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A Special Foreword


by Jack and Mark

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

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

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

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

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

In this new volume, we have selected our 101 best stories and poems for Christian parents and their children from our rich fifteen-year history. We know that your connection and relationship with God are important to you, and that you enjoy sharing these values of faith, hope, love, charity, forgiveness, and devotion with your children.

We hope that you will find these stories as inspiring and supportive as we have, and that you will share them with your families and friends. Some of them are funny, and some will make you cry. We made sure that all of the selected stories are appropriate for sharing with children. We have also identified the 35 Chicken Soup for the Soul books in which the stories originally appeared, in case you would like to continue your family reading among our other titles. We hope you will also enjoy the additional titles for Christians and families in “Our 101 Best Stories” series.

With our love, our thanks, and our respect,
~Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen
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Psalm 23
Prayer for Children

1. The Lord is my Shepherd; I shall not want.

2. He maketh me to lie down in green pastures; He leadeth me beside the still waters.

3. He restoreth my soul; He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for His name’s sake.

4. Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil; for Thou art with me; Thy rod and Thy staff, they comfort me.

5. Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies; Thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over.

6. Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, and I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever.
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Christian Kindness


Always try to be a little kinder than necessary.

~Sir James Matthew Barrie 
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My Little Buddy


The heart of the giver makes the gift dear and precious.

~Martin Luther

Most people’s first jobs are pretty boring and anything but glamorous. Mine fit the stereotype exactly. But I stuck with it and plugged along day after day, year after year—for three years, six months and five days, to be exact. When asked how work was going, I had my typical responses: “I hate it,” “I despise it,” or my favorite, “It sucks.” My first job wasn’t as a waitress at the local diner or a cashier at Kmart. No, my working days started early. When I was ten years old, I became a delivery girl for the local paper.

It wasn’t so much the work I hated. Who can complain about taking one hour out of each day to throw papers on porches? No, it wasn’t hard work; it was just lonely. I barely had interaction with any of my customers, and it made my job seem pointless, or unappreciated at the very least. I delivered through pouring rain, scorching heat, snow and, even once, a hailstorm. I went through the motions day after day. I rarely got a hello from a friendly resident of the neighborhood; at times, I wondered if there even was a friendly resident beyond those porches. After one long June day of the same boring routine, I prayed—hard. I prayed that the job would liven up. For if it didn’t, I was sure I was going to die of boredom and loneliness.

The next day, I raced home from school to get my paper route done so I could meet my friends later. I looked on my cover sheet and noticed two new customers. Ugghh, I thought. Just what I need today. I started my route as I would have any other day, dragging my feet and hanging my head. I came to the street of one of the new customers and searched for the house. It was the big, brick house with the SOLD sign still in the front lawn. I had walked past it many times as it stood dark and empty. It was nice to see that someone was making it a home again.

On the front porch, the new owners had hung a little wooden porch swing. And on that swing sat a little boy. He was so cute! His blond hair was neatly combed to the right side, and his big blue eyes shone like they held the stars in them. At first glance, I guessed he was five. He was so adorable, and I was happy to see his smiling face looking at me. I promptly forgot that I was in a hurry to finish my paper route. As I stretched out my arm to see if he wanted the paper, he smiled and said, “Hi!” I was pleasantly surprised; in this neighborhood, even the cats didn’t seem friendly.

“Well, hi,” I said. He scootched his little bottom off the swing and came to take the paper. As I stood there, arms still outstretched, he confidently moved toward me. He took the paper and, as if he had known me all his life, he put his arms around me in a hug and said, “Thank you, thank you, thank you,” in a sing-songy voice. Standing there stunned, I watched as he turned and trotted back into the house yelling, “Mommy, Mommy, Mommy, the paper is here!” The rest of the route I smiled, held my head up and thought about this little boy who had just put a little happiness into my day and didn’t even know it.

The next day when I began my route, I had high hopes of seeing my little buddy again. As I approached the house, I scanned the porch, hoping to see him sitting on the swing... to no avail. As I reached in my bag and pulled back to launch the paper, he emerged from his house with a plate of cookies in hand. He walked over to the top step of the porch and sat. He had the same radiant smile as the day before as he patted the spot next to him. Happy that he again wanted to have interaction with me, I went over to sit on the step next to him. He handed me a cookie, took one himself and we ate. No words were spoken until we had both finished our cookies.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Did you like it? Those are my mommy’s famous chocolate chip cookies. And they are the best.”

“It was delicious,” I said with a smile. “So, what’s your name?”

“I’m Andrew. And who are you?” he asked, with wonder in his voice.

“Bethany. I’m Bethany.”

After we ate our cookie, he took the paper, hugged me and in his song-like manner said, “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

After that day, I did my paper route with happiness in my heart and a smile on my face. Sure, I still had my bad days, but whenever I reached his house, my frown became a smile. If he was going to be at his grandma’s the next day or shopping with his mom, he was sure to let me know the day before so I would know where he was. Monday was our conversation day. Every Tuesday he brought me one of his mom’s famous cookies. Every Wednesday we drank a juice together. On Thursday, it was a piece of gum. On Friday, he gave me five cents. Sometimes it was five pennies, and sometimes it was a nickel, but it was always five cents to say thanks for delivering each day of the week.

On every holiday, he had a present for me, whether it was something his mom had bought for him to give or a picture he had colored himself. Without fail, he had something to present to me. My favorite gift was the one I received on Easter. It was a cross made out of Popsicle sticks that said, “Jesus loves me, this I know... and he loves you, too!” It wasn’t an extravagant gift, but one that came from the heart and let me know I was appreciated.

Even if he wasn’t going to be there, he left my treasure on the porch swing in a box. He became my “little buddy,” and I became his “big buddy.” Each day he was home, he would greet me with his “Hey, big buddy!” and wait for my reply of, “Hey, little buddy!” Then he would hand me my treasure, and we would exchange a few words about how his day was going or what he was up to. I would hand over his paper, and he would hug me and say, “Thank you, thank you, thank you.” It never changed.

I’m sure my “little buddy” never realized what he did for me. I’m sure my “little buddy” had no idea that because of him I was able to hold my head high and smile for an hour each day, regardless of how bad the rest of the day had been. My “little buddy” taught me many things. The radiant smile that never left his face taught me how far a simple gesture can go. His presents taught me that big things really do come in small packages. And his hugs taught me that even the most insignificant jobs in life can mean something to someone.

~Bethany Couts
Chicken Soup for the Christian Teenage Soul
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Caroline’s Compassion


The capacity to care is the thing that gives life its deepest meaning and significance.

~Pablo Casals

When my daughter, Caroline, was very young, we started saying a prayer every time we heard a siren from an ambulance or fire truck. It’s a quick prayer, just, “God, please be with the people the ambulance (or fire truck) is going to help.”

I always initiated the prayer, and sometimes, she would even whine, “I don’t want to say it this time.”

I just reminded her that someone was in need, and that if we were in need, we would want people to pray for us. I thought it was a good way to help her learn about compassion and how, as Christians, we love and care for others, even it we don’t know them personally.

It’s the same reason, I told her, that we pick up a few extra items at the grocery store and deliver them to our church’s food pantry. And it’s the reason we prepare care packages for missionaries and bag up clothes she has outgrown to take to a local ministry helping the poor.

But when she started kindergarten this year, I realized she might not fully comprehend the compassion thing.

When her class was collecting canned goods at Thanksgiving to benefit a local mission, we looked in our pantry to choose something to donate. She didn’t want to give away the corn or sweet peas, because those were her favorites.

“Let’s take the black beans and... here, kidney beans... yuck!” she proclaimed.

I realized that, to Caroline, this was more about cleaning out the pantry and getting rid of the foods she didn’t like than it was about helping the needy.

Rationalizing that she was only five years old, we took the cans of “yucky” beans and off we went to school.

I was rather surprised to pass another mom in the hall that morning, carrying two huge bags laden with groceries.

“Ashlen insisted that we bring all of this,” she told me. “I tried to pick out a few cans, but she just kept reminding me that the people were hungry and that we needed to give them more.”

“That’s so sweet,” I told her, with what must have looked like a big, fake grin on my face.

Actually, I was thrilled that her daughter was so kind, but I had to wonder why mine, apparently, was not.

Through the holidays, I was determined more than ever, to teach my daughter about compassion. I told Caroline about all the monetary donations during the season, and we spent extra time focusing on the gifts we were going to give others, rather than what we might receive. We made extra deliveries to the food pantry, took flowers to the local nursing home and baked cookies and brownies for a few of our elderly neighbors.

One day at the grocery store, we saw a huge box for donated toys for underprivileged children.

I pointed the box out to Caroline and told her people were bringing toys to be given to children who might not otherwise get Christmas presents.

“Maybe we could bring something for the box,” I suggested.

“Well, we could buy some toys, and if they are not something I like, we could bring them here,” she told me, matter-of-factly.

Oh, boy. I realized we still weren’t quite there yet. In earnest, I turned to God. I asked Him to help me find ways to teach Caroline to be more compassionate, and I asked Him to open her heart to better understand the importance of loving and helping people.

One day as I rushed through the house picking up toys and putting away laundry, I peeked in Caroline’s room and noticed her sitting on her bed, head bowed and hands folded.

“Dear God,” she said, “please be with the people the fire truck is going to help.”

In all my busyness I had not even heard the siren.

But she did.

~Frances Pace Putman
Chicken Soup for the Christian Soul 2
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And a Little Child Shall Lead Them


The setting was a McDonald’s restaurant in a small community in central Pennsylvania. Most of us think of dining at McDonald’s as “fast food.” Not so for a lonely, retired eighty-year-old woman, whose physical and mental health was waning. Each day, she arrived early in the morning and sat at a back booth until late afternoon, seeking companionship and hoping to be included in the conversations of nearby patrons.

June was her name, and home was a second-floor apartment in the nearby college town. Despite the steep steps that were becoming increasingly difficult for her, the pleasant ambience of McDonald’s drew her to the corner she called her “home away from home.” Each day this proud woman sat bundled up in the same back corner, wearing a familiar babushka on her head, her eyes always hidden behind dark sunglasses, her heavy coat buttoned.

During the fall of 2001, my four-year-old granddaughter, Catie, attended preschool three days a week; I picked her up each day at the sitter’s and took her to lunch before I dropped her off at school. Most children love “Mickey D’s,” and Catie was no exception! Catie’s favorite seat was one table away from June on the same bench seat.

I must admit I became tired of eating hamburgers, and I would often ask Catie, “Could we please go somewhere else today?” Her answer was always an adamant: “No, Nana, I have to see June.” Each day as we approached the parking lot, Catie’s eyes would search for June’s battered 1975 Monte Carlo, with the cluttered interior containing June’s “treasures.” When she spotted June’s car in the handicapped space, she was elated. As soon as I got her out of her car seat, she would race ahead of me, bounding through the restaurant, craning her neck to see if June was in her spot. If she was, they played a little game. Catie would pretend to hide behind a display, peek around the corner, then race into June’s arms. Many patrons watched for Catie and smiled tenderly as this adorable little blond child clasped her friend tightly, proving to all that friendship transcends age. As I reflect on this relationship, I realize that God planned for these two to meet and to bond.

Over the months, Catie would bring June small gifts: a key chain from her first trip to Disney World, a bouquet of flowers hand-carried to her apartment when June was sick, a mug for her birthday with a photo of Catie perched on June’s lap in their favorite corner of McDonald’s.

Unfortunately, in the fall of 2002, just as Catie entered kindergarten, June’s health deteriorated to the point where she had to have dialysis treatments three times a week. Many days, her seat would be empty when we arrived at McDonald’s. Catie always asked one of the clerks about her friend. Sometimes, the manager or one of the workers, who had also befriended June, would give us an update. Near Christmastime, Catie and I received the news that June had gone to a nursing home.

When we first found June’s room, she was lying in bed with her eyes closed. June seemed to sense our presence, and, as her eyes opened, she spotted Catie. Catie walked over to the bed, June sat up and they hugged. Tears filled my eyes as I realized the power of the moment. They talked a mile a minute, and June showed Catie the birdfeeder outside her window. This visit was a ray of sunshine for June, whose life was far from sunny. Her diabetes was worsening; her beloved car had to be sold; and the outlook for the future was bleak.

Before we left that day, June opened Catie’s Christmas present, a pink fleece blanket to keep June’s feet warm. She loved it, and they hugged tightly once again. Over the next few months, school kept Catie busy, yet each time we went to McDonald’s, Catie’s eyes were drawn to that back corner.

Before Easter, I received a phone call from a McDonald’s employee telling me that June’s health was failing; they were going to have to amputate her leg. Catie sent a card to June, telling her she would pray for her. Soon, we got even worse news: June had passed away.

Catie would be in school on the day of June’s funeral, but we sent two pink roses with some babies’ breath. The morning of the visitation, I walked into the funeral home to pay my respects. Only two small flower arrangements were visible, and the people there were few. As I walked down the aisle, a woman who identified herself as June’s niece approached me, wondering who I was. When I told her that I was the grandmother of Catie—June’s friend from McDonald’s—she grabbed my hand and led me to the casket. There lay this peaceful angel with her white babushka on her head and with Catie’s two pink roses in her hands. I soon learned from her niece that roses had been June’s favorite flowers. The pink fleece blanket covered her legs, and on top of the blanket were Catie’s card and the photo of the two of them in the corner booth at McDonald’s, Catie sitting on June’s lap and June resplendent in her trademark dark glasses and babushka. Tears flowed from my eyes. In that moment, I truly came to see what a gift God had given the world in my granddaughter, whose genuine love had wholly embraced this lonely, elderly woman.

While taking Catie to school the day of June’s funeral, we talked about my saying goodbye to June for her. She asked me about the memorial card that was lying on the seat next to me. I read it to her, and we talked about their birthdays both being in June, but that this year, June would be in heaven for hers. As she got out of the car, she wondered if she could take the card to school and I told her that was fine. She bounded up the sidewalk with her friend Carly, who asked her what she had in her hand. I heard her explain, “This is my best friend, June.”

~Audrey Conway
Chicken Soup for the Girlfriend’s Soul
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The Hug of a Child


A hug delights and warms and charms,
that must be why God gave us arms.

~Author Unknown

As we drove across town, I prepared my two children for what they were about to see. A lady from our new church was dying of cancer, and I had volunteered to help her with the housework. “Annie has a tumor in her head, which has disfigured her face,” I cautioned them.

Annie invited me to bring my children with me one day, as I had told her so much about them. “Most children are frightened by my appearance,” she said. “So I will understand if they don’t want to meet me.”

I struggled for the words to describe Annie’s appearance to my son and daughter. Then I remembered a movie I’d seen two years earlier with my son, when he was ten. I wanted him to understand that disabled people are like anyone else—their feelings can be hurt, too.

“David, remember the movie Mask about the boy with the facial deformity?”

“Yes, Mom. I think I know what to expect.” His tone told me it was time to stop mothering him so much.

“What does a tumor look like?” Diane asked me.

Answering my nine-year-old daughter would be tricky. In order to prevent Diane’s revulsion when she met Annie, I needed to prepare her just enough but not too much. I didn’t want to frighten the child.

“Her tumor looks like the skin on the inside of your mouth. It sticks out from under her tongue and makes it hard for her to talk. You’ll see it as soon as you meet her, but there’s nothing to be afraid of. Remember, don’t stare. I know you’ll want to look at it... that’s all right... just don’t stare.” Diane nodded. I knew she was trying to picture a tumor in her mind.

“Are you kids ready for this?” I asked as we pulled up to the curb.

“Yes, Mom,” David said, sighing as only a preteen can.

Diane nodded and tried to reassure me. “Don’t worry, Mommy. I’m not scared.”

We entered the living room, where Annie was sitting in her recliner, her lap covered with note cards for her friends. I stood across the room with my children, aware that anything could happen next.

At the sight of my children, Annie’s face brightened. “Oh, I’m so glad you came to visit,” she said, dabbing a tissue at the drops of saliva that escaped from her twisted mouth.

Then it happened. I watched David stride across the room to Annie’s chair, wrap his arms around her shoulders and press his cheek to her misshapen face. Smiling, he looked into her eyes and said, “I’m happy to meet you.”

Just when I didn’t think I could be more proud, Diane copied her big brother and gave Annie the precious, accepting hug of a child.

My throat tightened with emotion as I saw Annie’s eyes well up with grateful tears. I had nothing to worry about.

~Victoria Harnish Benson
Chicken Soup for the Volunteer’s Soul
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Altar Boys


When they were young, life with my two sons was what would tactfully be called “challenging.” For years, broken bones, stitches, notes from the school principal, torn jeans and numerous unusual pets hidden under their beds were part of our daily family life. But sometimes I would get a comforting glimpse of the fine young men Kevin and Eric would one day become, and suddenly the world would seem right.

One such glimpse came when Kevin and Eric befriended a new boy in the neighborhood. My sons were about ten and twelve that year, and Danny was somewhere in between. Danny was an intense child, thin and slightly built. But he couldn’t run and jump and climb like the rest of the neighborhood children. Danny spent his days in a wheelchair.

Although there were dozens of children for blocks around, only Kevin and Eric took the time to meet Danny and spend time playing with him. Usually, they would go around the corner to his house. And once in a while, they would help Danny navigate the streets and sidewalks and bring him to our home.

As the boys’ friendship with Danny blossomed, I was gratified to see that they accepted and loved Danny without seeing him as physically limited. More than that, they realized that Danny both needed and deserved to experience, as much as possible, all the things “normal” children could enjoy.

One Saturday, several months after Danny moved into the neighborhood, Kevin and Eric asked if he could spend the night with us. My husband and I said that was fine, and we reminded them that we would attend church as usual the next morning. Danny was invited to sleep over, and to accompany us to church.

That night, the three boys had a great time playing games and watching television. When it was time for bed, my husband carried Danny upstairs to the boys’ room, and we made certain he was comfortable for the night.

Dealing with a child in a wheelchair was a new and very humbling experience for us. Suddenly, a few scraped knees and broken arms seemed to be blessings—products of having healthy, active children. They were reasons to give thanks, rather than the purple hearts of parenthood we’d thought them to be.

The next day, with help from all of us, Danny was soon dressed and ready for church. Kevin and Eric helped Danny into the backseat of the station wagon, and we loaded the wheelchair into the cargo area. Once at the church, we unloaded everybody, and the boys happily wheeled Danny off to meet their friends.

At the time, our church had a rather pleasant tradition of letting the children in the congregation take turns each week being unofficial acolytes. Invariably, the children were excited when they were chosen to walk down the center aisle of the church carrying a long brass taper used to light the candles. We adults always enjoyed seeing how seriously the youngsters took their job, how slowly and tentatively they climbed the stairs to the altar and solemnly touched each candle, ever-so-lightly, until it caught flame.

After church school, we were preparing to enter the sanctuary when the minister approached us. Kevin and Eric had asked him if Danny could light the candles this week.

Concerned about the logistics of Danny navigating the stairs, the minister had tried to persuade them otherwise and had pointed out the obstacles. But my sons had insisted that Danny perform the honor, he said, and had assured him that they had figured out a plan. Wisely, the minister had given consent and left the situation in the boys’ hands.

As the opening music began, I turned in my seat to see how my two unpredictable sons would make this miracle happen. Kevin and Eric stood behind the wheelchair, beaming from ear to ear. In front of them sat Danny, proudly and nervously holding the long brass rod that would set the candles blazing. Slowly walking to the music, the boys pushed the wheelchair down the aisle. Soon, all heads were turned to follow their progress. The entire congregation had just become aware of the challenge ahead: the series of steps Danny would have to climb to reach the altar.

As the wheelchair neared the altar, every breath in the room suspended. We had no idea how they were going to pull this off. Did they plan to carry that heavy wheelchair up those stairs? Would they try to pick him up and carry him? Was this fast becoming a disaster?

Kevin and Eric rolled Danny’s chair to the foot of the steps and stopped. Every eye was riveted on the three boys and the wheelchair at the front of the church.

Slowly, and with a dignity beyond their years, Kevin and Eric ascended the stairs while Danny remained in his chair. Each boy grasped a candlestick and carried it back down the stairs. Reaching Danny’s wheelchair, they leaned forward and offered the altar candles to their waiting friend.

Danny proudly raised the golden wand and gently lit each candle. Kevin and Eric carefully guarded the flames with cupped palms as they carried the candles back up the stairs and placed them back on the altar. Then they returned to Danny and rotated his chair to face the congregation. Slowly, they wheeled him back down the aisle.

Danny’s face was a joyous thing to see. His grin blazed through the sanctuary and lit the very rafters of the church, sending a thrill through every heart. He was visibly elated and held the brass candle lighter as though it were a royal scepter. A soft glow seemed to surround the three boys as they walked to the rear of the church. I noticed it took a few minutes before the minister could trust his voice to begin the service.

I’ve often been proud of my sons, but seldom have I been so touched. I had to blink a bit to see their smiling faces as they passed my pew on their way to the rear of the church. But then, my eyes weren’t the only ones in the congregation blurred by tears from the pageant of love we had just witnessed.

~Marcy Goodfleisch
Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul 2
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The Greatest of These


My day began on a decidedly sour note when I saw my six-year-old wrestling with a limb of my azalea bush. By the time I got outside, he’d broken it. “Can I take this to school today?” he asked.

With a wave of my hand, I sent him off. I turned my back so he wouldn’t see the tears gathering in my eyes. I loved that azalea bush. I touched the broken limb as if to say silently, “I’m sorry.”

I wished I could have said that to my husband earlier, but I’d been angry. The washing machine had leaked on my brand-new linoleum. If he’d just taken the time to fix it the night before when I asked him instead of playing checkers with Jonathan. What were his priorities anyway? I was still mopping up the mess when Jonathan walked into the kitchen. “What’s for breakfast, Mom?”

I opened the empty refrigerator. “Not cereal,” I said, watching the sides of his mouth drop. “How about toast and jelly?” I smeared the toast with jelly and set it in front of him. Why was I so angry? I tossed my husband’s dishes into the sudsy water.

It was days like this that made me want to quit. I just wanted to drive up to the mountains, hide in a cave, and never come out.

Somehow I managed to lug the wet clothes to the laundromat. I spent most of the day washing and drying clothes and thinking how love had disappeared from my life. Staring at the graffiti on the walls, I felt as wrung-out as the clothes left in the washers.

As I finished hanging up the last of my husband’s shirts, I looked at the clock. 2:30. I was late. Jonathan’s class let out at 2:15. I dumped the clothes in the back seat and hurriedly drove to the school.

I was out of breath by the time I knocked on the teacher’s door and peered through the glass. With one finger, she motioned for me to wait. She said something to Jonathan and handed him and two other children crayons and a sheet of paper.

“What now?” I thought, as she rustled through the door and took me aside. “I want to talk to you about Jonathan,” she said.

I prepared myself for the worst. Nothing would have surprised me.

“Did you know Jonathan brought flowers to school today?” she asked.

I nodded, thinking about my favorite bush and trying to hide the hurt in my eyes. I glanced at my son busily coloring a picture. His wavy hair was too long and flopped just beneath his brow. He brushed it away with the back of his hand. His eyes burst with blue as he admired his handiwork.

“Let me tell you about yesterday,” the teacher insisted. “See that little girl?”

I watched the bright-eyed child laugh and point to a colorful picture taped to the wall. I nodded.

“Well, yesterday she was almost hysterical. Her mother and father are going through a nasty divorce. She told me she didn’t want to live, she wished she could die. I watched that little girl bury her face in her hands and say loud enough for the class to hear, ‘Nobody loves me.’ I did all I could to console her, but it only seemed to make matters worse.”

“I thought you wanted to talk to me about Jonathan,” I said.

“I do,” she said, touching the sleeve of my blouse. “Today your son walked straight over to that child. I watched him hand her some pretty pink flowers and whisper, ‘I love you.’”

I felt my heart swell with pride for what my son had done. I smiled at the teacher. “Thank you,” I said, reaching for Jonathan’s hand, “you’ve made my day.”

Later that evening, I began pulling weeds from around my lopsided azalea bush. As my mind wandered back to the love Jonathan showed the little girl, a biblical verse came to me: “...now these three remain: faith, hope and love. But the greatest of these is love.” While my son had put love into practice, I had only felt anger.

I heard the familiar squeak of my husband’s brakes as he pulled into the drive. I snapped a small limb bristling with hot pink azaleas off the bush. I felt the seed of love that God planted in my family beginning to bloom once again in me. My husband’s eyes widened in surprise as I handed him the flowers. “I love you,” I said.

~Nanette Thorsen-Snipes
Chicken Soup for the Christian Family Soul
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Lifted by Love


We never dreamed that Garrett would be anything other than a perfectly ordinary boy. The brown-haired, brown-eyed tornado that tore through our home seemed to have enough energy for a dozen boys! Every time we turned around, Garrett popped up, full of questions and ideas, and always on the move.

By the time he was seven, though, Garrett began to stumble and fall when he ran, and even sometimes when he was walking. His teachers noticed a change in his ability to keep up with his school-work, although he seemed to be as smart as ever. He got sick more easily and was always tired. We knew something was going on, but nothing could have prepared us for the shock of the doctors’ diagnosis. Garrett’s symptoms were due to a rare genetic syndrome called ataxia-telangiectasia (A-T), a disease that causes progressive neurological deterioration, immune deficiency and sometimes even cancer in children. There was no cure. Nothing we could do could take away this disease from our son. We dreaded the thought of standing by helplessly, watching him struggle a little more each day to speak, to walk, to do so many of the things we took for granted. Where could we turn for help? We felt alone and terrified at the obstacles we faced.

But Garrett was not alone.

Many other children were fighting the same battle—more than five hundred just in the United States. When we contacted the National Organization to Treat A-T, we were told about a study being conducted at Children’s Hospital of Philadelphia. They invited Garrett to participate in the experimental treatment at no cost to us other than the expense of our transportation. Johns Hopkins, in Baltimore, also had a research program for A-T and wanted Garrett to visit their clinical center for evaluation. This was both good news and bad. Our home in Portales, New Mexico, was a long way from Philadelphia and Baltimore, and Garrett would have to make five separate trips in a span of only a few months.

Like Garrett before his illness, I had always felt strong and independent. My husband worked hard to support us, and his income had always been adequate for our needs. Now, though, we had a challenge that exceeded anything we were prepared to face. We couldn’t afford to fly our entire family to the East Coast even once! Philadelphia and Baltimore might as well have been on the moon. I called everyone—Social Security, welfare and other government organizations—trying to find out how we could get help with flights, meals, car rental and all the other prohibitive costs.
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