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Foreword


Throughout my life I’ve had a deep connection with a world beyond the physical. I’ve felt the presence of loving energy surrounding me, guiding me and sometimes even communicating through me. As a motivational speaker and author, I’ve surrendered to this undeniable guidance to help me fully express the work I am here to bring forth. Whenever I invite this presence into my life, I always, without fail, receive intuitive guidance.


You can call this guidance whatever you want. Call it the energy of love, call it spirit, call it Higher Power, call it angels, call it whatever resonates with you most. The fact is, we all have the capacity to connect to a presence beyond our physical site. We are all being guided.


The only obstacle is the fact that we forget. From birth onward we build up a wall that separates us from the loving presence of spiritual guidance. In time we forget to call on it, and then we forget it’s there altogether. We begin to rely on reason and logic and the beliefs of the physical world. We renounce our metaphysical connection and in effect we lose our greatest source of power. Henry David Thoreau said, “I think we may safely trust a good deal more than we do.” This collection of powerful, personal stories will undoubtedly help you learn to trust your guides, no matter what form they take.


When I first opened Chicken Soup for the Soul: Touched by an Angel, I immediately felt reconnected to my spiritual presence. I felt a strong inner knowing that this book was going to be a powerful piece of work that would reignite our collective spiritual faith. While reading the very first story in the book, I got chills all over my body.


The story happened to be about someone I know and I admire deeply who lost her son in the Sandy Hook school shooting. In the story, Natasha Stoynoff describes how her good friend, the late Norris Mailer, planned to send her a message from beyond using the word “Scarlett.” When an overworked Natasha was contacted about helping a grieving mother from Sandy Hook write a book about the messages she was receiving from her son, Natasha was going to say no… until she heard the mother’s name—Scarlett. And the relationship was cemented when Scarlett told Natasha that her mother was visiting and she had just finished reading a book by Norris Mailer!


I felt overwhelmed with joy to see my friend Scarlett mentioned in the book. This was no coincidence. It was guidance that I was on the right track and that I was meant to write this foreword. Spiritual guidance comes in many forms. In this case it came through the text of this book.


We all have our own ways of connecting to the spiritual realm. Maybe you connect through inner visions, or maybe you receive strong intuitive thoughts. Possibly you connect through writing, speaking or creative projects. In many cases you may receive guidance through songs, words people say or even technology. Our loving guides are working through us at all times; they are always present. We receive this guidance in ways that are authentic to who we are. We receive it in a way we will be able to believe.


This book will remind you to listen to those guides, to heed your inner voice and to pay attention to any messages that come your way. You’ll read a great story by Johanna Richardson, who did that late one night when she was strangely compelled to drive right past her exit to visit her husband’s grandmother instead. A few minutes after she arrived, her husband walked in, having left in the middle of his night shift as a police detective. He too had felt a sudden, unexplained urge to visit Grandma. A few hours after the visit, Johanna got a call from the nursing home. Grandma had just passed away. Imagine how glad Johanna and her husband were that they had listened to the mysterious guidance they received.


If you have felt the desire to strengthen your connection to your spiritual guidance, you are in the right place. It’s likely that you were guided here. Maybe the book fell off the shelf, or a tweet caught your eye, or a random Amazon notification popped into your inbox. Smile knowing that you’ve been guided to a magnificent book that will reignite your faith in your guides. Allow each story to touch your soul and remind you that you are surrounded by love.


Let this book help you find power when you feel powerless. Use it as a catalyst for creating more flow, synchronicity and ease in every area of your life. As you turn each page, remember that you are never alone. Remember that you are always Touched by an Angel.


~Gabrielle Bernstein
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Messages from Heaven
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A Word between Friends


Never pass up new experiences, Scarlett. They enrich the mind.


~Margaret Mitchell, Gone with the Wind


“Scarlett” was to be our code word, our “sign” from heaven.


My dear friend Norris Mailer and I decided on this soon after we met. I had interviewed her for People magazine when her first novel, Windchill Summer, was published in 2000. It was a yarn about a Southern belle in Manhattan — she herself hailed from Little Rock, Arkansas — and as we talked of all things Southern, we discovered our mutual obsession with the film Gone with the Wind.


In their Brooklyn Heights brownstone, Norris showed me the prized antique Scarlett O’Hara doll that her husband, literary lion Norman Mailer, had given her. I, in turn, displayed my ability to recite all four hours of dialogue from the film — not only for the two female leads, Scarlett and Melanie Wilkes, but even minor characters like Aunt Pitty and that damn Yankee overseer, Wilkerson.


Norris was impressed. From that moment onward, her nickname for me was Miss Scarlett and mine for her was Miss Melanie (Miss Melly). It was her casting decision and why she placed me — a Canadian — in the starring role when she was a bona fide Southerner perplexed me. It had to do with my ability to cry on cue and flirt up a storm, she assured me, and not because Miss Melly suffers an early demise in the film. Norris herself was struggling with cancer at the time and would endure a barrage of surgeries in the years to come.


Her fragile health situation and our respective loss of loved ones revealed another mutual interest — the afterlife. Do our spirits die with our mortal bodies or do they live on? It was a topic we debated endlessly while sipping Kir Royales on her balcony. Norris was a lapsed Southern Baptist and I leaned toward agnosticism. During these chats, we’d look across the East River to the Statue of Liberty — she reminded us of Scarlett at Tara, holding up her fist and looking skyward, vowing: “God is my witness….”


We delved further into the spirit world when I began work on After Life: Answers from the Other Side — my first of many books with psychic medium John Edward. To paraphrase The Sixth Sense’s tagline — John, um, talked to dead people. We were intrigued, and attended several of John’s events, yearning to receive our own “messages” from this elusive Other Side.


At first, Norris wanted to connect with her deceased father. After Norman passed away in 2007, she ached to hear from him. And somehow, in auditoriums filled with thousands of people, John always gravitated toward her, giving personal details of her life with Norman that he could not have known without some kind of supernatural connection.


“If there really is an afterlife,” Norris said on the balcony one day, “we need a special code word to send to each other. Whoever gets to the Other Side first will send the word as a sign.”


She looked at Lady Liberty.


“If we can get in touch, let’s send the name ‘Scarlett’.”


“Hey, if you can get in touch,” I laughed, “you and Norman have to help me write my books.”


It was a deal. We clinked our champagne flutes.


Norris’s health deteriorated over the next few years. In the spring of 2010, she sensed she was near the end and she gave me her precious Scarlett doll, which I positioned across from my writing desk.


“I want you to have her,” she said, “to remember our code word.”


A few months later, I sat at her bedside holding her hand as she took her final breaths.


After she left this world, I was looking and listening for our code word everywhere — to no avail.


“Relax,” John said, offering me his sound, psychic wisdom, “you’ll hear from her when the time is ripe. Nothing is a coincidence.”


John was right. I stopped obsessing about it, assured I would hear from Norris when and if I was supposed to.


In the summer of 2013, I wasn’t thinking of the code word at all. In fact, my mind was a jumble of tens of thousands of words while on an insanely tight book deadline — I had six weeks to produce a celebrity memoir and was working around the clock, fueled by chocolate and caffeine.


In the middle of that panic, I got a call from an editor at Hay House Publishing, for whom I’d written several books.


“We have the perfect project for you,” the editor said excitedly. “The President and CEO is asking for you specifically on this. It’s very special, but it has to be written quickly.”


“Stop right there,” I told her. “Impossible. I’m on another deadline. What is it?”


It was a heartfelt story about a mom from Sandy Hook, Connecticut, whose little boy, Jesse, was one of many killed in the horrific school shooting that shocked the nation a few months earlier. Jesse was a hero; he saved the lives of several classmates that day. Since he died, his mother had received beautiful messages from him… from heaven.


“It sounds great, but I’m too busy.”


“Please. Just give her a call,” the editor urged. “You will love her. Her name is Scarlett.”


I hung up. It was the first time I’d heard the code word since Norris had passed. It was probably nothing, but I had to at least make the call.


An hour later I was talking to Scarlett Lewis, and she was wonderful. She described the otherworldly messages of love she’d gotten from her sweet Jesse.


“Do you believe in signs?” Scarlett asked.


“I’ve worked on three books with a famous psychic,” I said. “I’m practically a sign expert.”


“You don’t happen to mean John Edward, do you?”


“Yeah. How did you know?”


“I had a reading with him yesterday! What a coincidence! You are perfect for this book. I don’t want to talk to other writers. I want you.”


I hated to dampen her spirits, but had to tell her of my other deadline.


“Unless a miracle happens, I just can’t. And to be perfectly honest, I called because your name is Scarlett.”


I explained about my friend Norris and our code word, and she grew very quiet. Suddenly, I heard a commotion on the other end of the phone.


“Natasha… your friend, Norris… is that Norris Church Mailer?”


“Yeah. How did you know?” I asked, for the second time in five minutes.


“My mother is here with me. She just finished reading your friend Norris’s memoir, A Ticket to the Circus.”


Pause. I closed my eyes and took a long, deep breath. This was no coincidence. Hi, Norris!


“Well, Scarlett,” I said, “it seems I’m writing your book.”


After we said goodbye, I looked across my desk at the Scarlett O’Hara doll Norris had given me.


“How am I supposed to write two books in six weeks?” I asked out loud.


A few minutes later, my phone rang. It was my current co-author, the one whose memoir I was racing to finish.


“Natasha, I’m sorry. Something’s come up and I have to go out of town for six weeks. We have to put the book on hold.”


I hung up the phone and looked back at my Scarlett doll.


It might have been my lack of sleep, but I could have sworn she winked.


Well, fiddle-dee-dee; maybe there’s a heaven after all.


~Natasha Stoynoff
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Message Received


Dogs do speak, but only to those who know how to listen.


~Orhan Pamuk


I had never had a dog, and at first was wary of surprising our young sons with a chocolate Labrador Retriever puppy for Christmas — until I met that little bouncing ball of silky brown fur. Gracie won me over instantly. She was beautiful and affectionate. She had loads of personality that made her tons of fun. And boy, was she ever smart!


Her first summer with us, for instance, Gracie discovered that she could cool off by lying across an air conditioning vent in the kitchen floor. One day I thought the first floor was too cool compared to the rest of the house, so I closed a couple of vents downstairs, including one of those in the kitchen. Gracie’s routine didn’t occur to me until she walked over to the vent and lay down. Immediately noticing the lack of airflow, she stood up and studied the grate for a moment. I watched in wonder as she then plunged her claws into it, pulled it out, and calmly flung it aside. She settled down onto the open space in the floor and looked at me with a triumphant grin. “Okay, Gracie, I get it,” I said, smiling at her ingenuity. “From now on, I won’t mess with your vent.” Every summer, that was her favorite resting place.


We all grew close to our furry family member. We loved her, and she adored us in return. I guess she wanted to thank us for taking such good care of her because she wanted so much to please us. She did her best to be a good dog. And she was. She was a great dog. But she was more than that — she was a great friend.


Gracie also made it her responsibility to watch over us. Though she was gentle by nature, she fiercely guarded her family and our property. One night she scared off the thieves breaking into the car in our driveway. “You really take care of your family,” my older son told Gracie, giving her the pats and praise she cherished.


“Yes, she’s sure here for us,” my husband said.


“How does she always know what to do?” my younger son asked.


Actually, it was kind of uncanny the way Gracie sensed what was needed and when. She knew when my husband was coming home, even at unusual times, and she would “tell” me he was on his way by running to the window to watch for his approach. Sure enough, within five minutes, he’d enter our neighborhood. She knew to move slowly around the elderly grandparents. If you could use some fun, she grabbed a Frisbee, ready to play. If you wanted your space, she rested and awaited your call. If you were sick or sad, she tenderly placed a huge paw on your arm or snuggled up by your side, comforting you until you recovered. “Such a good girl,” I told her. “You always know how to help.” She seemed to understand everything I said.


And I always understood her. Often, when I sat in my favorite chair she parked herself directly in front of me, gave me her “hand” to hold, and stared into my eyes, as though trying to project her thoughts. Her communication came through loud and clear. I knew what every look, gesture and sound meant. Whether it was a request for a scratch behind those soft floppy ears, a reminder to freshen her water bowl, a reassurance that she loved us, or something else she had on her mind, I got the message.


For ten years Gracie added joy to our family. But one Sunday evening in mid-July, the dreaded moment arrived. Our beloved Gracie passed away, and we were heartbroken. My grief was overwhelming. I cried for days. And every time I walked into the house, I ached with sorrow. I was used to a loveable big dog, with nuzzling nose and wagging tail, running to welcome me, thrilled that I was home. Charging through the kitchen, her nails clicking on the vinyl floor as she tried to stop, she often would slide right into my feet. Her greetings had been clumsy and charming, hilarious and heartwarming, all at the same time. I missed them. I missed her terribly.


After arriving home on a hot afternoon a couple of weeks after she had passed, I poured a glass of iced tea and stood in the kitchen sipping it. When I caught sight of that vent that she’d always lain on, a tear rolled down my cheek. “Oh, Gracie,” I sighed, “how I wish you were still here.”


I heard the air conditioning kick in, and then something special happened. Tiny puffs of brown Gracie fur began to rise from the vent and gather into a little ball. I watched, mesmerized, as the ball of fur quickly rolled across the kitchen floor toward me, mimicking the enthusiasm that its owner had shown. Like her, it stopped right at my feet.


I picked up that small bunch of fluff, and as I smoothed it between my fingers, the heartache began to ease. Here was reassurance that Gracie’s love would always be with us. Her legacy would live on in our hearts, in our memories, in the ways she had helped shape our family.


Message received, Gracie, loud and clear.


~D. Riley
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Finding Grace


What greater thing is there for human souls than to feel that they are joined for life — to be with each other in silent unspeakable memories.


~George Eliot


When my little daughter, Grace, passed away, I was devastated, simply beside myself with grief. I didn’t know what to do, where to turn. I couldn’t eat or sleep. She had been through so much and it simply wasn’t fair. I was so angry — with God, with the doctors, with myself — everyone. Gracie had Treacher-Collins syndrome. She had a cleft palate, was missing bones from her cheeks and chin, and her ears were little nubs with no outer openings. She had dealt with all of these problems, including surgeries to overcome them, like a trouper. At the age of three, she was a happy little blond delight and all she wanted in the world was to keep up with her five-year-old sister Katie.


Unfortunately, we discovered another roadblock. She had very little enamel on her teeth, and her baby teeth began to break down. To protect them, she needed to have her teeth capped. The only way for the dentist to work on her was to give her gas; otherwise she fought like a bear and wouldn’t let him work on her mouth. At her third dentist appointment, she suddenly stopped breathing. Despite all of their efforts, they couldn’t bring her back.


I was shocked. I followed the ambulance to the Emergency Room at the Catholic hospital, where they left me in a room with her. I cradled her in my arms and begged her to wake up. But that was not to be.


My sister came to the hospital right away, so I wasn’t alone long, thank goodness. Finally, I had to let my baby go and walk away. I have never, ever had to do anything so hard.


People quickly gathered; family, friends, neighbors all came to offer comfort, but there was none to be found.


I became ill with a migraine, nausea, and vomiting. I curled up in my bed and closed my eyes, praying and wishing I could go back in time. Wishing I hadn’t taken her to the dentist that day. Wishing she had been born without so many challenges. Wondering if the genes that caused all of her problems came from me — but no one knew the answer.


The migraine passed, but not the grief. The funeral had to be arranged — so many things to attend to! I couldn’t eat; I couldn’t sleep. Every time I tried to sleep, I would see her in that tiny white coffin and jerk awake. I couldn’t think of anything else except my five-year-old, who still needed a mama. She was bewildered. She didn’t understand why her little sister was no longer there and wanted to know when she was coming back. How do you explain that?


Then one night, a miracle occurred. I had dozed off and instead of seeing Gracie in her coffin, I found myself walking along a wooded path. The grass was thick and green. I could smell the flowers that speckled the ground. A soft breeze blew, and it felt good. In the distance I saw a tall, black wrought iron fence. As I approached, I saw people walking around on the other side. It looked like they were having a picnic. I leaned against the fence, just watching. Then I saw a child pulling a man toward me. As they drew closer, I recognized them. It was my father-in-law and Gracie! My father-in-law had passed away the month before Gracie was born. I always regretted that he never got to see her, but now I saw them together! They stopped about a foot away from the fence. Gracie’s face had filled out. She looked exactly the way I pictured she would once she had all of her surgeries. She was perfect. And she looked so happy. She waved at me with a giggle. Then they turned around and walked away.


I immediately awoke with the knowledge that I had just seen two angels. My little angel was in heaven with her grandfather. She was happy and well. I had nothing to fear for her.


Some may say I simply dreamed of what I hoped to be. But I know it was no dream. And while I still grieved, it was tempered with the relief of knowing my baby was in good hands. I pulled myself together, found Compassionate Friends — an amazing grief counseling group — and went on living, something I wasn’t sure I could do before.


My little Gracie passed away in 1984, and usually I can speak of her and think of her without a problem. Other days it seems like it just happened. But then I remember that dream and I know more is out there beyond this life.


~Susan Tilghman Hawthorne
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The Scent of a Mother


Two things make the women unforgettable, their tears and their perfume.


~Sacha Guitry


A bottle of Shalimar sat upon my mother’s dresser. Right next to it was a signed picture of Jean Béliveau. In his prime, he was the handsome star hockey player for the Montreal Canadiens. Next to her children and husband, Mom’s two favorite possessions were side by side. A simple plastic frame encased the photo. The art deco Shalimar bottle by Baccarat was filled with an exotic fragrance, a blend of night-blooming flowers, vanilla and mysterious musk. The blue glass stopper was Guerlain Paris’s signature. A tidy ribbon encircled the bottleneck, much like the scarves or pearls that often graced my mother’s neck.


Our home was perfumed by Shalimar on a regular basis. I remember being upstairs in my bedroom when suddenly the heady scent wafted, silently but powerfully, into our rooms. I knew Mom was getting ready for an evening with Dad. Often my sister and I would watch her getting ready. Lying across her bed, we watched as she dressed “to the nines.” The finishing touch was a ceremony that never varied. She dabbed on her special scent behind her ears and at the base of her throat. We always giggled when she then stroked the final dab on the most intimate of places. Our giggles turned into full-blown laughter as she said, “You never know who you’re going to meet!” And out the door she swished, making a grand exit and leaving the scent of Shalimar in her wake.


We have continued to laugh through the years. My daughter recounted the first time she was introduced to my mother’s wit and wisdom at the tender age of ten. Very seriously, she watched as her grandmother went through her ritual, passing on advice to the bemused little girl. Her own daughters had squealed with delight when they listened to their great-grandmother’s story, passed down from their mother. And so it continues through the generations. Monsieur Guerlain unknowingly created a different kind of legend, but one of which I am sure that he would wholeheartedly approve.


Mom tried a different scent once. Her new choice was Forever Krystle, popular at the time of the hit TV show Dynasty. The beautiful Linda Evans played the part of Krystle, the second and “nice” wife of oil tycoon Blake Carrington. This flowery perfume was the total opposite of Mom’s classic fragrance, and because it underpowered the personality of my mother, it only lasted a brief time. Forever Krystle was forever no more. Back to the beribboned bottle waiting patiently next to Jean.


My parents’ fiftieth wedding anniversary marked an especially poignant time for us. A surprise party planned by her four children was a huge and emotional success. Old friends came from afar, as did family that had scattered to different parts of the world. We all watched in awe as Mom danced with our father, her great and only love of so many years. The singer crooned their special wartime song, “Yours,” while Dad softly sang to Mom, “Yours till the end of life’s story,” with tears streaming down his face.


After my dad passed, the scent of Shalimar no longer lingered. The bottle remained untouched. Jean’s picture faded. Yet both remained in their place of honor.


Now the four of us sat together, surrounding our mother as she lay quietly in her hospital bed. No scarf, no lipstick, no curls. She was more beautiful than ever.


I bent over her for one last time, and caught a subtle scent. I called my sister over and she too was amazed as the fragrance became stronger. My brother, returning from the coffee shop, was perplexed when he smelled the familiar but still unidentifiable scent. The nurse pulled open the curtain, and sternly asked, “Who has sprayed perfume in here?” My sister and I glanced knowingly at each other.


The scent of Shalimar, the scent to last through the ages, had permeated our entire surroundings. Our mother made the grand final exit, and we could almost hear her say, “You never know who you’re going to meet.”


~Sharlene Walker
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The Mourning Cloak


In the night of death, hope sees a star, and listening love can hear the rustle of a wing.


~Robert Ingersol


Spring came early to Missouri in the weeks before my mother passed away. Mom had lived a long life and was in the last stages of congestive heart failure when we moved her to hospice care. It had been a difficult process to watch her decline over the prior months. She had always been so active and alert until her stroke. It was a grueling time for our family as we undertook the tasks that accompany a move to a nursing home. It’s more than the selling of a home, sorting belongings and all those other tedious chores that come with the closing of the chapters of a life. Assuming the responsibilities for a parent takes you into the uncomfortable and unfamiliar as you take the first awkward steps down that last road.


I felt exhausted, and so my husband and I began looking for a getaway near a lake some two hours driving distance from the stresses of work and family, where we could find nature and solitude and no cell phone service. It was a sunny and cool day when we toured the property we ultimately purchased. As we walked down the pathway to look at the land, a large butterfly dive-bombed me. It seemed uncharacteristic of such a gentle creature, and unseasonable for a butterfly in March. It kept circling me and then it flew away. As we talked with the real estate agent, it came back again, landing on my shoulder before flitting off again. “It must be attracted to your perfume,” our agent said. But I wasn’t wearing any perfume.


It was peaceful there with nature surrounding us. The butterfly escorted us back to our vehicle. At the time, I felt like it was a celestial confirmation that we’d made a good decision. We left the butterfly to watch over our new cabin and we headed north back to reality.


That was Saturday. By Monday, Mom was really weak and spoke very little when I checked on her. When I returned home from the hospice visit, I called my husband to give him an update. As we spoke, I looked out our living room’s large picture window that framed the woods behind our house. A black butterfly cruised by the glass. “There’s that butterfly again,” I mumbled into the phone. My husband didn’t understand what I was talking about, which was fine — I didn’t understand it either. I was either being pursued by some phantom flying insect or slowly losing my mind.


On Tuesday morning, my brother and I went to the nursing home and found the hospice nurses with Mom. She recognized us immediately and began talking rapidly. It seemed as though she had so much to say before her time ran out, but she made little sense and seemed so very tired. She told us she was fine and to come back the next Tuesday. But I knew she would have no more Tuesdays.


I was up and out of the house early Wednesday morning with laundry baskets in tow. The hospice nurses had told me that they were moving Mom to a room closer to the nurses’ station, and that I should take as many of her belongings home as I could. When I arrived, Mom’s breathing had a gurgling sound that was foreign to me. Was this the death rattle? I wasn’t sure, but I called my brother and sister and told them to get to the nursing home. By the time I finished the call, Mom had passed away. I had never seen anyone die before. It was so quiet and peaceful. Mom had beautiful skin her entire life but never more so than at that moment. I watched as the pain and age faded from her face. Her skin became totally smooth and her body morphed into tranquil rest before my eyes. She was like a butterfly emerging from this life, spiriting onto a rebirth. The lyrics “I’ll fly away, oh Glory, I’ll fly away” played over and over in my mind.


Within the hour, my family gathered at my home. As we sat and talked, my brother saw the black butterfly outside our family room window. She was back again, bouncing off the glass as though she longed to join us. Back and forth, back and forth, she circled and departed. We all agreed it was a message but didn’t know what it meant.


The next day, I ran out to do some quick errands. At the store to pick up dress pants for my growing six-year-old grandson, I stopped in my tracks when I saw a ladies white dress top with black butterflies. It might sound garish, but it was subtle and lovely. Since I was delivering the eulogy at Mom’s memorial service, it seemed fitting. So did the black butterfly necklace that seemed to appear out of nowhere. It seemed oddly comforting, and so these items ended up on the sales counter with the pair of navy trousers I’d set out to purchase.


I did a little research before the service to learn about black butterflies. In the Philippines, a lingering black butterfly in the house is taken to mean that someone in the family has died or will soon die. In Japan, it is considered to be the personification of a person’s soul, whether they are alive or dead. It is generally the first butterfly of spring. With the name Nymphalis antiopa, it conjures up the image of a nymph or fairy; or, for me, an angel. I am prone to premonitions, and attribute them to an angel who whispers subliminal messages to me. I often wonder if it’s my guardian angel, the spirit of my mother’s Aunt Marie, who had been a surrogate grandmother to me, or perhaps my maternal grandmother who passed away long before I was born. Whoever it was, a sense of peace and calm comes with that voice in my head.


The most interesting, and perhaps saddest, thing I learned was that this lovely black butterfly also has the name Mourning Cloak, because of its resemblance to a traditional cloak worn in mourning.


It’s now spring in Missouri and my ebony-winged guardian has once again appeared in my window. I take comfort in knowing that she returns in the season of new beginnings as a poignant reminder that no matter the loss, life does indeed go on.


~Marla Bernard
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Help with the Laundry


Dad, your guiding hand on my shoulder will remain with me forever.


~Author Unknown


After my dad died, my two older sisters found pennies in the most unlikely spots as they went about their daily lives. They were convinced the pennies were tokens from Dad, reassuring them that he was thinking about them and in a good place. Pennies from Heaven, if you will. I didn’t find any pennies, and was despondent that they got messages from Dad and I didn’t. Thankfully my daughter’s summer softball season arrived. Looking for pennies from my dad took a back seat to the excitement of watching my daughter’s games.


One tournament weekend, my daughter’s team was playing on fields close to where my dad was born. One of my duties as an official Team Mom was to make sure the girls had clean uniforms for the following day. So after the games on Saturday, I collected all the girls’ dirty uniforms and headed to the hotel laundry room.


Access to the laundry room required a hotel room key. When I walked in, I saw another team mom starting the dry cycle on her team’s uniforms. We nodded politely to each other. She then sat in the chair closest to the door and watched a show on the TV mounted on the wall. I hummed as I separated dark clothes from light, sprayed stain remover on everything, and then filled two washing machines with the team’s dirty clothes.


I heard a knock at the laundry room door and glanced at the other team mom sitting near the door, but she was immersed in her TV show. So I went to door, and looking through the small security window, I saw my co-team mom Robyn standing outside. Of course, I opened the door for her.


“Hey. How’s everything going?” she asked, as she looked around the long, narrow room.


“Just fine. I’m going to put the quarters in, start the machines and watch television while they run through the cycle.”


“Okay,” she said. “Do you need quarters?”


“No, thanks,” I replied patting my back pocket. “I’m pretty sure I have enough.”


Robyn left and the door shut firmly behind her. I walked back to the washing machines at the far end of the room and dug in my pocket for quarters. I came up three quarters short of the eight I needed.


Rats, I thought, as I remembered the pile of quarters I had left sitting on the nightstand in my room. I turned to the other team mom and held out a wrinkled dollar bill. “Do you have change for a dollar? I don’t have enough quarters for both machines after all.”


She shook her head. “No, I’m just about finished here and I’ve used all my quarters. Sorry.”


I quickly opened the laundry room door, leaned out and shouted down the hallway. “Robyn, I do need some quarters after all. Do you have any?”


Robyn spun around and headed back to where I stood. She handed me four quarters.


“Thanks a lot, sweetie,” I said. “Sorry to be such a ditz.”


Smiling, she waved and left.


After the door closed, I walked back over to the two washing machines. I fumbled a little as I stacked the quarters in my left hand then reached out with my right to load them into the little slots. That’s when I saw the eight shiny, bright quarters that filled every slot on the two machines.


I smiled and turned to the other team mom engrossed in her TV program. “Thank you so much for putting the quarters in the machine for me.”


She looked at me and asked, “What do you mean? I didn’t put any quarters in the machines. I don’t have any more, like I already told you.”


“But here are eight quarters lined up in the slots, four in each machine,” I said.


The woman got up, walked over to the machines and peered at the quarters neatly in the slots. Then she looked me in the eye and said, “I told you, I don’t have any quarters and I certainly didn’t put them in the machines.” She sat back down.


Puzzled, I started the wash cycle, then walked over and sat down next to the other team mom. My mind raced as I tried to figure out what had happened. “So while I was talking with my friend at the door, you didn’t get up, walk over and put the quarters in the machine?”


“No. No, I did not,” the woman said.


“Well, how did the quarters get there then?” I asked.


She didn’t reply. She got up and opened the dryer that had just buzzed. Silently, she took out the clothes, folded them, and turned to leave. As she turned the handle to open the door, she said, “I want you to know that was the weirdest thing I’ve ever seen happen.”


Now I’m not saying my dad put those coins into the slots on the machines, but I also can’t figure out how they actually got there. Quarters from Heaven? Perhaps.


~Darlene Sneden
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Butterflies


Grieving is a necessary passage and a difficult transition to finally letting go of sorrow — it is not a permanent rest stop.


~Dodinsky


It had been a rough year for us. Within a month’s time, I had surgery for breast cancer and my husband, Jeff, had surgery for prostate cancer. Luckily, his follow-up tests showed no further signs of the disease and he didn’t require more treatment. I, however, received chemotherapy and radiation for six months. When my first MRI was scheduled for a year after surgery, I was in a state of panic. Not only was I still recovering from the treatments, but also beyond frightened about having to start the process all over again… or worse! Once again, we were lucky. My MRI was clear. I’m not a crier, but I did cry when I received the news. So much emotion in such a short period of time just couldn’t be contained any longer. But our relief was short-lived.


Three days later, my niece, Cathy, called. My sister, Nancy, was in the emergency room. She hadn’t been feeling well for several months but always seemed to have an excuse as to why. This time, however, there were no excuses. She’d been so ill that her daughters Cathy and Karen had taken her to the ER. The diagnosis shocked us all. She had leukemia and lymphoma. Once again, we began our cancer-fighting vigil.


For the next year, Nancy spent time in and out of the hospital. At home, Cathy left her job and did most of the caretaking, with Jeff and I taking the afternoon “shift.” A stem cell transplant was her best option for survival. After numerous setbacks, she was finally able to have the procedure. While she was very ill after, everything looked good. It seemed that, like us, she was in remission. She came home, tired but feeling hopeful about the future.


Unfortunately, that future lasted for less than a month. Leukemia struck again. This time, there was no treatment. Her heart and lungs were too weak for more chemotherapy. The best treatment available hadn’t worked. She was sent home for the last time with many medications to make her as comfortable as possible, but with nothing that would fight the disease. She would soon die. Eventually, the wonderful people from hospice took over all of her medical care along with providing a support system for the rest of us. My nieces Cathy and Karen, and Cathy’s daughter Carissa, took turns staying with her at night while her husband Ted tried to get some rest so he could continue working and pay the bills. We continued with our afternoon duties.


Things seemed to improve for short periods of time, but the inevitable happened. After a particularly difficult weekend, we received a call from Ted telling us that Nancy had passed away around six that morning.


The family soon gathered. We cried and laughed and were silent, lost in our own thoughts. I’d lost my sister and my best friend. Cathy and Karen had lost their mother. Carissa and seven-year-old Christian had lost their grandmother. Ted had lost his wife. My sons, Eric and Greg, had lost an aunt they’d been very close to. And on it went.


Several days later, Cathy had to pull herself together enough to go to the grocery store. With a seven-year-old, life gets a push in returning to some normalcy. I agreed to go with her — to get myself out of the house and hoping I could support her a little.


“Are you still sad, Mommy?” Christian asked as Cathy dabbed her eyes.


“Yes, Christian,” Cathy replied. “I’ll be all right. Just for right now, I’m still sad.”


“What would make you happy?” Christian asked with all the innocence of a child.


Cathy thought for a few seconds. “I don’t know. Maybe a butterfly,” she replied. It was too early in the season for butterflies to be out in profusion, but at least it gave Christian something to look for that would make his mother happy.


We walked around the store in a trance. Even little Christian was visibly upset, as he’d been very close to his grandmother and now hated seeing the other members of his family so sad. We finally completed our shopping and were getting into the car when Christian yelled, “Look!” He pointed to the parking space next to us.


There, to our shock and surprise, was a light blue Volkswagen bug. It was covered with painted, white butterflies of all shapes and sizes. Cathy and I just stared. Then a sense of peace came over us. Was this what we’d been looking for? Had we needed a sign that Nancy was, indeed, all right? We didn’t know for sure, but at that moment some of the sadness lifted. We’d been given butterflies.


~Jane Lonnqvist
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Mom’s Goodnight Kiss


A mom’s hug lasts long after she lets go.


~Author Unknown


On December 10, 2007, the bottom fell out of my world. My mom died — a sad end to her nearly twenty-year struggle with rheumatoid arthritis.


Mom was smart and funny, kind and beautiful. She charmed everyone who met her and, even through her illness, worked tirelessly to find forever homes for cats and dogs. Not a week goes by that I don’t meet someone who knew Mom, and they always say the same thing: “I was just thinking about your mom the other day.” Then they’ll tell me a story of her thoughtfulness or compassion or humor. What a legacy she left, remembered so often, so fondly, and so well by so many!


But a little over a month after we lost her, all I could think about was how much I missed her. We’d talked on the phone several times each day for years, saw each other several times a week, living just a few blocks apart. The hole in my life was enormous, raw, and exhausting. I was lying on the living room sofa a few days after what would’ve been Mom’s seventy-third birthday. I wasn’t asleep, but not fully awake either.


Suddenly, I felt a firm, steady pressure against my mouth. It was so strong that I could feel my lip pressing into my teeth. I opened my eyes, wondering what it was. When I reached my hand to my lips, I knew. It had been Mom kissing me goodnight, just as she’d done when I was a girl.


I smiled through my tears. I didn’t tell my husband, who sat across the room. He’d say I’d been dreaming. So I kept it close to my heart, and felt comforted more than words can say.


The next day, my whole family gathered at Mom’s house for the sad task of sorting belongings. I found myself alone in Mom’s bedroom with my sister-in-law, Elizabeth. She’s a spiritual and philosophical person, so I shared my experience with her. “I know it was Mom kissing me goodnight,” I concluded. We hugged and cried a little.


Later that night, back at the home she shares with my brother, she told Tom the story. Only then did he tell her the very same thing had happened to him, the same night, around the same time! He’d been in bed, somewhere between waking and sleeping, when he had felt a surprisingly strong pressure on his mouth.


“I could really feel it, pushing against my teeth,” he told me when we talked.


He hadn’t mentioned it to anyone either, not knowing what to make of it.


But I’m certain it was Mom, reassuring us she was okay, proving there’s a life beyond, bestowing one more gesture of her unending love.


In the days and years since, I’ve thought often of that kiss and have selfishly wanted more, of course. But the memory never fails to soothe my grieving heart and always makes me smile.


Amazing when she was here with us, Mom is amazing still.


Love never dies.


~Kate Fellowes
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The Day Nanny Died


We cannot banish dangers, but we can banish fears. We must not demean life by standing in awe of death.


~David Sarnoff


Nanny’s body barely created a bump in the bed as she lay under the hospital sheets. I stood with my brothers and sisters alongside my mother as we gathered around her bed. The doctor held the do-not-resuscitate order in his hand. Mother was letting her go. Nanny’s body could take no more. For the second time, she was paralyzed by a catastrophic stroke that affected her entire right side. We were there to say goodbye. My mother intended this to be a beautiful moment before she slipped away. But as it turned out, Nanny wasn’t quite ready to go.


Nanny struggled to sit up and speak to my mother. A garbled sound came out. Nanny’s irritation showed as her good hand flew in the air, waving wildly for Mother to move closer. She did. Nanny tried again. But with the right side of her face motionless, nothing she uttered was decipherable. Frustration showed on the left side of her face. She fell back in defeat.


Horrified, I cringed. Only sixteen years old, little things like school and dogs and elevators produced fear and trepidation in me. Withering bodies clawing for life scared me for real. Someone dying was a nightmare I had not encountered. Gillian, our dog, had died. Hit by a car. But he hadn’t struggled. He hadn’t cried.


I glanced around and saw my distress reflected in my siblings’ faces. Death was in the room. I was frightened.


I watched as Nanny’s good hand reached out, like a claw, and grasped my mother’s arm. Mother leaned in as Nanny tried to speak again. A horrible rattle came out. She was drooling. Gone was my lovely, elegant grandmother who had played cards with us and taken us on fantastic cruises. In her place was someone I didn’t know.


I tried not to recoil.


Mother grabbed a tissue and moved to wipe the drool off Nanny’s face.


Suddenly, Nanny’s voice cleared. She sat up, unhindered. All signs of her stroke were gone, but she was still clearly annoyed. She flapped Mother’s tissue away and wiped her mouth herself.


She spoke. “Anita, I need you to listen. I’m trying to tell you where I hid Aunt Bess’s diamond ring.”


My jaw dropped. Now, Nanny was known as a great hider. She stashed dollars in jelly jars, rings in the sofa and her silver tea set under the bathroom sink. Everyone knew that. My mother was quite confident they would never find all the things she had hidden. Mother had spoken of “Nanny’s stash” many times in frustration. She had tried to get Nanny to tell her where things were, but Nanny had always shooed her away, saying she would tell her when she needed to know.


Now, here Nanny sat, lucid and functioning, talking about her hoard. So bizarre. I swear, if Elvis Presley had walked in and serenaded us, I wouldn’t have been more surprised.


My mother was shocked too, her eyebrows raised almost to her hairline. And she hadn’t moved an inch. I watched as the tissue in mother’s hand fluttered to the floor.


“Yes, Mother?” my mother said.


“I’ve placed Aunt Bess’s ring in Gone with the Wind. I hollowed out the book.” Nanny giggled, seeming pleased. “The book is on the third shelf in the library, left side.”


Stunned, Mother nodded.


Nanny’s giggle transformed to an expression of loving impatience as she turned and addressed an empty spot at the end of her bed. “Herman, I am not ready yet. Give me a minute.”


Herman was my grandfather, her husband and the love of her life. He’d died seven years ago, so I was surprised to hear her addressing him. Confused and still flustered, I looked to see if he was standing there. He wasn’t, at least not that I could see, but I couldn’t help but smile. I couldn’t recall a time when Grandpa wasn’t trying to hurry her up. He called Nanny “DD,” short for his “Delayed Darling.” She’d laugh and say she was never late for anything important. An inside joke. Everyone knew the only time she’d ever been on time was the day she married Grandpa. He told her he was not standing before the congregation and waiting for her. So she’d promenaded down the aisle before the flower girls and her bridesmaids, causing gales of laughter from all those who knew her well.


I always hoped to have a marriage like theirs.


Nanny turned back to my mother. “And you found my bracelet?”


Mother nodded again.


“Just a minute,” Nanny said to the end of the bed.


“And the silver coins?” Nanny asked. Her voice had passed bossy and was right on its way to vexed, exasperated and demanding. Nanny shot my mother a look meant to burn. I’d seen that look before. Nanny believed that a quick switch on the butt made children more attentive. I was glad I was not in the hot seat with my mother.


Nanny’s hoard of silver dollars flashed before my eyes. Great memories. Nanny used those coins as gambling money to teach us to count. We played 21, like in Las Vegas. By the time I was six, I could count better than anyone I knew. I loved those coins. I hoped mother had found those. I looked at her in time to see her nod.


Nanny looked relieved.


Nobody spoke. But everybody’s eyes flashed around the room trying to assess if anyone else was seeing this… this… bizarre something we were experiencing.


By the look on everyone’s face, everyone was.


“Good.” Nanny lay back on the bed and closed her eyes. A contented look settled on her face. For a minute, she said nothing. Then she spoke again. “Okay Herman, I’m ready.”


And she died. Right then, that very instant.


Silence. Then wild chatter filled the room as everyone started talking at once. A glint, something like an errant sunbeam, hit the window and caught my eye. It sparkled and then vanished. I wondered for a second, but dismissed the thought.


The doctor alone remained silent.


Finally, my mother turned to him and asked, “Did you see that?” She sounded rattled. “Have you ever seen anything like that before?”


“Yes,” he said, taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly. “I see this more often than you’d think.”


I looked back at Nanny, knowing she wasn’t there. I’d watched her life pass to… to… I didn’t know where. But, wherever Nanny and Grandpa had gone, they were together and happy.


Later, as we drove home, I realized one more thing. I was not afraid of death anymore.


~Karen Ekstrom
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You Only Need to Tell Me Twice


I think miracles exist in part as gifts and in part as clues that there is something beyond the flat world we see.


~Peggy Noonan


I was exhausted. The weeklong trip to introduce our newborn son to our Southern relatives was taking its toll. Now that the baby and my husband were taking their naps, I sat on the couch and could not keep my eyes open either. Unfortunately, our toddling two-year-old daughter was not sleepy at all.


It was a beautiful day in the hills of West Virginia. Grandparents and aunts sat on the back porch enjoying the soft rustling breeze, the chirping birds, and the sound of the distant flowing creek.


“Would you mind watching Abigail for a little? I’d like to take a nap,” I asked the chatting group on the porch.


“Sure. You take a rest,” encouraged the well-meaning relatives. I had forgotten they had not looked after a two-year-old for some years.

OEBPS/images/ch02.jpg





OEBPS/images/ch01.jpg
=

|





OEBPS/images/ch04.jpg





OEBPS/images/ch03.jpg





OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
ehlcken Soup

for the‘S’oul

louched

oy an

ANge

|01 Miraculous Stories of
Faith, Divine Intervention,
and Answered Prayers
Amy Newmark
Foreword by Gabrielle Bernstein

Chicken Soup for the Soul Publishing, LL.c
Cos Cob, cT











OEBPS/images/f00xv-01.jpg
wwwww





OEBPS/images/swish.jpg






OEBPS/images/9781611592436.jpg
(hicken Soup

for theSoul
Toucheo

Dy an ~

Amg@i

[O] Miraculous

Stories of Faith,

. Divine Intervention,

~ and Answered
P

Amy Newmark
Foreword by Gabrielle Bernstein





OEBPS/images/ch09.jpg
();

miﬂe\Se]l!l





OEBPS/images/ch10.jpg
();

D:iﬂa\So]l!l





OEBPS/images/ch06.jpg
();

miﬂe\Se]l!l





OEBPS/images/ch05.jpg





OEBPS/images/ch08.jpg





OEBPS/images/ch07.jpg





OEBPS/images/part.jpg





