
[image: Image]


[image: 9780757398636_0002_001]


[image: 9780757398636_0003_001]



CHICKEN SOUP 
FOR THE BEACH 
LOVER’S SOUL 

Memories Made Beside a 
Bonfire, on the Boardwalk, and 
with Family and Friends 

Jack Canfield
Mark Victor Hansen 
Patty Aubery 
Peter Vegso 



[image: ]

Backlist, LLC, a unit of

Chicken Soup for the Soul Publishing, LLC

Cos Cob, CT


www.chickensoup.com



[image: 9780757398636_0007_001]


Introduction 

What makes a child beg to run barefoot in the damp sand and build castles with moats, only to see their creations dissolve at day’s end? It’s the same feeling that tugs at an elder’s heart to walk quiet distances on a chilly day by the shore. A beach lover’s soul is etched in the sand, no matter what region of the continent. They flock yearly to the warm sunshine by the coast, pave trail ways in the snowy sand with their cross-country skis around the Great Lakes, or use the “slowed-down” pace of fall in which autumn leaves are caught at a nearby stream.

This magical place, the beach, casts a spell on us that loosens the tightest grip of anxiousness on a human while refreshing the weariest of souls. Even the most cantankerous of us all find peace within a hard exterior. We walk, rest, and watch our children sift through the sand to find every seashell or sand specimen, then listen to them shriek in delight when another gem is found. Perhaps they are teaching us to find beauty in every bit of sand dollar—so that we can shed life’s daily despairs and discover the importance of acknowledging our greatest human assets while accepting our biggest challenges with grace and wisdom.

Our beach-loving readers prove many times, if not thousands of times, that all that sparkles is not necessarily gold, but may be a spot of sand that overlooks the deep ocean or a crispy-cold lake dancing with rays of the sun’s ever-present optimism. The stories told in this book range from the quite funny to the deeply soul searching; they all share the same thread of how the mystique of the sand and water directed people to experience a new attitude or outlook. The sands of life do not betray their visitor’s dreams or worries; they pack as many secrets as granules on a beach and continue to answer our hearts with a wisdom that only time and nature understand.
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1 
UNDER THE
 BOARDWALK:
ON LOVE AND LEARNING
 TO LOVE, COMPANIONSHIP,
 AND FRIENDSHIP

Tell me thy company and I will tell thee what thou art.

Cervantes 



Sand Prints 

They walked along the shore, 
arm in arm, hands entwined.
Pressed in warm, wet sand,
their footprints left behind.

It was their special time together, 
on the beach at the end of the day.
Enjoying the beautiful sunset,
watching young children play.

Their heads are close together 
as they plan their life ahead, 
his arm goes around her shoulder 
as they decide it’s now time to wed.

She raises her face upward, 
as if to receive a kiss, 
a look of joy in her eyes,
as she dreams of wedded bliss. 

He pulls her very close to him,
promising to keep her from harm, 
to provide a safe haven for her, 
where she’d be loved, safe, and warm.

They walk off into that beautiful sunset, 
arm in arm, their hands entwined, 
as the tide creeps upon the shore, 
erasing all those footprints left behind.

Tomorrow they will again return, 
their path to trace once more, 
leaving more footprints behind 
on that sun-drenched gulf shore.

Pamela Gayle Smith 



Connections 

It’s all emotion. But there’s nothing wrong with emotion. When we are in love, we are not rational; we are emotional. When we are on vacation, we are not rational; we are emotional.

Frank Luntz 

“Look up, over there,” David said, with a seriousness in his voice that caught my attention.

“Where? What?” I asked, diverting my gaze from the sand at my feet, where I combed for seashells.

He pointed toward the water, a whole ocean of water, endlessly rolling toward the shore in dense waves.

“Watch there,” he said, pointing to a specific spot.

Nothing looked out of the ordinary to me. “What am I looking for? Did you see something?”

David shook his head. “But wait,” he said, reaching for my hand.

And so I stood there on that Carolina beach, next to my friend, my beloved husband of twenty-five years, holding his hand, waiting, watching with him in anticipation of something very special.

When do a man and woman really fall in love? During a first dance, a first kiss, the first time they share souls? When they make up after their first fight? After their hundredth fight? Each morning when they wake up, side by side, to the promise of a new day? Or is it when they tumble into bed at night, exhausted but content from the responsibilities and accomplishments of supporting and raising a family? Maybe when an illness or brush with death has taught them that life is a sacred gift and so very fleeting? Or perhaps it’s each and every time their hearts make a connection. . . .

The roar of the ocean filled our ears, the salty spray of the water caressed our faces, and the wind rustled our hair as our eyes scoured the water. Then, just to our right, coming into the line of our peripheral vision, something crested briefly at the top of a wave and then dipped into the recess. Moments later, it crested again. A dolphin! No, two dolphins! The pair swam side by side, riding the waves and paralleling the beach.

We laughed out loud, giddy like children. Only once before, years ago at Virginia Beach, had we seen dolphins swimming in their natural habitat. What a treat this sighting was! I turned to David. “Had you seen them coming?” 

“No,” David said with a sheepish grin.

“Then how’d you know they’d be there?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Something just told me to look up.”

I gazed at my husband. This wasn’t the first time something inexplicable (a whispering heart or intuition, perhaps) had made us look up or away, or take one path and not another. I’ve learned not to question some things in life, but rather offer thanks on their behalf, as now: the gift of standing on the beach in the afternoon sunshine, holding my husband’s hand, and watching the dolphins. I don’t know if they were lifelong mates, as David and I, but in that instant, they were together, just the two of them, journeying through their life in the water, as were David and I, on the land. . . .

I fell in love with David the first time we slow-danced, our tenth-grade year, and again a year later when we shared a warm kiss after walking together on a cold winter’s eve. I fell in love with him the first time I watched his eyes crinkle when he laughed, and even more deeply when he was not ashamed to let me see him cry. We rarely argue anymore, but I swear I fall in love with him all over again whenever we kiss and make up. Where could a woman find more love for a man who has awakened each morning of his married life, and, without a single complaint, provided a living for his family? Seven years ago, when I thought I saw him take his last breath during a serious illness, I never loved him so much as I stood in the hospital corridor and pleaded with God not to take him from me just yet. But today, I fell in love with him all over again as our hearts made another connection, another memory. . . .

David and I continued our walk along the beach. We watched the dolphins journey up the coastline, bobbing in and out of the waves, until we could see them no longer.

Was it random that David had taken the day off from work? That we’d decided to run away to the seaside for a few hours while our children were in school, and it just happened that, as we walked along the beach, two dolphins swam northward? I think not. I believe the universe conspires to give us gifts, both large and small, to confirm that we are on the right path and that all is as it should be. Our job is simply to remain available and aware—and stay open to the connections.

Tracey Sherman 



Be Like the Ocean 

Sometimes, a walk on the beach can change your life. And sometimes, it can happen far from home, on a foreign shore. Disappointed with love, a young woman left her native Switzerland and arrived in England, hoping to learn English and to forget. I left my native Massachusetts, wanting to know more about the land of my grandfather, hoping perhaps, to remember. We both settled in a small English seaside town with a view of the ocean (with one’s neck stretched out the window). Walking along the lonely sea one evening, we met, and eventually we fell in love. We spent several weeks together until I returned to New England, unsure what would become of this tender romance, but sure of my deep feelings for this stranger on the shore.

Hoping to decide what to do, I rented a small seaside cottage in the winter on Cape Cod. I spent long walks on the deserted beaches, taking in the sights, sounds, and smells of the ocean, while on the other side of the Atlantic, a Swiss girl in England did the same. One day, as I strolled a lonely shore, I was approached by an elderly woman who spoke with a foreign accent and was about to change my life. I told her about the young woman I had met and about my uncertainty over what to do and was intrigued with her story: she had emigrated from Italy after the war and had faced a number of hardships, including the language, the cultural adjustment, and homesickness. Through it all, she knew it was right, because of one thing: the love of a man, a young American she had met in Europe. As our conversation ended, she grabbed my arm, reached down for a seashell, and said: “Be like the ocean, Arthur. It always knows what it is called to do in life without anyone telling it. We can too if we can remember something.” She paused, looked away for a second, then turned back to me and whispered as softly as the rushing waves, “Listen to your heart,” and she pressed the seashell into my hand.

I followed her advice. Today, I live in Switzerland, a country without a beach. But my wife and I spend time each year on the shores of Cape Cod or England, where we walk together, holding hands, many years later. Often, I turn my collar to the stiff Atlantic breeze, place my hand in the jacket pocket, and find a twenty-five-year-old seashell. Be like the ocean.

Arthur Bowler 

EDITOR’S NOTE: The woman on the beach changed my life. After several months of staying in touch mostly by writing letters, I heeded the woman’s advice. I listened to my heart and traveled to Switzerland to be with the Swiss girl I had met on the English shore. My wife and I have been together ever since.



A Love Affair Never Forgotten 

When our four children were young, we took our first vacation to Daytona Beach, Florida. I remember how in awe of the scenery I was when we entered Florida, the beautiful Sunshine State. It was much different than we were accustomed to in our homeland state of Illinois.

The palm trees stood tall and regal, and the tropical flowers among the lush greenery made me think we had arrived in a location much akin to paradise.

Arriving in Daytona, I savored my first-ever glimpse of a beach; I fell in love with the ocean rolling in from somewhere out in the deep.

As our week provided unrelenting pleasures, I came to love scanning the sand along the water’s edge for seashells, small sea critters, and other possessions brought in and deposited as treasures at my feet.

I waded out into the water, up to my shoulders, and scanned the water’s floor with my feet, looking for assets transported from other lands by the turning of the tides.

Our children sat daily in the sand, constructing castles and forts, only to watch the waves carry off their fantasies to lands where only God, visionaries, and fairy-tale dreams could foretell what lay beyond the present.

Like a greased baby bottom, we stayed covered and protected from the rays of the sun. Yet my husband, whose feet had been confined for years beneath dark dress coverings, was shocked at the introduction of the sun intensified by the sand as he walked along the beach. Soon his feet took on the appearance and painful distress of trapped lobsters.

I had not known the power water possessed, beyond what came through copper piping back home in Illinois. I stood mesmerized as waves in their might rolled over themselves, again and again carrying me with them into the future where dreams lay and memories are collected.

Our children stood, leery of the ocean’s imposing authority, fearful of the bashing abuse, petrified of yielding, but determined to step out to conquer the strength of its deep currents. They soon overcame, triumphant over the insults inflicted upon them; they took their stance and tasted the salty rewards.

At night we walked the abandoned beaches, looking out at the moon reflecting off the blackness and listening to the tide bringing in more treasures—what would dawn reveal buried beneath a footstep? What creatures would we find trapped behind, gasping, searching for a lost love—the depths of the sea?

Soon our vacation came to an end, our days swallowed up in seven rolling tides. Seven days of paradise blissfully came to an end, carried away and stored as future treasures, memories never to be forgotten.

That vacation has been many years ago and our children are all grown; their children are now learning the beauty and might contained within great bodies of water. They are finding pleasures untold and seeking treasures of their own. They are forming their own love affair with beaches and casting upon the waters their own dreams and visions. They are storing away albums of memories, visual pictures for lifelong memories.

My husband and I have gone on to walk other seashores, and form other love affairs with beaches around the world, but like one’s first love affair, we have never forgotten our first: Daytona Beach.

Betty King 



My Two Loves 

“Gonna be another hot one today,” I complained to my husband.

“Yeah, those Santa Ana winds are really blowin’.”

I hated these “devil winds,” as they are called by local Southern Californians. They made people cranky and forest fires rage, not to mention drying out my skin and hair, and making me an irritable mess. I also feel cheated. Just when I should be pulling my sweaters out of mothballs and watching the trees change into their fall dresses, here I am dealing with hot, dry, itchy weather.

“Maybe tonight we can head down to the pier,” my husband, Paul, yelled as he ran out the door to work.

“Ah, relief will come,” I said to no one in particular, although the dog did lift his head off the floor long enough to sigh. I had forgotten the one perk of this season: going to the beach in autumn. That was always our one salvation from the oppressive heat of the dry desert winds.

As promised, Paul made it home on time, and after a light dinner, we drove the four miles to the ocean.

For some reason, the beach never failed to thrill and entice me. You’d think since I was raised a Southern California beach girl, I would be used to its charms by now. But no, the ocean at night, the waves crashing on the shore, the moon glistening off its surface, always seemed magical and mysterious.

And so, on this balmy fall evening, Paul and I linked arms and joined the mass of humanity looking for a spot on the pier to cool off. We passed families fishing together, lovers embracing, the single person staring out to sea, and couples laughing, just out for a stroll. One thing was certain— in their own way they were all enjoying the ocean’s gifts, such as the cool breeze, the salty spray, and an inner calm beyond description.

Below us, surfers rode the waves, children tried to outrace the foaming tide, and others dug for either clams or buried treasure. Who knew?

“It’s too crowded up here,” Paul called over the gull’s cries and the squeals of the children. “Let’s go down on the sand.” 

“Okay,” I replied.

As we descended the steps to the sandy bottom, thoughts flashed through my brain. I remembered years long past when Paul and I cuddled around a beach fire-pit, lingering kisses on a beach blanket while the waves lapped the shore, and how we gazed into each other’s eyes over the fire.

“Hey, a penny for your thoughts. You look a hundred miles away,” Paul asked.

“Oh, I just realized how much the beach has played a part in our love life.”

“Well, let’s not stop now,” Paul said, taking me in his arms.

As we kissed I shut my eyes and felt the breeze caress my shoulders, the hot “devil winds” long forgotten. I knew right then I was in the arms of my two loves—my husband and the beach.

Sallie A. Rodman 



Did You Turn on the Water?

“Did you turn on the water?” he asked.

“Yep, it’s on,” I answered. “Can’t you hear it?”

“Hmmm, maybe. Let’s see.”

We sat up, peered over the headboard, and separated the blinds to gaze at the shallow waves softly lapping at the shore. We smiled. And so our day began.

We were newlyweds living in a house on the sands of Pensacola Beach. It was a dreamy place to begin married life—even if it was only forty-five degrees outside. The Florida panhandle’s weather was more like lower Alabama than Florida, and only the hardy or young-and-broke couples braved the storms, the chill, the lack of insulation, and small space-heaters to live “romantically” on the beach during the winter. In spring, people flocked to the white-sugar sand and clear blue and turquoise water, but until then we had it to ourselves.

It was the beginning of a life near the water. Although we had not been raised near the sea, my husband’s career as a navy pilot led us to ports in Corpus Christi, San Diego, even the Sea of Japan. We discovered strength as a couple from the ocean, the constant waves, the changing moods of the sea.

The joys of beachcombing, long walks in the ebbing surf, finding shell treasures as they wash up to shore, picnics on the sand, and watching the sun disappear below the horizon fill us with quiet peace and pleasure.

In times of crisis, we also long for the beach, where we ponder its majesty and power, reminded that we are only like small grains of sand as we watch the waves spilling onto shore and continuing on and on. The wonder of God’s power calms and soothes us, enabling us to deal with whatever crisis life deals us.

When our young daughter fell fromand was trampled by a horse, we sat in the hospital at midnight during her emergency surgery. Frightened, we struggled to focus on happy times, including memories of sun-swept days at the beach as our little girls frolicked in the surf. Within a few months, we were able to renew those moments; they romped in the breaking waves while we searched for seashells.

When my father-in-law suffered a stroke, we walked miles on the beach as we grappled with how to best care for him. Later, bringing him to the boardwalk to look at the expanse of ocean and shore gave him a sense of contentment for a time. My husband commented, “You can be a beach lover without getting sand between your toes.”

Last year, for our forty-fifth anniversary, our children gave us a night at the most luxurious beach hotel in Southern California. Upon waking the next morning I heard that familiar question:

“Did you turn on the water?”

“I think so. Let’s go look.”

And hand in hand we went through the French doors to the balcony, where the Pacific Ocean lay before us, waves lapping at the shore, and we once again were filled with that familiar hope. We smiled.

Jean Stewart 



Mr. Crescenti’s Beach 

Age does not make us childish, as some say; it finds us true children.

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 

I was born and raised in New York City. My parents met, married, and moved into a large apartment building with a view of the East River. Dad had been a lifeguard at majestic Jones Beach on Long Island during his teenage years. Mother had developed a love of the beach as her parents owned a summer home directly by the Atlantic Ocean. They decided to pass this mutual passion on to their only daughter. Thus, at an early age, I was taught to swim and enjoy the feeling of sand between my toes.

When I was seven years of age my parents bought a small summer cottage on the eastern end of Long Island. We began to spend the summer here, embracing the joy of being beach aficionados. I loved these times and had many adventures walking the beach, swimming in the surf, digging in the sand, and just watching the waves hit the shore.

Each year, the day after Labor Day, the car was packed and we would begin our journey home to the city. Riding back I would write down all the memorable events of the summer and save them to read at future dates.

Once we were home, school beckoned, my friends surrounded me, and life became the norm of daily routine.

But the beach was still part of me. I slept under a blanket adorned with the prints of colorful shells. All the summer photos were taped to my bedroom wall. The seashells that I had collected were displayed on my dresser. Cold weather surrounded me, but the memories of the beach kept me warm.

The years passed quickly, and I married and became the proud mother of two wonderful daughters. We lived five blocks from my parents on the same city street. I taught at the neighborhood school that I had attended as a child. My mother said that I went into teaching so that I could spend the summer at the beach. And we all did—together, as a family, in the same beach cottage that I knew as a child. Dad had added two bedrooms and a large family room to the once-small residence so that we could all enjoy the beach together. He also loved inviting the neighbors to visit as much and as often as possible. I never remember a time when the house wasn’t bursting at the seams with people. Laughter filled the air, and food passed hands in all directions.

My daughters loved that so many of their friends could visit with them during the summer. At night the adults would sit on the beach and swap stories, enjoying the smell of the salt air and the gentle breeze off the ocean. The children always found something to do, usually ending with a marshmallow roast before bedtime.

My youngest daughter, Donna, always loved to cuddle on my lap at night and listen to the adults’ stories. She listened intently, resting her head on my shoulder, entwining her long fingers within mine. I loved these times, so simple, yet so memorable.

They say that history repeats itself, and so the day after Labor Day the girls were packed into the car and headed back to the city. Their summer snapshots were stuck to their bedroom wall and their seashells placed on the dresser. The school bell rang, and summer was over.

Each day the girls and I would visit my parents after school. Mom would set milk and cookies on the table, and the girls would swap stories until my father left for work. They would then walk my parents’ dog before we left for our apartment. Invariably they would return from the walk with goodies from one of the neighbors. They knew all fifty families that lived in the building, and were always doing errands for one family or another.

Donna, who was now eight years of age, had a standing order to deliver a loaf of Italian bread to an older couple that lived on the same floor as my parents. Mr. and Mrs. Crescenti lived in a very small one-bedroom apartment at the back of the building. They had emigrated from Italy after their only daughter died at the tender age of five. Mr. Crescenti had always been my favorite neighbor during my childhood. A short stocky man, he lived life with a smile on his face and a twinkle in his eye—and had the longest mustache that I had ever seen on a man. When he laughed the ends moved up and down.

I would bring the morning paper to the couple before I went to school. I always received a homemade cookie for my effort, which I devoured on my walk to school. I liked to visit with the couple and hear their stories about the “old country.” Their apartment was filled with photos of their daughter, Angelina. She was a bright-eyed youngster with dark curls, a sweet smile, and chubby cheeks. Sadly, she died after coming down with a high fever of no apparent origin. The Crescentis’ small seaside village provided no doctor, and by the time one did arrive from the city, it was too late. Mrs. Crescenti went into a deep  depression from which she really never recovered. Mr. Crescenti dealt with the loss by moving them to the United States. He was a shoemaker by trade, and he opened a small store on the street below my apartment building. I called him “Boom-Boom” when I was a child and it stuck. He did not talk about his daughter during my childhood, but appeared to have no problem discussing her with my daughter Donna.

Donna had taken over my job, delivering the couple’s loaf of daily bread. Mrs. Crescenti had become an invalid and never left the apartment. Mr. Crescenti sold the store and spent his days caring for his wife, keeping their small apartment spotless, and cooking—always cooking. As you exited the elevator the wonderful aroma of some simmering dish would fill your nostrils. The apartment door was always open, and one could hear Mr. Crescenti singing in Italian as he prepared dinner. Donna would deliver their bread and then walk the family dog with her sister, Tracey. 

One afternoon she did not return from the Crescentis’, and I guessed that a batch of cookies had lured her away. After an hour it was time for us to start for home so I knocked on the Crescentis’ open door.

“Come-a in,” Mr. Crescenti shouted. I found the three of them in the living room. Donna was perched on Mrs. Crescenti’s lap gazing at an old leather-bound photo album. She stroked Donna’s hair as she pointed out the pictures to her. “This was my Angelina when she was two-a years old—she look just-a like you, Donna.” I held my breath. It was the first time I had seen Mrs. Crescenti smile in years. I let Donna stay with the Crescentis’ that night. She slept on their sofa and spent the weekend listening to all the stories about Angelina. Donna continued her visits for about a year, until Mrs. Crescenti passed away peacefully in her sleep.

That summer my parents invited Mr. Crescenti to stay with us at the beach. He was elated. He spent hours walking the beach, telling the girls stories about his village in Italy. His childhood fascinated my Donna; she couldn’t get enough of his stories. He played in the sand with her, helped her build sand castles, and walked the beach with her constantly. They walked hand in hand, digging their toes in the sand, watching the gulls overhead, and laughing— always laughing. Staying with us that summer allowed him to embrace his grief and find some peace for the future. He returned to the city and started to work part-time for the young man who had bought his store. All went well for a few years, and then Mr. Crescenti suffered a stroke. We were all devastated. He had no family, other then a few cousins back in Italy, and my parents became his caregivers. The residents of the building assisted as much as possible, and Donna continued her bread run for the dear man. She would slice the bread and put it alongside the dinner plate that my mother had prepared for him each night. Donna would stay and tell him about her day at school while he ate. He always asked that she tell him a beach story before she left for home.

That summer, as we left for the beach, Donna appeared sad. She knew that Mr. Crescenti would be well cared for by all the neighbors during the family vacation. Still, Donna called him each night and described how the beach looked and how the sand felt between her toes. Her devotion brought tears to my eyes.

One afternoon we watched as she dragged a large plastic bin from the garage to the beach. She would sift sand each day with an old kitchen colander. She collected what she called “special seashells” and put them in a lined shoe box. We never asked what she was doing; we knew she was on a mission by the look on her face.

The bin returned to the city with us that year. We helped her carry it into Mr. Crescenti’s apartment. We lifted the old man’s feet into the sand. Donna arranged all the shells on the sand and got out our summer photographs. We all sat on the sofa as she told him all about her summer. “Dig your toes into the sand, Mr. Crescenti,” she said. “It’s the same sand that I walked in all summer long.” He smiled and did as she asked, while a tear ran down his face. She showed him each shell, and he listened with great joy. Donna did this for the next six months, every day, seven days a week. She missed her playtime, movies, birthday parties, and many other events. It didn’t appear to matter to her. Each day she would pull out the bin, now called “Mr. Crescenti’s beach,” and place his feet in the sand. They would talk and laugh for hours together. 
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