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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 about being a grandparent and a grandchild. 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.


Everyone has experienced the special ties between grandparents and grandchildren — the unlimited love, the mutual admiration and unqualified acceptance. In this new volume, we have selected our 101 best stories and poems about grandparents and grandchildren from our rich fifteen year history. The stories that we have chosen were written lovingly by grandparents about their grandchildren and by grateful grandchildren about their grandparents.


We hope that you will enjoy reading these stories as much as we enjoyed selecting them for you, and that you will share them with your families and friends. We have identified the 34 Chicken Soup for the Soul books in which the stories originally appeared, in case you would like to continue reading about families and senior life among our other books. We hope you will also enjoy the additional books about families, seniors, pets, and sports in “Our 101 Best Stories” series.


With our love, our thanks, and our respect,
~Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen
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Becoming a Grandparent


Few things are more delightful than grandchildren fighting over your lap.


~Doug Larson
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A Grandmother Is Born


When a child is born, so are grandmothers.


~Judith Levy


It’s the phone call I’ve been awaiting for nine long months, yet when it comes, it’s still a shock.


“This is it,” our son-in-law says with a certain catch in his voice. “Jill’s in labor.”


And so the adventure begins. On the ride to the hospital, my husband and I cannot speak. For a man and woman who are about to become grandparents for the first time, it’s all been said. All the fervent prayers for a healthy, whole baby already have been issued up to a higher power.


So we ride in silence, the silence of apprehension, excitement and joy waiting to explode.


At the birthing suite, all is surreal. While the rest of the inhabitants of planet Earth go about their business and pleasure on this brilliantly sunny afternoon, the entire world, for me, is enclosed within the walls of this waiting area.


My husband tries to read.


I pace in an unlikely caricature of those fathers-in-waiting from the Neanderthal days when mothers labored alone. Suddenly, I understand how those fathers must have felt.


Every now and then the midwife appears with a “bulletin.” Those bulletins take on the breathless significance of a pronouncement about the future of world peace.


An hour passes. Two. Three. “Soon,” our son-in-law tells us breathlessly in his one and only break from being on-site labor coach.


And at 3:42 on an ordinary afternoon, standing at the door of a modern birthing suite, I hear a cry. A baby’s cry.


My heart stops.


Nothing in the world could have prepared me for this moment. Nothing will ever be the same for me in this glorious universe.


Today, I am somebody’s grandmother!


Hannah — all seven pounds, thirteen ounces of her — has burst into the world.


I meet her moments later and fall madly, desperately, hopelessly in love. Nestled in my daughter’s arm is this child of my child, a perfect pink and white miniature. I weep and laugh and thank God for allowing us this moment, this gift, this day.


Time is suspended. It is the deepest, most profound privilege to watch these new parents as they cuddle their baby daughter and explore her incredibly sweet face, her silky skin, her downy head.


Our son-in-law’s parents are as speechless as we are. Hannah is the “we” of their son and our daughter, made tangible. In this room, on this day, we all know that this infant is our link to immortality. And this gritty, urban hospital suddenly feels holy.


It is another spectacular moment when I watch Hannah’s great-grandmother — my own mother — meet her. I bear joyous witness to the awesome, incredible continuity of life’s longing for itself.


Later, her new aunts and uncles greet Hannah, laugh joyously at her perfection, and touch her tiny, tiny hand.


We are dumbstruck, overwhelmed subjects of this tiny empress, and she seems to revel in the attention on this first day of her life.


This being, after all, the age of technology, the moments are dutifully recorded on video camera. Someday, we will watch — and laugh at our foolishness.


But for this day, it is totally acceptable to worship at the bedside of Hannah and to marvel at the new life that begins with the love of a man and a woman.


Despite all we enlightened moderns know of the biology of life — despite all the excesses of this Information Age — the wonder is the same. The awe remains undiminished.


A baby is born. The universal family of man — and our family — grows once again.


It is as old as time and as new as tomorrow’s dawn.


The dance of life goes on. The circle grows.


And a dazed, overwhelmed new grandmother tiptoes out of a room where a miracle has happened, wondering how she ever got to be so lucky.


~Sally Friedman
Chicken Soup for the Grandma’s Soul
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Thoughts on Being a Grandmother


Grandmothers are special gifts to children,


~G.W. Curtis


I lie on the sofa and cuddle with the baby. My first grandchild! My daughter has gone on a quick outing alone and I have the honor of being the first babysitter. I watch his big brown eyes study my face and his tiny hands reach out in an effort to coordinate and touch what he sees. “Soon,” I tell him. “Soon you’ll be reaching and grasping everything in sight.”


But I am in no hurry. I remember how I was constantly awaiting and anticipating the next new experience with my daughter. Her first smile, her first clumsy effort to sit up alone, that exciting first step, first word, first day of school. And then, suddenly, before I really had time to enjoy each of those special times, they were gone. I will not make that mistake again. With the wisdom of age and the experience, I will enjoy each precious moment.


His eyes become heavy and begin to close. I ease myself into a more comfortable position and he stirs and looks up at me for just a moment. With that glance, I recall another time, so many years ago, in another room on another sofa. I was cuddling with another child, my eighteen-month-old daughter. As she drifted off to sleep, she looked up at me and, in that one unique moment, I was able to envision for just an instant the woman my child would become. I recall the shivers that ran up my spine and the tears that appeared in my eyes and slid unchecked down my cheeks.


I recall saying a silent prayer for my little girl’s future. I didn’t think in grandiose terms of fame and fortune. I just prayed that someday a worthy (such an old-fashioned word, and yet so appropriate!) young man would look beneath her outer beauty and see the loyalty, the kindness, the determination that I had glimpsed so briefly and would cherish for so long.


Once again, I feel tears slide gently down my cheeks as I watch the sleeping baby boy. He is the representation of the fulfillment of all those prayers and dreams I carried in my heart for my daughter over the years. This tiny child, who fills me with such overwhelming love I can barely believe it, is my daughter’s child.


I am thrilled for my daughter and all that awaits her as she watches this child grow and learn and become his own little person. Like me, she will experience great joys and survive major disappointments. She will rejoice in successes and regret more than a few mistakes. There will always be some guilt. But it isn’t the important part. Love is the important part.


You can’t love too much. Perhaps there are psychologists and sociologists who would disagree with me. But as I watch my sleeping grandson and think of that little one who is now his mother, I know deep down inside that the one thing I will never be guilty of is not loving enough. Love is the drive for every feeling I’ve ever had, every action I’ve ever taken and every decision I’ve ever made with regard to my child. The results have not always been perfect because the situations were not in line with my motivation. But the end results have been worthwhile; the mistakes more than justified. I will continue to love my daughter with this unconditional love for as long as I live.


And now I am a grandmother. I feel the same emotions toward him, but there is a subtle difference. I can’t quite put my finger on it. I draw him nearer to me and feel the warmth of his tiny body as he nestles contentedly in my arms. He feels safe and loved right where he is, but in a few minutes his mother will appear and I’ll see in her face that, though she was gone less than an hour, she missed him. She can’t wait to pick him up, to hold him, to take him home.


And then I realize. That’s the difference. She will take him home. As I stand by always with arms open as the ready caretaker, the willing supporter, the hopeful advisor, he will go home with my daughter. She will nourish him physically, emotionally and spiritually every day of his life in ways that I am not meant to do. I have a new role. I am his grandmother. I will watch his face light up in recognition when he sees me as he grows older. I will bake his favorite cookies and we’ll sit together in a rocking chair sharing a favorite book. I’ll listen lovingly as his mother shares the little stories that shape his growing-up years. I will be at his school plays or his softball games or his piano recitals. I will be a part of his life because I am his grandmother.


And I will never, ever be able to love him too much.


~Donna M. Hoffman
Chicken Soup for the Mother & Daughter Soul
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By Any Other Name


Contemplating my impending role as grandparent, I spent countless hours and multiple conversations debating what my new grandchild should call me. After all, this was a big decision: a sacred moniker — set in stone — to be used by countless future grandchildren.


I mused over the merits and disadvantages of various names, rolling them around my tongue, tasting them, savoring them — trying them on for size. Grandmother? Too formal. Grandma? Mundane. Nana? Nah.


From the quirky Punkin’ to the colloquial Gran, the whimsical Oma to the formal Grandma-ma (with an elegant accent on the last syllable), I experimented with them all.


“Give it up,” said my more experienced girlfriends. “That first grandbaby will call you what she will. And, anyway, the actual name won’t matter. Why, you’ll be so thrilled, it won’t matter what she calls you. Trust us,” they nodded in agreement. “You won’t care.”


Well, grandbaby Avery turned one and my daughter put her on the phone so I could hear her chatter across the two thousand miles separating us. I knew this verbose babe’s burgeoning repertoire now included words like drink, ball, banana, hi and even the names of several animals. With any luck...


“Hello, sweet pea,” I gushed. “Happy birthday!”


“Avery, say ‘hi’ to Grammy,” my daughter coaxed at the other end. “Say ‘hi.’”


And then it happened. It really happened. A precious, breathy little voice pulled together two words from her vocabulary and cooed into the phone, “Hi, dog.”


My daughter giggled, then erupted into a full laugh — and baby Avery repeated her new achievement with enthusiasm, delighted that it appeared to make her mommy so happy.


“Hi dog, hi dog, hi dog.”


Huh, I laughed, my girlfriends were wrong. I care. I care a lot.


~Carol McAdoo Rehme
Chicken Soup for the Grandma’s Soul
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She’ll Call Me “Ma”


It is not the name that is important— it is what it represents to you that is the key to its power.


~Laura Spiess


“Guess what — I’m pregnant!” My stepdaughter phoned. Her joy was obvious. “That’s wonderful,” I said. “I’m going to be a grandmother!” We had always been close — bonded together by our mutual love for her father. I was sure that my love for this child was big enough to share with her child. What I wasn’t sure of was my grandmothering ability.


I had often witnessed these women at church fellowships — huddled in a circle like football players planning their next play. They all had sweet names like “Mimi,” “Nana,” “Grammy” and “Grandma.” Their purses bulged with photos that could be pulled out at a moment’s notice. Their conversations revolved around sippy cups, Big Bird and onesies (which I had already mispronounced at a friend’s baby shower as “o-nee-zees”).


I, on the other hand, was young (only forty) and inexperienced and the stepgrandmother. I had lots of questions and all the fated answers. Would my stepdaughter pull away from me? It would only be natural that she grow closer to her real mother in the coming months. Would I suddenly feel like an outsider when my husband stepped into his role as grandfather? Blood is thicker than water. Would I ever get to be involved in this child’s life? Never mind quality time... I would take any time. What would I be called by this child? “Stepgrandmother” would definitely not conjure up any warm, fuzzy feelings. And I knew that “Mimi,” “Nana,” “Grammy” and “Grandma” would quickly be claimed by the two grandmothers, two great-grandmothers and one great-greatgrandmother who waited in the wings.


My relationship with my stepdaughter deepened as we talked our way through the months of waiting. “I just found out I’m having a girl,” she cried. “You are coming to the baby shower, aren’t you?”


“Of course I’ll be there... if it’s okay with your mom,” I replied. Silence. Neither one of us needed to be reminded of our situation.


Two months later, it was finally time. “We’re leaving for the hospital,” her voice quivered. “We’re on our way,” I said. As my husband and I stepped off the elevator, we were greeted by our blended family. Time seemed to crawl as we all awaited the blessed arrival. Finally, she was here. “I’m a grandma!” I blurted out. All heads snapped to attention in my direction.


Had I said that out loud? I hadn’t meant to. I suddenly imagined a sign over the hospital room door: “Only blood relatives admitted.” I sheepishly smiled and stepped back as we all entered the room.


She was the most beautiful child (other than my own) that I had ever laid eyes on! I stood by as each one took his or her turn holding the tiny, red-faced stranger. Flashbulbs popped at every turn. She was so perfect. So tiny. And she possessed an unmistakable feature that drew me to her instantly... my husband’s loving eyes. I knew I was falling in love with her and longed to cradle her in my arms like the others. Instead, I moved toward the door, trying to stay out of the way. All too soon, it was time to go and let Mama and baby rest. My eyes filled with tears. I hadn’t gotten to hold her. With all the passing of the baby, I had gotten passed over. Just an oversight during all the confusion, I rationalized. Shouldn’t get too attached, anyway.


That night, my prayers overflowed with pleas for a true relationship with this child. Opportunity for motherhood well behind me, all I had were memories buried under the difficulties of a bad first marriage. There had never been time for filling in baby books with first steps or first words. My daughter had basically raised herself, while my energy was spent just getting through it all. I desperately wanted a second chance.


The next day, I woke up anxious to get to the hospital and see my stepdaughter. I secretly hoped that no other relatives would be there so I could have her and the baby all to myself. When we arrived, all was well. Mama and baby rested as my husband and I exchanged labor and delivery stories with our son-in-law.


When it came time to go, I felt a lump rise in my throat. I still hadn’t held the baby, and I felt silly being that emotional over what seemed like such a small incident. No one could have known how I longed to hold that child. I certainly didn’t feel like a stepgrandmother. As far as I was concerned, that was my child and my grandchild in that bed. As I turned to leave, my son-in-law caught my eyes. He saw my emotion and somehow he knew what I had missed the day before. He walked over to the bed, reached in and picked up the baby and handed her directly to me.


More than two years have passed since that day. I now fit in quite nicely with the other grandmothers at church. You see, we have so much in common. I, too, have earned one of these sweet names. Shortly after her first birthday, my granddaughter reached out to me as “Ma.” It stuck. Sippy cups now crowd my tea glasses and “o-nee-zees” abide in my lingerie drawer. Big Bird makes a daily appearance in my living room, and a larger-than-life version of Tinky Winky has taken up residence under my bed. And I am always armed and ready for any photo contest that might break out at one of those church fellowships.


I have cradled my granddaughter often and have stored up enough laughs for a lifetime as I have replied to questions like, “Ma, can you come over every day and just paint my fingernails?” I receive more love in a day than I could give back in a lifetime. You see, we have always been close — bonded together by our mutual love for her mother.


As I write this, I am happily awaiting the birth of my second granddaughter and am sure that my love for my first grandchild is big enough to share with her sister. Gone are the doubts. Gone are the questions — she’ll call me “Ma.”


~Jackie Davis
Chicken Soup for the Grandparent’s Soul
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Someone’s Grandmother


A garden of Love grows in a Grandmother’s heart.


~Author Unknown


I was a frustrated wannabe grandmother. Every time I saw a small baby, I’d hear the ticking of the biological clock. All right, I admit that it wasn’t my clock. But our two adult daughters had healthy clocks that I could hear ticking, even if they couldn’t. That the younger one had just reached adulthood and that neither daughter was married were beside the point. I wanted to be someone’s grandmother.


One day Jennifer, our elder daughter, called with the news, “Mom, I’m getting married!” She followed this with more good news, “Chuck has custody of his two-year-old son. We plan to come home to Alaska for the wedding.”


I was ecstatic to be an instant grandma. Then I had a moment’s pause as I tried to figure out what to do with a grandson. We raised two daughters and I have a sister. It occurred to me that I had no idea how to entertain a small boy. Could I be his grandma? Would he accept me? Would Chuck let his son call me “Grandma?”


Jennifer, Chuck and Chase arrived in the spring, had a summer wedding and I officially became an instant grandmother. I tried to pace myself getting to know my young grandson. Over the summer we explored hiking trails along the Mendenhall Glacier and tide pools in Tee Harbor. We picked wild blueberries, watched tiny hummingbirds, baked cookies and had long talks in a child’s language that I’d long forgotten. All the while I fretted over losing touch with him when Jennifer and Chuck moved south again. I knew I had only a few short months with Chase.


In late fall, fate stepped in. My carpenter-husband Bob took a fall. He had a double compound fracture of his right arm and would be off work for at least nine months. Winter loomed ahead. With the heavy snowfall would come snow shoveling, snow plowing, keeping the furnace running and other winter tasks around the house. Jennifer and Chuck decided to postpone their trip south until the next year so they could help us through the winter. I had another nine months to spend with my new grandson.


Over the winter, Chase and I watched Disney movies together, sang during baths about tiny frogs and bars of soap, danced the Hoochie-Koochie, read stories by Kipling and built snowmen. Spring was coming, and I knew that soon there would be talk of Jennifer, Chuck and Chase moving south again. They had been with us nearly a year, and I knew we weren’t the Waltons. It hadn’t been an easy winter and some days our big house felt small, yet I fought tears whenever I thought of them leaving.


Once again fate stepped in. An injury to my back required surgery and held me prisoner in our bedroom for nearly four months. Jennifer and Chuck delayed their departure again. Since Jennifer, Chuck and Bob were now working, Chase went to day care. I would wait in bed, listening for the sound of him coming through the back door and pounding his way upstairs to my bedroom. I delighted in listening to him as he sat on the end of the bed and told me about his busy day at “school.” He shared garbled stories of coloring, cutting and pasting construction paper.


That summer we watched and rewatched The Princess Bride, Zorro, Rikki-Tikki-Tavi and countless other favorite movies with heroes and villains. Chase was as content to read books and watch movies with me that long summer as he had been to berry pick and hike the summer before. Yet I knew that autumn weather would once again bring talk of a move south.


The day did come when Chuck gathered their belongings into the truck and left on the ferry, and a few days later Bob and I took Jennifer and Chase to the airport to join him. I blinked back hot tears as we checked them in for a flight to Seattle. They might as well be moving to the moon. I knew that we would be lucky to see each other once a year. Chase would turn four soon. I doubted that he’d even remember me in a couple of months. I was certain everyone in the airport could hear my heart breaking.


Our house was horribly quiet those first weeks after they left for Oklahoma. I spent time building a small photo album for Chase, hoping that he’d remember his instant grandma in Alaska. I called Oklahoma often, though it was difficult to have a long telephone conversation with a three-year-old. My heart broke as he asked, “Grandma, come see me now. When am I coming home to Alaska? How is Papa?” And, “Grandma, do you know that in Oklahoma you can’t even grow blueberries? Could you please send me blueberry bushes to grow?” I treasured each little chat we had.


The months passed and we got photos from Jennifer, a lot of e-mails and periodic phone calls from Chase. For his fourth birthday I sent him a video about a kangaroo in Australia. Chase loved the movie and hurried to ask Jennifer if he could have a kangaroo. After all, they had some acreage and enough room for a kangaroo. Jennifer wisely told him, “It’s okay with me, but go ask your dad.” A very disappointed Chase returned to the kitchen to tell Jennifer that his dad said “no.” Then his face lit with a great idea. In a small whisper he said to Jennifer, “Let’s call Grandma in Alaska. She’ll send us one!”


When Jennifer told me the kangaroo story, I knew that I’d made it. I was someone’s grandmother, not for an instant, but forever.


~Valerie A. Horner
Chicken Soup for the Grandma’s Soul
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The Bathroom Mirror


As I approach the bathroom mirror today, I cautiously scrutinize the reflection staring back at me. I have recently been given a new name. The name is “Grandma.”


I brace myself against the counter while squinting my eyes at the face in the mirror. How could this woman possibly be a grandmother? She looks nothing at all like the grandmother who had been in my childhood. This woman doesn’t have a speck of gray in her hair. And there is not a trace of wrinkles or age spots to be seen. Of course to be fair, my grandmother didn’t have fifty different boxes of hair coloring conveniently awaiting her at the grocery store or the wonderful selection of anti-aging creams that stand lining my counter like good little soldiers. Still it is difficult to believe that I have earned this title of “Grandma.”


Where have the years gone? My mind wanders back to my own childhood. I did have a very nice childhood I would dare say, nothing out of the ordinary. However, I do remember certain phrases that my mother used that I swore would never pass through my lips. I still gasp in horror when I remember uttering for the first time to my kids, “It’s always fun and games until somebody gets hurt!” I swear, my head did a ninety-degree turn to see if my mother was standing anywhere near me. Had those words really come from my mouth? Those were my mother’s words. Oh no, I was possessed! And the first time I heard my mother’s laugh coming from my throat, well it was almost as if a full moon was turning me into a werewolf. I was downright quivering with fear.


Then there’s the memory of when I was eight years old and I was storming down the hall, headed towards my bedroom in a real snit over one of my mom’s judgment calls. I slammed the door behind me with all my strength, purging my rage. Mom appeared within seconds, demanding to know why I slammed the door. Being blessed with very large eyes that could widen to angelic heights, I softly whimper, “It was the wind, Mama. See, the window is open.” It worked like a charm, and I am happy to report that it still worked when my kids used it on me.


There’s something about the word “mama,” when spoken by a child, that has the power to unleash a force so strong that it can turn a mother’s heart into a puddle of quivering Jell-O. As I stand before the mirror this morning, I ponder what the word “Grandma” will do to me. I envision a huge bowl of mush with the words, “Help me. I’m drowning,” written on top in brown sugar with two large eyes blinking through it.


How has my childhood blurred into my children’s childhood and now into their children’s childhood? Where has the time gone? I realize the answer is gazing back at me in the mirror. It is within me. It is in my spirit and within my heart. I have become my mother and, in turn, a grandmother. I no longer quake in fear over the transition. I embrace it with a smile. This girl, this mother and now this grandmother is going to be just fine.


~Wanda Mitchell
Chicken Soup for the Grandparent’s Soul
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She Looks Just Like...


Family faces are magic mirrors. Looking at people who belong to us, we see the past, present, and future.


~Gail Lumet Buckley


As I gazed in awe at my newborn granddaughter, all I could think about was the wonder of God’s handiwork — until I heard the words, “She’s all her mother, even her toes.” Each word was spoken with emphasis, followed by an echo, “Yes, even her toes,” as if that were the final word on the subject.


I stood outnumbered in a sea of in-laws. Gazing at the ten tiny pieces of evidence before the court of family opinion, I failed to see the referenced genetic code etched in such delicate pink appendages.


Can’t my son claim even one little toe for our family? I silently cried out.


I had no idea what it would be like to be a first-time grandma. All my friends said it was the most wonderful experience in the world. So far my experience wasn’t going too well.


Slowly, the in-laws’ convictions got to me. I left the hospital with one prevailing thought: I guess I’m a grandma of another family’s baby.


The personal grandma chamber in my heart closed up. After waiting thirty years, it had flowed with grandma’s blood for a brief thirty minutes only.


You need to pull yourself together, I thought as I climbed into the car. Suddenly, my first memories of the baby’s mother flashed before my mind — how her smile illuminated the sanctuary when she was a high-flying angel at the Crystal Cathedral, how her fingers performed an Irish jig when she signed for the deaf, how her blond hair and flowered skirt blew in the wind of the spirit when she worship-danced. A rare beauty, within and without, she had stolen my heart.


Even if my son hadn’t married her, she would have been my friend for life. Of course it’s a privilege to have a grandchild who resembles her!


With excitement, I hung out at the baby’s house the next day and the next. I watched and waited for my granddaughter to wake up so I could make early eye contact with that beautiful face. Days turned into weeks, but eventually the bluest eyes, rosiest cheeks, blondest hair and most radiant smile greeted me. I beamed back at her until my smiley muscles ached.


In another few months, her fingers, like precise pincers, held the tiniest of objects. I clapped my hands with amazement.


In a few more months, she toe-danced, twirled and reached for the sun. Overjoyed, I spun around and around with her.


She was just like her angel mother — her smile, her hair, her fingers and yes, even her toes.


The grandma chamber in my heart pumped with delight — until one startling day. I looked in her crib and saw a different child gazing back at me.


What is going on, God? You gave me a granddaughter who looks like her beautiful mother. Now you steal her out of the crib one night and replace her with a child who looks like my son?


“Yes, she has her father’s eyes and expressions,” the court of family opinion confirmed.


I conceded. When she looked at me I saw her father’s deep, contemplative eyes. When she said “uh-oh” as she picked up scraps from the floor, I realized she was a neatnik like her dad. When her legs grew off the doctor’s charts, I knew they were her daddy’s long legs. When she became strongly independent, I remembered, so was her dad.


My grandma’s heart thrived with this fresh supply of past and present memories, until it suffered a second shock, six months later.


“Your granddaughter looks just like you,” someone said to me. Family opinion voted affirmatively.


Oh, no, poor kid, I thought. I couldn’t believe that in less than two years she had gone through three distinct metamorphoses, from a look-alike of her mother, a stamp imprint of her father, to a picture of me! What was she — a child or a butterfly?


Curious, I did some research. I learned that if I were to look into a cocoon in the early stages, I would find a puddle of glop that contains imago cells with DNA-coded instructions for turning cream of insect soup into a delicate, winged creature.


That’s it! She’s a child with the power of glop! She will change her identity many times, each time emerging like a beautiful butterfly. Yet I will be proud that this ever-changing display of beauty, in each stage of life, is my unique first granddaughter.


~Margaret Lang
Chicken Soup for the Grandma’s Soul
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Good News, Bad News


Babies are such a nice way to start people.


~Don Herrold


“Hi Mom, get Dad on the phone, too.” John seldom called from his temporary New Zealand home.


“What’s the matter?” I asked, then frantically motioned to Bob and mouthed, “It’s John!” My breathing quickened.


John waited until his dad greeted him then asked, “Are you sitting down?” I slumped on the bed in our dark room. My mother’s intuition kicked in. Something was wrong.


“I have some good news and some bad news,” John said. I held my breath.


“I’ll give you the good news first. You’re going to be grandparents.” A long moment of silence deafened our connection.


“Are you there?” he asked.


I voiced the bad news. “John, you’re not married.”


But John ignored my comment and continued, “Do we have any twins in our family? Cathy’s family does. You’re going to be grandparents of twins.”


We’d learned about Cathy earlier in the year. From the way John talked, we knew in our hearts that she was his true love.


I don’t remember how Bob and I got through the conversation. After we hung up, I sensed John’s worry of being forced into a situation he hadn’t planned and couldn’t control, much less afford on his teacher’s salary. I didn’t sleep much that night. Yet, my tears refused to flow.


In the morning, I attended a meeting in body, but not in mind. On the way home, the dam broke; tears blurred my vision. I struggled to see where I was going. As I passed our church my car seemed to turn into the parking lot on its own.


Once inside, I asked the secretary if I might speak to the parish priest.


“He takes Mondays off.” She stared at my tear-stained face, then added, “You can call him at home.”


“No, I won’t bother him.” Embarrassed, I rushed to my car. But at home, I recognized the need to talk to someone other than Bob, dialed the church and asked for Father’s number.


“Don’t push them into a marriage. Two wrongs don’t make a right,” my priest consoled calmly. “This doesn’t have to be bad news. But let them make their own decision.”


So Bob and I refrained from submitting advice. After Christmas, we received another call. “I gave Cathy a ring. We’ve decided since you’re coming to New Zealand in March, we’ll wait until you arrive to get married. The babies will be born in May.”


Elated by the wedding news, we looked forward to meeting and getting to know Cathy, if only for a few days. When we arrived, we could see her Western Samoan heritage contributed to her outer as well as inner beauty. She proved to be all we’d hoped John might find in a partner.


Although disappointed we wouldn’t be present for the birth of our first grandchildren, we returned to the United States. The knowledge that John, Cathy and the babies would follow within the year and call Colorado home appeased us.


At last we waited at Denver International. I stared through the large windows at the gate. Another plane filled the space where John, Cathy and our eight-month-old granddaughters would eventually arrive.


Departing passengers occupied all the seats in the gate area. I leaned against a pillar afraid to talk to Bob for fear of crying, not from sadness but joy. I’d never been so nervous. How long before the babies would accept us? Could we hold back and give them the space and time they needed? Out of necessity, their family would share our home. Could we make it work?


I wrung my hands and wiped them on my skirt.


“I can’t do this. I’m shaking inside and out,” I blurted. “Why are planes always late?”


Bob draped his arm around my shoulders and squeezed. “You can do it,” he assured me.


I laid my head against his arm and fought the tears that stung my eyes. Had it only been a little over a year since we’d lamented about our having four granddogs and two grandhorses rather than grandchildren? How quickly things change.


A voice screeched from the speaker over our head. “The flight from L.A. has landed and will wait for the gate to empty. It won’t be long. Thank you for your patience.”


I walked away from the gate and paced back and forth. My thoughts turned to the Christmas lights on the cul-de-sac still adorning our neighbors’ homes. Usually, they take their decorations down the day after New Year’s. But this time, they agreed to wait until January 5th so the lights might illuminate a warm welcome for our family.


At last one plane backed away and another took its place. Arriving passengers hurried through the doorway. We waited. My heart thumped in my ears. More people exited. We waited. Several times I gulped air and released it with a heavy sigh. We waited until no other passengers stepped through the doorway.


When a flight attendant appeared, I grabbed Bob’s arm. My knees weakened. My stomach churned. I stammered, “Maybe they missed the connection in L.A.”


Hand in hand we rushed to the attendant. “Is anyone else on the plane?” Bob’s voice quaked. “A family with twin babies?”


I looked around. Passengers waiting to depart watched us, curiosity evident on their faces.


“Yes.” The attendant smiled. “We misplaced their stroller. They’ll be out in a minute.”


Then John sauntered through the doorway with one baby in a large pack on his back. He stepped aside. Cathy shyly walked toward me cuddling the second baby. Tears gathered in my eyes.


Several flight attendants surrounded our family. “We wanted to see your reaction to these precious babies,” one offered. “If you don’t want them, we do!”
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