

[image: Image]
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Introduction


God created man because he loves stories.


Elie Wiesel


From our hearts to yours, we are delighted to offer you A 3rd Helping of Chicken Soup for the Soul. This book contains over 100 stories that we know will inspire and motivate you to love more unconditionally, live more passionately and pursue your heartfelt dreams with more conviction. This book will sustain you in times of challenge, frustration and failure, and comfort you in times of confusion, pain and loss. It will truly become a lifelong companion, offering continual insight and wisdom on many areas of your life.


We believe you are about to experience a truly remarkable book. Our first three books, Chicken Soup for the Soul,A2nd HelpingofChickenSoupforthe Soul and the Chicken Soup for the Soul Cookbook, have deeply touched the lives of over 6 million readers worldwide. In the hundreds of letters that we receive every week, we read of the miracles of transformation that have been occurring for individuals and organizations that have been reading and using the books. They report that the love, hope, encouragement and inspiration they have found in these stories has profoundly impacted their lives.


A story may illuminate our relationship to others, encourage compassion, create a sense of wonder, or sanction the concept “We are all in thistogether.”A story can make usponder why we are here. . . . A story may shock us into recognizing a new truth, provide a new perspective, a new way to perceive the universe. universe.


Ruth Stotter


After reading the reports of how our first book powerfully touched so many lives, we are now more convinced than ever that stories are one of the most potent ways to transform our lives. They speak directly to the subconscious mind. They lay down blueprints for living. They offer solutions to our everyday problems and they model behavior that works. They remind us of our grand nature and our infinite possibilities. They awaken us from our habitual day-to-day lives, invite us to dream, and inspire us to do more and be more than we might have originally thought possible. They remind us of what is most important and they model for us the expression of our highest ideals.


How to Read This Book


This book can be read all at once in one sitting—many people have done that with good results. We, however, recommend that you slow down and take your time, savoring each story like a glass of fine wine—in little sips that will give you the time to reflect upon the meanings and implications for your life of each story. If you take the time, you will find that each story will deeply nourish your heart, mind and soul in a different way.


A Zuni once asked an anthropologist, who was carefully writing down a story, “When I tell you these stories, do you see it, or do you just write it down?”


Dennis Tedlock


The word “story” comes from “storehouse.” So a story is a store or a storehouse. Things are actually stored in the story, and what tends to be stored there is its meaning.


Michael Meade


Each and every story in this book contains possible meanings for your life. Take the time to reflect upon and discern that deeper meaning for your life.


We really don’t learn anything from our experience. We only learn from reflecting on our experience .


Robert Sinclair


Many of the stories, when we first found them, or when they were first submitted to us, had predigested morals and prescriptions for living at the end of them. For the most part, we have removed the moralizing and preaching from the stories so that they stand alone and allow you to take your own meanings from them.


A disciple once complained, “You tell us stories, but you never reveal their meaning to us.” The master replied, “How would you like it if someone offered you fruit and chewed it up for you before giving it to you?”


Source Unknown


Share These Stories with Others


Stories can teach, correct errors, lighten the heart and the darkness, provide psychic shelter, assist transformation and heal wounds.


Clarissa Pinkola Estes


What a gift a story is!


Diane MacInnes


Some of the stories you read will move you to share them with a loved one or a friend. When a story really touches you to the depths of your soul, close your eyes ever so briefly and ask yourself, “Who needs to hear this story right now?” Someone you care about may come to mind. Take the time to go to that person or call, and share the story. You will get something even deeper for yourself from sharing the story with someone you care about.


Consider sharing these stories at work, at church, synagogue or temple, and at home with your family.


Stories are stepping stones on the path to spiritual enlightenment.


Ruth Stotter


After sharing a story, discuss how it affected you and why you were drawn to share it with the other person or people. And most important, let these stories inspire you to share your own stories.


Reading about, telling and listening to each others’ stories can be very transformational. Stories are powerful vehicles that release our unconscious energies to heal, to integrate, to express and to grow. Hundreds of readers have told us about how the first two books of Chicken Soup stories opened a floodgate of emotions and facilitated deep family and group sharings. Family members started recalling and relating important experiences in their lives and began to bring those to the dinner table, the family meeting, the classroom, the support group, the church fellowship and even the workplace.


To Navajos, a person’s worth is determined by the stories and songs she or he knows, because it is by this knowledge that an individual is linked to the history of the entire group.


Luci Tapahonso


Ministers, rabbis, psychologists, counselors, trainers and support group leaders have been starting and ending their sermons, meetings and counseling sessions with stories from the book. We encourage you to do this too. People are hungry for this nurturance for the soul. It takes so little time and it can have such long-term impact.


We also encourage you to begin telling your stories to those around you. People may need to hear your story. As several stories in this book will point out, your story might even save a life.


Stories are love gifts.


Many people have inspired us with their stories over the years, and we are grateful to them. We hope that in some small way, we will be part of inspiring you to love and to live more fully. If we achieve that, then we have been successful.


Finally, we would love to hear about your reactions to this book. Please write to us and tell us how these stories affect you. Also, we invite you to become part of this wonderful “network of upliftment” by sending us your stories.


Stories are like fairy gold. The more you give away the more you have.


Polly McGuire


Please send us any stories, poems and cartoons you think we should include in future volumes of Chicke n Soup for the Soul. See page 333 for our address. We look forward to hearing from you. Until then . . . may you enjoy reading A 3rd Serving of Chicken Soup for the Soul as much as we have enjoyed compiling, editing and writing it.


Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen






1

ON LOVE


Love conquers all.


Virgil






A Secret Promise Kept


The appointment I was on my way to was very important; I was very late and very lost. With my male ego in check, I began to look for a place to ask directions, preferably a gas station. Since I had been crisscrossing the city, my gas gauge was perilously low and time was of the essence.


I spotted the amber glow of light outside the local fire station. What better place to ask directions?


I quickly stepped from my car and crossed the street to the station. All three overhead doors were open and I could see red fire engines with their doors ajar, chrome shining, waiting in anticipation for the bell to ring.


As I stepped inside, the aroma of the station assaulted me. It was the smell of the hoses drying in the tower, the oversized rubber boots, jackets and helmets. These smells, mixed in with the freshly washed floors and polished trucks, created that mysterious scent associated with all fire stations. Slowing down, I took a deep breath, closed my eyes and was transported back to my youth, to the fire station where my father worked for 35 years as head of

 fire maintenance.


I looked down to the end of the fire station and there it stood, sparkling gold to the sky, the fire pole. One day my dad let me and my older brother Jay slide down the pole, twice. In the corner of the station was the “creeper” used to slide under trucks when repairing them. Dad would say “Hold on” and he would spin me around until I was dizzy as a drunken sailor. It was better than any Tilt-A-Whirl ride I have ever been on.


Next to the creeper was an old soda machine that had the classic Coca-Cola logo on it. It still dispensed the original green 10-ounce bottles, but they were now 35 cents compared with the 10 cents they were back then. A trip to the soda machine was always the highlight of the visit with Dad to the station, my very own bottle of soda.


When I was 10 years old, I took two of my friends by the station to show off my dad and see if we could weasel some sodas out of him. After showing them around the station, I asked Dad if we could each have a soda before we went home for lunch.


I detected just the slightest hesitation in my father’s voice that day, but he said “Sure” and gave us each a dime. We raced to the soda machine to see if our bottle had a cap with the illustrious star on the inside.


What a lucky day! My cap had a star. I was only two caps away from sending for my very own Davy Crockett hat.


We all thanked my father and headed home for lunch and a summer afternoon of swimming.


I came home early that day from the lake, and as I walked down the hall I heard my parents talking. Mom seemed upset with Dad, and then I heard my name mentioned: “You should have just said you didn’t have money for sodas. Brian would have understood. That money was for your lunch. The kids have to understand that we don’t have any extra money and you need to have your lunch.”


My dad, in his usual way, just shrugged it off.


Before my mother knew I had overheard the conversation, I hurried up the stairs to the room I shared with my four brothers.


As I emptied my pockets, the bottle cap that had caused so many problems fell to the floor. I picked it up and was ready to put it with the other seven when I realized how great a sacrifice my father had made for that bottle cap.


That night I made a promise of repayment. Someday I would be able to tell my father that I knew of the sacrifice he made that afternoon and so many other days, and I would never forget him for it.


My father had his first heart attack at the young age of 47. I guess his lifestyle of working three jobs to support the nine of us finally caught up to him. On the evening of my parents’ 25th anniversary, surrounded by all his family, the biggest, loudest, strongest of us all showed the first crack in the armor we as children thought would always be impenetrable.


Over the next eight years, my father battled back and forth, suffering another three heart attacks until he ended up with a pacemaker.


One afternoon my dad’s old blue Plymouth wagon broke down, and he called me for a ride to take him to the doctor for his annual checkup. As I pulled into the station, I saw my dad outside with all the other firemen crowded around a brand-new pickup truck. It was a deep blue Ford pickup, and it was a beauty. I mentioned to my dad how nice it was, and he commented that someday he would own a truck like that.


We both laughed. This was always his dream—and it always seemed so unattainable.


At this point in my personal life, I was doing quite well in business, as were all my brothers. We offered to buy him a truck, but as he so aptly put it, “If I don’t buy it, I won’t feel like it’s mine.”


As my dad stepped out of the doctor’s office I figured the gray pasty look on his face was from being poked, prodded and pricked with needles.


“Let’s go,” was all he said.


As we got into the car, I knew something was wrong. We drove off in silence and I knew Dad would tell me what was wrong in his own way.


I took the long way back to the station. As we drove by our old house, the ball field, lake and corner store, my dad started talking about the past and the memories each place held.


That’s when I knew he was dying.


He looked at me and nodded.


I understood.


We stopped at Cabot’s Ice Cream and had an ice cream together for the first time alone in 15 years. We talked, really talked that day. He told me how proud he was of all of us and that he wasn’t afraid of dying. His fear was that he was going to be away from my mother.


I chuckled at him; never had a man been more in love with a woman than my dad.


He made me promise that day that I would never tell anyone of his impending death. As I agreed to his wishes, I knew that it was one of the toughest secrets I would ever have to keep.


At the time, my wife and I were looking for a new car or truck. My father knew the salesman at Cochituate Motors in Wayland, so I asked him if he would go with me to see what I could get for a trade-in toward a new car or truck.


As we entered the showroom, and I started talking with the salesman, I spotted Dad looking at the most beautiful, fully loaded chocolate-brown metal-flake pickup truck he or I had ever seen. I saw my dad run his hand over the truck like a sculptor checking his work.


“Dad, I think I should buy a truck. I want to look at something small that is good on gas mileage.”


As the salesman left the showroom to get the dealer plate, I suggested that we take the brown truck out for a ride.


“You can’t afford this,” he said.


“I know that, and you know that, but the salesman doesn’t,” I said.


As we pulled out onto Route 27, with my father behind the wheel, we both laughed like a couple of kids at the fast one we had pulled off. He drove for 10 minutes, commenting about how beautifully it rode while I played with all the bells and whistles.


When we returned to the showroom, we took out a small blue Sundowner truck. My dad commented that this was a better truck for commuting because of gas and all the miles I would be driving. I agreed with him and we returned and finalized the deal with the salesman.


I called my dad a few nights later and asked him if he would come with me to pick up the truck. I think he agreed so quickly just to get one final look at “his brown truck,” as he called it.


When we pulled into the dealer’s yard, there was my little blue Sundowner with a sold sticker on it. Next to it was the brown pickup, all washed and shiny, with a big SOLD sign on the window.


I glanced over at my father and saw the disappointment register on his face as he said, “Someone bought himself a beautiful truck.”


I just nodded and said, “Dad, would you go inside and tell the salesman I’ll be right in as soon as I park the car?” As my father walked past the brown truck, he ran his hand along it and I could see the look of disappointment pass over him again.


I pulled my car around to the far side of the building and looked out the window at the man who had given up everything for his family. I watched as the salesman sat him down, handed him a set of keys to his truck—the brown one—and explained that it was for him from me and this was our secret.


My dad looked out the window, our eyes met, and we both nodded and laughed at each other.


I was waiting outside my house when my dad pulled up that night. As he stepped out of his truck, I gave him a big hug and a kiss and told him how much I loved him, and reminded him this was our secret.


We went for a drive that evening. Dad said he understood the truck, but what was the significance of the Coca-Cola bottle cap with the star in the center taped to the steering wheel?


Brian Keefe






A Sandpiper to Bring You Joy


Several years ago, a neighbor related to me an experience that happened to her one winter on a beach in Washington State.

 The incident stuck in my mind and I took note of what she said. Later, at a writers’ conference, the conversation came back to me and I felt I had to set it down. Here is her story, as haunting to me now as when I first heard it:




She was six years old when I first met her on the beach near where I live. I drive to this beach, a distance of three or four miles, whenever the world begins to close in on me.


She was building a sand castle or something and looked up, her eyes as blue as the sea.


“Hello,” she said. I answered with a nod, not really in the mood to bother with a small child.


“I’m building,” she said.


“I see that. What is it?” I asked, not caring.


“Oh, I don’t know. I just like the feel of the sand.”


That sounds good, I thought, and slipped off my shoes. A sandpiper glided by.


“That’s a joy,” the child said.


“It’s what?”


“It’s a joy. My mama says sandpipers come to bring us joy.”


The bird went glissading down the beach. “Goodbye, joy,” I muttered to myself, “hello, pain,” and turned to walk on. I was depressed; my life seemed completely out of balance.


“What’s your name?” She wouldn’t give up.


“Ruth,” I answered. “I’m Ruth Peterson.”


“Mine’s Windy.” It sounded like Windy. “And I’m six.”


“Hi, Windy.”


She giggled. “You’re funny,” she said. In spite of my gloom I laughed too and walked on.


Her musical giggle followed me. “Come again, Mrs. P,” she called. “We’ll have another happy day.”


The days and weeks that followed belonged to others: a group of unruly Boy Scouts, PTA meetings, an ailing mother.


The sun was shining one morning as I took my hands out of the dishwater. “I need a sandpiper,” I said to myself, gathering up my coat.


The never-changing balm of the seashore awaited me. The breeze was chilly, but I strode along, trying to recapture the serenity I needed. I had forgotten the child and was startled when she appeared.


“Hello, Mrs. P,” she said. “Do you want to play?”


“What did you have in mind?” I asked, with a twinge of annoyance.


“I don’t know. You say.”


“How about charades?” I asked sarcastically.


The tinkling laughter burst forth again. “I don’t know what that is.”


“Then let’s just walk.” Looking at her, I noticed the delicate fairness of her face.


“Where do you live?” I asked.


“Over there.” She pointed toward a row of summer cottages. Strange, I thought, in winter.


“Where do you go to school?”


“I don’t go to school. Mommy says we’re on vacation.”


She chattered little-girl talk as we strolled up the beach, but my mind was on other things. When I left for home, Windy said it had been a happy day. Feeling surprisingly better, I smiled at her and agreed.


Three weeks later, I rushed to my beach in a state of near panic. I was in no mood even to greet Windy. I thought I saw her mother on the porch and felt like demanding she keep her child at home.


“Look, if you don’t mind,” I said crossly when Windy caught up with me, “I’d rather be alone today.” She seemed unusually pale and out of breath.


“Why?” she asked.


I turned on her and shouted, “Because my mother died!”—and thought, my God, why was I saying this to a little child?


“Oh,” she said quietly, “then this is a bad day.”


“Yes, and yesterday and the day before that and—oh, go away!”


“Did it hurt?”


“Did what hurt?” I was exasperated with her, with myself.


“When she died?”


“Of course it hurt!” I snapped, misunderstanding, wrapped up in myself. I strode off.


A month or so after that, when I next went to the beach, she wasn’t there. Feeling guilty, ashamed and admitting to myself I missed her, I went up to the cottage after my walk and knocked at the door. A drawn-looking young woman with honey-colored hair opened the door.


“Hello,” I said. “I’m Ruth Peterson. I missed your little girl today and wondered where she was.”


“Oh yes, Mrs. Peterson, please come in.”


“Wendy talked of you so much. I’m afraid I allowed her to bother you. If she was a nuisance, please accept my apologies.”


“Not at all—she’s a delightful child,” I said, suddenly realizing that I meant it. “Where is she?”


“Wendy died last week, Mrs. Peterson. She had leukemia. Maybe she didn’t tell you.”


Struck dumb, I groped for a chair. My breath caught.


“She loved this beach; so when she asked to come, we couldn’t say no. She seemed so much better here and had a lot of what she called happy days. But the last few weeks she declined rapidly. . . .” Her voice faltered. “She left something for you . . . if only I can find it. Could you wait a moment while I look?”


I nodded stupidly, my mind racing for something, anything, to say to this lovely young woman.


She handed me a smeared envelope, with MRS. P printed in bold, childish letters.


Inside was a drawing in bright crayon hues—a yellow beach, a blue sea, a brown bird. Underneath was carefully printed:


A SANDPIPER TO BRING YOU JOY


Tears welled up in my eyes, and a heart that had almost forgotten how to love opened wide. I took Wendy’s mother in my arms. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” I muttered over and over, and we wept together.


The precious little picture is framed now and hangs in my study. Six words—one for each year of her life—that speak to me of inner harmony, courage, undemanding love. A gift from a child with sea-blue eyes and hair the color of sand—who taught me the gift of love.


Mary Sherman Hilbert






The Most Caring Child


Author and lecturer Leo Buscaglia once talked about a contest he was asked to judge. The purpose of the contest was to find the most caring child. The winner was a four-year-old child whose next-door neighbor was an elderly gentleman who had recently lost his wife. Upon seeing the man cry, the little boy went into the old gentleman’s yard, climbed onto his lap and just sat there. When his mother asked him what he had said to the neighbor, the little boy said, “Nothing, I just helped him cry.”


Ellen Kreidman
Submitted by Donna Bernard












ZIGGY®


[image: 9780757397417_0038_001]










ZIGGY © ZIGGY AND FRIENDS, INC. Reprinted with permission of Universal Press Syndicate. All rights reserved .






Information Please


When I was quite young, my family had one of the first telephones in our neighborhood. I remember well the polished oak case fastened to the wall on the lower stair landing. The shiny receiver hung on the side of the box. I even

 remember the number—105. I was too little to reach the telephone, but used to listen with fascination when my mother talked to it. Once she lifted me up to speak to my father, who was away on business. Magic!


Then I discovered that somewhere inside that wonderful device lived an amazing person—her name was “Information Please” and there was nothing she did not know. My mother could ask her for anybody’s number; when our clock ran down, Information Please immediately supplied the correct time.


My first personal experience with this genie-in-the-receiver came one day while my mother was visiting a neighbor. Amusing myself at the toolbench in the basement, I whacked my finger with a hammer. The pain was terrible, but there didn’t seem to be much use crying because there was no one home to offer sympathy. I walked around the house sucking my throbbing finger, finally arriving at the stairway. The telephone! Quickly I ran for the footstool in the parlor and dragged it to the landing. Climbing up, I unhooked the receiver and held it to my ear. “Information Please,” I said into the mouthpiece just above my head.


A click or two, and a small, clear voice spoke into my ear. “Information.”


“I hurt my fingerrr—” I wailed into the phone. The tears came readily enough, now that I had an audience.


“Isn’t your mother home?” came the question.


“Nobody’s home but me,” I blubbered.


“Are you bleeding?”


“No,” I replied. “I hit it with the hammer and it hurts.”


“Can you open your icebox?” she asked. I said I could.


“Then chip off a little piece of ice and hold it on your finger. That will stop the hurt. Be careful when you use the ice pick,” she admonished. “And don’t cry. You’ll be all right.”


After that, I called Information Please for everything. I asked for help with my geography and she told me where Philadelphia was, and the Orinoco—the romantic river I was going to explore when I grew up. She helped me with my arithmetic, and she told me that a pet chipmunk—I had caught him in the park just the day before—would eat fruit and nuts.


And there was the time that Petey, our pet canary, died. I called Information Please and told her the sad story. She listened, then said the usual things grownups say to soothe a child. But I was unconsoled: Why was it that birds should sing so beautifully and bring joy to whole families, only to end as a heap of feathers feet up, on the bottom of a cage?


She must have sensed my deep concern, for she said quietly, “Paul, always remember that there are other worlds to sing in.”


Somehow I felt better.


Another day I was at the telephone. “Information,” said the now familiar voice.


“How do you spell fix?” I asked.


“Fix something? FIX.” At that instant my sister, who took unholy joy in scaring me, jumped off the stairs at me with a banshee shriek—“Yaaaaaaaaaa!” I fell off the stool, pulling the receiver out of the box by its roots. We were both terrified— Information Please was no longer there, and I was not at all sure that I hadn’t hurt her when I pulled the receiver out.


Minutes later there was a man on the porch. “I’m a telephone repairman. I was working down the street and the operator said there might be some trouble at this number.” He reached for the receiver in my hand. “What happened?” I told him.


“Well, we can fix that in a minute or two.” He opened the telephone box, exposing a maze of wires and coils, and fiddled for a while with the end of the receiver cord, tightening things with a small screwdriver. He jiggled the hook up and down a few times, then spoke into the phone. “Hi, this is Pete. Everything’s under control at 105. The kid’s sister scared him and he pulled the cord out of the box.”


He hung up, smiled, gave me a pat on the head and walked out the door.


All this took place in a small town in the Pacific Northwest. Then, when I was nine years old, we moved across the country to Boston—and I missed my mentor acutely. Information Please belonged in that old wooden box back home, and I somehow never thought of trying the tall, skinny new phone that sat on a small table in the hall.


Yet, as I grew into my teens, the memories of those childhood conversations never really left me; often in moments of doubt and perplexity I would recall the serene sense of security I had when I knew that I could call Information Please and get the right answer. I appreciated now how very patient, understanding and kind she was to have wasted her time on a little boy.


A few years later, on my way west to college, my plane put down in Seattle. I had about half an hour between plane connections, and I spent 15 minutes or so on the phone with my sister who lived there now, happily mellowed by marriage and motherhood. Then, really without thinking what I was doing, I dialed my hometown operator and said, “Information Please.”


Miraculously, I heard again the small, clear voice I knew so well: “Information.”


I hadn’t planned this, but I heard myself saying, “Could you tell me, please, how to spell the word ‘fix’?”


There was a long pause. Then came the softly spoken answer. “I guess,” said Information Please, “that your finger must have healed by now.”


I laughed. “So it’s really still you. I wonder if you have any idea how much you meant to me during all that time. . . .”


“I wonder,” she replied, “if you know how much you meant to me? I never had any children, and I used to look forward to your calls. Silly, wasn’t it?”


It didn’t seem silly, but I didn’t say so. Instead I told her how often I had thought of her over the years, and I asked if I could call her again when I came back to visit my sister after the first semester was over.


“Please do. Just ask for Sally.”


“Goodbye, Sally.” It sounded strange for Information Please to have a name. “If I run into any chipmunks, I’ll tell them to eat fruit and nuts.”


“Do that,” she said. “And I expect one of these days you’ll be off for the Orinoco. Well, goodbye.”


Just three months later I was back again at the Seattle airport. A different voice answered, “Information,” and I asked for Sally.


“Are you a friend?”


“Yes,” I said. “An old friend.”


“Then I’m sorry to have to tell you. Sally had only been working part-time in the last few years because she was ill. She died five weeks ago.” But before I could hang up, she said, “Wait a minute. Did you say your name was Villiard?”


“Yes.”


“Well, Sally left a message for you. She wrote it down.”


“What was it?” I asked, almost knowing in advance what it would be.


“Here it is, I’ll read it—‘Tell him I still say there are other worlds to sing in. He’ll know what I mean.’ ”


I thanked her and hung up. I did know what Sally meant.


Paul Villiard






Two Nickels and Five Pennies


In the days when an ice cream sundae cost much less, a 10-year-old boy entered a hotel coffee shop and sat at a table. A waitress put a glass of water in front of him. “How much is an ice cream sundae?”


“Fifty cents,” replied the waitress.


The little boy pulled his hand out of his pocket and studied a number of coins in it. “How much is a dish of plain ice cream?” he inquired.


Some people were now waiting for a table and the waitress was a bit impatient. “Thirty-five cents,” she said

 brusquely.


The little boy again counted the coins. “I’ll have the plain ice cream,” he said.


The waitress brought the ice cream, put the bill on the table, and walked away. The boy finished the ice cream, paid the cashier and departed. When the waitress came back, she began wiping down the table and then swallowed hard at what she saw. There, placed neatly beside the empty dish, were two nickels and five pennies—her tip.


The Best of Bits & Pieces






The Ice Cream Girl


Eleanor didn’t know what was wrong with Grandma. She was always forgetting things, like where she put the sugar, when to pay her bills, and what time to be ready to be picked up for grocery shopping.


“What’s wrong with Grandma?” Eleanor asked. “She used to be such a neat lady. Now she looks sad and lost and doesn’t remember things.”


“Grandma’s just getting old,” Mother said. “She needs a lot of love right now, dear.”


“What’s it like to get old?” Eleanor asked. “Does everybody forget things? Will I?”


“Not everyone forgets things when they get old, Eleanor. We think Grandma may have Alzheimer’s disease, and that makes her forget more. We may have to put her in a nursing home to get the proper care she needs.”


“Oh, Mother! That’s terrible! She’ll miss her own little house so much, won’t she?”


“Maybe, but there isn’t much else we can do. She’ll get good care there and make some new friends.”


Eleanor looked sorrowful. She didn’t like the idea at all.


“Can we go and see her often?” she asked. “I’ll miss talking to Grandma, even if she does forget things.”


“We can go on weekends,” Mother answered. “We can take her a present.”


“Like ice cream? Grandma loves strawberry ice cream!” Eleanor smiled.


“Strawberry ice cream it is!” Mother said.


The first time they visited Grandma in the nursing home, Eleanor wanted to cry.


“Mother, almost all of the people are in wheelchairs,” she said.


“They have to be. Otherwise they’d fall,” Mother explained. “Now when you see Grandma, smile and tell her how nice she looks.”


Grandma sat all by herself in a corner of the room they called the sun parlor. She sat looking out at the trees.


Eleanor hugged Grandma. “Look,” she said, “we brought you a present—your favorite, strawberry ice cream!”


Grandma took the Dixie cup and the spoon and began eating without saying a word.


“I’m sure she’s enjoying it, dear,” Eleanor’s mother assured her.


“But she doesn’t seem to know us.” Eleanor was disappointed.


“You have to give her time,” Mother said. “She’s in new surroundings, and she has to make an adjustment.”


But the next time they visited Grandma it was the same. She ate the ice cream and smiled at them, but she didn’t say anything.


“Grandma, do you know who I am?” Eleanor asked.


“You’re the girl who brings me the ice cream,” Grandma said.


“Yes, but I’m Eleanor, too, your granddaughter. Don’t you remember me?” she asked, throwing her arms around the old lady.


Grandma smiled faintly.


“Remember? Sure I remember. You’re the girl who brings me ice cream.”


Suddenly Eleanor realized that Grandma would never remember her. Grandma was living in a world all her own, in a world of shadowy memories and loneliness.


“Oh, how I love you, Grandma!” she said. Just then she saw a tear roll down Grandma’s cheek.


“Love,” she said. “I remember love.”


“You see, dear, that’s all she wants,” Mother said. “Love.”


“I’ll bring her ice cream every weekend then, and hug her even if she doesn’t remember me,” Eleanor said.


After all, that was more important—to remember love rather than someone’s name.


Marion Schoeberlein






How Magic Helped a Blind Girl See


My friend Whit is a professional magician, and he was hired by a restaurant in Los Angeles to perform walk-around, close-up magic each evening for the patrons as they ate their dinners. One evening he walked up to a family and, after introducing himself, pulled out a deck of cards and began performing. Turning to a young girl sitting at the table, he asked her to select a card. The girl’s father informed him that Wendy, his daughter, was blind.


Whit replied, “That’s okay. If it’s all right with her, I’d like to try a trick anyway.” Turning to the girl, Whit said, “Wendy, would you like to help me with a trick?”


Being a little shy, she shrugged her shoulders and said, “Okay.”


Whit took a seat across from her at the table and said, “I’m going to hold up a playing card, Wendy, and it’s going to be one of two colors, either red or black. What I want you to do is use your psychic powers and tell me what color the card is, red or black. You got it?” Wendy nodded.


Whit held up the king of clubs and said, “Wendy, is this a red card or a black card?”


After a moment, the blind girl replied, “Black.” Her family smiled.


Whit held up the seven of hearts and said, “Is this a red card or a black card?”


Wendy said, “Red.”


Then Whit held up a third card, the three of diamonds and said, “Red or black?”


Without hesitating, Wendy said, “Red!” Her family members giggled nervously. He went through three more cards, and she got all three right. Incredibly, she was six for six! Her family couldn’t believe how lucky she was.


On the seventh card, Whit held up the five of hearts and said, “Wendy, I want you to tell me the value and suit of this card . . . whether it’s a heart, diamond, club or spade.”


After a moment, Wendy replied confidently, “It’s the five of hearts.” Her family let out a gasp; they were stunned!


Her father asked Whit whether he was doing some kind of trick or real magic. Whit replied, “You’ll have to ask Wendy.”


The father said, “Wendy, how did you do it?” Wendy smiled and said, “It’s magic!” Whit shook hands with the family, gave Wendy a hug, left his business card, and said goodbye. Clearly, he had created a magical moment that this family would never forget.


The question, of course, is how did Wendy know the color of the cards? Since Whit had never met her before that moment in the restaurant, he could not have told her ahead of time which cards were red and which were black. And since Wendy was blind, it was impossible for her to see the color or value of the cards when he held them up. How then?


Whit was able to create this once-in-a-lifetime miracle by using a secret code and some quick thinking. Earlier in his career, Whit had worked out a foot code for communicating information from one person to another without words. He had never had a chance to use the code until that moment in the restaurant. When Whit sat down across from Wendy and said, “I’m going to hold up a playing card, Wendy, and it’s going to be one of two colors, either red or black,” he tapped her foot (underneath the table) once when he said the word “red” and

 twice when he said “black.”


Just to make sure she understood him, he repeated the secret signals by saying, “What I want you to do is use your psychic powers and tell me what color the card is, red (tap) or black (tap-tap), you got it?” When she nodded yes, he knew that she understood the code and was willing to play along. Her family assumed that when he asked her whether she “got it,” he was referring to his verbal instructions.


How did he communicate the five of hearts to her? Simple. He tapped her foot five times to let her know it was a five. When he asked her whether the card was a heart, spade, club or diamond, he let her know the suit by tapping her foot as he said the word “heart.”


The real magic of this story is the effect it had on Wendy. Not only did it give her a chance to shine for a few moments and feel special in front of her family, but it made her a star at home, as her family told all their friends about the amazing “psychic” experience.
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