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What People Are Saying About 
Chicken Soup for the Bride’s Soul . . . 


“This thoughtful and deeply moving selection of stories reminds us that love is the cornerstone of marriage, family and life itself. I smiled, laughed and cried my way through the book.”


Rosanna McCollough 
editor in chief, www.WeddingChannel.com


“After a hectic day of wedding planning, reading Chicken Soup for the Bride’s Soul is the perfect way to unwind and be inspired by incredibly emotional stories of love’s triumph before, during and after the wedding ceremony. These wonderful stories should not be missed by any one who has any part of the wedding planning process, including Mom, Dad, attendants, and especially the bride-and groom-to-be.”


Debbie Hansen 
director, Bridal Show Producers International
www.bspishows.com


“Chicken Soup for the Bride’s Soul grounds us. It is a moving and gratifying book, full of real-life stories that give us a kind and warm reminder of what love and marriage are all about. This is a perfect book to be shared with anyone involved in a wedding—its message will also touch those with relationships that need reconnecting.”


Sherra Meyers 
editor, Southern Bride Magazine 


“Being huge fans of the Chicken Soup for the Soul series, we were genuinely excited to hear about Chicken Soup for the Bride’s Soul. To have a loving and fulfilling marriage takes much more than just planning a wedding. This resource of heartwarming and inspirational stories will definitely help couples in the first stages of a long and happy life together!”


Erik and Beth Kent 
copublishers, NJWedding.com


“Of all the things brides need—a little laughter and encouragement are what they truly cannot do without. This wonderful book will take you there with stories that will have you holding your sides and wiping away a few stray tears. Let Chicken Soup for the Bride’s Soul help you make this the start of a lifetime together. . . .”


Paula Rinehart 
author, Strong Women, Soft Hearts and
Sex and the Soul of a Woman 


“Well-written and moving, the stories in Chicken Soup for the Bride’s Soul will help readers reflect on what’s really important in their lives—light-hearted attitudes and a lifetime of loving commitment.”


William S. Doddridge 
CEO, The Jewelry Exchange
www.jewelryexchange.com


“After reading Chicken Soup for the Bride’s Soul, the first thought that came to my mind was: Thanks for the memories. This book is a warm reminder of how precious life and the relationships we have are, and how they never should be taken for granted. Get together with someone special, light some candles, read Bride’s Soul to each other and just enjoy each other’s company.”


Steve Dines, “BridalMan”
www.bridalman.com


“What an ideal gift for a future bride to turn to while planning her big day! Chicken Soup for the Bride’s Soul is the perfect remedy for a chaotic time in a woman’s life. These true tales will inspire an emotional bride, remind her to enjoy time with loved ones and cherish her day with the love of her life.”


Matteo Bossio 
vice president of planning, iweddings.com


“The Chicken Soup series has done it again—this time for all things wedding! From the proposal to the honeymoon, these heartwarming, funny and enlightening stories will inspire and entertain all readers involved in virtually any aspect of a wedding. You’ll get a kick out of these fantastic stories.”


Cynthia C. Muchnick 
author, The Ultimate Wedding Idea Book and
The Frugal Bride 
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Foreword 


Dear Future Bride, 


You’re one of the lucky ones. Lucky to have found your best friend; lucky to be in love, lucky to know deep in your heart that you’re ready to share your life with him; and lucky to be holding this timeless treasure in your hands— your personal “Bride’s Diary.” Refer to it in your time of stress. Read the stories for inspiration. That’s what the book is for.


There is a common regret among marrying couples that after twelve months of planning and attention to details, they forget to savor their hard-planned celebration. Don’t let this happen to you! Remember to have fun and enjoy the planning process. Don’t become so bogged down with details and etiquette that you forget to enjoy yourselves. Try to remember that mistakes will happen—plan on it: forgetting the bouquet, the family dog eating the wedding cake, a train passing by and drowning out your vows. Know that these mistakes will be some of your most treasured memories—the favorite stories told around the family dinner table for years to come. These are the memories that you will hold closest to your heart.


Keep your sense of humor, as well as your sense of perspective, firmly intact. In fact, the skills you acquire and use in the planning of your wedding will lay important foundations for your marriage—the ability to listen, compromise, respect each other’s needs and boundaries, and stay passionate and committed to the task at hand. Whatever else you vow, promise to create an opportunity for the two of you to savor this day.


I hope you enjoy Chicken Soup for the Bride’s Soul. Turn to it for the wonderful illustrations of the sorts of tender moments you can look forward to in your lives. Use it as a loving reminder that our imperfections are part of our charm; and a reminder that the sentiments of love, family and friendship shared on your big day are the truly important wedding accessories.


Beverly Clark,
 author, Planning a Wedding to Remember
creator, The Beverly Clark Collection
www.beverlyclark.com










Introduction 


From the time young girls start dreaming of their wedding day, the vision is quite clear—wearing that perfect princess-like gown, walking down the aisle toward their Prince Charming and giving themselves completely when they speak those famous words, “I do.” From the proposal to the wedding day, happiness and joy ring in the air—a magical opportunity to demonstrate unconditional love and commitment to the man of their dreams.


As the bride-to-be, planning your wedding can be bittersweet. What is ultimately the happiest time in your life can also be the most stressful. Much like an emotional roller coaster ride, the anticipation of starting a new life runs headlong into the chaos of wedding details, family feuds and financial stress.


Chicken Soup for the Bride’s Soul celebrates you—the bride—from the moment you meet your beloved to the day you marry him. But more importantly, the stories in this dynamic collection bring to light the true meaning of love and commitment. This book will warm your heart and melt away your stress and fears as you prepare for a lifelong commitment with your future husband. The captivating, inspiring and humorous true tales will not only comfort you during this eventful time, but show you that beyond the wedding details lies a powerful message about marriage.


Whether you’re getting married, have been married for thirty years or just love a great love story, this book will lift your spirits with stories about unique proposals, the perfect dress, wedding day memories, first years and the meaning of marriage. You’ll be touched by the story of long-lost loves reunited after twenty-five years; of the unconditional love between a groom and his dying fiancée; and of the undying love between a bride and her deceased father. But what’s a wedding without laughter? With humorous tales from a groom’s little sister who plays a mischievous joke to a woman who mistakes her boyfriend’s proposal for something else, over and over again these stories will make you laugh and cry while filling your heart with delight.


But you don’t have to be a bride to enjoy this book. Bride’s Soul is for anyone who believes in the power of love and commitment. Authored by other brides-to-be, husbands, mothers, fathers of the bride, ministers and family members, this book, chapter by chapter, will take you on a journey beginning with the courtship of a man and woman, and culminating in the wisdom offered by those who have loved their spouses year after year after year.


While compiling this book, our vision of its impact on the reader changed. In the beginning, we thought Bride’s Soul would be a fun book for a bride planning her wedding. As we became entrenched in the lives of the thousands of people who graciously shared their love stories, our hearts seemed to grow—thus the vision grew. We are blessed to have the opportunity to share with you what this book has done for us.


It is our hope that this book brings you comfort and joy—that the stories will allow you to pause for a moment and reflect on your life and the experiences that brought you to this time. We hope the stories of friends and family will evoke a celebration of family during your time of transition; that proposal stories will take you back to that unforgettable moment when he asked you to be his forever; that stories of gleaning wisdom will exemplify ways to keep your love alive. But most importantly, we hope that once you read this book, you will realize that perfection is of no consequence—that logistical mishaps are trivial and unimportant—and that when it’s all said and done, what’s most important is your commitment to one another.


As you enjoy Chicken Soup for the Bride’s Soul, we hope that you marvel in the true meaning of this precious time by enjoying the laughter and touching moments of your wedding day and of your life together.










1
 THE MEANING
 OF MARRIAGE


Sometimes it’s like being on opposites sides of a chasm and lovingly building a bridge toward each other.


Becca Kaufman and Paula Ramsey
 Creators of WeddingQuestions.com










Twenty-Six Years—
 An Unfolding Romance


Throughout our years together, we had built up a history and a closeness so subtle we didn’t even know it was there.


Erma Bombeck 


“Now, who is it that’s getting married?” my husband whispered to me as we settled into our pew after being led down the church aisle by a solemn-faced young usher.


We’d had this discussion at least three times. Once when I discovered the calligraphied envelope buried under a pile of discarded grocery flyers after he’d reached the mailbox first. Another when he knocked the invitation off its magnet on the refrigerator door—where I had mounted it in plain view. And a few days earlier when I reminded him we couldn’t go to the opening of an action flick because we were going to the wedding of a teaching colleague of mine.


Despite all this, I wasn’t concerned he’d forgotten the names embossed on the invitation. After twenty-six years of marriage, I’ve learned that the mere mention of the word “wedding” seems to trigger a memory lapse in my husband. 


So, as we took our seats, I calmly whispered back, “The computer teacher and the Bible teacher’s son.”


“Sounds like the title of one of those romance novels you read on the treadmill at the gym,” he muttered and settled down, probably to count the number of women sitting by themselves who had left their lucky husbands behind.


The ringing chords of the organ accompanied a lilting soprano and filled the flower-scented air. It reminded me of my own wedding day and the joy-tinged nervousness that made my stomach dance with butterflies as I stood hidden from guests, awaiting my cue. I wondered if the bride was calming her own fluttering emotions.


I knew the groom was. He was a quiet man who didn’t seek the limelight and for whom, according to his mother, the anticipation of standing to face 400 guests was daunting.


When, tuxedoed and handsome, he led his entourage to take their places at the altar steps, I looked for signs of distress. Fidgety hands. Sweating brow. Restless feet. Instead, I saw the sweet smile of a happy man as he anticipated the sweeping entry of the woman he loved. And I didn’t need the strains of the “Trumpet Voluntary” to know the bride was poised to enter. The groom’s face reflected her presence.


As we rose in honor, I felt a twinge of envy. It had been a long time since my husband had looked at me with that kind of glow. Maybe twenty-six years of marriage does that, I thought. Maybe the day we said our vows, the day he looked at me in my bridal white and his eyes said, “I love you and you are beautiful” was the climax of our own romantic saga, the best it was ever going to get. And maybe our confidence in the first blush of love became a memory buried under years of hard work to keep our marriage going.


The last strains of music faded and the bride’s glowing face, shadowed by layers of pearl-encrusted tulle, turned from her father to her groom. That’s when a little tear threatened to slip down my cheek. In the candlelit softness, they did look like a perfect couple from one of those romantic novels I liked to sneak into the gym.


A tiny part of me mourned the loss of my storybook-romance illusions as the groom reached for his bride’s hand. I wanted to be them again—partners facing a clean slate, oblivious to all but their love. I wanted to steal a piece of the mystical magic of new love and rediscover its feelings of hope, promise and possibilities—the same fresh feelings my husband and I shared on our own wedding day.


Suddenly, as if he knew my thoughts, my husband turned to me and whispered, “I like the way you look in that red dress, Kris.” His eyes filled with a warmth that still melts my heart, and his thumb stroked my palm like it did twenty-six years ago when we stood in a rose-perfumed garden and he said, “I do.”


Inching into the shelter of his encircling arm, I remembered the long-ago wedding promises we made and have honored over many good and some not-so-good years. I thought of our mutual respect, of the love that drew us together, of the sure foundation of trust and commitment we continued to build on.


All too soon, the groom kissed his bride and, beaming, they walked hand-in-hand down a petal-strewn aisle . . . into a star-studded night.


As the bride left to face her future, I wished her happiness. But I no longer wanted to be her. I was glad I was right where I was. With the man I love. Hand-in-hand, we followed the newlyweds into the luminous night—and a beckoning future of romance.


Kris Hamm Ross 
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“What I’m really looking for is someone who can clean up after me.”















Reprinted by permission of Bob Schochet.










My Love Is Like a Red, Red Marker 


For two people in a marriage to live together day after day is unquestionably the one miracle the Vatican has overlooked.


Bill Cosby 


I am, admittedly, a hopeless romantic. Not surprisingly, then, when my husband and I celebrated our anniversary recently, I bought him one dozen red permanent markers. These are, after all, the traditional gift for the man who spends many of his waking hours drawing shapes on the toes of his white tube socks.


Why does he do this? Because, he explains, for every white tube sock there is only one perfect partner. To preserve these sacred unions, my spouse assigns each pair its own symbol—a triangle, a square, a stick-figure wife throwing up her arms in despair.


For a man who on more than one occasion has mended his clothing with a staple gun, such conscientious sock matching seems strange. Just the same, I admit I find my husband’s little eccentricities endearing and often make note of them in a growing file labeled “Mounting Evidence.”


One recent entry reads: “Today husband is very happy. Seems the supermarket is having a buy-one/get-one-free rump-roast extravaganza. Spouse believes a freezer should always contain enough meat to host an intimate barbecue for all branches of the U.S. military.”


I could understand hoarding power tools. Or fishing equipment. But discounted cuts of meat? My husband wasn’t deprived of food as a child. He doesn’t overbuy generally. And, to my knowledge, frozen hunks of beef do not increase in value over time.


His other fixations are no more easily understood. Take this recent notation:


“Today husband is mad at me. In what can only be described as a wild crime spree, I removed sixty-six cents from his change dish, in order to purchase two postage stamps.”


To my husband, loose change is not actual, usable money, but some sort of endangered species he is determined to preserve. Every night he lovingly removes all coins from his pockets, and then gently places them in the dish. When the dish is full, he separates the change and stores it in large containers at an undisclosed location in our garage. As I understand it, the plan is to buy even larger containers at some point.


The Mounting Evidence file continues to grow with each tender entry. But yesterday, it closed with this startling observation: “Today husband claimed I’m sexy. Hmmm. Make sure to carefully match his socks, overstock the freezer and self-fund all future stamp purchases.”


Carrie St. Michel 










A Second Chance 


When I first open my eyes upon the morning meadows and look out upon the beautiful world, I thank God I am alive.


Ralph Waldo Emerson 


I lay in my hospital bed, eyes filled with tears as I stared longingly at the crisp October sky. This was my long-awaited wedding day. But I wouldn’t be strolling down the aisle in my white satin gown as planned.


I dated Yates for six years, during high school and part of college. We were the proverbial high-school sweethearts— he was my first love and I his. Young and naive, we discovered we each had unique, individual dreams that required pursuits down different paths. So, we parted ways.


For a decade, Yates and I lived separate lives, with different geographies and different experiences. Several failed relationships and many mistakes along the way, we each discovered an unexplainable void within ourselves. After almost ten years of no contact, Yates reached me through my mother. We reunited and immediately realized what we had been missing in our lives was each other.


Within three months we were engaged.


On that beautiful October day, my husband-to-be sat next to me on the hospital bed, caressing my hand with sympathetic understanding. We both knew our journey together would not commence that day.


An unfortunate twist of fate two days prior left me with a collapsed lung, several broken ribs, a fractured pelvis and a fractured clavicle. Hours of phone calls ensued, canceling vendors and airline reservations, informing family and friends. Anger welled as I relived—over and over— the memory of the truck that ran the stop sign a block from my home. It T-boned my car, catapulting me into the passenger seat, leaving me virtually paralyzed, physically and emotionally.


We entertained the idea of holding the nuptials in the hospital chapel, a suggestion from my childhood pastor who had driven 300 miles to officiate. But I so wanted to share my joyous day with family and friends, many who lived miles away.


Why me? I thought. What did I do to deserve having my special day ripped from me?


Suddenly the details of reception centerpieces and invitation designs, which had seemed so monumental during the planning stages, were now so trivial. Why had I spent hours and hours poring over what color ribbons to use on those darn bubbles?


Now, what was important was having my life, my fiancé by my side and a future of memories to make. I had a new perspective on the importance of marriage. We were already living the “for worse” before even exchanging vows. I knew this was a test of love—and we would pass it.


Despite the doctors’ predictions, within a month I was walking without a walker. I had renewed energy and purpose: I was determined to walk down the aisle and marry the man who had bathed, fed and comforted me through weeks of physical and emotional agony.


Three months after my accident, I sat in the bride’s room of St. Mary’s Chapel embracing the thrill of my wedding day. Yates and I would finally become one.


A torrential downpour shrouded the chapel, accompanied by soft, rumbling thunder. I smiled to myself and thought, God is shedding His tears of joy and expressing His voice of approval of our marriage.


The emotional and physical scars I still endured were constant reminders of my mortality. I was fortunate. My experience provided a self-discovery I might otherwise never have known: I realized a perfect wedding day does not a perfect marriage make. But the strength of love between two people can make every day perfect.


Ariana Adams 










Roses Not Required 


Love one another and you will be happy. It’s as simple and as difficult as that.


Michael Leunig 


My husband and I still chuckle over the memory of a summer afternoon when our two sons were small. After noticing they were busy playing LEGO, we seized the opportunity to escape to our bedroom and lock the door. 


Suddenly, we heard talking right outside our bedroom. The boys must have needed us for something. With bed sheets in a flurry, we immediately ceased all activity and listened quietly, but intently.


I’m sure a small hand was raised, ready to knock on our door when our nine-year-old intervened with the now infamous words to his little brother, “Don’t even think about it. They’re having a private time.” Complete silence descended, and then a hushed discussion gradually faded down the hall. Recapturing the ambience was impossible; we were laughing too hard.


My husband and I will be celebrating our twentieth wedding anniversary, and I still can’t wait for him to come home at the end of each day. There’s a sweet warmth of completeness that surges through me. The boys feel it too. “Dad’s home!” they often announce when they hear his truck pull in the driveway.


Little did I realize as a young naive bride so many years ago that the threads of our beginnings would weave together the sumptuous tapestry of a beautiful marriage.


The way my husband looks for me when we’re separated at a gathering, the feel of his hands on my shoulders as he massages away the aches, the sight of his wedding ring on his finger, my morning cup of coffee made just the way I like it are all simple yet priceless things.


Against all logic, the magic has deepened. There’s adoration in his eyes, intimacy in his voice and a knowledge in his touch that fills me with the desire to reciprocate. Loss, grief, times of growth and change, disagreements and uncertainties have reinforced our marriage with strong resiliency. I can think of no greater gift to our children.


With busy schedules, a night out together is rare and cherished now more than when we were dating. Holding hands in the dark at a Tuesday night movie and sharing a purse full of smuggled-in chocolate bars and chips fills me with a fluttery delight.


This is the source from which real romance springs. I don’t subscribe to the stuff of soap operas or steamy novels. I don’t accept there’s such a thing as “falling out of love.” I believe in the beauty of sacrifice, the wonder of loyalty and the joy of trust. I believe in promises. I believe in forever. These are the stars my husband and I see in each other’s eyes. Roses not required.


Rachel Wallace-Oberle 










A Change of Heart 


The heart that loves is always young.


Greek Proverb 


Grandma got Grandpa out of bed and helped him to the kitchen for breakfast. After his meal, she led him to his armchair in the living room where he would rest while she cleaned the dishes. Every so often, she would check to see if he needed anything.


This was their daily routine after Grandpa’s latest stroke. 


Although once a very active man, his severely damaged left arm, difficulty walking and slurred speech now kept him housebound. For nearly a year he hadn’t even been to church or to visit family.


Grandpa filled his hours with television. He watched the news and game shows while Grandma went about her day. They made a pact—he was not to leave his chair or his bed without her assistance.


“If you fell and I threw my back out trying to help you, who would take care of us?” Grandma would ask him. She was adamant about their taking care of themselves and living independently. The Brooklyn brownstone had been their first home and held wonderful memories. They weren’t ready to leave it behind anytime soon.


Immigrants from Ireland, they met and married in America. Grandma was friendly, outgoing and unselfish; Grandpa was reserved, a man devoted to his family. But he wasn’t big on giving gifts. While he wouldn’t think twice about giving my grandma the shirt off his back, he subscribed to the belief that if you treated your wife well throughout the year, presents weren’t necessary; so he rarely purchased gifts for her.


This had been a sore point in the early days of their marriage. But as years passed, Grandma realized what a good man he was. And, after all, anything she wanted she was free to buy herself.


It was a cold, gray February morning, a typical winter day in New York. As always, Grandma walked Grandpa to his chair.


“I’m going to take a shower now.” She handed him the television remote. “If you need anything, I’ll be back in a little while.”


After her shower, she glanced towards the back of Grandpa’s recliner but noticed that his cane was not leaning in its usual spot. Sensing something odd, she walked toward the recliner. He was gone. The closet door stood open and his hat and overcoat were missing. Fear ran down her spine.


Grandma threw a coat over her bathrobe and ran outside. He couldn’t have gotten far; he could barely walk on his own.


Desperately, she scanned the block in both directions. Small mounds of snow and ice coated the sidewalks. Walking safely would be difficult for people who were steady on their feet, much less someone in Grandpa’s condition.


Where could he be? Why would he leave the house all by himself?


Wringing her hands, she hardly felt the frigid air as she watched traffic rush by. She recalled overhearing him tell one of their grandchildren recently that he felt he was a “burden.” Until this last year, he had been strong and healthy; now he couldn’t even perform the simplest of tasks.


As she stood alone on the street corner, guilt flooded her.


Just then, Grandpa walked around the bend of the corner. Head bowed, eyes focused on the sidewalk, he took small, cautious steps. His overcoat barely draped the shoulder of his bad arm; his cane and a package filled his good arm.


Desperate to reach him, Grandma raced down the block. Relieved to see that he was okay, she started to scold.


“I only left you alone for a short while. What did you need so badly that couldn’t wait? I was so worried about you! What on earth was so important?”


Confused and curious, she reached into the brown bag. Before Grandpa had a chance to explain, she pulled out a heart-shaped box.


“It’s Valentine’s Day,” Grandpa explained. “I thought you might like a box of chocolates.”


A gift? All this worry for . . . candy?


“I haven’t bought you a gift in a long, long time.” His stroke-impaired words warmed the winter wind.


Tears flooded Grandma’s eyes as she hugged his arm to her chest and led Grandpa back home. She shook her head slowly.


It just goes to show, she thought, it’s never too late for romance. 


Denise Jacoby 










Dancing in the Aisles 


Love is the true means by which the world is enjoyed.


Thomas Traherne 


Money was a precious commodity and time together even more scarce in the early years of our nearly two-decade marriage.


My husband, Michael, and I juggled opposite work schedules and shared household duties, savoring one another’s company in the still hours of the night when the world became our private playground.


While most people were settling in for the night, we were eagerly venturing from our modest three-room apartment to gather treasured memories of hilarious tennis matches in the dark, long and contemplative walks under the glow of streetlights, lazy swims under twinkling stars, or friendly rounds of miniature golf at a nearby twenty-four hour course. Our wonderful, spontaneous excursions took the sting out of the endless hours we spent apart.


Although we discovered many creative and inexpensive ways to enjoy our limited time together, there was one place we returned to again and again. By far, our most cherished date was dancing in the aisles of the supermarket. On many evenings, long after midnight and in the calm of an all-night grocery store, we would sway gracefully to the melodies flowing from the overhead Muzak that filled the empty aisles.


Oblivious to other nocturnal shoppers and store personnel, we sashayed down one lane and up another in a tender and playful embrace, filling our shopping cart with necessities and our hearts with romance.


In those innocent days of twirling among cabbages and oranges, boxes of Jell-O and cartons of milk, we unwittingly defined our relationship and set the tone for our future together.


Amid pot roasts and canned vegetables, we learned to mingle the mundane with the eternal, accepting our challenges and successes while staying focused on each other and the love that brought us together in the first place. Surrounded by bags of chips and sponge mops, we became best friends, ready to respond to life’s triumphs and tragedies.


Adversity inevitably finds its way to every home, and ours was no exception. In our modest eighteen years of marriage, we suffered the discouragement of infertility, the worry of illness and the loneliness of rejection. We endured the fearful frustration of unemployment, the weariness of unexpected debt, the agony of miscarriage and stillbirths. 


While every couple must find its own way to face the difficult times and still protect the romance, for us the answer is a simple one: We’ve never stopped dancing in the aisles. Almost every time we go to the store, in good times or bad, in sickness or health, in depression or joy, madly in love or feeling wounded by the other, we dance together.


We have learned to feel safe with one another. To trust and go with the flow—of dance and of life. To make everything an adventure. To find joy whatever the circumstances.


We have learned to count our blessings and prepare for our future. To marvel at the miracle of birth and the joy of parenting. To understand the power of prayer and righteous living. To share hopes and dreams.


We appreciate these major life experiences because we never forget how to have fun and laugh a little along the way. Midnight waltzes have given way to sometimes chaotic Saturday family shopping trips; his hair is now more gray than chestnut-colored, and my girlish figure is well padded. Money remains a precious commodity, and time together is scarcer than ever.


Hand-in-hand we continue to dance the dance of daily life with the same beauty and enthusiasm as those days of sweet innocence. Maybe even more so. You see, we have come to understand the wisdom that longtime dance partners already know.


The longer you dance together, the better it is.


Amanda Krug 










The Porsche Factor 


I held my ring under the light and watched it sparkle. Newly-married life was as bright as my new diamond . . . except for one nagging shadow of doubt. The Porsche factor, I called it secretly. Yes, my new husband actually owned one of those sleek, red cars that belonged in a James Bond movie.


The Porsche was a constant reminder of the different worlds we came from. His family belonged to a country club, donated generously to charities and took exotic vacations. My family struggled to make ends meet. We shopped at thrift stores, cut coupons and took public transportation. 


Rich people seem to care so much about stuff, I thought. After the honeymoon was really over, would my husband love me more than his stuff? If only there was some way to be sure.


On his first morning back to work, he handed me his keys. “I’ll take the bus,” he said. “You drive the car.”


I fingered the worn leather key ring. “Are you sure?” I asked. I’d never driven the Porsche, although he’d been offering it ever since my ancient car died a month before the wedding.


“Sure,” he said, “but . . . be careful.”


I felt a twinge of irritation even though I knew he couldn’t keep himself from adding the warning. I said a prayer as I started the engine. After all, this was no ordinary car.


My father-in-law had driven it home for the first time almost fifteen years ago. Under his care, the car gleamed like a jewel and purred like a well-fed tiger. The boy who grew up to be my husband spent hours beside his dad, handing over a needed tool, studying the correct way to wax and learning the well-crafted intricacies of a Porsche engine. Sometimes he’d even sneak out to the garage in the middle of the night and climb carefully into the driver’s seat. Without actually touching anything, he’d pretend he was driving fast along the curves of an empty road.


One day, his dad took him aside. “Son, if you save the money by the time you turn sixteen, your mother and I will sell you this car.”


The amount he named was far less than what the Porsche was worth, but it was a big amount for a boy to earn and save. My husband found a job cleaning the garage in an apartment complex, emptying garbage cans, sweeping and mopping. He worked after school and on weekends and saved every penny he earned. On his sixteenth birthday, he proudly handed his dad a check and took the Porsche out for a drive.


There was a mystical male bond between my husband, his dad and that car. Even now, when we drove the shiny Porsche into the driveway of my in-laws’ house, his dad came out to check on it.


“Good job, son. The car looks great.”


With all that history in mind, I drove slowly at first, like I was handling a piece of heirloom china. I pulled to a stop at the first hint of a yellow light and clung to the right lane on the freeway. As the car picked up speed, my confidence grew. I rolled down the window, turned up the radio and nosed into the fast lane.


After doing some shopping, I couldn’t wait to drive home. I walked eagerly to where I’d parked the car in the crowded lot—and stopped. The Porsche had moved a good three feet forward in the parking space.


Somebody must have hit it from behind.


I stood for a moment, trying to gather my courage to inspect the damage. The back end wasn’t bad; the bumper seemed to have absorbed most of the shock. But when I saw the crumpled fender and the dent on the hood, my heart sank. A sign that read “ten-minute parking only” leaned over it like a warrior gloating over a fallen enemy.


Oh no! I thought. I’d left the gearshift in “neutral” instead of “park,” and the car had lurched forward when it had been hit.


I drove home slowly, fighting my tears. For the first time since our wedding, I didn’t want to see my husband. He found me hiding under the covers.


“What’s wrong, honey? Are you sick?”


“The car,” I said, my voice muffled. “Something bad happened. I left it in neutral and somebody crashed into it while it was parked and they didn’t leave a note.”


I waited while he went down to the parking garage to inspect the damage. When he returned, the sadness in his eyes made me hide my face in the pillow.


“It’s okay, honey,” he said. “Don’t worry about it.”


But we both knew that this was no ordinary car. To make things worse, we were scheduled to drive that very night to his parents’ house.


“Do you want me to tell them you’re not feeling well?” he asked.


“No,” I answered grimly. For better or worse I’d promised just a couple of weeks earlier. And this was definitely the worst day so far.


As we drove to my in-laws’ house, I felt a rush of hatred for the Porsche. Why was this material object such a treasure, anyway? It was a pile of metal welded together with some wiring inside, destined for rust and decay.


When we pulled into the driveway, I shrank in my seat. My in-laws were coming out of the front door, both of them beaming as usual.


My father-in-law began walking around the Porsche with an appraising glance. When he reached the front of the car, I caught my breath.


“Oh no!” he shouted. “What happened?”


Feeling like a criminal about to be sentenced, I waited for my husband’s answer.


“We had a little accident,” he said.


As the two of them began to discuss repairs, I wondered if I’d heard wrong. Had he really said, “we”? I was responsible for the first damage ever done to this family treasure. Surely he’d explain to his dad that there was no we about it at all. Before I could speak up, my mother-in-law pulled me into the house.


“I’m going to tell them the truth,” I told him, when the two of us had a moment alone later. “It’s not right for you to take the blame.”


“Who cares who did it?” he answered. “It’s just a car.”


I felt like shouting for joy, but I hugged him instead. I was still determined to tell his parents the truth, but that didn’t matter now. The secret shadow of my last doubt was gone. Without the Porsche factor, our life together sparkled even more brilliantly than the diamond on my finger.


Mitali Perkins 










2
 PROPOSALS


My most brilliant achievement was my ability to be able to persuade my wife to marry me.


Winston Churchill 
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“To tell you the truth, Maureen, on our first date I was hoping things would progress a little less quickly.”
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Treasure Hunt 


She whom I love is hard to catch and conquer, Hard, but O the glory of the winning were she won!


George Meredith 


Andrea slammed the phone into its cradle and shrieked, “I can’t believe him!”


Her mom entered the room. “Jeff?”


“Yeah. He just did everything he could to pick a fight!” Shaking her head, she added, “I haven’t seen him in three days and it doesn’t even bother him. He says he’s busy at work and can’t break away. I don’t know how much longer I can take this.”


“Don’t get impatient,” Emma smiled slightly and patted her frustrated daughter’s shoulder. “The best things in life are worth waiting for. Trust me.”


“I don’t know, Ma. Maybe he’s the one that should be doing the waiting.” She stormed out of the room.


Emma’s smile widened.


Not an hour later, the doorbell rang. Andrea rushed to answer it. It just has to be Jeff, she thought. He’d never hang up angry.


Emma stood back, wiped her hands on a flowered apron and reclaimed her mischievous smile.


Andrea tipped the young messenger and rushed the package into the house. Under the watchful eye of her curious mother, she tore through the brown wrapping. It was the most beautiful dress she’d ever laid eyes on. As she lifted the white lace into the air, a piece of stationery floated to the floor. It read:


Baby Cakes,


Sometimes I say things I don’t mean. Sometimes I’m stubborn and defensive. Sometimes I want to go to you, but fear rejection. Andrea, I love you, and because I love you I’ll try harder to be understanding and have more patience. Forgive me. I saw this dress and thought how beautiful you’d look in it. Please wear it tonight and meet me at Capriccio’s at 6:00. Can’t wait to see you!


Love,


Jeff 


As she wiped her eyes, Andrea caught her mother’s grin. “I’ll be there, “she smirked. “But this time he’s gonna wait!”


Her mother just laughed.


It was almost 6:30 when Andrea screeched into Capriccio’s lot. She intended to be a few minutes late, allowing extra time to get ready. She wanted his wait to be worth it when he saw her. The valet attendant took one look and swallowed hard. She noticed and smiled. The extra time had paid off.
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