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  What People Are Saying About

  A Second Chicken Soup for

  the Woman’s Soul . . .


  “This new pot of Chicken Soup for the Soul is simmering full of nourishing ideas to fortify a woman’s spirit and resolve. A most helpful and encouraging recipe for self-improvement and spiritual harmony.”


  Evelyn H. Lauder

  senior corporate vice president, The Estee Lauder Companies

  founder, The Breast Cancer Research Foundation


  “I love being able to pick up A Second Chicken Soup for theWoman’s Soul and in a few minutes read a story that opens my heart and shows me the world in its best light.”


  Ruth Brown

  singer, Tony and Grammy Award winner,

  Rock and Roll Hall of Fame inductee


  “Thank you for A Second Chicken Soup for the Woman’s Soul—it’s a beautiful collection of inspiring stories that celebrate the love, power and beauty of women’s hearts.


  Picabo Street

  Olympic and World Champion ski racer


  “A Second Chicken Soup for the Woman’s Soul reveals the depth and resiliency of women’s hearts. It’s about love, wisdom, humor and magic!”


  Rachel Newman

  editor-in-chief, Country Living Magazine

  and Country Living’s Healthy Living Magazine


  “How delightful it is to spend a minute each morning with A Second Chicken Soup for the Woman’s Soul. I smile all the way to work thinking about the wonderful women in these stories.”


  Carolyn Elman

  executive director, The American Business Women’s Association


  “A Second Chicken Soup for the Woman’s Soul is a gorgeous tapestry of womanhood! Every story speaks to me of the rich variety of women and the beauty of their souls.”


  Suze Orman

  author, The New York Times bestseller, The 9 Steps to Financial

  Freedom


  “Nothing is more satisfying than a second helping of ‘good soup.’ That is exactly what A Second Chicken Soup for the Woman’s Soul is—satisfying. This collection of inspiring stories brings tears of joy and heartfelt smiles.”


  Debbye Turner

  Miss America 1990 television host


  “Sitting down to read A Second Chicken Soup for the Woman’s Soul is a delight! The stories are heartwarming and uplifting, and pay tribute to the richness and depth of women’s souls and strength of our common bond.”


  Reneé Z. Posner

  president, Girlhood Journeys

  international toy industry consultant


  “When I read the pages of A Second Chicken Soup for the Woman’s Soul, I felt as if I was in a room full of my best friends and we were all sharing our stories! I laughed, I cried, I was inspired.”


  Joan Borysenko, Ph.D.

  author, A Woman’s Book of Life


  “In the midst of a busy, hectic day, reading a story or two from A Second Chicken Soup for the Woman’s Soul reminds me of the unlimited strength and resilience in a woman’s heart and soul.”


  Kathleen Duffy

  organization change consultant
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  "You look like a lady with a story to tell."


  Reprinted by permission of Patrick Hardin.


  Contents


  Introduction


  1. ON LOVE

  



  The Wallet Arnold Fine


  A Gift for Robby Toni Fulco


  A Dance with Dad Jean Jeffrey Gietzen


  A Miracle of Love Shirlee Allison


  A Dream Come True Teresa Pitman


  Safe-Keeping LeAnn Thieman


  The Best Badge of All Gerry Niskern


  The Christmas Star Susan Adair


  My Dad, Charlie and Me Candice Bergen


  My Dad Barbara E. C. Goodrich


  A Happy-Ever-After Mary J. Davis


  Of Miracles, Children and Joshua’s Jingle Bell Aline Stomfay-Stitz


  Love in Action Mother Teresa

  



  2. ON ATTITUDE

  



  The True Spirit of Christmas Carolyn S. Steele


  Veronica’s Babies George M. Flynn


  Seeing with the Heart Barbara Jeanne Fisher


  A Jelly Bean for Halloween Evelyn M. Gibb


  Beauty Contest Carla Muir


  The Scar Joanna Slan


  The Melding Isabel Bearman Bucher


  Old People LeAnn Thieman

  



  3. LIVE YOUR DREAMS

  



  Born to Sing Ravina Gelfand and Letha Patterson


  Truly Free Elizabeth Bravo


  No Mistake Jennifer Read Hawthorne and Marci Shimoff


  Police Woman Chris Mullins


  Late for School Virginia Schantz as told to Daniel Schantz


  Color My World Sharon M. Chamberlain


  He Taught Me to Fly Cynthia Mercati

  



  4. ON MARRIAGE

  



  The Real Thing Frankie Germany


  The Locket Geery Howe


  The Dowry Roy Exum


  Going the Right Way Lynne Kinghorn


  I’ll Never Understand My Wife Steven James


  Crumbling Sand Castles Sue Monk Kidd


  The Last “I Love You” Debbi Smoot


  Loving Donna Ron C. Eggertsen


  History and Chemistry E. Lynne Wright


  True Intimacy Jean Brody


  Holding Hands Helen Troisi Arney

  



  5. ON MOTHERHOOD

  



  Second Skin Caroline Castle Hicks


  Ron Dan Clark


  Ry Joyce Meier


  Finding a Son Lin Faubel


  Snowballs and Lilacs Lisa Marie Finley


  The Little Princess Wendy Miles


  When Did She Really Grow Up? Beverly Beckham


  Children on Loan Norma R. Larson

  



  6. MAKING A DIFFERENCE

  



  Virtues Colleen Trefz


  Sharing Drue Duke


  It’s Really Christmas Now Kitsy Jones


  One Life at a Time Cindy Hensley McCain as told to Gina Bridgeman


  I Did My Best Diana, Princess of Wales


  Good Neighbors Marsha Arons


  Letters to Anne Frank’s Father Cara Wilson


  A Reason to Live Jerry Perkins


  The Night I Wrote My Pulitzer Prize Winner Shinan Barclay


  A Perfect Pot of Tea Roberta Messner, R.N., Ph.D.

  



  7. OVERCOMING OBSTACLES

  



  Lunch with Helen Keller Lilli Palmer


  One Kid at a Time Sarah Ann Reeves Moody


  Low-Fat and Happy Teresa Collins


  Graduation Message Robert A. Concolino


  Our Christmas Boy Shirley Barksdale


  Judy’s Birthday Shelley Peterman Schwarz


  The Special Olympics Denaé Adams


  The Classified Ad Marsha Arons


  The Mop Angel Lizanne Southgate


  Grandma Is on Her Feet Again Margaret McSherry

  



  8. SPECIAL MOMENTS

  



  The Department Store Santa Sally A. Breslin


  Halloween Angels Steven J. Lesko Jr.


  Lucky Pennies Jill Williford Mitchell


  Let Our Requests Be Known Donna Kay Heath


  Christmas in the Silver Egg Mechi Garza


  A Coke and a Smile Jacqueline M. Hickey


  Enduring Labor LeAnn Thieman


  The Smile Behind the Tear Helen Luecke


  The Not-So-White Christmas Gift Harrison Kelly

  



  9. MIRACLES

  



  It Happened on the Brooklyn Subway Paul Deutschman


  Take My Hand Mary Ann Hagen as told to LeAnn Thieman


  Love Can Last Forever Deb Plouse Fulton


  Highway Hero Carol A. Price-Lopata


  Plenty of Sunsets Cindy Jevne Buck


  Mom, Can You Pull Some Strings? Carol Allen


  Never, Never Give Up Diane Novinski


  The Baby Blanket Winona Smith

  



  10. ACROSS THE GENERATIONS

  



  Stories on a Headboard Elaine Pondant


  Mother’s Hands Louisa Godissart McQuillen


  Every Woman Needs a Champion Carole Garbuny Vogel


  The Trellis Daniel Schantz


  A Final Letter to a Father Gail Rosenblum


  A Penny Saved Carita Barlow as told to Carol McAdoo Rehme


  Emma’s Bouquets Pamela George


  Between the Lines Charlotte Adelsperger


  Bean Talk Veronica Hilton


  A Legacy in a Soup Pot Barbara Davey

  



  Who Is Jack Canfield?


  Who Is Mark Victor Hansen?


  Who Is Jennifer Read Hawthorne?


  Who Is Marci Shimoff?


  Contributors


  Permissions


  Introduction


  Welcome to A Second Chicken Soup for the Woman’s Soul: 101 More Stories to Open the Hearts and Rekindle the Spirits of Women.


  Since the first Chicken Soup for the Woman’s Soul came out, we have been overwhelmed by the response from readers around the world. The book has been at the top of every major bestseller’s list in the United States, and it continues to be read by millions.


  But what has moved us most is the feedback about how the stories have touched the lives of women around the world. Our goal in writing that book was to open the hearts and touch the souls of women everywhere. Apparently, that happened.


  In fact, many readers told us that these stories are like potato chips—once you start, you can’t read just one. The letters and commentswe have received have been somov-ing and inspiring that we wanted to share a few with you.


  From the Bahamas: “It was just absolutely one of the best books I have read for a long time. When I was about halfway into the book, I deliberately slowed down because I did not want the beautiful stories to end.”


  From New Zealand: “. . . after reading this book, I can honestly say that I say more thank-yous, and as I climb into a warm bed at night, I count my blessings.”


  From Michigan: “The stories made me cry—not out of sadness but out of joy. I said to myself, ‘Who are these women and how come I don’t know them? They are so much like me, sometimes struggling but with an amazing sense of self.’ I found myself then saying, ‘I do know them. I am them.’ ”


  From California: “I suffer from depression. I’ve never wanted to take anti-depressants due to their side effects. Your books work as my medication. As long as I am able to read at least a story or two a day, I feel okay. Being a single mom, life is hard enough, but your books give me what I need to make it a little easier.”


  We are often asked why the Chicken Soup for the Soul books have become such a phenomenon. From our experience, people seem to be soul-starved. With all the bad news that we hear all day long, people are relieved to hear these true stories of hope, courage, love and inspiration.


  They nourish the soul.


  Mother Teresa has said:


  The greatest disease in the West today is not TB or leprosy; it is being unwanted, unloved and uncared for. We can cure physical diseases with medicine, but the only cure for loneliness, despair and hopelessness is love. There are many in the world who are dying for a piece of bread, but there are many more dying for a little love. The poverty in the West is a different kind of poverty—it is not only a poverty of loneliness but also of spirituality. There’s a hunger for love. . . .


  The stories in A Second Chicken Soup for the Woman’s Soul are about ordinary people doing extraordinary things. We are happy to celebrate the good in people and we hope that this “soup” helps satisfy, even in some small way, the hunger for love in the world.


  DENNIS THE MENACE
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  “What ever happened to Chicken Soup?”


  DENNIS THE MENACE® used by permission of Hank Ketcham and © by North America Syndicate.


  1

  

  ON LOVE


  N1obody has ever measured, not even poets, how much the heart can hold.


  Zelda Fitzgerald


  The Wallet


  As Iwalked home one freezing day, I stumbled on awal-let someone had lost in the street. I picked it up and looked inside to find some identification so I could call the owner. But thewallet contained only three dollars and a crumpled letter that looked as if it had been in there for years.


  The envelope was worn and the only thing that was legible on it was the return address. I started to open the letter, hoping to find some clue. Then I saw the dateline— 1924. The letter had been written almost sixty years earlier.


  It was written in a beautiful feminine handwriting, on powder-blue stationery with a little flower in the left-hand corner. It was a “Dear John” letter that told the recipient, whose name appeared to be Michael, that the writer could not see him any more because her mother forbade it. Even so, she wrote that she would always love him. It was signed Hannah.


  It was a beautiful letter, but there was no way, except for the name Michael, to identify the owner. Maybe if I called information, the operator could find a phone listing for the address on the envelope.


  “Operator,” I began, “this is an unusual request. I’m trying to find the owner of a wallet that I found. Is there any way you can tell me if there is a phone number for an address that was on an envelope in the wallet?”


  She suggested I speak with her supervisor, who hesitated for a moment, then said, “Well, there is a phone listing at that address, but I can’t give you the number.” She said as a courtesy, she would call that number, explain my story and ask whoever answered if the person wanted her to connect me. I waited a few minutes and then the supervisor was back on the line. “I have a party who will speak with you.”


  I asked the woman on the other end of the line if she knew anyone by the name of Hannah. She gasped. “Oh! We bought this house from a family who had a daughter named Hannah. But that was thirty years ago!”


  “Would you know where that family could be located now?” I asked.


  “I remember that Hannah had to place her mother in a nursing home some years ago,” the woman said. “Maybe if you got in touch with them, they might be able to track down the daughter.”


  She gave me the name of the nursing home, and I called the number. The woman on the phone told me the old lady had passed away some years ago, but the nursing home did have a phone number for where the daughter might be living.


  I thanked the person at the nursing home and phoned the number she gave me. The woman who answered explained that Hannah herself was now living in a nursing home.


  This whole thing is stupid, I thought to myself. Why am I making such a big deal over finding the owner of a wallet that has only three dollars and a letter that is almost sixty years old?


  Nevertheless, I called the nursing home in which Hannah was supposed to be living, and the man who answered the phone told me, “Yes, Hannah is staying with us.”


  Even though it was already 10 P.M., I asked if I could come by to see her. “Well,” he said hesitatingly, “if you want to take a chance, she might be in the day room watching television.”


  I thanked him and drove over to the nursing home. The night nurse and a guard greeted me at the door. We went up to the third floor of the large building. In the day room, the nurse introduced me to Hannah. She was a sweet, silver-haired old-timer with a warm smile and a twinkle in her eye.


  I told her about finding the wallet and showed her the letter. The second she saw the powder-blue envelope with that little flower on the left, she took a deep breath and said, “Young man, this letter was the last contact I ever had with Michael.”


  She looked away for a moment, deep in thought, and then said softly, “I loved him very much. But I was only sixteen at the time and my mother felt I was too young. Oh, he was so handsome. He looked like Sean Connery, the actor.


  “Yes,” she continued, “Michael Goldstein was a wonderful person. If you should find him, tell him I think of him often. And,” she hesitated for a moment, almost biting her lip, “tell him I still love him. You know,” she said, smiling as tears welled up in her eyes, “I never did marry. I guess no one ever matched up to Michael . . . ”


  I thanked Hannah and said good-bye. I took the elevator to the first floor and as I stood by the door, the guard there asked, “Was the old lady able to help you?”


  I told him she had given me a lead. “At least I have a last name. But I think I’ll let it go for a while. I spent almost the whole day trying to find the owner of this wallet.”


  I had taken out the wallet, which was a simple brown leather case with red lacing on the side. When the guard saw it, he said, “Hey, wait a minute! That’s Mr. Goldstein’s wallet. I’d know it anywhere with that bright red lacing. He’s always losing that wallet. I must have found it in the halls at least three times.”


  “Who’s Mr. Goldstein?” I asked, as my hand began to shake.


  “He’s one of the old-timers on the eighth floor. That’s Mike Goldstein’s wallet for sure. He must have lost it on one of his walks.”


  I thanked the guard and quickly ran back to the nurse’s office. I told her what the guard had said.We went back to the elevator and got on. I prayed that Mr. Goldstein would be up.


  On the eighth floor, the floor nurse said, “I think he’s still in the day room. He likes to read at night. He’s a darling old man.”


  We went to the only room that had any lights on, and there was a man reading a book. The nurse went over to him and asked if he had lost his wallet. Mr. Goldstein looked up with surprise, put his hand in his back pocket and said, “Oh, it is missing!”


  “This kind gentleman found a wallet and we wondered if it could be yours.”


  I handed Mr. Goldstein the wallet, and the second he saw it, he smiled with relief and said, “Yes, that’s it! It must have dropped out of my pocket this afternoon. I want to give you a reward.”


  “No, thank you,” I said. “But I have to tell you something. I read the letter in the hope of finding out who owned the wallet.”


  The smile on his face suddenly disappeared. “You read that letter?”


  “Not only did I read it, I think I know where Hannah is.”


  He suddenly grew pale. “Hannah? You know where she is? How is she? Is she still as pretty as she was? Please, please tell me,” he begged.


  “She’s fine . . . just as pretty as when you knew her,” I said softly.


  The old man smiled with anticipation and asked, “Could you tell me where she is? I want to call her tomorrow.” He grabbed my hand and said, “You know something, mister? I was so in love with that girl that when that letter came, my life literally ended. I never married. I guess I’ve always loved her.”


  “Michael,” I said, “come with me.”


  We took the elevator down to the third floor. The hallways were darkened and only one or two little night lights lit our way to the day room, where Hannah was sitting alone, watching the television.


  The nurse walked over to her.


  “Hannah,” she said softly, pointing to Michael, who was waiting with me in the doorway. “Do you know this man?”


  She adjusted her glasses, looked for a moment, but didn’t say a word.


  Michael said softly, almost in a whisper, “Hannah, it’s Michael. Do you remember me?”


  She gasped. “Michael! I don’t believe it! Michael! It’s you! My Michael!”


  He walked slowly toward her, and they embraced. The nurse and I left with tears streaming down our faces.


  “See,” I said. “See how the good Lord works! If it’s meant to be, it will be.”


  About three weeks later, I got a call at my office from the nursing home. “Can you break away on Sunday to attend a wedding? Michael and Hannah are going to tie the knot!”


  It was a beautiful wedding, with all the people at the nursing home dressed up to join in the celebration. Hannah wore a light beige dress and looked beautiful. Michael wore a dark blue suit and stood tall. They made me their best man.


  The hospital gave them their own room, and if you ever wanted to see a seventy-six-year-old bride and a seventy-nine-year-old groom acting like two teenagers, you had to see this couple.


  A perfect ending for a love affair that had lasted nearly sixty years.


  Arnold Fine


  A Gift for Robby


  Little Robby, our neighbor’s nephew, carefully spooned some of his water ration into a saucer and started for the door. How I hated this water rationing. We were forced to bathe without soap in the deep little pond we shared with Jessie, our cow. She was all we had now. Wells were dry, crops transformed to dust and blew away with our dreams, during the worst drought our small farming community had ever seen.


  I held the screen open for Robby and watched, smiling, as he slowly sat on the steps. Dozens of bees circled his tousled brown curls in an angel’s halo. He imitated their buzzing, which brought them to the saucer to sip the precious liquid.


  His aunt’s words echoed in my ears:


  “I don’t know what I was thinking when I took him in. Doctors say he wasn’t hurt in the crash that killed my sister, but he can’t talk. Oh, he makes noises all right, but they aren’t human. He’s in a world all his own, that boy, not like my children at all.”


  Why couldn’t she see the wonderful gifts this four-year-old boy possessed? My heart ached for Robby. He had become the dearest part of our world, eagerly tending the garden with me and riding the tractor or pitching hay with my husband, Tom. He was blessed with a loving nature and a deep admiration for all living things, and I knew he could talk to animals.


  We rejoiced in discoveries he joyfully shared with us. His inquisitive and often impish brown eyes mirrored an understanding of everything verbal. I longed to adopt him. His aunt had hinted often enough. We even called ourselves Mom and Dad to Robby, and before the drought had discussed adoption. But times were so bleak now that I couldn’t approach the subject with Tom. The job he was forced to take in town to buy feed for Jessie and bare necessities for us had exacted its toll on his spirit.


  Robby’s aunt eagerly agreed to our request that he live with us for the summer. All his days were spent in our company anyway. I brushed away a tear, remembering how tiny and helpless he looked when she hastily put his hand in mine and gave me a rumpled brown paper bag. It contained two faded T-shirts we had bought him last year at the county fair and a hand-me-down pair of shorts. This and the clothes he wore were his only belongings, with the exception of one prized possession.


  On a silken cord around his neck dangled a hand-carved whistle. Tom had made it for him in case he was ever lost or in danger. After all, he could not call out for help. He knew perfectly well that the whistle was not a toy. It was for emergencies only, and to blow on it would bring us both running. I had told him the story of the boy who cried wolf, and I knew he understood me.


  I sighed as I dried and put away the last supper dish. Tom came into the kitchen and picked up the dishpan. Every ounce of recycled water was saved for a tiny vegetable garden Robby had planted beside the porch. He was so proud of it, we tried desperately to save it. But without rain soon, it too would be lost. Tom put the pan on the counter and turned to me.


  “You know, honey,” he started, “I’ve been thinking a lot about Robby lately.”


  My heart began to pound in anticipation, but before he could continue, a shrill blast from the yard made us jump. My God! It’s Robby’s whistle! By the time we reached the door, the whistle was blowing at a feverish pace. Visions of a rattlesnake filled my head as we raced into the yard. When we reached him, Robby was pointing frantically skyward, and we couldn’t pry the whistle from his grip.


  Looking up, we saw the most magnificent sight. Rain clouds—gigantic rain clouds with black, ominous bottoms!


  “Robby! Help me, quickly! We need all the pots and pans from the kitchen!”


  The whistle dropped from his lips and he raced with me to the house. Tom ran for the barn to drag out an old washtub. When all the containers were placed in the yard, Robby ran back to the house. He emerged with three wooden spoons from my kitchen drawer and handed one to each of us. He picked up my big stock pot and sat down cross-legged. Turning it over, he began to beat a rhythm with his spoon. Tom and I each reached for a pot and joined in.


  “Rain for Robby! Rain for Robby!” I chanted with each beat.


  A drop of water splashed on my pot and then another. Soon the yard was enveloped in soaking, glorious rain.We all stood with faces held upward to feel the absolute luxury of it. Tom picked up Robby and danced about the pots, shouting and whooping. That’s when I heard it— softly at first—then louder and louder: the most marvelous, boisterous, giggling laughter. Tom swung about to show me Robby’s face. With head tilted back, he was laughing right out loud! I hugged them both, tears of joy mixing with the rain. Robby released his grip from Tom and clutched my neck.


  “W-W-Wobby’s!” he stammered. Stretching out one tiny cupped hand to catch the downpour, he giggled again. “Wobby’s . . . wain . . . Mom,” he whispered.


  Toni Fulco


  A Dance with Dad


  I am dancing with my father at my parents’ fiftieth wedding anniversary. The band is playing an old-fashioned waltz as we move gracefully across the floor. His hand on my waist is as guiding as it always was, and he hums the tune to himself in a steady, youthful way. Around and around we go, laughing and nodding to the other dancers. We are the best dancers on the floor, they tell us. My father squeezes my hand and smiles at me.


  As we continue to dip and sway, I remember a time when I was almost three and my father came home from work, swooped me into his arms and began to dance me around the table. My mother laughed at us, told us dinner would get cold. But my father said, “She’s just caught the rhythm of the dance! Dinner can wait!” And then he sang out, “Roll out the barrel, we’ll have a barrel of fun,” and I sang back, “Let’s get those blues on the run.” That night, he taught me to polka, waltz and foxtrot while dinner waited.


  We danced through the years. When I was five, my father taught me to “shuffle off to Buffalo.” Later we won a dance contest at a Campfire Girls Round-Up. Then we learned to jitterbug at the USO place downtown. Once my father caught on to the steps, he danced with everyone in the hall—the women passing out doughnuts, even the GI’s. We all laughed and clapped our hands for my father, the dancer.


  One night when I was fifteen, lost in some painful, adolescent mood, my father put on a stack of records and teased me to dance with him. “C’mon,” he said, “let’s get those blues on the run.” I turned away from him and hugged my pain closer than before. My father put his hand on my shoulder and I jumped out of the chair, screaming, “Don’t touch me! Don’t touch me! I am sick and tired of dancing with you!” The hurt on his face did not escape me, but the words were out, and I could not call them back. I ran to my room sobbing hysterically.


  We did not dance together after that night. I found other partners, and my father waited up for me after dances, sitting in his favorite chair, clad in his flannel pajamas. Sometimes he would be asleep when I came in, and I would wake him, saying, “If you were so tired, you should have gone to bed.”


  “No, no,” he’d say. “I was just waiting for you.”


  Then we’d lock up the house and go to bed.


  My father waited up for me all through my high school and college years, while I danced my way out of his life.


  One night, shortly after my first child was born, my mother called to tell me my father was ill. “A heart problem,” she said. “Now, don’t come. It’s three hundred miles. Besides, it would upset your father. We’ll just have to wait. I’ll let you know.”


  My father’s tests showed some stress, but a proper diet restored him to good health. Little things, then, for a while. A disc problem in the back, more heart trouble, a lens implant for cataracts. But the dancing did not stop. My mother wrote that they had joined a dance club. “You remember how your father loves to dance.”


  Yes, I remembered.My eyes filled upwith remembering.


  When my father retired, we mended our way back together again; hugs and kisses were common when we visited each other. But my father did not ask me to dance. He danced with the grandchildren; my daughters knew how to waltz before they could read.


  “One, two, three and one, two, three,” my father would count out, “won’t you come and waltz with me?” Sometimes my heart ached to have him say those words to me. But I knew my father was waiting for an apology from me, and I could never find the right words.


  As the time for my parents’ fiftieth anniversary approached, my brothers and I met to plan the party. My older brother said, “Do you remember that night you wouldn’t dance with him? Boy, was he mad! I couldn’t believe he’d get so mad about a thing like that. I’ll bet you haven’t danced with him since.”


  I did not tell him he was right.


  My younger brother promised to get the band.


  “Make sure they can playwaltzes and polkas,” I told him.


  “Dad can dance to anything,” he said. “Don’t you want to get down, get funky?” I did not tell him that all I wanted to do was dance once more with my father.


  When the band began to play after dinner, my parents took the floor. They glided around the room, inviting the others to join them. The guests rose to their feet, applauding the golden couple. My father danced with his granddaughters, and then the band began to play the “Beer Barrel Polka.”


  “Roll out the barrel,” I heard my father sing. Then I knew it was time. I knew the words I must say to my father before he would dance with me once more. I wound my way through a few couples and tapped my daughter on the shoulder.


  “Excuse me,” I said, almost choking on my words, “but I believe this is my dance.”


  My father stood rooted to the spot. Our eyes met and traveled back to that night when I was fifteen. In a trembling voice, I sang, “Let’s get those blues on the run.”


  My father bowed and said, “Oh, yes. I’ve been waiting for you.”


  Then he started to laugh, and we moved into each other’s arms, pausing for a moment so we could catch once more the rhythm of the dance.


  Jean Jeffrey Gietzen


  A Miracle of Love


  My grandson, Daniel, and I have always been very close. When Daniel’s father remarried after a divorce, Daniel, who was eleven, and his little sister, Kristie, came to live with us. My husband and I were more than happy to have kids in the house again.


  Things were going along just fine until the diabetes I’ve lived with most of my adult life started affecting my eyes, and then more seriously, my kidneys. Then everything seemed to fall apart.


  Three times a week, I had to go to the hospital to be hooked up to a dialysis machine. I was living, but I couldn’t really call it a life—it was an existence. I had no energy. I dragged myself through my daily chores and slept as much as I could. My sense of humor seemed to disappear.


  Daniel, seventeen by then, was really affected by the change in me. He tried as hard as he could to make me laugh, to bring back the grandma who loved to clown around with him. Even in my sorry state, Daniel could still bring a smile to my face.


  But things were not improving. After a year on dialysis, my condition was deteriorating and the doctors felt that if I didn’t receive a kidney transplant within six months, I would surely die. No one told Daniel this, but he knew— he said all he had to do was look at me. To top it off, as my condition worsened, there was a chance I would become too weak to have the transplant surgery at all, and then there would be nothing they could do for me. So we started the tense and desperate wait for a kidney.


  I was adamant that I didn’t want a kidney from anyone I knew. I would wait until an appropriate kidney became available, or I would literally die waiting. But Daniel had other plans. The times that he took me to my dialysis appointments, he did a little secret research on his own. Then he announced his intentions to me.


  “Grandma, I’m giving you one of my kidneys. I’m young and I’m healthy. . . . He paused. He could see I wasn’t at all happy with his offer. He continued, almost in a whisper, “And most of all, I couldn’t stand it if you weren’t around.” His face wore an expression of appeal mixed with determination. He can be as stubborn as a mule once he decides on something—but I’ve been told many times that I can out-stubborn any mule!


  We argued. I couldn’t let him do it. We both knew that if he gave up his kidney, he’d also give up his life’s dream: to play football. That boy ate, drank and slept football. It was all he ever talked about. And he was good, too. Daniel was co-captain and star defensive tackle of his high school team; he expected to apply for a football scholarship and was looking forward to playing college football. He just loved the sport.


  “How can I let you throw away the thing that means the most to you?” I pleaded with him.


  “Grandma,” he said softly, “compared to your life, football means nothing to me.”


  After that, I couldn’t argue anymore. So we agreed to see if he was a good donor match, and then we’d discuss it further. When the tests came back, they showed Daniel was a perfect match. That was it. I knew I wasn’t going to win that argument, so we scheduled the transplant.


  Both surgeries went smoothly. As soon as I came out of the anesthesia, I could tell things were different. I felt great! The nurses in the intensive care unit had to keep telling me to lie back and be quiet—I wasn’t supposed to be that lively! I was afraid to go to sleep, for fear I would break the spell and wake up the way I had been before. But the good feeling didn’t go away, and I spent the evening joking and laughing with anyone who would listen. It was so wonderful to feel alive again!


  The next day, they moved me out of ICU and onto the floor where Daniel was recuperating three doors away. His grandfather helped him walk down to see me as soon as I was moved into my room. When we saw each other, we didn’t know what to say. Holding hands, we just sat there and looked at each other for a long time, overwhelmed by the deep feeling of love that connected us.


  Finally, he spoke. “Was it worthwhile, Grandma?”


  I laughed a little ruefully. “It was for me! But was it for you?” I asked him.


  He nodded and smiled at me. “I’ve got my grandma back.”


  And I have my life back. It still amazes me. Every morning, when I wake up, I thank God—and Daniel—for this miracle. A miracle born of the purest love.


  Shirlee Allison


  [EDITORS’ NOTE: As a result of Daniel’s selfless gift, he was chosen as the nation’s Most Courageous Student Athlete and flown to Disney World for the awards ceremony. While there, he met Bobby Bowden, coach of Florida State University’s football team, the Seminoles. Daniel told Coach Bowden that he was an avid Seminoles fan and that it had always been his dream to be a Seminole. Bowden was so moved by this that he decided to make the young man’s dream come true. At the time of this writing, Daniel is a student at FSU—on a full scholarship—and is a trainer for the university’s football team, a highly valued member of the Seminoles.]


  A Dream Come True


  They called it “A Dream Come True.” The staff at Air Canada had been soliciting funds and donations for a year to take a planeful of kids to Disney World for a day, and this was the day. It was earlier, of course, than any day has a right to begin—4:00 A.M.


  I scraped the frost from my windshield and started the car. The Children’s Aid Society, where I worked, had been offered places for ten children in the Dream Come True flight, and we’d selected ten children, most of them in foster care, with backgrounds of poverty, neglect and abuse—children who would never otherwise get to see the Magic Kingdom. In my bag, I had the legal documents for each child, documents that with their formal language hid the reality of the traumas these young children had experienced.


  We hoped that this trip would give them a glimpse into a brighter world, give them a chance to have one day of feeling special and having fun.


  The chaos as we gathered at the airport before dawn was incredible. Each child was given a backpack stuffed with donated gifts, and the level of excitement was indescribable. A little girl with two brown braids asked me shyly if she could really keep the T-shirt in her backpack.


  “This is all yours to keep,” I explained, showing her the contents of her backpack.


  “Forever?” she asked me.


  “Forever,” I said, and she rewarded me with a beaming smile. Several of the children rushed to the washrooms and put on their new clothes over the clothes they were already wearing. I couldn’t convince them that they’d be too hot with all those layers once we reached Florida. Two little girls found a travel checker game among their gifts and plopped themselves down in the middle of the airport floor to play.


  Then there was Corby. He was one of the older children, almost twelve, and he looked cynically at the other children who were almost bouncing around the room. Corby sat on a chair, his arms folded, his backpack tossed on the floor.


  When I walked over to him, he just looked at me without saying a word.


  “What’s the matter, Corby?” I asked. I’d seen his file. I knew he’d been abused and repeatedly abandoned by a mother who breezed in and out of his life as it suited her. I don’t think anyone was sure who his father was, least of all Corby. But it’s painful to see someone so young look so cynical.


  “Nothing.” He looked around. “What’s really happening, anyway?”


  “You know what’s happening. First, we’re having breakfast. Then we get on the airplane and spend the day at Disney World.”


  “Right.” He shook his head and turned away.


  “Corby, it’s the truth.”


  He didn’t believe me. Before I could say anything else, the Air Canada staff began handing out juice and muffins, and I found myself busily mopping up spills and making sure everyone got enough to eat. Soon after, we followed the path of stars that had been put in place to guide us to the right plane, and I almost forgot my conversation with Corby as I settled the kids into their seats.


  As I sat down, though, I found Corby right beside me.


  “So,” he said, “we’re really going on an airplane.”


  “I told you.”


  “Where are you really taking us?”


  “Corby, we are really, truly going to Disney World.”


  He shook his head again, clearly beginning to think that I was as foolish as the excited children around him. I, too, had been duped.


  None of the kids in our group had ever been on an airplane before, so the trip was almost as exciting as Disney World itself. Everyone had a turn to sit by the window, to visit the pilot in the cockpit, and to order drinks or treats. Before long, we were on the ground again and emerging into ninety-degree Florida weather.


  I could tell Corby was stunned. He grabbed one of the airport staff helping to unload the plane. “Is this really Florida?” he asked. The man in coveralls laughed and assured him that this was, indeed, Florida.


  As we loaded the children onto the bus that took us toDis-neyWorld, Corby hung back.Hewanted to sitwithme again.


  After a long silence, he said to me, “I know what’s going to happen. You’re going to leave us here, aren’t you?”


  “No, we’re not. We’re going to Disney World now, and then tonight, we’re going home.”


  “And do I get to go back to the Mullins?” The Mullins were his foster parents, who had shown this often very difficult boy a great deal of love.


  “Yes, you’ll go back to the Mullins. I bet they’ll be waiting at the airport when we land.”


  “Right.” He didn’t believe me about this, either.


  The Magic Kingdom worked its magic. All the kids got Mickey Mouse ears, rode every ride once and many of them twice, stuffed themselves with quite unhealthy food, talked to SnowWhite andMinnieMouse and all the other characters, clapped loudly at all the shows, and in general had a perfect day. It was exhausting for the adults, trying to keep track of our overexcited charges, but we didn’t lose a single child. Not even Corby, who began to smile a little the second time he went through “It’s a Small World” and who loved the Haunted Mansion almost as much as I did.


  As darkness began to fall over the Magic Kingdom, we rounded up the children in our groups and gave each child a twenty-dollar bill. This was for buying souvenirs in the Main Street gift shops, so that each child could have a personal reminder of this special day.


  But this was where I saw a new kind of magic. First the little girl with braids said to me, “I want to buy something for my brother because he didn’t get to come. What do you think he’d like?” I helped her find a Mickey Mouse hat and yo-yo. Then another child asked for help in picking a gift for “this girl in my foster home who really wanted to come but she couldn’t.” And another wanted to purchase a gift for the teacher who had given him extra help all year.


  So it went, one child after another. My eyes blurred with tears as each of these children—children who had been chosen for this trip because they came from impoverished, traumatic backgrounds—searched for the right gift for someone who had been left behind. Given a little money to spend as they chose, they spent it on others.


  Finally, there was Corby.


  “Are we really going home?” he asked me once more, but this time he was smiling and confident that he knew the answer.


  “We’re really, really going home,” I told him.


  “In that case,” he said, “I’m going to buy presents for the Mullins.”


  I told him I thought that was a lovely idea and walked away before he saw me cry.


  Teresa Pitman


  Safe-Keeping


  “I’m so glad you’re coming to live with us, Aunt Emma,” twelve-year-old Jane said as she placed a hand-knitted bunting into Emma’s trunk of keepsakes. Jane and her mother were helping Aunt Emma pack in preparation for her move. Mama had gone downstairs to box up Aunt Emma’s kitchen, leaving Jane upstairs to help Emma pack her sentimental items.


  Jane stopped what she was doing for a minute and gazed out the open window of Emma’s two-story farmhouse. She saw the roof of her own home, which stood at the far end of the cornfield. The wind carried the pounding of her father’s hammer as he proudly finished the construction of additions to their new home, complete with extra rooms for Emma.


  Emma sighed. “This old house is too big for me to ramble around in now that I’m all alone.”


  Young Jane’s face reflected the anguish she saw on Emma’s. It was still hard to believe Emma’s husband and four children wouldn’t come racing up the steps again. There were gone forever, all dying in one week during the last year’s diphtheria epidemic.


  Jane missed Emma’s children more than anyone guessed. They had been like brothers and sisters to her. As an only child, she had spent most of her life ganging up with the two girls to fend off their two older, pesky brothers. Now, she usually cried as she walked home through the corn rows that had once been paths linking their lives.


  “I’m really going to miss this old place, though.” Emma waved her hand toward the faded wallpaper and worn woodwork. “This is the only home I’ve known since we left the old country.”


  Her eyes filled with tears as she hugged a baby quilt to her chest before placing it in the trunk.


  “Tell me again about leaving Ireland with Mama and Papa,” Jane coaxed, hoping to see Emma’s eyes dance as usual when she recalled that adventure.


  “You’ve heard that story a hundred times,” Emma said, as she eased into the rocking chair with a bundle of children’s clothes in her lap.


  “But I love it!” Jane begged. “Tell me again about Mama and Papa then.”


  While she never gave much thought to having been adopted, Jane sometimes wondered whether that explained her relentless yearning for old family stories. She sat on the braided rug at the foot of the rocker and listened.


  “Well, your mother and I were best friends—like sisters— all our lives.”


  Jane blurted in on cue, “That’s why I call you Aunt, even though we’re not related!”


  Emma winked and smiled.


  The truth was, next to Mama and Papa, Jane loved Emma more than anyone else in the world.


  “So, of course, then our husbands became best friends,” Emma continued.


  “We did everything together, the four of us. We danced . . .” Emma’s voice trailed off and her head swayed slightly, as if in time with the music. Then her eyes danced, too.


  “We shared everything, good times and bad. Your mama was there at every one of our children’s births, even though she could never give birth to a child of her own.” Emma took her usual pause and shook her head slowly.


  “There was never a woman who wanted or deserved a child more than your mama did. She wanted a baby more than anything else on earth.”


  “I know,” Jane whispered, then beamed. “That’s why I’m so glad she got me! She calls me her special gift.”


  Emma took a deep breath. “So when my husband, Patrick, had a chance to come to a Wisconsin farm in America, it didn’t take long to decide your folks would come along, too. Like I said, we shared everything.”


  Emma rocked as she recounted the difficult journey. The storm at sea had tossed the ship for weeks longer than expected. All the passengers got sick.


  “Especially me,” Emma moaned. “I was expecting our fifth child. If it hadn’t been for your mama, I wouldn’t have survived that trip. Patrick and the others were far too sick to care for me. I could tell I was about to lose the baby.” She stopped to blot tears with the child’s shirt she was holding. “Your mother left her own sick bed to help me . . .” Her voice trailed off again. “She was an angel. If it hadn’t been for her, both the baby and I would have died, then and there.”


  Jane rested her head on Emma’s lap. “I’m so glad you made it. My life wouldn’t have been the same without you.”


  Jane looked up into Emma’s face. She knew that this was the part of the story that was hard for Emma to repeat, so Jane said it for her. “Thanks to Mama, that baby girl was born on that old ship, all pink and pretty!” Both their faces lit up—then faded when Jane added, “But the next day your baby went to live with the angels.”


  Emma only nodded, then abruptly stood and began placing the items on her lap into the trunk of treasures. Without speaking, she went to a bureau drawer and began sorting more children’s clothes. Some worn items were put in a wooden crate. Others she placed reverently into the trunk.


  The old wooden stairs creaked as Mama came up from the kitchen, took Jane’s hand, and sat next to her on the bed.


  From the bottom drawer, Emma retrieved a bundle wrapped in white linen and tied with a satin bow. She took it to the bed and unwrapped it slowly. One by one, she laid the tiny white garments on the bedspread.


  “These are the baptism gowns I made for each of my babies before they were born,” she said softly.


  Mama squeezed Jane’s hand.


  Emma’s fingers trembled as she smoothed the fabric and straightened the lace on each delicate gown. “I stitched each one by hand and crocheted the trim myself.”


  Mama reached for Emma’s hand and stroked it, as if they both knew now was the time to tell me the whole story.


  Emma picked up the gowns one at a time. “I was to give them to my children to keep when they grew up.” She could barely speak. “This one was Colin’s. This one was Shane’s. This was Kathleen’s. This was Margaret’s.”


  Her tears fell onto the fifth one as she handed it to Jane. “And this one was yours.”


  Thoughts, memories and old stories tumbled wildly in Jane’s head. She stared into her mama’s eyes before turning back to Emma.


  “What are you saying, Aunt Emma?”


  Emma’s voice shook. “Did you ever notice I never said that baby girl died, just that she went to live with God’s angels?”


  Jane nodded. “I was that baby?” Her lips curved in a hesitant smile. “And Mama and Papa were God’s angels on earth!”


  Now Emma nodded. “It was tradition in the old country, when someone couldn’t have a baby, another family would give them one of theirs. I loved your mama so much. . . . Her voice broke, so Mama finished the sentence.


  “She and Patrick gave us the greatest gift of love.”


  Jane’s smile widened. “Your special gift.” She wrapped her arms around her mama.


  Tears flooded down Mama’s cheeks as she rocked Jane in her arms. “It’s as if God gave you to Papa and me for safe-keeping.”


  Emma cried softly, “Oh Jane . . . I’d have lost you with the others.”


  Jane fondled the baptism gown in her hands, then embraced Emma, whispering, “Thank you.”


  The sound of Papa’s hammering drifted through the open window. Emma smiled and her eyes danced. “Twelve years ago on that ship, I gave your folks the greatest gift. Now they share that special gift with me.”


  LeAnn Thieman


  The Best Badge of All


  When I became a Girl Scout, my mother told me this story about her scout troop and what happened to them a long time ago, during World War II:

  



  On a chilly Saturday morning in December, the eleven-year-old girls in our troop gathered excitedly at the bus stop, where we met our leader, Mrs. Taylor. We carried large paper sacks filled with skillets, mixing bowls and assorted groceries. On this long-awaited day, the girls of Troop 11 were going to earn our cooking badges.


  “Nothing tastes as good as the first meal you cook yourself, especially on an open fire,” Mrs. Taylor smiled.


  It would take three bus transfers to get us all the way out to the wilderness. As we boarded the first, we clutched our groceries as if they were bags of jewels. Several mothers had generously contributed precious ration stamps so we could buy the ingredients for a real breakfast: pancakes with actual butter, bacon, and even some brown sugar for homemade syrup! We scouts would earn our badges in spite of hardship, in spite of the war. In our minds, we were not only learning to cook in the wilderness; we were doing our parts to keep life going apace on the home front.


  We finally arrived at Papango Park, a beautiful desert refuge filled with palo verde trees, smoky mesquite bushes and massive red rock formations. As we started hiking up the dirt road into the park, a U.S. Army truck filled with German prisoners of war passed us, heading into the park.


  “There go those Germans!” one of the girls said, contemptuously. “I hate them!”


  “Why did they have to start the war?” another complained. “My dad’s been gone for so long.”


  We all had fathers, brothers or uncles fighting in Europe.


  Determinedly, we hiked to our campsite, and soon the bacon was sizzling in the skillets while the pancakes turned golden brown around the edges.


  The meal was a success. Mrs. Taylor’s prediction about our gastronomic delight was proved correct.


  After the meal, one of the girls started a scouting song as we cleaned up our cooking site. One by one, we all joined in. Our leader started another song, and we continued wholeheartedly.


  Then, unexpectedly, we heard male voices. A beautiful tune sung in deep, strong tones filled the December air and drifted down to us.


  We looked up to see the cavernous natural shell in the red sediment boulders, called “Hole in the Rock,” filled with the German prisoners and their guards.


  As they finished their song, we began another. They reciprocated with another haunting melody. We couldn’t understand a word they were singing, but to our delight, we continued exchanging songs throughout the clear desert morning.


  Finally one of the girls began to sing “Silent Night,” and we all added our voices to the Christmas carol. A few moments of silence followed, and then . . . the familiar melody flowed back to us.


  “Stille Nacht, Heilige Nacht . . . ”


  “How can they know our Christmas carols?” one of the girls asked our leader. They were our country’s enemies!


  We continued to listen in awe. For an odd, unforgettable moment, the men in the cave became somebody’s fathers and brothers, just as they understood us to be beloved daughters and sisters.


  In the years that followed, others probably looked at our new badges as proof that we could cook over a fire. But to us, they were reminders of the need for peace, and a very strange transformation that happened one Christmastime.


  Gerry Niskern


  The Christmas Star


  This was my grandmother’s first Christmas without Grandfather, and we had promised him before he passed away that we would make this her best Christmas ever. When my mom, dad, three sisters and I arrived at her little house in the Blue Ridge Mountains of North Carolina, we found she had waited up all night for us to arrive from Texas. After we exchanged hugs, Donna, Karen, Kristi and I ran into the house. It did seem a little empty without Grandfather, and we knew it was up to us to make this Christmas special for her.


  Grandfather had always said that the Christmas tree was the most important decoration of all. So we immediately set to work assembling the beautiful artificial tree that was stored in Grandfather’s closet. Although artificial, it was the most genuine-looking Douglas fir I had ever seen. Tucked away in the closet with the tree was a spectacular array of ornaments, many of which had been my father’s when he was a little boy. As we unwrapped each one, Grandmother had a story to go along with it. My mother strung the tree with bright white lights and a red button garland; my sisters and I carefully placed the ornaments on the tree; and finally, Father was given the honor of lighting the tree.


  We stepped back to admire our handiwork. To us, it looked magnificent, as beautiful as the tree in Rockefeller Center. But something was missing.


  “Where’s your star?” I asked.


  The star was my grandmother’s favorite part of the tree.


  “Why, it must be here somewhere,” she said, starting to sort through the boxes again. “Your grandfather always packed everything so carefully when he took the tree down.”
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