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To my daughters-in-law,


Amy and Stephanie:


may all your dreams


come true.
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INTRODUCTION


What do you dream?


At the beginning of a new year, we are all likely to remember our most cherished dreams—or discover new ones. Will they come true this year? Can they come true at all? Is there something we should be doing to help them along? Our dreams beguile us, drive us, and sometimes frighten us. But one thing is certain: they shape our lives.


Chocolate for a Woman’s Dreams celebrates this sacred power in seventy-seven true, heartwarming stories by women with many different kinds of dreams. Whether they are seeking to live happily ever after, live fuller family lives, find a spiritual path, or make a rite of passage, they tell deeply personal stories. With them, you will rediscover joy, laughter, and hope. Your desires will be awakened as you discover new ways to fulfill them.


We may be wired for optimism when it comes to our dreams and what we can create in our own lives, but maintaining that optimism can be difficult in the face of the daily grind. The busyness of real life and the routines of each day can wear us down. We need the support of family and friends, and stories like the seventy-seven included here to remind us of our glorious possibilities.


In my own life, I am part of a sacred circle of women. Our purpose is to assist each other in fulfilling our dreams, celebrating our accomplishments, and finding the good in all that happens. We aren’t just close friends, we believe for each other when one of us is down. If my confidence wanes, the others remind me of who I really am. When we all need a good laugh, we do something silly together. If one of us is ill or has an important event, the other three each lights a candle, knowing that, through intention, all of our desires will be realized.


With that same intention in your heart, find a cozy place to be with a friend or in peaceful solitude and savor these pages as you dream along with the powerful women who have created this sacred space for you. They know in their hearts that your dreams are about to bloom. May you learn through these stories how to feed and water those wishes you hold most dear. And may you have only sweet dreams!
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MY WEDDING-DAY SURPRISE
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The week before the biggest day in my life, my wedding, I received the news my favorite aunt had been taken to the hospital, and it didn’t look like she would make it out for the wedding. I was devastated and worried for her health and disappointed that after all her help in planning the wedding, she would be unable to attend.


The morning of the wedding dawned bright and although I was caught up in the joy and busyness of the day, I felt my Aunt Evelyn’s absence at unexpected moments. After the wedding, while having our pictures taken in a nearby park, I nearly asked my sister Kelly to find Aunt Evelyn before I remembered she wasn’t there.


After the pictures the wedding party piled into cars to head for our reception. Don’s brother Doug, who was best man, shooed Don and me into the backseat and held the front passenger door for Kelly, my maid of honor. Doug slid into the driver’s seat and started the car. Don turned to me and holding my hand said, “I have a surprise for you.” Doug and Kelly exchanged knowing looks. Everyone seemed to be in on the plan but me. Kelly gave Doug directions as I desperately tried to figure out where we were going. We traveled in the opposite direction we should have taken to get to the reception. Puzzled, I searched for familiar landmarks, and as we turned onto Carling Avenue I realized we were moments from the hospital.


As we pulled up Doug let Kelly, Don, and me out in all our wedding finery; I was still wearing my veil and holding my bouquet of yellow roses and white orchids. As we strode one by one through the hospital’s revolving glass doors the muted conversations in the lobby ceased. A woman with a shock of white hair and a worry-furrowed brow gave us a smile. Some stared outright while others gave sideways, surprised glances.


A pang washed over me on the elevator when we came to a stop at Aunt Evelyn’s floor. I wanted to take her with us to the reception when we left. As we rustled down the hall in our wedding garb, we encountered more of the same reactions we’d met in the lobby—ooohs and aaahs from the nurses’ station, smiles and curious faces peering from behind doors left ajar, people stepping out into the hall to take a better look or to offer congratulations.


On the whole the mood in our wake became festive, so it was no surprise when we entered Aunt Evelyn’s room and saw the effect we had on her. She sat in a chair by the window, in her hospital garb, looking out over the blues and greens of the day. When she turned to see me in my wedding dress, her jaw dropped. It seemed like forever before she could get out of her chair and hug me.


We had a long embrace, and she remained silent for a while taking in the spectacle. After a time she said, “I just spoke with your cousin. He said the wedding service was beautiful.” She paused, then broke into the biggest grin. “But it couldn’t be prettier than this!”


JENNIFER DOBRENSKI
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TIPS FOR SWEETER DREAMING
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1. Banish self-doubt! Yes, it’s hard to do but with practice you can learn.


2. Volunteer your time; helping others will feed your soul.


3. Create a special corner in your home that’s yours with an altar displaying your favorite things—a place where you will find peace of mind.


4. Treat yourself at least once a month in your favorite way—manicure, massage, movie, dinner out.


5. Eat a little chocolate! It won’t solve your problems but it will make you feel better.


6. Speak your truth with love, and you will be heard.


7. Be the role model you want your children to have.


8. Every day have at least one good belly laugh. It will even help chase away disease!


9. Know that you are here by Divine purpose and discover what that purpose is.


10. If you are single and seeking a mate, continue to live your life fully. You’ll be the magnet your perfect partner will be drawn to.


11. When you are unsure of your abilities, act as if you are sure and you will learn to feel sure.


12. Giving your children solid roots now will allow them to blossom later.


13. Share your dreams only with those who will support you unconditionally.


14. Look through your check register to see how you have been spending money. You may want to change your priorities.


15. When you spot flaws in others, chances are you have the same shortcomings.


16. Taking responsibility for everything you do builds your self-esteem.


17. If you are married, praise your partner each day for one of his qualities. It will bring more love into the relationship.


18. Stress is toxic to your well-being. Discover ways to reduce the anxiety in your life.


19. A part of you always knows what’s best for you. Trust that part.


20. The older you get to be, the more valuable your friends and family become.


21. You’ll find the most contentment when talking with God.


22. Remember that you are here to love, laugh, heal the world, and eat chocolate!


KAY ALLENBAUGH
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Expect to have hope rekindled.


Expect your prayers to be answered in wondrous ways.


The dry seasons in life do not last.


The spring rains will come again.


SARAH BAN BREACHNATH


MAGIC HAPPENS
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Sometimes in the thick of a story, just when you think nothing can possibly save the heroine or hero from a complicated or life-threatening predicament, something magical happens. This occurs so frequently there is a literary term describing the intervention: “deus ex machina,” meaning, “a god from a machine.” This dramatic device originated in ancient Greek dramas when the plot would become so involved that no other solution seemed feasible. A god would then conveniently appear, often in a basket lowered onto the stage by a crane, to unravel the mess and restore order.


In the last days of my marriage, when I was so depressed I read nothing but children’s books and fantasy, I didn’t know about that. But I noticed in practically every single story I read that this character would appear just as the weary hero was ready to give up. Sometimes he or she would be magical and give the hero a mysterious amulet. But most often the character was just an ordinary person and simply provided a hot meal or a safe place to stay the night. Filled with renewed strength, the hero could then continue his or her quest.


When I first fled my husband and left all I loved and knew in Missouri, I thought angels and magic amulets and kindly souls were the stuff of children’s books. Because if such beings existed really, how come none had showed up in my own story? How come they hadn’t provided me with a hot meal and comfort after my husband kept me up all night berating me for sins that existed only in his imagination? How come they hadn’t given me a safe place to be when he was at his most hateful and violent? And hey, where was my amulet?


That was the state of my heart the winter I came out west. I had never been to Oregon before—just picked it out from a map—but it seemed as good a place to live as any. Ocean and mountains and not many people—a promising place to begin a new life. But I hadn’t counted on rain every single day and so much fog that half the time I had to navigate by streetlights because I couldn’t see to the end of a block. And I hadn’t known I’d be so lonely. I now understood why dogs howled at the moon. I had three friends left in the world and they were all in Missouri. My dog, Beau Beagle, was all I knew here. Why had I ever left?


My days fell into a depressing sameness. I’d awaken early to check the few help-wanted ads and make calls or send out résumés, as the ad requested. Then I’d make the employment office rounds. As the weeks wore on I showed up for interviews with increasingly fewer hopes. Times were hard and unemployment was high in Oregon that winter of 1979. Afternoons, Beau and I wound our way through the foggy and rainy coastal range for the ocean. We’d walk the lonely beaches and I’d cry until I felt empty.


Nights, my ex-husband would call to tell me how much he missed me. If only I’d come home, things would be different, Jim promised. I wanted to believe him, but our conversations would almost always end with, “Whatever possessed you to move to a place where you don’t know anybody? That’s stupid for even you. You’ll never find a job. Who’d hire you?” Still, during those dark and endless nights I missed him and longed for home where everything was familiar.


Weeks passed and I still hadn’t found work. I had enough money for about another month’s rent and then I had no idea what I was going to do. Maybe Jim was right. Maybe I should just go home. Maybe I was too stupid to live on my own. Maybe things would be different this time as he promised. Maybe.


That afternoon the coast was even colder and foggier than usual. Deserted, it was curiously quiet other than the constant drumming of the ocean. Beau stayed close by my side instead of running ahead as he usually did. Then an old man seemed to appear out of nowhere and with a kind smile on his weathered face asked if I had seen any jasper on the beach. Angrily I snapped, “I wouldn’t know a ‘jasper’ if it were sitting next to me on the bus.” Jerk, I thought, starting to move away from him. Still, it seemed odd that Beau wasn’t barking. Usually he growled deep in his throat if a man even walked past us. Instead, he was sitting calmly in front of the old man, looking intently into his face. Following Beau’s lead, I stood still too.


“Well, here. Let me show you.” The old man reached into his pocket and pulled out a handful of polished stones. He was retired, he explained, and polished the rocks he found on the beach. He pointed out yellow and green and red jaspers, agates clear and golden or darkly cloudy. Some of the agates had mossy-looking images deep within. Then he offered his jewel-filled hand to me and said, “Here. Pick any three you want. For you are still a child and are far from your home.”


I reached into his large, square callused hand and chose a red jasper, a dark-veined jasper, and a golden agate. I closed my eyes and pressed my fingers tightly around the stones’ polished smoothness. Amulets!


Without another word the old man walked back into the mist. Beau and I stood there for some moments watching him. I didn’t wonder where he had come from or how he had known I was far from home. I just knew magic had found me. I put the stones in my pocket and felt peaceful and strong.


I knew coming to Oregon was right. And I knew I could survive. I still had years of healing and struggle ahead of me, but I felt excited and hopeful about my journey. I found a job the next week and made two friends. My new life had started.


And that night I didn’t answer my phone when Jim called. I just let it ring and ring.


MARY ZELINKA
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I decided to give up the past in order to live my future.


GLORIA ATTAR


I DREAMED OF ITALY
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At the tender age of ten, I saw the movie Three Coins in the Fountain and it touched me deeply. Someday, I decided, I would live in Italy. Never mind that we lived in Ohio. Never mind that my parents scoffed at my big dream.


Many years later, my beloved husband died suddenly. Pregnant at the time, I was left stranded by his death in our tiny and forever sand-blown apartment in the desert of Utah. With little money, I had no idea of how I was going to manage as a widow and new mother. I remember thinking about Italy at times when I was hurting the most, yet I knew living there would, once again, remain a fantasy. Accepting this reality added pain to my already wounded heart.


I moved back to Ohio feeling my fate was sealed. My parents had purchased a tiny house for me that I hadn’t seen, and Mom had already picked out and hung the curtains. Although grateful, I felt like a child again, forever destined to live a life with dreams unfulfilled. I ached and lamented to my best friend that I felt stuck. Having known me for eighteen years, she said, “Gloria, I don’t think you’ll ever be stuck anywhere. Your address is the only one in my book that I keep in pencil.” She was right, but with no idea of how I was going to be the breadwinner and mother and father to my daughter, the future looked bleak.


When my daughter was born, I was afraid to love her too much, fearing she would be taken away from me as well by another catastrophe. I was detached while I took care of her basic needs and gave her the love I felt I could. Looking back, I realize that I was just going through the motions and still numb from my husband’s death.


My mother stepped in and began to mother my daughter as she had me, instilling fear of risk taking, stifling my daughter’s creativity and independence. I know that she was just doing the best she could, but when I heard her using the same words with my daughter that she had used with me as a child, I started to wake up.


Almost two years had passed, and I was tired of feeling anesthetized by grief. My parents had told me to settle down, buy a house, and stay in one place to build a nest egg. Good advice to be sure, but I didn’t feel at home there. I wasn’t living, merely existing. I wanted my passion back. My daughter was destined to grow up with a mom who sacrificed everything to give her daughter security, but never lived life. She would more likely believe in herself and her dreams if I provided her with the example and lived mine. I had to choose between keeping the security I had and feeling dead inside, or risking everything to come to Italy. That’s when I dusted off my Italian dream and told myself it would be the last winter in Ohio for us.


Over the Internet, I made a contact in Bologna, Italy, with a professor about a teaching job, and he offered me a job teaching English! This was the first sign that, perhaps, my dream might become a reality. As I struggled, and even hesitated at times, with the logistics of relocating, he encouraged me by saying, “You can either dream of living here for the rest of your life, or you can move here. Make the choice.” Often I wanted to say back, “But it’s not that simple.” Yet, in reality, it was.


I called an auctioneer and set a date for the auction of my house, car, and furnishings. I held a garage sale. I watched as people carried off my antiques (mostly from Italy). My heart fell each time the buyers selected a piece and offered me a nominal amount for it. I steeled myself against crying by imagining the hills of Italy and throwing my coins into the Trevi Fountain. I sold every piece of jewelry I owned. I burned years of journals that had kept pain alive for me. I decided to give up the past in order to live my future. I remember reading something to the effect that you measure a dream by what you are forced to give up in order to attain it. Each time I was faced with selling an item, I reminded myself that I was getting closer to a dream that had been twenty-eight years in the making.


I have lived in Italy for six months and each day I wake up happy. The hills of Bologna are my everyday view with the sanctuary of San Luca looking down on my sleepy little town of Casalecchio di Reno. My heart is settled as I have found my home.


Although the teaching job with the professor didn’t pan out, I do teach for another school and have private students. Money is tight, but I feel rich. I now enjoy a closer relationship with my daughter, a priceless benefit. Every day I watch her blossoming into an independent bilingual child. Many times she learns Italian words before I do, and she teaches them to me.


I knew I had—in her heart—become her mother when after two months of living here my two-and-a-half-year-old daughter rolled over before going to sleep and whispered, “Goodnight, Mommy, I love you,” and kissed me. She had never uttered these words to me before. I couldn’t believe what I’d heard and asked her to repeat it. She said it again, and has, every night since then—sometimes in English and sometimes in Italian.


GLORIA ATTAR
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If you look at what you have in life, you’ll always have more.


If you look at what you don’t have in life, you’ll never have enough.


OPRAH WINFREY


WARM HANDS, WARM HEART
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I’ve always known my husband was a good man. He’s one of those people that everyone loves—men and women alike. Children are drawn to him. Animals adore him.


Years of hard work have left his hands rough and scarred. Yet his touch has always been gentle.


When we brought our firstborn home from the hospital, I looked down into that tiny face peering out of the blankets and was overwhelmed at the awesome gift we had been given—and the profound responsibility. I feared my own inexperience. Each new task was a test, one I feared I would not pass. Mark was always calm. When it was time for our son’s first bath, Mark filled the small tub. Gently cradling our son in his left arm, he bathed him with his right hand. When our son was restless and fussy, lying on Dad’s chest comforted him. Together, Mark told me, we can do anything. I believe him.


I once caught my husband giving flowers to another woman. She was a pretty blonde who approached him in the store as he picked out flowers for me. She was delighted with the blue-tipped carnation he gave her. Her mother was horrified at her toddler’s boldness and offered profuse apologies. “I had to give her a flower,” my husband told me. “She has the same name as you.”


I’ve truly been blessed, but in the busyness of everyday life, I sometimes forget to voice my gratitude.


One Sunday morning, we arrived early for services at the church where my husband Mark serves as groundskeeper. Following the tree-lined path to the building, a sharp whistle from one of the small dogwoods bordering the sidewalk startled me.


Mark whistled back. The tree burst into song. Mark replied with a tune of his own. We continued walking and the mockingbird that had been hiding amid the dogwood’s leaves darted ahead of us to the next tree. Mark whistled again. Again, he was answered with song.


“Friend of yours?” I asked.


“That’s my buddy,” he answered.


“So how did you two meet?”


“You know I’m always the first one here in the mornings,” he began.


I knew. Mark prided himself on having the doors open, the lights on, and the coffee brewing before everyone else arrived. No one walked into an uninviting office when Mark was on the job.


“Remember the late frost we had a few weeks ago?” he continued. “I found that little fellow on the sidewalk near the door. He was either too young to be afraid, or too cold to care, because he let me pick him up. I warmed him in my hands for about ten minutes until he decided he was thawed out enough and he flew away. Now he sings to me every morning, and he keeps me company in the afternoons when I mow.”


Mark whistled one more time as he opened the door. His friend whistled back and flew away.


Inside, on my knees, I looked at the man next to me. His hands, scarred by years of hard work, were folded in prayer. I saw those hands cradled around a shivering bird. I saw again those hands caress the cheek of our son as I nursed him so many years ago. I know well those rough hands—and their warm, gentle touch.


I said thank you.


TAYLOR JOSEPH
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LUCY’S LEGACY
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I was new to Dallas, Texas, far from my childhood home and family in Wisconsin. By day I worked as an activity director in a nursing home. By night, I was a lonely woman in a strange city where friendships weren’t formed easily.


I soon found myself at the local humane society, and it took only a minute to find what I was looking for. She was a small-sized dog covered in long, fluffy white fur. I was sure this ball of fluff was for me. She had other ideas. I was totally ignored by the small white dog, all the while being pestered by a shaggy, scraggly little black thing.


“How long has this critter been here?” I asked.


“Over two months,” the woman who was helping me replied. “She will have to be put down tonight to make space for more adoptable dogs.”


My heart went out to the black puppy licking my face. Maybe it was her affectionate personality, or the way she danced in circles on her hind legs, or the “take me home” look in her big black eyes. Maybe it was my lonely spirit needing to give her life instead of death. I didn’t know; I didn’t give it any thought. I just adopted her and drove home.


Once there, she looked right at home. She sat on the rug by the back door as if it had been put there for her exclusive use.


I called the little black dog Lucy and bathed the dirt out of her matted fur. I brushed and clipped until the knots came out. What had been a shaggy, unkempt pooch at the pound now had shiny fluff and curls for a coat. She ran circles around me as I laughed and thanked God for my new friend.


I got approval from the nursing home administrator to bring Lucy to work. She was a lively pup, but warm and affectionate as well. She started on a test run for two weeks to see how she would do with the patients, but from her first day at the home she fit in perfectly. Those two weeks turned into two years.


Lucy and I would make my morning rounds visiting residents. She brought life into the home and friendship to those who lived there. Many times she’d take off on her own, and I’d always find her on someone’s lap, listening to whatever that person had to share. Other times, she’d be curled up at the foot of someone’s bed. She offered comfort to everyone who was willing to have a bit of her company. She offered friendship to those who were lonely and love to all who would accept it. As for those who didn’t accept it on the spot, she waited patiently, winning them over in the end.


One male stroke victim named Lloyd spent his days sitting in his wheelchair staring into the air. He hadn’t spoken since the stroke, had shown no interest in life around him, and needed help to be fed.


I had noticed early on during Lucy’s days at the home that she had taken a special interest in Lloyd. Lucy would walk around his chair three or four times before politely depositing her black behind at his feet. It never seemed as though he noticed. I simply let Lucy do her thing.


As the weeks went by, Lucy seemed to prolong her visits to Lloyd a little more each day. What started out to be a ten-minute nap at his feet, turned into a twenty-, then thirty-minute nap. Finally, when a nurse let me know she’d been with him for almost two hours, I decided to check in on them.


Lucy was not on the floor, but in his lap. Lloyd was staring into the air, but one hand gently stroked Lucy’s back. In the days to follow, Lloyd was more willing to feed himself. One day, I stopped by to say hello to Lloyd, and he simply closed his eyes. I set a grooming brush on his nightstand and, without a word, left his room.


Two days later, a nurse peeked into his room and saw him brushing Lucy’s black, curly fur. We were amazed, but even more so when Lloyd began to brush his own hair.


Next I tried again to convince Lloyd to join an activity. I promised him Lucy would sit with him. I was answered with a bold and icy stare. This is better than not looking at me at all, I thought.


One day, about six weeks after Lucy and Lloyd had become friends, Lucy suddenly stopped going into his room. Instead she sat very quietly outside his door. By this time the pair was the talk of the home, and staff and residents alike were bewildered at the dog’s new behavior.


But the next day Lucy plopped herself at his door and Lloyd wheeled his own chair to join her at the door. She took her place on his lap and he brushed her coat. He had never even attempted to move the wheelchair on his own—before he met Lucy.


His family was called and given a progress report. They came to visit, and he stared at them, instead of the air, but still had no expression and said nothing.


The doctor wasn’t impressed, saying that was as far as Lloyd’s progress would ever go.


Lucy had her own prognosis.


Within a month, Lucy and her man friend could be found sitting in the recreation room together. A man and “his” dog. Lloyd still didn’t talk, but he now made eye contact with others around him.


For a year, Lucy and Lloyd continued to be close friends. He was her first visit of the day, and her last in the evening. And of course, many other times throughout the day, Lloyd would brush Lucy and feed her tidbits saved from lunch.


On one hot summer day, I had scheduled an appointment immediately after work, one where a dog would not be welcomed. Instead of taking Lucy to work with me, I left her home where it was cool.


I made my morning visits as usual. The conversations were mostly questions as to where Lucy was. When I entered Lloyd’s room, and he had not yet seen Lucy, I was met with a scowl and a grunt. I was surprised, not at his anger, but that he had made a sound. It was something no one at the home had heard from him, ever.


Later that day, I stood at the nurses’ station and could feel his eyes piercing my back. I suddenly felt a hard object hit me squarely in the back of the head. I turned to find Lloyd directly in back of me and the dog brush on the floor. He’d thrown it at me, and his aim was perfect.


“Where the heck is my dog Blackie?”


I almost jumped directly out of my shoes.


“Are you looking for Lucy?” I asked.


“That’s a stupid name. Where is my dog Blackie?”


The man who had rarely looked at anyone, and had not spoken since before his stroke, was talking. There was no speech therapist, no special medicine, no special doctors—only special attention from a little black dog. Six months later, Lloyd was walking, talking, socializing, and finally, going home.


His family had arranged for a home care nurse to visit and take care of the needs he could not. The nursing home staff had taken care of another special need.


As we gathered to wish him well, we gave him a large wiggly box decorated with a huge yellow bow. Lloyd opened the box and a wide grin covered his face as a small black pup jumped out and barked a greeting.


Lloyd scooped the little dog up immediately.


He couldn’t, after all, go home without his best friend.


LINDA ASPENSON-BERGSTROM
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 It’s very expensive to be me.


ANNA NICOLE SMITH


PAINTED LADIES RULE
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I opened our bathroom medicine chest the other day and was blinded by a rainbow. It wasn’t caused by the mirror reflecting the sunlight off my fillings. Nor was its source a set of face paints used on Halloween and when I’m having a bad hair day and need a disguise. The rainbow consisted of about a dozen sexy bottles of nail polish that I’ve accumulated during the past ten months.


In order to understand the significance of this vision, a little background is in order. My medicine chest formerly contained just what everyone else’s does: expired antibiotics; petrified syrup of ipecac; and five different kinds of headache remedies, some of which also reduce fever, alleviate inflammation, or simulate the sensation felt by a headless horseman after the wound heals. The only bottle of nail polish found anywhere in our house was a clear substance for stopping runs in my panty hose.


Nail polish was for girls. It seemed like an awful waste of time and money. I preferred to think of my nails as God-given tools. Once I assembled a kid’s bicycle with nothing but a paper bag (to swear into) and my fingernails. Why would I consider coating them with lacquer that might interfere with their usefulness?


But then something happened . . . slowly . . . insidiously: I started getting old. Along with all the usual side effects of aging came brittle nails. I went out and purchased brush-on nail strengthener and increased my calcium intake. Now my nails were shiny and strong. I felt important, like a movie star. Or a woman whose children unload the dishwasher.


On Father’s Day last year, I redeemed a gift certificate that my husband had given me on Mother’s Day. It was for a manicure and pedicure at the local Feet, Fingers, and Face spa. The young manicurist directed me to a rack on the wall where I was to select my color. I started getting dizzy—where was the clear? Why would I want color on my nails? Then I realized how disappointed my husband and sons would be if I came home looking exactly as I had before my spa experience, so I reluctantly picked a subtle shade of mauve and sat down across from the manicurist.


I watched carefully while she set up her tools and towels, and made mental notes as we went along, feeling certain I could do this more cheaply at home the next time. The first step was paying or you risk ruining your manicure by digging out your money. What a great job, I thought, you get paid before doing any work! The rest of the steps followed with a certain logic: file, soak, apply cuticle remover, push back and clip cuticles, apply clear base coat and two coats of color and clear top coat. Let dry. Drive home without touching the car keys or steering wheel. Tell your family you can’t cook or do laundry or take out the garbage for at least twelve hours so your nails can “cure.” (I suggest milking your drying time for all it’s worth.)


One evening, a few weeks after my spa experience, I discovered that a discount cosmetics shop had opened three doors down from the supermarket. Curiosity, and naked nails, got the better of me. My initial investment in tools and polish paraphernalia set me back about forty bucks, but I’m worth it, right? For dinner that night, we had peanut butter and Tawny Taupe sandwiches.


If you are not ambidextrous, polishing your nails is a lot harder than it sounds. Since I’m a “rightie,” my right hand always looks a little worse. Luckily (sadly?), not many people notice because my life is short on handsome strangers who greet me with a kiss on the right hand—or any hand. They seem to prefer my left elbow.


The main reason for the proliferation of polish in my bathroom is that my color preference changes after using a new bottle only once. (I’m a little like this with sandals, too.) And I don’t dare try to match my nails with a particular outfit—which is reserved for supermodels and drag queens.


Every couple of months, I splurge on a professional manicure. By then, my cuticles have crept up halfway to my nail tip. This syndrome is best attacked by a two-handed technician with an exotic accent.


My childhood friend Anita, also known as the Empress of Bargain Hunters, was visiting recently from California. Half asleep from her red-eye flight, she dragged me to the mall and headed straight for the high-priced cosmetics counter to check out the special “gift” being offered with a minimum $30 purchase. She sifted through the small bag of giveaways, decided that most of them were worth a try—except the nail polish—and pulled out her checkbook.


Whoever said, “Fate doesn’t know from cosmetics,” was clearly mistaken because thanks to the Empress, our medicine cabinet has added a new shade of very expensive polish to its ranks: Lancôme’s Beige Marilyn.


My shelf life is complete.


MARILYN D. DAVIS
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THIS NAME’S FOR YOU
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Here in the South of these United States, naming new babies often involves lots of climbing around in family trees. Take, for example, the progeny of Gerald, my husband, and Beth (that’s me), also known as Bebe, both as Southern as corn bread and turnip greens. Our eldest is named for her paternal grandfather and both grandmothers; number-two daughter is named for me and my sister; number-one son is named for his maternal grandfather and his father; the lap baby—our end-of-the-line son—is named for his two uncles and his father. Did I leave anybody out?


We’re also able to cover a lot of familial territory with our affinity for double names here in Mississippi and parts close by. Names like Will Tom and James Edward and Mary Edith and Lucy Love are commonly shortened to nicknames like “Rabbit” and “Cracker” and “Pumpkin” and “Pookie.” But if the need arises, we are not averse to stacking them even higher—Jefferson Davis Poindexter Bumpus III is one that comes (ponderously) to mind. Let’s face it, Southerners memorialize their dead—or dying, for we’re all heading that direction, of course. My call of bestowal came two years ago.


“Bebe, Bethany went to the doctor this morning and had a sonogram” (this was my wonderful son-in-law Charles calling).


“All right!” I said. “Girl or boy?”


“Another boy.”


“Oh, that’s great. Wayne needs a brother. They’ll have so much fun together.”


“We’re naming her for you.”


“And you’ve got plenty of hand-me-down clothes, and . . .”


“Bebe, did you hear me? We’re naming her for you. It’s a girl.”


“What?”


“I was kidding when I told you it’s a boy. It’s definitely a girl, and Bethany and I have discussed it. We’re naming her for you—your full name. Given name. Maiden name. The whole works.”
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