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T his book is dedicated to spirit-filled women everywhere


who celebrate their ability to be strong,


intuitive, nurturing, powerful, playful,


witty, and wise—all at once.
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INTRODUCTION




Stories help us to learn about ourselves and make discoveries that add meaning and depth to our life journey. As the creator of the Chocolate series, I’ve found that stories play an especially profound role in the lives of women.

The unforgettable true stories in Chocolate for a Woman’s Spirit honor and celebrate a woman’s special ability to get quiet inside and seek the universal truths in her spirit-filled life. Best-selling authors, columnists, motivational speakers, and spiritual seekers share stories that include being in the presence of angels, experiencing grace when it’s least expected, and learning to trust our intuition—God’s gift to women. We find Spirit filling these pages in an expansive way, as women think young again, become spiritkeepers, create an abundant life, find love’s riches, and choose to age wisely. I’m quite convinced that Spirit has a sense of humor, too. Just as you’ll laugh when you learn how one storyteller discovered how to really say No, you’ll also be exhilarated as you read about a woman symbolically soaring through her fears as she puts her trust in God, grabs hold of a rope, and swings joyfully out over a large body of water.

The Chocolate for Women series of books has been, and continues to be, a divinely inspired project. I call it a “God job.” In my own life, every time I forget who’s in charge, I fear my next step. But when I remember Chocolate was created with His intention, my faith increases and I relax into the joy and honor of being allowed to share these true-life spirit-filled tales with you. With each success comes new challenges. My own spiritual journey has become one of awe as I discover that the quieter I get, the easier it is to listen. And the more I can hear that small, still voice speaking to me, the easier it is to get my ego out of the way—to let go and let God. The journey has been joyful, sometimes frightening, yet always rich.

As you read these stories and seek to apply their messages in your own life, I hope you’ll be divinely inspired to take your own next step, especially if you’re at a crossroads or are facing new challenges and opportunities. May the power of these heavenly stories heal your spirit and move you forward on your unique path—with a sense of humor and a sense of wonder. And may these stories inspire you to make the choices in your life that bring you the most peace of mind. By so doing, you’ll know you’re walking hand in hand with spirit.






I

THE FORCE IS

WITH YOU



“We must free ourselves to be filled by God.

Even God cannot fill what is full.”


MOTHER TERESA


LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT



Many years ago, my uncle owned a restaurant at a small airport in Illinois. My mother was the assistant manager, and I was the hostess. One afternoon, my mother and I went to a diner for lunch. Our waitress, Debbie, was so sweet that we took an immediate liking to her, and my mother offered her a job at my uncle’s restaurant on the spot. Debbie accepted.

We invited her to our home for dinner that evening and during our conversations with her, we learned that she had never married and that she had no boyfriend. She told us that five years before while on a flight back east, she met “her pilot” and that it was love at first sight.

She had been very nervous as she was boarding the plane and the pilot was standing in the doorway greeting passengers. He must have noticed how afraid of flying she seemed, and he struck up a conversation with her. They spoke less than ten minutes, and he assured her he would fly her safely to her destination. She told us it was love at first sight, and we told her there was no such thing. Although she never saw her pilot again, she never forgot the feeling she had in her heart when their eyes met.

Mother and I had a plan. Since she was so in love with her pilot, we decided to fix her up with one of the many single pilots that came into the restaurant to eat in between flights. We approached John, one of the pilots, and told him about Debbie. He agreed to meet her for a dinner date on one of his nights off.

We sat him at a nice table with candlelight and fresh flowers.When Debbie arrived, we walked her to the table to introduce her to her date. As we approached, Debbie stopped dead in her tracks, tears welled up in her eyes, her hand went to her heart, and though I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, she said, “My pilot, it’s my pilot!” He stood dumbstruck and embraced her.

We later learned that he, too, had fallen in love with “his passenger” five years ago on that flight back east.

The last we heard from Debbie was in a letter from Guam. When people tell me there is no such thing as love at first sight, I tell them this story and show them the photo Debbie enclosed with her letter, a photo of her family—her husband, John, in his pilot’s uniform and their two beautiful daughters.



KIM CHAMPION


IN SAFEKEEPING



Having lived and traveled through Central America for two years, I considered myself bus savvy. I knew all the schedules and times. I also knew better than to travel at night or take an unfamiliar route. So one night, when the bus I was riding broke down three times before we boarded another, which deposited everyone in the capital well after dark, I figured the gods were against me. I cried and pleaded with the driver not to leave me there alone, in a location totally unfamiliar to me, but he laughed like someone sick of American tourists and swiftly drove off into the pitch blackness.

The few streetlights sported empty sockets from which the bulbs had been pilfered, and the only human presence seemed to be a couple reeking of liquor, asleep—or maybe dead! My imagination spiraled. Where could the other passengers have gone to so quickly? I wondered. Every headline, every story of women found raped, beaten, or dead in an empty alley seemed to reverberate from the hollows of broken windows and stripped cars, and propelled me to the signposts on the street corners. I had to figure out where I was.

Eight blocks later, I located two cross-street signs and plotted a path in my mind. A right turn at the next corner would lead me down a long street, through a tunnel, and into a park that I’d walked in often and knew would be populated even late at night. So began my long march toward safety.

One block before the tunnel, a man staggered out of a deserted building behind the only functioning streetlight and came right at me. He put one hand on my left arm and another in my hair, caressing it, pulling it. “You are beautiful,” he slurred with his face pressed against mine, and I could smell the booze and the weeks of not bathing. “Tell me where you’re going and I’ll walk you there,” he insisted, mocking me, still holding tightly to my arm. Not wanting to challenge or engage him by speaking or looking directly at him, I sized up his shadow on the wall. Not a big man, but nonetheless larger than I, and I knew at that moment, with absolute certainty, that he would attack me the minute I entered the confines of the tunnel that loomed before us.

Just then I heard another set of footsteps fall in behind me. Knowing attacks such as the one planned for me usually involve more than one person, I should have been terrified. And yet the minute I heard those footsteps, a sense of calm as palpable as the drunk man’s groping hands descended upon me. As sure as I was two seconds ago that this drunkard would attack me in the tunnel, I was now equally certain that I would be safe. I glanced again at the wall to see the shadow of my savior, the owner of the second set of footsteps falling so close behind me, the one who would keep me safe.

No one was there. And yet the footsteps rang out, loud and piercing in the quiet night, reassuring me with each echo that I would not be harmed.

As I had predicted, when we reached the tunnel the drunk man lunged toward me, wrapping his hands around my neck and propelling me forward. But just as quickly he released me, and I stumbled backward as the force with which he was ripped from my body reversed my direction. I turned just long enough to see him fly through the air and land near the gutter on the other side of the street. No one else was there.

I made it safely through the tunnel that night. Now, whenever I’m afraid, I remember that night in Central America when I started out thinking the gods were against me. In the end, I knew they had been behind me the whole time. One night I heard their footsteps; I felt their force. And I have never been alone again.



ELLEN URBANI HILTEBRAND



“Nobody lives well who is not spiritually well.”

JOAN TIMMERMAN



A (HEAVENLY)

CONVERSATION



The books were piled up as they always were on a Sunday night, and I sat down, hesitantly opened a notebook, and reluctantly opened my mind. The other half of my doom room was unoccupied, fortunately—the mere presence of my roommate would have provided a happy excuse for procrastination. I closed my eyes and reached for a random book from the gigantic pile—religion. Well, at least this one is fairly interesting, I thought, and dove in.

The church bells chimed hourly—once, twice. The CD changer on my stereo became exhausted, and friends tried in vain to distract me; still I read on. Page after page of theology turned in front of me, managing to hold my attention, until suddenly my head began dropping . . . drop, drop onto my pillow, and my eyes closed and I fell asleep, dreaming . . .


I sat in a large, airy, and delicate light blue room in a cushy white beanbag chair. A woman dressed in a white sweat suit sat opposite me in the same kind of chair. She had blond hair (California Sunshine brand), brown eyes, and a witty mouth. “Hi,” I said because she seemed so familiar to me, yet I couldn’t place her.

Suddenly a thought hit me with the power and velocity of a bungee jump. All the pale colors, the serene atmosphere around me—could I be. . . ? Could she be. . . ? An idea came to me as if I were whispered the secret. Omigod. Am I dead? And is this heaven? I expected it to be slightly more populated . . . How did it happen? Crossing the road to the dining hall? An overload of homework assignments? I bit my tongue, thinking maybe I wasn’t in the proper place for wisecracks.

“Are you God? Oh, my God. So, I’m dead,” I repeated, just so I might convince myself. “I’m dead, in heaven, in a beanbag chair. And you’re God. No kidding. I expected—”

“A guy,” cut in God with an untraceable accent and a sigh. “Wouldn’t you know? It seems to be the general idea. Actually, there’s not much of a gender thing here. What’s nice is that we can get up in the morning and just decide what we want to look like for the day. It’s almost like changing clothes. You really get to know a person inside that way, because you can’t pay attention to the outside.” God crossed her legs neatly at the ankles.

“And you made it, the world and everything?” I inquired.

“Well, yes—no manuscript is without its typos, hmmm?” Another sigh escaped her red lips.

“No, no, it’s not all that bad,” I reassured God.

“It’s hard for us all, just on a different scale,” explained God patiently. “Your daily grind—work, school, friends—that’s hard for you. Creation, keeping up on this place—those are my problems.”

Well, I mused with a sense of smugness, even God doesn’t have it easy. And then I hoped God couldn’t read minds. “It seems pointless and for nothing most of the time,” I told her. “I don’t know what good I’m doing for the world or for myself by going through every day doing all of these mundane things.”

“I’m not going to tell you the same old things,” said God. “All I know is that one day it will all click, and the purpose of everything will be clear.” She thought for a minute, and then continued, “I don’t control everything the way most people believe. I just provide the inspiration and the materials for each person to fashion their own masterpiece. It’s then up to that person.”

I took a quick look back over my short twenty-year span and wondered if I’d missed my chance.

“So, what’s it like? Heaven, and hell, and how do you decide?”

God’s face took on a lovely, proud look. “It’s like earth, but lighter, freer, more golden. Of course, not everybody can fit up here. Believe it or not, the space is limited. And it’s already over crowded—the only people we don’t want are the truly evil, and there aren’t many of them. I suppose I make the decision somewhere in my subconscious to make them disappear from my knowledge after they die. I decide everything. I relate it to my being everybody’s mother.” God giggled, but then she turned serious again. “What do you think is evil?”

“Hurting someone else—in any way—willfully.”

“Good answer. That’s the one question I ask everybody. No fail, just an extra safety net,” she explained.

“But what if somebody lies?” I asked.

“You can’t lie to me.” God grinned. “I’m like Santa Claus. I know everything.”

“So, what’s going to happen?” I blurted out. Suddenly I felt pressed for time, as if I had a million questions and no time to fit them in.

“Well, heaven is what makes you happy.” God stretched out in her beanbag chair and seemed to think this one through. “It’s what you make of it. Like life. Be reincarnated, be an artist, a teacher, if you want. Float around on angel wings, or just continue your regular life. You write your own religion, tell yourself your own commandments. No two people will ever totally agree. Heaven is really heaven, and it’s earth, too . . .”

I stood up, sensing my exit. God opened a door and I caught a glimpse of a beautiful green courtyard. Before I stepped in, I vaguely heard voices . . .


“Jess! Jess, wake up!” my roommate yelled as she shook me.

“Wake up!”

“What? What’s wrong?” My words, sharp, had more force than a bullet.

“Our class is in fifteen minutes—religion—and we have a test, and you haven’t read, and you are going to fail,” wailed Sue Ann.

I hoisted myself calmly out of bed with a new sense of serenity and self-assuredness. “It’s OK,” I said after I had dressed and we were on our way. Sue Ann looked at me strangely, but I knew. It’s OK, I told myself when I looked at my test paper and saw I didn’t know any of the multiple choice answers. I set that aside and took out a sheet of my own notebook paper and began writing—purposefully.

I woke up that morning the same as I did every other, and went to class. But instead of asking myself what it could possibly all be for, I saw my life through a new set of lenses. I now do every little thing with magic and purpose. Every individual person has to make their own way and create their own miracles. My life is my eternal happiness. And I am going to see that I make it my masterpiece.



JESSICA QUILTY


GRANDFATHER’S

ANGEL DUST



As I drove home on the familiar two-lane highway one clear autumn night, the sky glistened with the brilliance of the stars. I remember enjoying a breathtaking moment soaking in the beauty and tranquillity of the night, followed by a jolt back into reality with two bright red taillights in front of me.

A car with its left signal light blinking slowed down to turn and then stopped because of oncoming traffic. I immediately slammed on my brakes, but I knew I couldn’t stop in time. Oh my God! I’m going to hit them! I heard a sickening crunch of bending metal and shattering glass. I bumped my head hard, and my chin hit the steering wheel. An ominous silence settled in.

I stumbled out of my car, dazed by the impact, and saw a woman frantically running from her car, screaming repeatedly, “You killed the children! You killed the children!” My car had gone right through the back of her hatchback, where two little girls had been playing.

This can’t be true! I couldn’t kill anyone! I thought. My heart pounded violently, and time seemed to stand still. The surroundings were a blur. I heard crying. I heard yelling. I heard sirens in the distance. Then I distinctly remember someone shouting, “The girls are okay! They’re shook up, but they seem fine!”

The sight of the other driver hugging the two children brought some momentary comfort as they whisked me into an ambulance. Still, I felt uncertain that they were really OK. The emergency doctor assured me that they were unharmed. I learned the aunt was driving her two nieces to visit their grandparents, who lived on a farm. Miraculously, the woman driver and the two girls were sent home with no noticeable injuries. With a bump on my head and minor bruising, the medical team released me almost immediately.

A police officer walked with me to the door as I left the emergency room feeling shaken but grateful. “I can’t believe it,” she said. “With the speed of your collision, it’s amazing that no one died. You are all very lucky to be alive!”

The next day, I needed to know for sure that the woman and her nieces had no injuries. In my jacket pocket I found a scrap piece of paper with a phone number. I didn’t remember who gave it to me. When I dialed the unfamiliar number, the children’s grandfather answered. He reassured me that his daughter and grandchildren were unharmed.

“You were protected by invisible hands,” he said with certainty. I had to agree. My car went through the hatchback into the area where the children were playing; yet they didn’t get a scratch or a bruise. An invisible wall of safety seemed to shield them from my invading car. The wheels of the hatchback were turned in such a way that a sudden force should have pushed the car forward into the other lane. For us, the opposite happened. My car somehow latched on to their car and held it back from the approaching vehicles.

When I hung up the phone, I had an overwhelming sense of the presence of my own beloved grandfather, who had died about a year earlier. But I rationalized that the man I had just talked with had a sensitivity and a wisdom that merely reminded me of grandfather.

That evening, for some unknown reason, I felt compelled to visit my great-aunt, who is my grandfather’s sister. I had decided not to tell her about the accident so she wouldn’t worry needlessly.

During our conversation she said, “I had a dream about your grandfather.”

“When?” I blurted out

“Two nights ago,” she answered.

Like a true-to-life experience, she vividly described her dream: “Your grandfather came to visit me. Overcome with joy, I wanted to discuss things together as we’d always done in the past. He told me he couldn’t stay because he had to make it out to a farmyard and that he must be there by dark. Then he left.”

My great-aunt felt slighted that in this dream Grandfather didn’t take the time to talk with her. With tears in my eyes I quietly said, “I think he needed to come and save me and two beautiful girls, who now have their lifetime ahead of them.”



HELEN TAUPE


ARE YOU THERE, GOD?



Dear God, please help me, went the prayer for the day.And by evening, Hello? God? Where are you? Day in and day out, my heart ached as my life spun out of control. My love life with my boyfriend hit the skids, I hated my job, and I hated the classes I’d signed up for. Despair overtook me. Surely this must be what it meant to snap, to go over the edge. Then, in the only clear moment I’d had recently, I thought to myself that it probably wasn’t such a good idea to be alone. I called a friend and he told me to come right over.

Crying, I began to tell Andy about everything that had gone awry in my life. In the middle of my tale of woe he smiled and said, “Honey, I know you’re going through a rough time, but it’ll pass. It’ll be all right.”

“No, it won’t,” I protested.

“Yes, it will. Look at me. I got through my hell,” he said. Eight years earlier Andy had been in a terrible accident that resulted in paralysis from his waist down. Instead of drawing strength from his courage, I only felt guilty for complaining in front of him. I had to get out of there.

I practically ran to my car. I lit a cigarette and my grief flooded me. Panic followed; my thoughts were in a jumble. Random images seemed to flash in my brain. A scene from the movie Oh God, You Devil came to mind. The main character had sold his soul to the devil to become a rock star. He later realized his mistake and asked God to take him back. Feeling forsaken, having received no reply from God, he sat in his house and prayed for a sign. He asked for a rainbow . . . thunder . . . lightning . . . anything . . . and went outside. He got nothing. Feeling dejected and abandoned, he went back in his house and closed the door behind him. At that moment he missed the thunder and lightning—and the rainbow that suddenly appeared.

So, I thought to myself, why not a rainbow for me? I closed my eyes and sent up a prayer for a rainbow. When I opened them, I looked up to the sky. Only the moon. I drove home and fell into bed hoping that tomorrow would never come.

The morning came anyway, and I dragged myself to my car to go to work. I looked back at the house to see a brilliant rainbow arching over our house. My heart jumped, and I began to sob the tears that come from being saved from disaster: the tears of knowing that you are loved and protected.

Just then my mom pulled into the driveway. She got out of her car and said, “Melanie, what’s the matter?”

“Mom, guess what? God made a rainbow just for me!”

She furrowed her brow and suggested that maybe I should eat some breakfast before I went to work.

Shivers run down my spine even now as I remember friends commenting on how odd it had been to see a rainbow that day—without any rain.



MELANIE ALLEN


SAY A PRAYER



Missing-children posters on milk cartons and billboards always filled me with a compassion for their distressed parents. After becoming a mother, I developed a personal sense of anxiety over such things. Adding a looming facet to my fears was my ex-husband’s foreign citizenship.

We had met while I was teaching in Mexico in the late seventies. I came home to the States, he came later, and we were married. After three years it became painfully apparent this was not a good union. His whims and irrational acts kept me bound in daily apprehension over what might be next. Emotionally exhausted, I filed for divorce, only to realize I was pregnant. I proceeded with the pregnancy and the divorce, and became a single mom of a precious boy. Custody had not been determined for the unborn child, but a later court date declared that since the child had never lived with his father, full custody would go to the mother and visitation could be arranged. There were frequent visits, but I always remained present since his dad had no experience with diapers, and I needed to gain more trust. That worked out for a time.

In the year to follow, I met my current husband. We were married when Dan was two and a half. By then, Dan was talking well and could tell me things, so I let him go with his dad for visits a few hours at a time.

When Dan was five, his dad remarried. As I got to know his new wife, I felt all the more comfortable with Dan visiting there.

In the summer of Dan’s ninth year, his father planned a drive to Mexico with his wife to visit family. They wanted Dan to join them. I was paralyzed by my old fear of missing children and the thought of my son traveling two thousand miles by car, over the U.S. border, with his noncustodial father. At the same time I saw the value for Dan in meeting his grandmother, aunts, uncles, and cousins in Mexico. What richness he would gain experiencing the sights, sounds, smells, and customs of another land as I had myself some twelve years earlier.

Twelve years! It had been so long. Was anyone who I had called a friend still there? Many of my acquaintances had moved back to the States, and I’d lost touch with those who’d remained. My former in-laws would hardly be my allies if Dan’s dad decided Mexico would now be home.

Fears rattled through my brain. The dual citizenship by Mexican law until the age of eighteen . . . social injustice . . . legal injustice . . . bribes . . . the who-knows-who to get what you want. I imagined scenarios suited for the FBI.

Panning back to reality...Dan’s dad, in the past nine years, had really done nothing to indicate he was capable of abduction. But I still felt uneasy.

And so, with every waking hour, I wrestled with the decision whether or not to let my child venture off on this trip. As those waking hours gnawed away at my sleeping hours, I realized where I should have begun this process, and I prayed. Through tears of sincerity, my heart sought God for wisdom in making the right choice. Please, give me a sign, I pleaded. Please help me see clearly what to do. I’m really stuck.

The following week we had an exchange student from Israel come stay with us. She was part of an international counselor program arranged through our local YMCA. We enjoyed her stay and stories of her country.

Midweek, host families and international students from the area all gathered for a picnic. Amidst keeping track of our own four young sons, my husband and I enjoyed chatting with young people from nearly one hundred different countries. Throughout the evening, we were given postcards and trinkets from places on every continent.

As the sun began to set, we gathered our things and were making our way toward the car when I caught the name tag of a young woman from Mexico. I asked where she was from in Mexico.

“Puebla,” she answered.

“Oh! I used to teach in Puebla,” I said.

“I am a teacher, too,” she replied.

“Where do you teach?” I asked.

“At the American School,” she told me.

“Oh my! That’s where I taught!” I exclaimed. “What grade do you teach?”

“Second.”

“So did I. Which room is yours?”

Even the room was the same. As we talked, we calculated that she either took my place or came shortly after I had left. I quickly named a list of teachers I’d known to see who was still there. Many were. By now my family was already at the car. I had her scratch her name and number on a napkin. As she wrote, I marveled that . . . here two thousand miles from that place, amidst students from a world of nations, I found this person in my last glance through the crowd.

When I finally reached the car, heart pounding, I rushed to tell the story to my husband. As I finished and paused, I felt a tranquillity, and then thought... the sign. I had prayed for a sign. Was this it, Lord?

Let him go, were the words I heard. He will be safe, my heart beat out. Those teachers were good to you, they would know how to help, was the message of comfort I felt.

I sat stunned for a brief moment, tears of awe beginning to brim. I lifted my head toward my husband. As my eyes reached his, they too seemed to say, Let him go.

I tried to reach the young teacher in the remaining week the students were in town but was not able to connect with her.

A few weeks later, Dan went on the trip. He called me several times from his grandmother’s house. He spent a wonderful week and a half taking in a new culture while forming relationships with people who will always share his heritage.

Thank you, God, for the angels that guarded their trip and the one you sent to tell me it was OK.



TERRI MCLEAN



“When I am in fear, please remind me of the chorus of grace that surrounds me.”

JULIE LAFOND

MY LEAP OF FAITH



One rainy morning I set off on my daily two-mile walk with my ninety-pound black Lab, Kramer. He’s not the brightest or most active dog, but he does possess a high degree of stubbornness. Because of this trait, he wears a no-pull collar leash that attaches to my belt, which keeps him from pulling my arm out of the socket.

On this particular day, we were crossing a church driveway and I was reading the weekly message on the reader board. Suddenly I noticed a car coming from a side street, about to turn directly into the path of a car driving alongside me. Everything shifted to slow motion, except my realization of what was about to happen. Even as the scenario unfolded in my brain, my thoughts raced: Oh no, they’re going to crash—it’s wet, they’ll skid—they’ll hit me!

In less than the blink of an eye, Kramer and I were scooped up and deposited ten feet away from the driveway. I found myself with my feet in the same stride position they had been in before I “got a lift.” I can’t explain it—because at forty-six years of age, I could not have performed that leap unassisted. A quick glance at Kramer told me he had landed in a stride position as well.

The cars narrowly missed each other and went on their way. Kramer and I finished our walk, and I had a heightened sense of wonder and awe, grateful for the hands of our guardian angels.



ANN MCCOY


THE GREAT PERRIER WASH



In the 1980s, an era of greed, I collected people the way others collected antiques or art. Because my acquisitiveness was so great, I amassed a one-thousand-plus personal mailing list, opened a public relations agency on Fifty-seventh Street in New York City, and digressed from my true life calling as an artist, photographer, and writer.

My typical day consisted of a surplus of superficial telephone calls, telling petty tales of life’s happenings, and being a codependent listener to those complaining about their woes. As a woman I had been raised to be that always-available ear. Recounting the past left little time to be in the present.

My life needed reworking! I wanted to surround myself with people I could share truth with. I wanted to reposition some people and edit others out completely. Yet all this realignment seemed too difficult, at best.

One day while sipping Perrier, I sat at my desk and gazed down Broadway. Overwhelmed by the leaning tower of papers in front of me, I distractedly knocked over the large green half-filled bottle of mineral water.

In a split second I watched in horror as the sparkling water engulfed my address book and Rolodex, washing hundreds of names, addresses, and telephone numbers into an indistinguishable inky blur.

I ran for paper towels, but it was too late. Most of the names had been written in water-soluble ink. Only a few inscribed in permanent marker remained.

Panicked, I contemplated how I ever could reconstruct this information. What an arduous, tedious, time-consuming task! As I rested my now aching head in my hands, the proverbial lightbulb turned on.

I began to entertain the idea that perhaps a redo would not be necessary. Maybe this Perrier wash was a divine act—the editorial work on my life I so desperately needed. As I pored through pages and files, I discovered to my amazement that the information concerning the people with whom I shared substantial relationships remained.

This epiphany-like moment started a mindful process in which I learned to choose and value differently those people who entered my life. I discovered a new quality and depth in all of my relationships.

I closed my agency, returned to my artistic bliss, and joyfully reconnected with Spirit following his surprise miraculous cleansing!



JILL LYNNE






II

MATTERS OF THE

HEART



“It is only in the heart that anything really happens.”


ELLEN GLASGOW


MILESTONES



Some birthdays stand out vividly in my mind, like giant signposts marking the milestones of my life.

Time seemed to pass ever more quickly with each passing year, and suddenly my thirtieth loomed ominously on the dark horizon. I slowly came to the realization that I would not be one of those nice little blue-haired ladies who age gracefully—I’d go out kicking and screaming. I good-naturedly tolerated the unavoidable jokes about growing old, and the dreaded date inevitably arrived, then quietly passed. Actually, I was relieved when it was finally behind me and consoled myself with the knowledge that I still felt eighteen inside.

I didn’t give much thought to birthdays for the next few years, not until I slid past the thirty-fifth. Then it struck me, and struck me very hard. Oh God! I’m slipping toward forty—much too fast! Mornings found me anxiously searching for new lines around my eyes, more wrinkles on my forehead, and counting gray hairs. The nighttime routine grew from a fifteen-minute procedure to an hour-long ritual, with a silent prayer to the goddess of youth thrown in for good measure. Let’s just say I had grown in more ways than one, and certain body parts no longer pointed in the same direction they once had. Silver threads started sprouting among the gold, and the cost of a trip to the beauty salon more than doubled. All the plucking and shaving, tweezing and squeezing, toning and moaning made no difference. Time, not to mention gravity, was rapidly taking its toll. It didn’t seem fair in the least that my husband, Joe, seemed to age like a fine red wine, growing better all the time. I looked nothing like the eighteen-year-old girl that he married, but he continued to reassure me that he loved me more than ever and that he thought I was gorgeous, even though the mirror told me a different story.

Months before my fortieth birthday, I informed friends and family that I vehemently opposed the idea of a surprise party. I couldn’t face the public acknowledgment of my middle-ageness. I couldn’t bear the inevitable gag gifts of Geritol, Dentu-Cream, and Preparation H. With that out of the way, I had much more worrying time to devote to lamenting my lost youth and fretting over the number forty.

I awoke on the day feeling more than a little depressed but determined to put on a happy face. I managed to make it through the long, depressing day and my sweet, thoughtful husband prepared a special dinner. Our two teenagers joined us and were very careful to tread lightly when they recognized the thunder-clouds that had gathered overhead. No jokes. No gag gifts. I wondered if they would manage to light all forty candles on my birthday cake before the top melted away and was grateful when surprised with a small cake sprouting just three pink candles—one for yesterday, one for today, and one for tomorrow . . .

The kids went their separate ways after dinner. It was an unseasonably warm prespring evening, and Joe suggested that we take a drive. He headed toward the park and slid the car into a spot near the duck pond. The sun was just sinking behind the large pine trees and he held my hand as we silently watched the day fade away. He leaned over and kissed me lightly on the cheek and told me, as he does every day, that he loves me very much. He turned and lifted a small Styrofoam cooler from behind the front seat and pulled out a chilled bottle of Mumm’s along with two crystal goblets. He popped the cork and we laughed when it flew out the open window and landed with a splash in the pond, startling some colorful mallards. Then he filled our glasses, clinked his to mine, and wished me a happy birthday. The bubbles tickled my nose and brought tears to my eyes. We walked around the pond holding hands and sipping champagne. As darkness fell, the ducks quieted and settled into the tall grasses along the bank. When we reached the car, Joe unlocked the trunk, and as it sprang up, the interior light came on. A heavy, sweet fragrance drifted up and filled the still, warm air. The entire trunk was filled with long-stemmed red roses—forty of them! The bubbles from the champagne still tickled my nose as I wrapped my arms around him, my face pressed to his shoulder, and felt his arms encircle me, holding me exactly as he did when I was eighteen.



OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/Images/200024fa000601.jpg





OEBPS/Images/coverh4d200024fa.jpg
77 Stories of
Inspiration to ]jﬁ Your Heart
& Soothe Your Soul






OEBPS/Images/coverh4a200024fa.jpg
CHOCOLATE

for a
W oman’s

SrirIT

KAY ALLENBAUGH






