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How Sweet It Is
to Be Loved by You


 


The first love letters are written with the eyes.


~French Proverb
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Thanks for the Flowers


Attitude is a little thing that makes a big difference.


~Winston Churchill


The strains of Barbra Streisand and Neil Diamond singing, “You don’t bring me flowers anymore…. You don’t sing me love songs…” drifted into my room via the radio.


The lyrics, designed to rip one’s heart out, matched my mood that cold, dreary January morning. I wrapped the poignant words around my heart as I dressed for an early morning speaking engagement. How true, I thought — the last time David brought me flowers was twenty-five years ago, when our youngest son Bob was born.


This morning David had already left for work in our more reliable car. I bundled up against the cold and headed out for the dreaded task of starting the old Chrysler. The beast normally took great offense at the cold and refused to start without coaxing. To start it, one had to find the lever inside the grill to release the hood, lift it, and then find the stick to prop it open. Next, one had to remove the wing nut from the big round thing, take it off, push the little copper thing, get back inside the car and start it. If it went “Pfft,” one had to go back outside and push the copper thing again. If it started coughing and then actually turned over, one had to get out, put the big round thing back on, screw the wing nut tightly, hold up the hood while putting the holder stick back, and then shut the hood. By this time one’s hands were usually pretty dirty.


I decided to try to start the car first, to see how bad it really was. I slid behind the steering wheel and turned the key. Varoom!


In spite of the cold it started right up! My goodness, listen to that, I thought. David must have warmed the car for me before he left for work. How nice of him. I was ready to back out, when I heard an inner voice say, “Go back and thank him for the flowers.”


“What? Thank him for the flowers?”


“Yes.”


This was before cell phones so I went back inside the house, called him at work and said, “David I just now found some petunias in the car. Thank you for the flowers! What a nice thing to do.”


Later on that week, I decided to try to shove one more can in the trash compactor. The last time I’d looked, there wasn’t much room for anything but an envelope! I opened the compactor drawer and there it was, clean, empty and relined and it wasn’t even trash day.


I heard the quiet inner voice again, “Thank him for the flowers.”


I called him at work again. “David, I just found daffodils in the trash compactor. You are so thoughtful, thank you for the flowers.”


I’m sure David smiled as he hung up the phone.


Another day I was feeling ill, and David urged me to go to the doctor.


“I don’t want to go to the doctor.” I said.


“Why not?” he asked.


“Because even if all I have is a hangnail he’ll tell me to lose weight.”


David sighed. “Then I’ll go with you.”


“I don’t want you to hear him tell me to lose weight.”


David tilted his head. “What’s the difference if you weigh one pound per cubic inch, or three pounds per cubic inch? I’m absolutely crazy about you!”


“Oh David!” I said. “Three dozen, long stemmed, American Beauty Roses!”


A while later, on Valentine’s Day, my hairdresser asked, “Did you get anything special today?”


I smiled and said, “Oh, I have three dozen roses that are still fresh and fragrant.”


Another time I was speaking at a women’s weekend retreat. The conference center was an hour’s drive from our home. I was housed in a nice cabin where David and I had previously stayed for a couples’ retreat.


That night had been a particularly difficult first session. I couldn’t seem to get through to the women. Then I remembered this was one of my “Mount Rushmore” church groups, where the faces were set in stone, chiseled into the mountain, and refusing to move. I’d previously made a mental note not to return, but must have forgotten. I called David, even though it was after midnight. I heard a sleepy “Hello.”


“Honey, I hate to bother you at this time of the night.”


“You’re allowed,” he said patiently.


“It’s just that I’m having a really hard time with this group. Would you please pray for me?”


He prayed a nice, although sleepy, prayer. I thanked him and went to bed. About an hour later, as I was drifting off to sleep, I heard a tapping at my door. I got up and opened the door, and there, standing in the rain, was David. “I thought you needed a buddy,” he said.


He stayed the night and left before breakfast. That beautiful spring bouquet has never left my heart.


One weekend David and I were speaking at a small town in Oregon. At the Sunday morning service, several people were visiting because of a local family reunion. After the service a man from Libby, Montana came up to me. He asked, “Did you do a women’s retreat in Sandpoint, Idaho?”


“Yes,” I said.


“I thought it was someone with an unusual first name. I have you to thank for a whole new marriage.”


“Really?” I said.


“Yes, my wife came home from the retreat and began thanking me for flowers. Now I lie awake nights, thinking about what I can do for her, and wondering what flower she’s going to call it.”


 


~Zoanne Wilkie
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The Gold Ring Club


Two souls, one heart.


~French saying used on poesy rings


Lately, I’ve been showing off my wedding ring. No, it isn’t new and not particularly clean — I gave up trying to keep lotion and meatloaf out of the diamonds sometime after the rigors of motherhood had snuffed most of the youth out of me. Sort of without warning though, my gold wedding set has become a national treasure. It’s like a fossil found unexpectedly during an annual fishing trip, brought home and displayed for neighbors, who stand around marveling, “Well, would you look at THAT!” as they inspect something so primeval and antique.


People ask to see my fossil.


My children are getting to the age now where they are attending weddings with interest and they know people who are engaged to be married. Each bride’s flashy platinum wedding set must instantly invoke images for my kids of their mom’s ancient gold ring — the ring they have seen most often because it is connected to the hand that wipes the counter, their noses, and tears from their face. When my children ask to see the ring, it is no passing glance; they examine it closely and with the fascination of seeing a trinket that has washed ashore from the Titanic.


“So, this is the ring Dad bought you?” said my son, fully grown now and having thoughts of a future with his girlfriend.


“Yes, this is it,” I answered as we stared at the ring. It’s a good size with plenty of diamonds — I liked it then and I like it now.


“Gold, huh?”


There it was. He was smiling and looking at me with amusement in the way I must have looked at my grandma when we discussed her platinum wedding band. When I was a little girl, only old people had silver on their fingers. Naturally, when I got married, the only option for me was the very hip and contemporary gold wedding set of the 1980s.


I’m not sure when having a gold wedding ring went out of style, mostly because I was busy starting a marriage and having babies and was more worried about finding the elusive green Power Ranger toy than I was ensuring that my original wedding ring was still fashionable.


But, it happened. At some point, gold wedding rings became as dated as avocado colored appliances and leisure suits. I am now wearing the equivalent of a Studebaker on my finger.


I’m old because I wear a gold wedding ring, but more to the point — I have an old marriage. I want to start a club where the only requirement is that you must be wearing a gold wedding ring to join. I know a few people in my generation of friends and family who are already in the club, and we have a lot in common.


We have been married over twenty years. We’ve climbed the thorny hills and fallen into the barren valleys associated with a long-term marriage. We’ve loved, hated, became apathetic, and then loved again in regular intervals. We’ve felt like giving up, giving in, and not just throwing in the towel — but burning the towel and everything else with it, too. We’ve stayed together. We’ve lost jobs, vision, hair, or athletic prowess, but we’ve gained patience, understanding, respect, and the ability to communicate without words. When couples we knew were breaking up, in search of the more improved platinum version of marriage, we barricaded ourselves with stubborn commitment, grudgingly finding a way through the sludge to make our gold-banded marriages work, sure that there had to be something better if we could survive another battle.


A gold wedding ring means that the wearer’s relationship stood a twenty-year test of time, children, and inevitable problems. It isn’t a sign of romance or perfection, because you can’t get this far sharing life with another person without making an occasional mess. It means that we’ve collaborated with our partners for a cause greater than “self.” If we removed that gold ring, for example, we would be performing minor surgery on our children, too — lacerating their childhoods and creating deep craters where pleasant memories should have been. At some point, we all decided that our kids were more important than leaving and starting anew. Our children may have been the occasional impetus for staying married, but ultimately, they were the steel spike strips that simply prevented us from going the wrong direction in the first place.


The nice thing about wearing my original wedding set is that, unlike any other precious metal, the gold wedding ring is a symbol of triumph, a trophy — if you will — for someone who has tamed the wild beast of a long marriage within a generation where most marriages have dissolved. Right now, gold is the only color of wedding band that says, “I got this ring before cell phones.”


For me, I’ll stick to the gold wedding band and cherish its symbol of triumph over adversity, good decisions over bad, and for love conquering all. And to the man and my lifelong partner who gave it to me twenty-two years ago, thank you for a constant reminder of what we have accomplished. I am a proud member of the Gold Ring Club.


 


~Dana Martin
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A Different Story


There is no more lovely, friendly and charming relationship, communion or company than a good marriage.


~Martin Luther


“I just want what you and John have,” my beautiful forty-something single friend tells me. Immediately humbled, I realize that I heard the same thing from a single, searching, female cousin just recently. My husband John and I have not even been together for that long.


I am overcome by humility, pleasure, and almost wistfulness because I “want what we have” as well. I wanted it long before I met John and my life has been a whirlwind ever since, and here I am living out my own dreams.


We met when we were thirty-four years old. In a short time we realized that we loved each other and desired the same things: marriage and a family. By my thirty-fifth birthday we were in the middle of planning a wedding and enjoying every date we spent together. When I turned thirty-six, we’d been married almost six months, had our own home and found ourselves settling into our lives together. We had occasional fights that make me laugh now. Mostly we worried about the other invading our space and freedom; we’d been single for so long we had to relearn the concept of sharing.


By my thirty-seventh birthday, I’d spent much of the previous year pregnant. We had painted a baby’s room together and prepared for his arrival as we learned to start thinking outside of ourselves. Our first child, Martin, came home on my thirty-seventh birthday. His father brought him into the house first and then walked back to the car to help me — escorting me in. I found my new son in his carrier on the kitchen counter, a balloon saying “Happy Birthday Mom” floating just above him.


“Loving and thoughtful.” I smiled.


“I wondered if you’d notice,” John replied.


Life changed drastically as two salaries became one and we never left the house together without Baby Martin or having made arrangements for a babysitter. The new guy brought great joy to our lives, of course, along with all the normal new baby stresses. I do remember that feeling of relief on certain nights, when John walked in the door and I could just hand him that baby! We realized a different degree of love for each other than we had ever known, as well as a whole new definition for our own space and freedom.


When I turned thirty-eight we had a one-year-old, a busy life with our combined family and friends, and a desire to add to the brood we’d begun. “I have news,” I told John one Saturday morning the next September, causing him to rush to the bathroom sink on a hunch, where he found a positive pregnancy test.


“Awesome, honey.” With that I got kissed.


As my thirty-ninth birthday approached, Joe, the most beautiful of completely bald colicky babies who ever existed, joined our home. Our sense of individual space and freedom were again redefined; sleep and quiet became rare commodities as well.


Joe grew… Martin grew. We were raising fun little people and had no real complaints about anything. “I wake up tired,” John sometimes grumbled, and still does, but mostly we were living the lives we’d chosen. Space and freedom almost forgotten, except when one or the other of us really needed some of it; communication and humor became our greatest tools in surviving the day-to-day of family life with two young children and the regular stresses of job and owning/running a home.


Somewhere close to forty, on a week-long family vacation we decided to “roll the dice” and see if God had any more plans to give us children. John made me promise “not to try for a girl.” I knew I’d never be disappointed anyway, and on my forty-first birthday, our third son, Tim, celebrated his first outing as our new family of five picnicked on submarine sandwiches at our favorite neighborhood park. My thirty-fifth birthday had been spent in a fancy restaurant in downtown Chicago and was followed by attending a musical with my new fiancé. Six years later, our identities rewritten several times, I couldn’t imagine a better way to spend the day.


“Do you love me as much now as when you married me?” I had asked John in post-partum haze.


“Way more….”


This year we’ll celebrate my forty-third birthday the same week my oldest turns six and my youngest hits two. Certainly, space and freedom continue to come only with compromise as we figure out how to balance family life and get to know the people we have become. Our first priority now is always parenthood; we’ve learned that our lives are no longer our own. We still love each other, probably “way more” than we once did, because it feels good, but also because we’re invested in the family we’ve been given. And as John likes to say, “It’s their world now, not ours!”


The vast majority of my days, I work to entertain and meet the needs of the three little boys who have become the greatest focus of our lives. I maintain that tremendous feeling of relief on many evenings when John walks in the house. No matter how stressful the day, his presence makes it doable. We are partners working through it together for the long haul!


Keeping all this in mind, I look at my friend and into her heart as much as I can. “You know,” I confess, “I haven’t had five minutes to myself today, not even to go to the bathroom.”


She laughs. Freedom, space and independence are the rewards of single life, but loneliness and uncertainty about the future offset those. Would I change what I have in order to go on even one more blind date or out to a bar for a girls’ night at whim, without arrangement? Never! Would I give up my chaotic household for the almost always straightened and never sticky townhouse I owned just nine years ago? No!


Life brings its compromises. Marriage and parenthood are a lot of work, but well worth it. I wish my friend and my cousin each receive the fairy tale ending they wish for themselves. As an insider, I know that the perks to marriage and a house full of kids, when combined with love and compromise, far outweigh any sacrifices.


 


~Gina Farella Howley
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The Day I Ran Away from Home


Having someone wonder where you are when you don’t come home at night is a very old human need.


~Margaret Mead


I stood at the front door, looking out over the cold wet lawn. It had been a soggy couple of weeks. Overhead, the sky hung low and gray. The big oak, stripped barren, pointed crooked fingers toward the heavens as if pleading for the sun’s warmth. I echoed that sentiment. Would the sun ever shine again?


I don’t know what came over me, but in that moment, I longed to run away from home, to an exotic place filled with sunshine and sea, where no one knew my name, where the wind blew through my hair, and umbrellas were used only for shade.


Have you ever wished, even for a split second, to drive off to places unknown, alone? To a place where you don’t have to deal with the same old issues that keep turning up through the years, seemingly never to be resolved?


There was that time I actually did run away, sort of. The details went something like this.


It was late one evening. I don’t recall what it was about, but The Man and I had a very big and ugly argument. We both said things we didn’t mean and, in the end, I said, “I’m leaving,” and he said, “Good. The sooner, the better.”


I threw a few things in a small suitcase and slammed the door behind me, not having a clue where I was going. After driving in circles for several minutes, I stopped at my local grocery to pick up some personal items I’d forgotten to pack in my heated rush to get out of the house.


But before I got down the first aisle, my cell phone rang. It was my grown daughter calling. I answered the phone and she said, “Hey, Mom. Where are you?”


Instantly, I knew she knew. Something in her voice gave it away.


“Hey, sweetie. I’m out for a bit. What’s up?”


“Well, where are you?” Persistence is her middle name.


“Just out. Why?”


“Mom, Dad is worried about you.”


“How can he be worried about me? I’ve been gone a total of twenty minutes. Did he call you?” I was perturbed.


“No, he didn’t call me. I called and asked to talk to you and yes, he is really worried about you.”


“Well, he should have thought of that sooner,” I said, my anger returning, remembering all of the hateful things he’d spouted. “Listen, sweetie. I really need to get off the phone. You can tell your dad that I’m fine. I’m just fine. I love you, and I’ll call you tomorrow.”


I hung up and lingered in the store, trying to get my thoughts together. I had money, so I decided I’d go to a nearby hotel and attempt to get some sleep. Lord knew I needed it.


By the time I paid for my purchases, it was much later than I liked to be out alone. I’d parked a good distance from the store and practically ran to my car. Once inside, I locked the doors, cranked the engine, and started to drive off. But I couldn’t see out. A large square of white paper was stuck under my windshield wiper. What on earth?


As my eyes adjusted to the dark, it became clear. There, on a white piece of copy paper, drawn with a black marker, was a big heart encircling these words: “Please come home!! I miss you! I love you!”


Before I could process it all, a truck pulled up alongside me. Hanging out the window was none other than my husband. Apparently, he’d called out the search party. Beside him, grinning from ear-to-ear, sat my daughter.


And that’s when I started laughing. I laughed so hard I cried. Despite my best efforts to run away from home, the wild and zany man who loved me had managed to track me down. I couldn’t very well leave now, not with him sitting there with puppy-dog eyes.


As I followed him out of the parking lot, I realized how foolish we’d been, arguing over insignificant things, and how blessed I was that the man I loved most in the world loved me back and had come looking for me and found me, and was leading me home again.


 


~Dayle Allen Shockley
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Oops


Never say, “oops.” Always say, “Ah, interesting.”


~Author Unknown


My husband, Darryl, and I have four kids, spread out over a fourteen-year period. For several years we had a preschooler, elementary schooler, middle schooler and high schooler all at the same time. With four kids at completely different stages and on entirely different schedules, finding quality “private” time for just the two of us was a challenge.


Since we rarely had the house to ourselves, we made it a point to schedule time away from work during the few brief hours one day each week when our youngest was at Mother’s-Day-Out at the same time the older kids were at their various schools — time we could meet at home for some unhurried, uninterrupted romance.


When Darryl got back to the office after one such encounter, he sent me a sweet and sexy e-mail referring to the pleasures of our intimate time together. When I hadn’t responded after a couple of days he mentioned it. I’d never received his e-mail. But since it hadn’t come back as “undeliverable” we knew someone had.


My e-mail address consisted of my given name, last initial and dot-com address. Darryl had forgotten to include my last initial. When he realized his mistake he had a sudden vision of his name in our local newspaper, in bold print, under the headline “Local Businessmen Arrested for E-mail Harassment.” He quickly sent off an apology to the mistaken address, explaining the mix-up. Within minutes he received a reply!


“No apology necessary. Although I’m getting up in years and it’s been a long time since I’ve had the experience you described, I very much enjoyed the reminder. Best wishes for you and your wife to enjoy many more such afternoons.”


 


~Lynn Worley Kuntz
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He Listened


The most precious gift we can offer anyone is our attention.


~Thich Nhat Hanh


Christmas was three weeks away and my husband was fishing for ideas for my present. I smiled because he is always so thoughtful when it comes to buying Christmas gifts and I have never been disappointed by his choices.


“Actually,” he announced, “I’d like to buy you some bras.”


That got my attention and I listened intently as he explained that, while he was relatively familiar with the broader world of lingerie, he wasn’t quite sure what size or kind of bra I would wear. He wanted some direction.


I paused. He waited. We sat together on the couch looking at each other with a funny smirk on our faces until I finally broke the silence.


“I would love for you to buy me a bra, but what I really need are practical bras. I don’t need fancy, frilly, romantic, lacy bras for our intimate rendezvous in the bedroom. I already have a wide variety of items for that, many of which you bought for me. What I really need are practical bras to wear during the day and your timing is great… mine are almost shot.”


Disappointment spread across his face as I explained what I meant by practical bras. I needed at least three, all in neutral colors: one black, one white, and one ivory. I needed bras that were comfortable enough to wear all day long, and for me that meant bras with support but no underwire. I needed bras with a little padding so that I could avoid embarrassment while wearing a lightweight and formfitting blouse to the office during the summer months when the AC kicks into high gear. I needed bras that were solid color and sparing in lace and design because the additional detail, while pretty and feminine, might show through some of my more delicate, yet professional sweaters.


My husband paid close attention, but I could tell that practical wasn’t what he had in mind. Regardless, I was delighted Christmas morning when I opened one of my many presents and found three practical bras: one white, one ivory, and one black! He had done it. My husband had listened carefully to my wishes and delivered on every aspect. I was so pleased I giggled with joy, and then he handed me my next present. Gently, I unwrapped three beautiful and sexy dresses, each one designed with lots of color, lace and fabulous detail.


“One to wear over each new bra,” he said, and we both laughed out loud.


Those three bras turned out to be my favorite Christmas present and a fond memory. They were not overly expensive. They were not elegant or lavish. They were not even anything I’d want to brag about to our friends and family members. But, they were everything I asked for. They were also symbolic of my husband’s effort to keep his wedding vows. On our wedding day, before God and many witnesses, we promised to be loving and faithful: in plenty and in want, in joy and in sorrow, in sickness and in health, as long we both shall live. Little did he know that “plenty and want” might someday include practical bras.


 


~Kristen Clark
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Happy Anniversary


Now the thing about having a baby — and I can’t be the first person to have noticed this — is that
thereafter you have it.


~Jean Kerr


Seven years ago, at this very hour, my new husband, Craig, and I were dancing at our wedding reception. We danced and visited with our guests until it was time to climb in our limousine and ride to the hotel.


We spent the night at a Holiday Inn and the next morning, we flew to Montego Bay, Jamaica to stay at a beautiful, all-inclusive resort. Our honeymoon was fantastic. The weather was perfect, the resort was gorgeous, and the locals were friendly and accommodating. We could not have asked for a better week. We were sad to leave and on our departing flight, we vowed to return one day.


Over the past seven years, we have made it a point to do something special on our anniversary. One year we traveled to Vermont; another year we went to Nassau, Bahamas; and three years ago, we spent our special day in Flagstaff, Arizona as part of a whirlwind trip to the Grand Canyon.


We enjoy travel, we love adventure, and we cherish our time together. But we are also realistic and we know that we cannot afford a big vacation for every anniversary, especially in a year in which we gained a new family member.


This year, we were blessed with our beautiful baby boy, Evan. He is the joy of our lives and also a major expense. So, needless to say, we weren’t planning an elaborate anniversary trip to the Caribbean or a trek across the United States. We did, however, hope to celebrate with a nice dinner and a glass of wine.


If there is one lesson we have learned in seven years of marriage, it’s that things rarely go as planned. We have missed weddings because of illnesses. We have canceled a camping trip because of a death in the family. Our cars and major appliances have all conspired to break down at the most inopportune times. On Evan’s first Christmas, we sat shivering in our snow-covered home while the repairman worked to restore our heat. Craig and I are not strangers to inconvenience.


So, it is only fitting that on our seventh anniversary, instead of dining on a juicy filet or a succulent lobster tail, we are wrestling our eight-month-old in an effort to get the antibiotic down his gullet. Right now, Evan is winning and the medicine is all over the carpet.


Our baby became sick two days before our anniversary. After one misdiagnosis and two visits to the doctor, we know that Evan has an ear infection and we have started treatment. He should be well in a few days, but our anniversary night is not as we envisioned.


We are regularly checking Evan’s temperature, administering Tylenol, and giving him cool baths to keep him comfortable. He finally starts to yawn while I rock him and sing him soft, familiar lullabies. I take him to his room and place him in the crib.


When I return, Craig has poured wine into the glasses we drank from on our wedding night. We toast to our seven, wonderful years together as we look through our wedding albums and remember our special day.


Craig and I talk late into the night about how special this anniversary is. It is our first one as parents. We are a family and we are figuring things out. We have learned that air conditioners freeze up on the hottest day of the year, heaters fizzle out on the coldest, and cars break down right before vacations. We know that children are not born with calendars or clocks, and they cry when you’re tired, they scream in the middle of restaurants, and they even get sick on your anniversary.


Because I married the perfect man for me, most of these circumstances are laughable, at least in retrospect. We kiss and say goodnight and Craig gets up to turn off the television. At that moment, an ad plays for a luxury resort in the Caribbean. We smile and head upstairs. I go to bed happy and grateful. My daily life may not always go as planned, but my marriage is exactly what I wanted.


 


~Melissa Face
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Diamond in the Rough


As I grow older I pay less attention to what men say. I just watch what they do.


~Andrew Carnegie


When my husband and I were married, I accepted the fact that he wasn’t the kind who would shower me with fancy words and expensive diamonds. I appreciated his gentle, honest love and found great pleasure in all of the beautiful cards he gave me, reading them often, and then putting them safely away. “I’m not good with words,” he’d say, as he hugged me close, “but this card says everything that’s in my heart.”


I loved him deeply, yet part of me longed for the flowers and diamond rings my girlfriends’ husbands gave them. What was wrong with me? Why did I have this need for flamboyant demonstrations of love? Why couldn’t I just accept him as he was?


As time passed, we became parents of two little girls. With the extra expenses, my husband decided to go back to school and train as a mechanic. He would go to the city for the week and return home on the weekends. We had never been apart, and I, ever the romantic, cut off a lock of my hair. “Take this,” I told him. “And whenever you’re lonely, just run your fingers over it, and I’ll be there with you.” He grinned, placed the hair in a small plastic bag, and tucked it into his wallet.


The following years were a mixture of good and bad. We struggled financially. I went to work as a bookkeeper. The girls went to school and to a babysitter’s. There was little time to worry about the lack of romance in our marriage. There certainly wasn’t money for extravagant gift giving.


But as times improved and our girls became quite self-sufficient, I again fought the feelings of disappointment, when I only received a card for a birthday or anniversary. Perhaps, I told myself as I cried silent tears into my pillow at night, he didn’t feel I was worth anything but a card. Or did wooing die once the wedding rings were slipped on?


“Don’t be a fool,” my best friend said one day, as I told her of my longing. “Can’t you see how much that man loves you?”


I sighed and nodded. I was being foolish. I decided it was time to put the nonsense behind me. I would not think of it again, I told myself.


Then one day many years later, as we sat at the kitchen table, Ivan dumped out his wallet in search of an elusive receipt. There among bits of paper was a familiar looking small plastic bag.


But it couldn’t be.


Reaching across the table, my hand trembling with emotion, I picked up the bag. My eyes grew misty as I looked upon the brown lock of hair I had given Ivan fifteen years earlier. My heart swelled with love for him.


“I can’t believe you saved this all of these years,” I said.


He squeezed my hand; then shrugged. “I’ll always keep it,” he said gently. “I love you.”


This past year, my darling and I were married forty-four years. He still is the quiet type and my once brown hair, has turned grey. But the lock of hair that remains tucked lovingly away in his wallet, speaks volumes. I may not have diamonds to sparkle on my fingers, but I have a diamond in the rough and his steady love is worth more than gold or silver. He’s what lasting dreams are made of.


 


~Christine Mikalson
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My Husband’s Hands


I love thee to the depth and breadth and height my soul can reach.


~Elizabeth Barrett Browning


This is a story of my husband’s hands. They are not delicate hands by any means. They are the hands of a man who has worked hard all his life. They are capable and clumsy at the same time, earning him both a good reputation with tools and the family nickname of “dill pickle fingers.” They are calloused and kind.


The same hands that placed a wedding band on my finger thirty-five years ago are the same hands that held mine when we sat together, disbelievingly, to receive my cancer diagnosis a few months ago. Primary source breast cancer, spread to my spine. The same hands that caressed me in passion now gently wash and towel-dry my broken back, still caressing and still with love. Our intimacy now consists of my bedpan being emptied, and thanks to his willing hands, it doesn’t make me feel any less cherished.


Those hands that remember the soft skin of our babies now hold my wheelchair firmly for me, so I can safely sit. They proudly carry a little bowl of carefully washed green grapes to have with my lunch: a heavenly offering. They smooth my covers and pick up my pills at the pharmacy.


This past spring, the strong fingers that held the pen to sign our marriage certificate held a different pen to sign a contract for a burial plot at our local cemetery, thus ensuring our eternal resting place. Those hands are not afraid to do the needful.


Sometimes, in trying to please me, his hands shake subtly with good intentions. Right now, as I am writing this, they are scrubbing the bathroom with great zeal.


They are magic hands. Upon my touching them, they talk to me of the things they have seen and done over the years. They can describe the smells of freshly cut lumber, and of savoury hamburgers grilling on the barbecue.


Tales are told about the long ago glories of a young man who carried the football across the field, and held tightly to ski poles on the way down a frozen mountain. They recall playing with his beloved dog, followed by the sad story of how they held his faithful old friend when the time came to say goodbye.


They speak out loud the things my husband has trouble saying, out of shyness or just not knowing how. They say that no matter what the joys and struggles of our life together have been, he loves me even now.


They are the hands that I know as well as my own. My husband’s hands.


 


~Diane Wilson
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Are You Happy?


If you want to be happy, be.


~Leo Tolstoy


I never meant to be married three times. My one and only marriage was going to be a delight of witty banter and happily ever after. I’d been studying for this since I picked up my first Georgette Heyer romance, so I knew exactly what to expect. After the second divorce, I went on a crying jag, threw out all of my romance novels and went to therapy.


I started understanding me.


I treasured those teenage years of curling up with a romance novel. That’s when I fell in love with the paper hero. He was strong, dark and handsome, carelessly bestowing a kiss or promising glance that filled the heroine’s dreams. A paper hero is told what to say, how to act, in fact, how to be the perfect man. But, he only exists on the pages of a book.


Let me translate those qualities into down-to-earth terms. He’s the sexy bad boy every woman wants. Bad boys like having lots of women. They love the attention. They are experts at giving out crumbs of attention — just enough to give us hope that he’ll be the one.


Bad boys are sexy, flirtatious and intelligent. The ones I loved were not bad men, but none of them was the right man for me.


Once I realized this, I got out of my own way and decided that I wanted more than a paper hero. Once I did that, I met Larry. We got married a year and a half later.


My ever-so-wise daughters said it best. “The first time was to make us. The second was to raise us. The third time is for you, Mom.”


My husband and I were scared to death, like most newlyweds! After all, I was a two-time loser. He’d never been married. Mixed in with the good wishes from family and friends, there were a few snide comments: “Are you crazy? You fall in and out of love like a teenager.” “Why would you give up your freedom?” And my personal favorite was “Look at your track record. Maybe you’re not marriage material.”


So, I did a new dance. I ignored them and started listening to my husband. He kept saying something that I’d never heard before.


Are you happy?


“What?” I asked, scared that I was completely screwing up. Again.


He smiled. “I’m happy if you’re happy.”


Later on, I thumbed through several romances to reference his comment. Aha! Just as I thought!


After much struggle and turmoil, the paper hero and heroine kiss passionately and ride off in his Ferrari or sail off on his yacht. But it ends there.


The ordinary everyday hero who wants his wife to be happy is ignored.


My husband, who also happens to be sexy, handsome and intelligent, is the real deal! None of those paper heroes ever cared about a woman’s happiness… just theirs.


Larry has had to nudge me a bit. I’m accustomed to making everyone else happy, not myself.


“Does your job make you unhappy? Find a new one,” he said, looking up from his computer with a frown as I tried to hide my tears.


I did. I quit my stressful job as a federal officer that involved a daily three-hour commute and became a nursery school teacher. It takes me eight minutes to get to work.


“You miss swimming? Find a pool and make the time to go.” He sighed while I collapsed after doing a pathetic number of sit-ups.


I started swimming at the local high school.


“Where are your pretty clothes? Pretty women need to wear pretty outfits. Go shopping.” He patted my back as I stared at the clutter of old clothes in my closet.


Well, he still has to drag me shopping, but at least I’m getting the hang of it again.


I try to make him happy. I’m not such a junk monkey and I’ll watch his shows. Star Trek has tons of generations and explores strange new worlds so it’s actually pretty entertaining!


I’ve never been married like this, but I’ve become the woman I’ve always wanted to be. I’ve kicked those negative comments to the curb and hung up a “Do Not Disturb My Happiness” sign.


A year later, when Larry asks “Are you happy,” I kiss him and answer “Yes.”


Thanks for asking, sweetie.


 


~Karla Brown
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Have I Told You Lately
that I Love You


 


Married couples who love each other
tell each other a thousand things without talking.


~Portuguese Proverb
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My Hero


All men are created equal, then a few become firemen.


~Author Unknown


Often firefighters are referred to as heroes because they are willing to put their lives on the line and face danger to help or save others. A firefighter doesn’t think twice about entering a burning building to rescue someone in need or about climbing onto a blazing roof to put out a fire.
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