture of me in my blue sparkle dress that made me thinner and blonder than I really am. The rendition of my dress was much more accurate. I framed the drawing and hung it up to remind me that it is exciting to step out of my comfort zone.


The Ms. Senior Michigan Pageant was a terrific way to begin my sixties. I cannot wait to see what is next, but I bet it will be something really interesting! The best is yet to come.


~Mary Ellen Warner
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Zipping over Fear


Courage is the power to let go of the familiar.


~Raymond Lindquist


My heart thudded as the guide outfitted me in gear that screamed “Danger.” A thick leather glove encased my right hand and a helmet hugged my head. Sturdy straps gripped each thigh, meeting in the back to circle my waist, exerting a powerful thong-like effect. I was a middle-aged woman whose only brushes with athleticism included the yoga mat and treadmill. Already, I was regretting my impulsive decision to step off this platform and entrust myself to the wobbly-looking steel cable that disappeared over the ravine and into the far-flung foliage of the Costa Rican rainforest.


As a child, I had avidly watched Tarzan movies and then wildly swung from vine to vine, down at my best friend’s farm, gliding across creeks and skidding through the leaves. Despite such glorious flights, when I grew up a fear of heights seized me. I avoided towers, rooftop gardens and mountaintops. I became a ground-floor person.


Yet, when I learned it was possible to fly over the rainforest canopy, something in me wanted to soar again. The concept seemed both ecological and romantic. I would see the tops of trees and glimpse toucans, howler monkeys and other elusive creatures. I would be one with nature, in the purest and simplest of ways.


But the moment I arrived at the zip line site, my stomach clamped into a series of world-class knots. My hands became rainforest moist. My image of myself flying across the treetops collided with a picture of me crashing into the ground.


“You will love this,” one of the guides, Carlos, promised. Six other people had signed up for the ordeal and all of them also looked impossibly fearless, fit and agile.


I listened to a guide instructing us on how to sit, tilted slightly back, our ankles casually crossed, as if we were not hurtling through thin air. He showed us how to stop, pulling down with our gloved right hand.


“This is very safe,” Carlos assured me. “Perhaps you can go first. You will like it.”


Before I could step back, Carlos clipped me to the steel cable that stretched to somewhere far away in the deep primordial forest. “Sit back, relax. The guide at the other end will hold up two hands to show you when to stop.”


As instructed, I clung to my cords with my left hand. My right, gloved hand was slightly behind me, holding the overhead cable so I would not twirl uncontrollably.


“Don’t grip the cable, it will slow you. Just hover the hand over the line,” Carlos coached. My hand hovered. My stomach quivered. And then I was sailing across the line, the wind in my face, and the treetops all around me. I felt free and alive.


As I approached the platform, the guide signaled me to stop. I pulled down on the cable, but didn’t slow. I jerked my hand down again but kept zooming forward. The guide caught me, just before I was one with a tree trunk. Then he taught me the rest of the lesson: “Put one hand over the other and pull yourself up to stop.”


Before I had a chance to reconsider, I was hooked up to the next line and soared off into another set of treetops. Each ride was exhilarating, a vibrant whisk through the trees, a submersion in the loamy scent of forest, the air ripe with rain. Each line gave me a short swift flirtation with danger, a rush of fear as the tree platform loomed ahead and then a comforting sense of safety when my feet touched. The last line, the eleventh one, was a long ride over a picturesque river. I savored every moment: the glimpse of blue morpho butterfly, the rich wands of branches, the dark hulk of opossum in a neighboring tree, the sure, sheer abandonment of tethered flight.


Then, the guides were helping me out of my gear. The earth felt comforting as I stepped out of my harness and took off my helmet. I was shaking but happy as I said a grateful goodbye to the guides and the other flyers.


As I rode past the thick forest I had just “flown” over, I felt a deep sense of connection and satisfaction. I probably still couldn’t climb a mountain or blithely peer over a building top to enjoy a scenic view, but I could fly through the brimming beauty of a rainforest. For me, it was the height of bravery.


~Deborah Shouse
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Blackberry Magic


Nobody can do for little children what grandparents do. Grandparents sort of sprinkle stardust over the lives of little children.


~Alex Haley


Blackberry pie. Is summer ever complete without at least one day devoted to picking blackberries and making a blackberry pie?


There’s a ritual connected with blackberry picking. Rule number one is that it can’t be planned. You just have to be out taking a walk and you spot some blackberry bushes. “BLACKBERRIES!” someone shouts, and drawn by some ancient and unexplainable law of nature, you run towards the bushes. Soon, your hands, your arms, your clothes are bathed in that sticky purple nectar.


I succumbed to the lure of the blackberry just this past week. True to the ritual, I did not plan to go berry picking. With my foster grandchildren, seven-year-old Mark and nine-year-old Jennie, as my companions, we had set out to take our new Village dog, Sammy, for a walk down the country road near home. Jennie spotted the blackberry bushes first and let out a scream of delight, “BLACKBERRIES!” You could almost hear the dog thinking, “So much for taking me for a walk.”


We plunged into the glorious cache of blackberries, squeezing and squishing, reaching out with bare arms towards the blackest and sweetest of that luscious fruit, dodging those nasty thorns. Drat! Why weren’t we smart enough to wear long pants? We were being faithful to ritual, that’s why. We were all wearing shorts and, of course, had no container for the berries we were picking.


We improvised. The plastic bag we brought along for Sammy’s business (never been used I assure you) served the purpose. Magically, the bag began to fill.


“Is this enough for a pie, Grandpa Hank?”


“No Mark, we need more. I think it takes three or four cups for a pie.”


The day was hot. I felt my T-shirt sticking to my body. Mark was wearing a goodly portion of his haul on his shirt. “Ouch,” yelled Jennie, as the thorns attacked her bare legs. The three of us (and Sammy, who waited patiently in the shade) stuck to our task, intent on making these black beauties our own.


“Mark, don’t pick the ones that are still red,” admonished Jennie. “I’m not,” replied Mark indignantly. “Geez, I know THAT much.”


Still, it was obvious from the kids’ enthusiasm that they were having a ball. Forgotten for the moment was the grief they carried as victims of abuse and neglect. All that mattered was that they were enjoying this warm summer day picking blackberries.


Mark yelled across the road to a woman passing by, “You know what? We’re gonna make a blackberry pie all by ourselves.”


“With vanilla ice cream on top,” chimed in Jennie.


The bag was bulging with berries as we returned to my apartment. I had never made any kind of pie in my whole life but there was no way I was NOT going to bake a pie for these kids. With the help of a recipe from the Internet and ready-made pie shells from Safeway, the kids and I put together a blackberry pie fit for the gods.


In the great scheme of things, I suppose the experience of picking wild blackberries and baking a pie with a couple of foster kids is no big deal. But it’s a memory this old guy will savor for a long time. I dare to hope that the kids will, too.


~Hank Mattimore
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Did You Ride that Thing?


Four wheels move the body. Two wheels move the soul.


~Author Unknown


Just before turning fifty years old, and having flown home after an exhilarating trip from California to the East Coast on a pearl white Honda Helix 250 scooter, I got the itch to ride a real motorcycle. I was ready to shed the scooter image and become a motorcycle mama riding a genuine, throw-your-leg-over, gear-shifting two-wheeler. I just needed to learn how.


A friend loaned me her small Kawasaki motorcycle, and with minimal instructions, I took off. To bolster my courage, I pep-talked and coached myself aloud through the neighborhood. “You can do this! Ease out on the clutch. A little more throttle. That’s it.” There was a tiny delay at each stoplight when the bike stalled out, but I was able to get it going and move along after a few tries at restarting. Thankfully, the folks in the cars behind me were patient.


Finally, everything was in sync, and I was on my way to practice in another small neighborhood. As I tried to turn around in a cul-desac, the engine died. Once, twice, six times I went through the startup and take-off procedure. No luck. Disgusted, I flung the kickstand down with my left foot, dismounted, and circled that motorcycle, eyeing it like it was a schoolyard enemy ready for a fight. Walking around the bike, I spoke to it, repeating a few choice playground words I’d heard growing up. I felt a lot better. After throwing my leg over the seat, I turned the key, eased out the clutch, and rolled on the throttle. To my surprise, the Kawasaki started moving forward and kept going while I shifted into second and then third gears. I was riding! That bike and I had come to an understanding.


With practice on the back roads and the Motorcycle Safety Foundation course under my belt, my skill and confidence grew. But the reactions of my friends and family leaned more toward skepticism. Shaking her head in disbelief, my mother said, “Oh, I don’t want to know about this.”


“Oh, my god! You’re riding that motorcycle?” one friend wailed as she looked toward the curb where I’d parked. Before too long, she bragged that her place was one of my first destinations.


Eighteen years later, I look back and see that motorcycling opened the world to me. I’ve ridden in four countries: the United States, Mexico, Canada, and New Zealand. Through all my travels, some with friends and some solo, I’ve learned about the places I’ve been and about myself. I have grown as an individual as well as a rider.


My knowledge of geography, using maps, driving distances and the timing for each leg of a ride increased with practice. These skills have made me an astute planner and have taken me to places where the sights are even more wondrous when you experience them from the vantage point of a motorcycle.


One of the most meaningful things I discovered is that I am a strong and capable rider. I can handle my motorcycle and myself in the world, meeting the challenges of heavy traffic, flash floods and sketchy road conditions. The freeways of Los Angeles, Dallas, Atlanta, and Denver are harrowing, but I learned to navigate through each city. Sometimes bad weather has caught me on my bike, such as that time in Taos, New Mexico, when it hailed and plastered a white covering over the road. My riding partner and I pulled over, retrieved our umbrellas from our gear, moved away from our bikes, and waited for the passing cars to clear a path for us. I even conquered the scariest moments of my riding life — negotiating the dark, uneven, unpaved tunnel on the way to Milford Sound and traversing bridges that drivers shared with railroad tracks in New Zealand.


While I love traveling with friends, it thrills me to be on my own, making all the decisions, and pointing my candy apple red Honda Goldwing in the direction I choose. “Do you ever get lonely when you’re riding by yourself?” people often ask. Not at all. The motorcycle is a built-in conversation starter. Add being a lone woman rider on a big red bike to the mix, and there is instant conversation at any fuel or rest stop. Most often, men will ask, “Did you ride that thing all the way here by yourself?” Afterward, they tell their own motorcycling history, which bikes they rode or about the bike that’s stored in their garage. One fellow helped me with a difficult gas nozzle at a fuel station and then began to tell his story. Before I knew it, he pulled up his shirt to show me the scar that remained from an accident he’d had while riding drunk.


Women will usually come out with an encouraging “’Atta girl!” or mention that they wish they could ride. My standard answer is, “You can.” Then I share the phone number of the Motorcycle Safety Foundation, so they can find out where to get riding lessons, and tell them about Women on Wheels, the motorcycling organization to which I belong.


Other riders want to know where you’ve been and where you’re going and to share their tales. It’s not uncommon for strangers to sit down together when they happen to meet at a restaurant or to ride together for a few miles. These brief encounters show that the mere act of riding stimulates comradeship.


Most important, some of my dearest and deepest friendships have come through motorcycling. It was our love for the sport and adventure that brought us together, but our friendships have blossomed and developed and endured over time. It’s simple. You come to respect, admire, and even love people with whom you have a mutual interdependence. Although each of us is fully capable of handling her bike and riding on her own, when out on the road together, we ride as a unit — a team. What affects one, affects all. So, we adhere to a certain standard of riding and communicate through signals. We learn each others’ riding styles and strengths, the way each sits in her saddle, and how far we can ride before someone requires gas. It’s the best of all worlds: time on the bike, a ride through glorious country, and good friends with whom to share the experience.


I came to motorcycling in the second half of my life — when I was ready to inject a bit of excitement, but mature enough to handle it with safety and care. Sure, it’s risky. But it’s calculated risk that makes life interesting and infuses us with energy.


~Annis Cassells
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What a Riot


Old age is an excellent time for outrage. My goal is to say or do at least one outrageous thing every week.


~Louis Kronenberger


What an experience! Grandma spending a day creating some havoc with our Keepers-of-the-Peace. It was exhausting and exhilarating, mystifying and satisfying. I played my role well, knowing it served a good purpose. The uniformed officers may have been surprised at the level of enthusiasm exhibited by my cohorts. We played our roles with gusto: cops and rioters alike.


It was a beautiful spring morning when black and whites approached a crowd, including yours truly, with sirens wailing, lights flashing, horns blowing, brakes screeching, and a mystical smoke screen materializing. Dozens of cops exploded from the squad cars and crouched behind protective car doors. Next, they formed the notorious shoulder-to-shoulder offense line and I heard commands from a bullhorn along with the sounds of light firearms and heavier weapons. The officers advanced toward the unruly crowd. All this happened while we, the rioters, were throwing bottles, waving placards, and yelling repulsive phrases. As the uniforms approached, I heard a young peace officer bellow, “Hey, Grandma, back off.” I turned toward the voice and found the officer looking directly at me. Of course, all the officers were dressed for a real confrontation. They wore full riot gear including bulletproof vests, helmets and face protectors, shields and nightsticks.


The fact that I was a rather plump, gray-haired, seventy-something grandma didn’t faze the young man nor did his yelling deter me. I continued throwing the near-empty plastic water bottles — as hard as I could — still carrying a somber black placard with bright red lettering stating, “COPS SUCK.” I was shrieking all the nasty clichés about cops that I could bring myself to voice, and he just glared. His “Hey, Grandma” command really ticked me off. Who did this kid think he was facing? Just another grandma? No way. Did I bombard him with bottles? Absolutely. Did I yell? You bet I did, as loud as my aged voice allowed.


My young, mouthy adversary, dressed for battle, pointed his nightstick directly at this grandma — not touching, but it seemed so very close. It was time for me to reverse direction, and I began slowly retreating. My eyes remain focused on the approaching nightstick. It was strangely frightening, yet invigorating.


It was now a couple of hours into the exercise and I was sweating. My brow was damp and my palms were wet. I was at war with the police — granted a controlled war, but nonetheless, a war.


At this point in my story, it seems appropriate to make the reader aware of the purpose behind these activities — the who, what, where, when, and why.


Well, the bellowing young man was one of about 100 peace officers, from various communities, involved in Mobile Field Training in Southern California. This confrontation took place in a huge, fenced, empty area and was designed to give the officers experience in riot control — as realistic as possible — hence the impersonating rioters. These pretenders — at least 100 of us, volunteers all — were told to harass the police and show aggressive behavior but without any physical contact. I feel we gave them a taunting worth remembering.


Appearing next was the coup de grâce — the mounted officers. Until you have had a horse sporting protective gear, with an officer atop also sporting protective gear, pointing a wooden spear directly at your torso, you don’t know real intimidation. As these mounted steeds approached, four abreast, I took heed. My water bottles were dropped, the placard hit the ground, and my throat closed so I couldn’t yell.


Grandma had met her match. The officers on foot I could handle, but these officers atop such huge and magnificent beasts quelled my thunder. There was no real danger — this I knew — yet it felt like the appropriate time to find a seat in the shade and become a spectator. I was tired and found the visual experience inviting, minus the physical involvement. I sat and was spellbound by the remainder of the exercise.


Once more I say, “What an experience!” Would I do it again? In a heartbeat!


What will the next activity be for this seventy-something grandma? I can’t imagine, but I anxiously await the call to serve!


~Jane Goodwin
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The Honeymoon


You will do foolish things, but do them with enthusiasm.


~Colette


Keith and I were blessed to find love at age sixty. I had planned a trip to Florida with a friend and when she had a change in plans it became the perfect honeymoon for us. Neither Keith nor I had ever been to Florida, and the thought of palm trees, warmth, and sun after a cold, rainy Oregon winter was a dream come true.


Our first day was amazing. Driving from Orlando toward Cape Canaveral, we were curious about a group of people who had stopped along the roadside and were looking up into the sky. We pulled over to find out why they were there. Suddenly, we were gazing in awe at a shuttle blasting off and disappearing into space with a spiraling vapor trail. Later, a walk on the beach hand-in-hand and a romantic candlelight dinner capped off an incredible day.


“Let’s explore the St. Petersburg area tomorrow,” Keith suggested, little knowing what that next day held in store.


Driving west to St. Petersburg, we continued wandering southward into Fort DeSoto State Park. We were pleasantly surprised to be greeted with a sign that read, “#1 Beach in America in 2005.” Wisps of clouds floated in an azure sky. A postcard had shown the beach covered with bodies, but we shared the warm, caressing waves and beautiful palm-shaded shore with only one other family. To our delight, a group of graceful dolphins swam by as we gazed from the pier. We spotted the angular form of a huge frigate bird soaring high above.


“Frigate birds are usually only seen along shore when a storm is brewing,” a passing park ranger told us. No hint of that — what a treat!


After a swim on the idyllic beach, we continued exploring southward, trekking over a magnificent cabled bridge that stretched over the bay with no end in sight. Hunger overtook us as we reached civilization again on the far shore. Unable to find a park nearby, we stopped to munch local vegetables and fruit on a dead end street just off the freeway. A bench seemed to invite visitors, but we chose to sit in the shade of our rented PT Cruiser and observe the neighborhood. I watched a young man stroll across the street with a weed eater, and envisioned him heading to an elderly neighbor’s house to help with yard work.


Suddenly a sheriff’s car appeared on the right side of our vehicle, and a young officer quickly approached with his hand on his gun. I had a sudden vision of a chubby Barney Fife.


“What are you doing here?” he asked.


“Having lunch and drinking my buttermilk,” I replied as I held up the milk carton. “Is there a problem, officer?”


“Well, yes — if you are selling drugs,” he said.


Selling drugs? How absurd! I laughed aloud. The young officer flushed, and looked at me sternly, as my husband Keith jabbed me in the ribs.


“What are you doing having lunch in the ghetto, then,” the officer said, “unless you want to be carjacked?”


I gazed in disbelief at the neighborhood homes. What did he mean, ghetto? It was not an affluent neighborhood by any means, but certainly not my idea of a ghetto.


Suddenly another officer appeared by Keith’s door, and I saw in the side view mirror that a second sheriff’s car had pulled in behind our vehicle. As my husband was asked for his license, he tried to explain that our plight was just an innocent mistake. Gradually, the young officers began to realize we really were just lost tourists from Oregon, not drug dealers. We were only too glad to follow their directions to leave the area and get back on the freeway.


“What were you doing, laughing at that officer?” Keith sputtered. “Did you want to get us arrested?”


“I can’t believe they thought we were drug dealers. I should have pulled out my county ID badge that shows I’m an Alcohol/Drug Prevention Specialist and let him look at that,” I said.


“Oh yeah — I’m sure he would think you were just using that as a cover!” Keith retorted.


“Do you think a drug dealer would choose a grandmotherly car like a PT Cruiser? I’d have a Corvette or a Cadillac for sure,” I quipped, choking with laughter. Looking down the freeway, I gasped, “Oh, please hurry, and find a rest area soon,” as I held my sides and tears ran down my cheeks. Two senior citizens accused of being drug dealers on their honeymoon. This was one day we would surely long remember!


~Yvonne Kays
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Personal Magnetism


Humor is just another defense against the universe.


~Mel Brooks


My great-grandma lived to be 102. She was stubborn and never gave up on things. When I tried to wear Great-Grandma’s antique pearls, I discovered that I must have inherited her sticking power.


One of my nephews was getting married. Where I live, in the Pacific Northwest, clothing is mostly casual — think flannel shirts and blue jeans. I’m okay with casual, but I relished the chance to dress up.


The ceremony took place in early fall, when Oregon trees put on a spectacular show that rivals East Coast fall splendor. The couple had chosen a garden setting to take advantage of the changing leaves. In October, the garden blazed with striking reds, oranges and yellows, contrasting with a backdrop of dark green firs and Indian summer sky. I settled on wearing a dressy cranberry-colored pantsuit, which would go perfectly with my great-grandmother’s pearls.


If Great-Grandma was as far-sighted as I’ve become, there’s no way she could have put on that necklace by herself. The pearls were gorgeous, but the findings were intricate and tiny. I’d had trouble hooking the clasp even before I started wearing bifocals.


Now, even with a magnifying glass, the fastener looked microscopic. I knew I’d never get the necklace hooked on my own, and I lived alone, not counting my fifteen-year-old cat Oliver. Then I remembered something I’d seen in the drugstore.


Like a lot of drugstores, this one had an entire section devoted to products for older people. Canes, walkers and raised toilet seats vied for my attention, along with pill splitters, pill boxes and pill organizers to help people remember to take their morning and nighttime meds. They had long poles for grabbing out-of-reach things so you wouldn’t have to bend over. They sold cell phones with oversized buttons, and a lamp that turned on automatically, so robbers wouldn’t know you lived alone.


Then, on a display hook I spotted what I was searching for. Hiding behind the eyeglass repair kits — complete with the world’s tiniest screwdriver and a packet of tinier screws — hung the perfect solution for fastening necklaces like my string of pearls. For those of us with arthritic hands or dimming eyesight, the package promised no less than a miracle.


I knocked off all the eyeglass kits getting it, but finally dug out a miracle necklace helper and examined the package’s contents, which included a couple of small magnets. All you did was connect a little magnet to each end of the necklace. That was it. I was expecting something more dramatic, but the package promised to fasten any necklace and save my eyes. I bought several sets.


The day of my nephew’s wedding, I donned the cranberry pantsuit and the pearls. I looked stunning — if I may say so — and proudly allowed one of the groomsmen to usher me to the family section. The metal folding chair wasn’t the most comfortable seat, but I reminded myself that this was a “Northwest Casual” wedding, not a formal affair in a basilica.


The wedding march began — not the traditional one, but a flute and guitar version of the Beatles’ “Here Comes the Sun.” During the processional, the bridesmaids, in wine-colored satin as colorful as surrounding trees, did that special walk up the aisle. My nephew looked handsome in his suit and pink tie.


The big moment arrived. The bride was beautiful, in a cloud of white chiffon that complemented her long auburn hair. Everyone rose.


Everyone except me.


I tried to stand but felt intense pressure on my neck. I put a hand to my throat, as the pearls pressed against my neck. The pearl necklace’s magnets clung to the back of the metal chair. I was stuck.


I couldn’t ask for help, lest I call attention to myself. I sat there smiling, hoping no one would notice my face turning the same shade of red as my outfit.


By the time I’d discretely disconnected myself from the chair, my nephew was kissing his bride. I was too embarrassed to explain why I didn’t stand for the bride that day, or why my neck had pearl-like rope burns. Besides, I’m stubborn too. If I make it to age 102, I’ll attribute my longevity to my great-grandmother’s good genes and my own personal magnetism.


~Linda S. Clare
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Crime Fighter


You can’t turn back the clock. But you can wind it up again.


~Bonnie Prudden


Okay, I’d retired. So, now what? I traveled a bit and dabbled in a few hobbies. But I was looking for something more stimulating, something I could really sink my teeth into — while I still had teeth.


An article in my local newspaper caught my eye. It described an offering at the police department called the Citizens Police Academy. Various facets of police work would be covered during the fourteen-week course. Topics ranged from patrol functions to investigations, crime prevention, narcotics, SWAT team duties and, in general, the importance of public involvement in the policing process.


I eagerly signed up and never missed a class. Each week various police officers, an assistant district attorney, and even a superior court judge presented our instruction.


One of the highlights was a ride-along with a patrol officer, intended to run no longer than four hours. But it was so interesting that I stayed on with the officer (and his canine) through practically his entire ten-hour shift. By the time we returned to the station, we’d logged in fifty-three miles on the odometer, just cruising around town.


We made a number of traffic stops for driving violations and then looked for someone evading an arrest warrant. Later we searched for a juvenile reported to be drunk in a pool hall. I was even allowed to search the ladies room for her. We responded to a radio call of a robbery in progress at the shopping mall, racing there on the freeway at breakneck speed, but arriving too late to apprehend him. The canine in the caged enclosure in back went nuts the whole way because he knew he was going to work soon. Late that night we arrested a drunk and followed another patrol car to transport him to jail. (We couldn’t take on passengers because of the canine.) All this occurred in just one night in my sleepy hometown!


At the conclusion of the Citizens Academy program, I’d made up my mind. I decided to find out how I could get more involved.


On our own, another private citizen and I organized a fundraiser to purchase bulletproof vests for the three police canines. Why not? They’re at risk, too. We publicized the event in the newspapers and then secured a booth at an upcoming street fair in town. We designed flyers to distribute before and during the fair, and I took photos of each of the canines and had a local printing company convert them into life-size cardboard cut-outs.


We used these eye-catching freestanding posters to decorate our booth. We collected donations from the public attending the event and then pounded the pavement for a few months afterward, obtaining even more contributions from many local businesses. Ultimately, we raised enough money to purchase assault vests for all three dogs, with roughly $10,000 left over for future vest replacement! The mayor even presented us with commendations during the monthly city council meeting, flanked by the canines sporting their protective vests.


Soon after that, I applied to become an official police volunteer and got accepted into the VIPS (Volunteer in Police Service) program. I work a minimum of sixteen hours a month but usually put in as much time as I’m able to give. Assignments cover a wide range of activities, from various administrative tasks inside the police station to actual street duty in full uniform with another volunteer in a marked police car.
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