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What People Are Saying About 
Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul . . . 


“Nourishment for the heart and mind should not end at age sixty. Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul provides inspiration for maintaining a healthy lifestyle throughout the golden years of our lives.”


Denton A. Cooley, M.D. 
pioneer heart surgeon 
president and surgeon-in-chief, Texas Heart Institute 


“Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul is a collection of inspirational and encouraging stories which are very welcome in our present-day culture. There is so much negativity in what we read and hear every day that an uplifting book of this nature is truly worth reading.”


Tom Osborne 
former head football coach, University of Nebraska 
and author of Faith in the Game 


“An inspirational collection of heartwarming stories about people over sixty living life fully with purpose and joy. A must-read for people of all ages.”


Dr. Helen K. Kerschner 
president, The American Association for International Aging 
and The Beverly Foundation 


“The Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul stories gave me so many smiles and laughs. This wonderful book makes us aware that we are not alone and love is the answer.”


Jane Powell 
actress, Seven Brides for Seven Brothers 


“Jesus taught with stories—some parables, some allegories, some just factual accounts—but all short. He knew we could only digest truth, like Chicken Soup, in small servings, but how nourishing!”


Pat Boone 
entertainer 


“I think all of the Chicken Soup books have the faith to tell people that their problems are important and that there is always a light at the end of the tunnel.”


Ralph Emery 
Ralph Emery Television Productions 
radio and TV personality and author 


“Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul is the Golden Rule in book form. Read unto others as you would have them read unto you.”


Bil Keane 
cartoonist/creator, The Family Circus 


“Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul is a powerful reminder that the quality of life is determined by one’s attitude. A must-read for anyone wishing to enrich their years after sixty!”


Ruth Matheson 
general director, Leadership Management International, Canada 
Canadian Woman Entrepreneur, 1999 


“A priceless treasury of uplifting stories straight from real life. Kindness, caring and hope will fill the heart of every reader.”


Dr. Robert H. Schuller 
founding pastor, Crystal Cathedral Ministries 


“Ah! Can we ever have too much Chicken Soup for souls? I think not. This golden helping heals the soul and warms the spirit.”


Karen Ross 
producer and host, Chicago’s The Karen Ross Show 
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Let me start with my generation—with the grandparents out there. You are our living link to the past. Tell your grandchildren the story of the struggles we had, at home and abroad. Of sacrifices freely made for freedom’s sake. And tell them your own story as well—because every American has a story to tell.


President George Bush 
State of the Union Address, 1990 


Listening children know stories are there. When their elders sit and begin, children are just waiting and hoping for one to come out, like a mouse from a hole.


Eudora Welty 
One Writer’s Beginnings 
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“At my age, I don’t mind a little memory loss. I keep forgetting I’m over sixty.”


Reprinted by permission of Randy Glasbergen.






Introduction 


“To every thing there is a season, and a time to every purpose under the heaven.”


Ecclesiastes 3:1 


These timeless words have emboldened countless individuals during the ups and downs of life. Stories passed from person to person and from generation to generation have offered consolation and inspiration for all seasons of life.


Wise storytellers through the ages inspired their listeners and helped them find direction and purpose in life. Storytellers reawakened people to their own spirituality, afforded them the courage to dream wonderful possibilities and embraced making a heart connection.


For Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul, we selected stories that encircle the heart and then captivate it. Some stories tell about enjoying satisfying relationships across generational lines, retiring and refocusing interests and energy, relishing the milestones of change and leaving behind what has been outgrown. Many stories deal with grand-parenting and mentoring, while others focus on the realities of growing older. Our hope is that all the stories stimulate thinking on how to spend our days for maximum meaning and enjoyment.


As we sorted through the literal mountains of stories received for consideration in Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul, we were reminded of the importance of passing along to future generations the wisdom gleaned in life. We realized anew the importance of savoring each moment in our lives. We became mindful of how some of our greatest growth occurred during our darkest hours. We have found a serendipity that enables us to face the future with openness and trust, ready to receive whatever our Creator has in store for us.


We invite you to cherish all of life’s seasons, the warm and the cold, the dark and the bright—for they are the best preparation for making the “growing older” years even more rewarding than you ever thought possible. It is never too late to discover richness and tranquillity in life.


“Tell me a story.” These sweet words of children around the world and across the ages echo the heart of all of us. We hope Golden Soul inspires you to tell your own stories to the younger people in your life—and to the people who are “young at heart.”


Through Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul, we celebrate life with you. Read the stories one at a time. Let them soothe your soul, tickle your funny bone and rekindle your spirit. Pass them on to others.


Grow old along with me! The best is yet to be, the last of life, for which the first was made.


Robert Browning 






1 

STAYING 
YOUNG AT 
HEART 


As long as you can admire and love, then one is young forever.


Pablo Casals 






Risky Business 


What I’ve dared I’ve willed . . . and what I’ve willed, I’ll do.


Herman Melville 


A woman who tells her age will tell anything, according to Oscar Wilde, so I have no intention of saying how old I am. But I must admit I’m no longer in the first flush of youth. In fact, name almost any World War II song, and I can probably sing it all the way through.


That gives you some idea of why I felt so foolish when I bought the motor scooter.


Even as I wrote out the check, I couldn’t believe I was actually making such a reckless purchase. True, I had thought for years what fun it would be to have a motor scooter. “Whatever for?” hooted family and friends.


“To explore little back roads,” I told them.


“You can do that in the car,” they said. Yes, but on a scooter I’d be able to pause and look at a wildflower or listen to the gossipy voice of a stream.


“You’ll get yourself killed,” family and friends said. That’s exactly why I’d never made a serious move toward getting a scooter. I knew as well as anyone that cars come swinging around curves and there you are, tossed in the air like a matador on the horns of a bull.


So, why then, when a friend suggested we stop at a showroom, did I find myself purchasing one of the dangerous contraptions? Granted, the little scooter was as neat and trim as a folded paper airplane, and it came in my favorite shade of blue. It was also quiet and easy to ride, the salesman assured me. But these were foolish reasons. 


The real reason was that I somehow felt I had to call my own bluff. I’d said for years that I wanted one; here was my chance. If I flunked it, I had a feeling my life would begin to close down. I’d watched it happen to other people—the desirable job not taken because it meant a scary move to a new city, the exciting chance to go whitewater rafting passed up because the boat might overturn—and each time I’d seen the person’s life grow narrower, more restricted, as though closing one door had slammed other unknown doors shut.


I wrote out a check for the scooter.


The next step was to apply for a learner’s permit. When I handed my driver’s license to the young blonde behind the desk, she checked it indifferently until she came to “Date of Birth.” Her eyes leaped to my face. A derisive smile twitched the corners of her mouth. “Aren’t you a little old to be joining the Hell’s Angels?” she drawled.


I couldn’t have agreed more the first time I took the machine on the road. I was as nervous as a squirrel’s tail. Anxiously, I kept reminding myself where the accelerator and brakes were located. A car was coming up behind me so I veered over to the side. I was slipping on gravel! I stamped on the floor. Where was the brake? Why was I going so fast?


After the car passed, I found panic had frozen my hand on the accelerator. And the brakes were not on the floor but on the handlebar. As soon as I somehow figured out how to stop, I got off and walked the scooter back home.


I tried again the next day and the one after. On the fourth day, I relaxed just enough to make a delightful discovery: I could smell the countryside—the grasses and daisies and fresh mud and wild roses. And I could see their sources. The landscape wasn’t a movie unreeling rapidly but a tapestry of stitched leaves and branches and blades and petals. That is, if I could drag my eyes from the road long enough to snatch a look.


In search of a safe place to practice, I discovered a long, paved lane that led to a factory. After the factory closed and on weekends, I had the road to myself to do figure-eight turns. When I grew bored with patient circling, I took off for the factory, wheeled around and sped back. Every day I went faster, leaning into curves, dipping and swooping. And when I slowed, I laughed with joy. I had no idea that hurtling into the wind, unprotected, free, could be so exhilarating.


One day, with growing confidence in my little purring machine, I ventured as far as the village two miles down-river. I put the scooter up on its stand and took a bag of leftover rolls to the river’s edge to feed the ducks. I was vaguely aware of two little boys eyeing the scooter. Suddenly, one was at my elbow. “Him and me,” he said, nodding toward his companion, “we’ll trade you our bikes for your scooter.”


I started to laugh, but his freckled face was perfectly serious. I answered gravely, “It’s a handsome offer, but I’m afraid I don’t have much use for two bikes.”


He nodded. He could understand that. But he didn’t go away. “Where do you live?” he asked. “What’s your name? How fast does the scooter go? What did it cost?”


When my supply of rolls was gone, the ducks wandered off, but Brian and Lou stayed another half-hour. Something felt odd as we chatted. Then I realized it was exactly that: We were chatting. They weren’t shy little boys. I wasn’t a remote, grown-up lady. I was the owner of a marvelous toy, and that erased the gulf between us.


Neighbors seemed to feel the same thing. When I passed on my scooter, they smiled and waved and often called out, “How ya’ doin’?” At first I thought it was because I looked so funny in my white helmet, horn-rimmed bifocals, and leather gloves and jacket on the hottest days (for protection in case I got knocked down). But when I took my eyes off the road, all I saw in their faces were warmth and a sort of vicarious pleasure in my adventure.


I knew I’d really been accepted, though, when a teenager roared by in his souped-up Chevy and yelled, “Go for it, lady!” His smile was broad and approving.


“I did!” I shouted after him. And I’m glad, I’ve thought a thousand times since. The scooter has indeed taken me on unexpected paths. It’s brought me new adventures. But most of all, it makes me feel that all the doors of my life are still wide open. Anything is possible.


Riding it is risky, sure; I haven’t changed my mind about that. On the other hand, one of the friends who was most vocal about the dangers of a scooter has fallen in the bathtub and broken her arm. Another, a widow who was going back to college until she grew afraid of being laughed at by younger students, has fallen into a deep depression.


I think of them, and I wonder if the only thing more dangerous than taking a risk is not taking it. Maybe, as Garrison Keillor has remarked, you’re supposed to get reckless as you grow older. That way you keep saying yes to life. And perhaps saying yes, not being safe, is the real point of life.


Jo Coudert 






Time Out 


In the name of God, stop a moment, cease your work, look around you. . . .


Leo Tolstoy 


I live high in the hills and my body is getting old. One day I was out in my garden fussing with weeds and grew tired. I decided to lie back on the grass and rest like I used to when I was a small boy.


I woke up some minutes later with a neighbor I had never met leaning over me, all out of breath, asking me if I were okay. He had looked out his window two blocks up the hill and saw me lying on my back on the grass, looking, I am sure, like the victim of a stroke or heart attack, and had run all the way down the hill to check on me.


It was embarrassing, but it was also so wonderfully touching. After we had it all sorted out, he let out a deep breath and lay down on the grass beside me. We both stayed there very quietly for a while and then he said, “Thank you for deciding to take your nap out on the lawn where I could see you. The sky is such a beautiful thing, and I cannot remember the last time I really looked at it.”


Random Acts of Kindness 






The Age of Mystique 


How old would you be if you didn’t know how old you are?


Leroy Satchell Paige 


On my fiftieth birthday, my older daughter gave me a pin that said “Fifty is nifty.” I wore it to work that day, and what fun it was! All day, people kept saying things to me like, “Anita, you don’t look fifty,” or “Why, Anita, you can’t be fifty,” and “We know you can’t be fifty.”


It was wonderful. Now, I knew they were lying, and they knew I knew, but isn’t that what friends and coworkers are for? To lie to you when you need it, in times of emergency, like divorce and death and turning fifty.


You know how it is with a lie, though. You hear it often enough, and you begin to think it’s true. By the end of the day, I felt fabulous. I fairly floated home from work. In fact, on the way home, I thought: I really ought to dump my husband. After all, the geezer was fifty-one, way too old for a young-looking gal like me.


Arriving home, I had just shut the front door when the doorbell rang. It was a young girl from a florist shop, bringing birthday flowers from a friend. They were lovely. I stood in my doorway holding the flowers and admiring them, and the delivery girl stood there, waiting for a tip.


She noticed the pin on my jacket and said, “Oh, fifty, eh?”


“Yes,” I answered, and waited. I could stand one last compliment before my birthday ended.


“Fifty,” she repeated. “That’s great! Birthday or anniversary?”


Anita Cheek Milner 
Excerpted from Chocolate for a Woman’s Soul by 
Kay Allenbaugh 






Strike Out or Home Run?


It ain’t over till it’s over.


Yogi Berra 


Everyone said the Yankees would lose this game. It was the fourth game of the 1996 World Series. Now the score was 6–0 with Atlanta winning. I lay in bed half awake.


Forget it, I thought, as I turned off the radio and fell asleep. But when I awoke, I immediately turned on the radio. It was the eighth inning now, the score 6–3, the Yankees making a comeback. But what chance did they really have? the realist in me asked.


What chance did I have? I thought as I lay there in the dark. When you have had cancer, you’re always fighting the statistics, always hoping for complete recovery. When you’re a widow, you’re always fighting against loneliness. I felt like the Yankees in the fourth game of the World Series. That night, I didn’t think I had a chance, either.


And then the Yankees hit the home run with two men on base. I jumped out of bed. I ran into the kitchen and wolfed down a sandwich and had a drink. The dog thought it was time to go out and play. I let him into the backyard. The cats thought it was morning. I fed them. All the lights blinked on in the house. I was fully awake. I was shouting. I was talking aloud, as if there were others in the room. “Come on, Yankees!” I yelled.


And then they did it in the tenth inning. They put the game away. I was laughing, running around the house and jumping on the sofa, and telling the dog and the cats: “They did it! They really did it!” I had not been a baseball fan before, but I vowed I would be a Yankee fan forever, because now I understood about baseball.


My husband had been a passionate baseball fan. He would sit, sometimes by the radio, sometimes by the television. He would talk to the radio, talk to his favorite team. If they were doing well, he smiled. If they were doing poorly, he cursed the set, cursed the players, threw the newspaper on the floor. He never went through the game alone. There were always friends to call, back and forth a dozen times, through all the innings. If it was a victory, they rejoiced together. If it was a defeat, they mourned. And, of course, they went to games with hoagies and sodas packed away, enough food for a week; fathers took sons and daughters, and mothers wondered what this excitement was all about.


I was envious of my husband’s baseball passion when springtime came. There was nothing outside my home and family that possessed me so fully. My husband knew baseball better than he knew me. His mother told me he had loved baseball as a boy, and the love had continued into manhood.


I never understood about my husband and baseball, about his baseball cards, about his dream to attend just one spring training camp in Florida, about the pride on his face when he wore his team’s baseball cap.


I never understood about baseball until the Yankees won the fourth game of the 1996 World Series. The odds were against them. Nobody thought they had a chance, certainly not to come back from a 6–0 deficit.


There were times when the bases were loaded against them, and their pitcher threw the ball anyway. There were times when the batter was up at bat, and it looked bleak, but it was his turn, and that’s all there was to it. There were times when the score turned sour, and there didn’t seem to be a reason to even try, but try they did.


Many times I feel the bases are loaded in my life. The odds pile up against me. I just don’t want to pitch that ball. It seems futile. But every day, I get the opportunity to pitch the ball again. The bat’s in my hand, and it’s my turn up at a new day. I can hit the home run if I believe it, and sometimes I do and sometimes I don’t.


Those Yankees didn’t care about the people who didn’t believe in them, and I’m sure they didn’t care about the statistics. They believed in themselves, in the game and in the unpredictability of life.


I thought about it that night, why I felt so good, so energized, why I was celebrating, why that good feeling remained with me. Now I understood why my husband loved baseball.


Life is just one big baseball game. That was the secret he knew. You never can tell what the outcome is going to be until the very last inning.


Perhaps tomorrow will be the day I hit my own home run.


Harriet May Savitz 






The Long Ride 


Life is like a bicycle. You don’t fall off unless you stop pedaling.


Claude Pepper 
U.S. Congressman 


Betty Olsen was just settling down to enjoy the golden years with her husband. The last of their five children was about to leave home. The couple had plans to travel. But then after thirty-three years of marriage, he sprung a little surprise on her. “I’m leaving,” he announced. He had found someone else, twelve years younger.


The pain rattled her entire soul and body. Life seemed over, at least the life she had known for the last three decades. “Starting over at age fifty-five won’t be easy,” Betty said. But she decided it would do her no good to feel sorry for herself. So she got busy. She joined a speaking program, became a volunteer at the American Cancer Society and trained as a docent at a local art museum. She played bridge and tennis, worked at the local blood bank, and got recertified as a nurse.


But no matter how busy Betty kept, her heart remained cold and lonely. Nothing really captured her spirit. Then one day, two friends asked her to go on a bike ride. Not just any bike ride, but a metric century ride—a sixty-four-mile journey up and down the hills of Gilroy, California.


The couple didn’t tell Betty, then sixty, the distance of the ride. “Or I would never have gone,” she laughs. Betty had poked around town on a bike before, but that was about it.


The threesome hit the road together with a pack of other riders. As Betty huffed and puffed up the hill, she couldn’t believe the breathtaking beauty of the countryside—the sage thickets, the velvet green colors of the brush and creeksides. Nothing compared to experiencing the wildflowers, the sweet, dank smell of woods, even people’s front yards. That’s when Betty became enraptured with biking. She had determined when her marriage came crashing down that she was going to find new frontiers, new worlds to explore, new dreams to dream. She exclaimed, “Life really begins at sixty!”


The enthusiastic novice joined two bike clubs and started to travel everywhere by bicycle. First, she biked one hundred miles in the Inland Passage of Alaska where she saw bear footprints and golden eagles in flight, and watched cruise ships from a mountaintop. The next summer she traveled to New Zealand. But these rides weren’t enough for Betty. She wanted to try something more challenging. Like biking twenty-five hundred miles or so.


Her first long-distance undertaking was a cross-country ride from San Diego to Jacksonville, Florida—an eighty-mile-a-day, five-week trip. Her children were terrified, and her sister told her, “Don’t do that. It’s too strenuous.” 


Betty admits, “I, too, was uncertain I could make it!”


But nothing could stop Betty, and she had no regrets when she found herself amid towering pine trees and fields of bluebonnet lupines. “I had never seen anything like it in my life!” she observed. In addition to the awesome sights, Betty loved stretching her limits and discovering new sources of inner strength. Invigorated, she convinced her forty-three-year-old son to tag along with her on some of her shorter rides, like the fifty-mile Tierra Bella.


Now seventy-three-years young, Betty has completed a total of three cross-country trips, biked through forty-seven states, and visited thirteen national parks. She estimates she’s done a total of seventy thousand miles on her bike since she started these great adventures.


Betty has made dozens of biking friends, packed forty pounds of gear in intense Sierra Club hikes and has been asked to remarry twice. “I turned both gentlemen down,” she says, “because they weren’t into biking or hiking.” Betty thinks she needs someone a bit more on the active side.


Her riding spirit and intense journeys—which include a trip from San Francisco to Washington, D.C., and from the state of Washington to Maine—have captured the interest of many journalists who have written her story a half-dozen times. “I find it’s an exhilarating fatigue,” she has said. “I feel so healthy. I’m in better shape than I’ve ever been. It’s been a cure for loneliness. I have many friends. It’s not too strenuous. When you travel, you have no yard work, no shopping, no cooking, no meetings and no housework. And I’d like to get to know more of the history of our country.” Biking obviously is also helping Betty get to know herself better.


This paragon of health—physical and mental—has seen sights other people never see in their lifetimes. Once when touring in Yellowstone, with all the bikers riding single file, a herd of buffalo joined them across the river trotting single file, too. In Costa Rica, she came eyeball to eyeball with a monkey swinging through the trees right toward her. One summer, she saw swarms of stunning butterflies in the Ozarks.


These magnificent, life-enriching experiences are why Betty probably didn’t quit bike riding even after she got shot in the Napa Valley. She was at the very end of a bike line when a teenager shot her with a pellet gun. She was hospitalized for two nights, but doctors concluded that removing the pellet was too dangerous and decided to leave it where it was.


Within two weeks, this gallant lady—pellet intact—was back on her bike, cruising the Eastern Sierras. She had learned not to let a little detour stop her from exploring her newfound world. “Biking is so fulfilling,” she explains. “I just don’t have enough time to do all I’d like to do. I’d like to get to the garden, for example, but the weeds get there faster. I really love being with my children and my family, but I think biking adds a new chapter in my life.


“When I rode the Oregon Trail, the Santa Fe Trail and the Natchez Trail, I felt like the pioneers.” She enthusiastically adds, “I hope my newfound discoveries will rub off on the rest of my family.”


Who knows? Maybe some of her family members are ready to embark on new journeys in their own lives to broaden their horizons. Two of her teenage grandsons are joining her in the Tierra Bella, and her young granddaughters were at her house the other day when they said excitedly, “Grandma, let’s go for a long bike ride.”


Betty hoisted the exuberant grandchildren, one onto a tricycle and the other onto a two-seat banana bike. She hopped onto her twenty-four speed bicycle, and together they rode an entire five blocks before the kids were exhausted. They enjoyed the exhilaration of a short journey that may well be their first taste of what it is like to embark on life-expanding expeditions—just like Grandma.


Diana L. Chapman 






Annual Checkup 


Never go to a doctor whose office plants are dead.


Erma Bombeck 


The call came as expected. It was from Ellen at Davis Clinic. Time for my annual checkup. The tragic time had rolled around again. Spending eight hours being poked, gouged, pitied and x-rayed is no picnic. Have you ever noticed that the nurse always gets in a lead bunker for her protection but leaves your quivering body exposed?


I guess checkups are necessary as we pass through infancy, adolescence, adulthood and over-the-hillhood. After you turn sixty, it’s all maintenance, though.


As I entered the clinic, I was met by Ellen with that superior, expectant look. She wanted me to sign a release form so they would not be responsible for anything they did. They wanted to know who would be responsible for the bill if I didn’t make it. They also wanted to know where the remains should be sent. She wanted to know if they could use any of my parts that happened to be good. (At that point, I would not need them anymore, she assured me.)


She then handed me a mimeographed list of terrible diseases, and she wanted me to mark the ones I had experienced in the last twelve months. I always mark four or five good ones to give them something to do in the back room. Remember, you are presumed to be senile or you would not be there.


Then a little girl (young enough to be my granddaughter) wanted some additional information. “Dr. Thorn, have you ever shot illegal drugs by needle, even once?” I shook my head. “Tested positive for the AIDS virus?”


“No,” I said.


She continued. “Have you given money for sex anytime since 1955?” Then, “Have you had sex with a man? With a prostitute?”


“No, no, no, none of the above.” If they are going to give my parts away, they want them without blemish.


She then asked, “Are you married to Jessie Holder Thorn?” I indicated that I was. She said that she wanted to ask me this before, but she did not want to get too personal. 


I was then given a sack and ushered into a small dressing room. Being alone, I opened the sack and found the notorious hospital gown. Medical science can give you new joints and organs, but they still have the same gowns they used back in the days of antiquity. One size fits anything—car, chair or table. It is easy to walk into them but impossible to tie the strings in the back. If you can, you have no business being at the doctor’s office. If you try and can’t, you might have to stay an extra week. I’ve learned the secret: Just take the gown off, lay it on the floor and tie the strings. Then you can slither into it. This ingenuity shows that the passing of years has not entirely dulled my intellect.


The nurse came in and told me she needed to take my blood pressure. She said, “Have a seat on that metal stool.” The cold stool sent my blood pressure sky high. No one has normal blood pressure in a doctor’s office.


With a sneer she handed me a little jar and informed me that she needed a specimen. When she returned to the room, she noticed that the jar was dry. She cooed, “Now don’t you worry, many men your age have this problem.”


“My age nothing, I can’t get the lid off the jar.” The human body is a marvelous contrivance, but it does get a little frayed as time goes on.


There came a stout knock on the door. “Come in,” I said. In walked a woman in a white robe. I noticed by the nametag that she was a medical doctor. She informed me that she was here to give me my physical. If they are going to give somebody else my body parts, I guess they wanted to check them out.


She demanded that I take off my robe.


“Doctor, I have never felt this good in my life and everything is working,” I whined. Again she demanded that I take off my robe.


“What are you doing?” she screamed.


“Getting down on the floor so I can get out of this gown,” I responded.


There I stood with only my clinic identification bracelet, which identified for them that I was a male.


“Do you have any questions before I leave?” questioned the doctor.


“Just one. Why did you knock?”


Apparently I passed the annual checkup and am still alive with all my parts. You can survive anything except death.


Norman Cousins talked about “that apothecary inside of you,” by which he meant the medicine of humor. When this medicine works, muddled thinking clears. Solomon said, “A cheerful heart is good medicine; but a crushed spirit dries up the bones” (Proverbs 17:22).


I believe that the Apostle Paul was more than inspired when he wrote, “A man ought to examine himself . . .” (1 Corinthians 11:28).


W. E. “Bill” Thorn 
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Daily Prayer 


Dear Lord—
I’m proud to say, so far today 
I’ve got along all right; 
I have not gossiped, whined or bragged, 
Or had a single fight.


I haven’t lost my temper once, 
Or criticized my mate, 
I have not lied, I have not cried, 
Or loudly cursed my fate.


So far today I’ve not one time 
Been grumpy or morose, 
I’ve not been spiteful, cold or vain, 
Self-centered or verbose.


But, Lord, I’m going to need Your help 
Throughout the hours ahead, 
So give me strength, Dear Lord, for now 
I’m getting out of bed.


John T. Baker 






2 

SHARING 
WITH OTHERS 


To do for the world more than the world does for you—that is success.


Henry Ford 
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The Rich Family 


Give, and it will be given to you. A good measure, pressed down, shaken together and running over, will be poured into your lap. For with the measure you use, it will be measured to you.


Luke 6:38 


I’ll never forget Easter 1946. I was fourteen, my little sister, Ocy, was twelve and my older sister, Darlene, was sixteen. We lived at home with our mother, and the four of us knew what it was to do without. My dad had died five years before, leaving Mom with no money and seven school-aged kids to raise.


By 1946, my older sisters were married and my brothers had left home. A month before Easter, the pastor of our church announced that a special holiday offering would be taken to help a poor family. He asked everyone to save and give sacrificially.


When we got home, we talked about what we could do. We decided to buy fifty pounds of potatoes and live on them for a month. This would allow us to save twenty dollars of our grocery money for the offering. Then we thought that if we kept our electric lights turned out as much as possible and didn’t listen to the radio, we’d save money on that month’s electric bill. Darlene got as many house- and yard-cleaning jobs as possible, and both of us baby-sat for everyone we could. For fifteen cents we could buy enough cotton loops to make three potholders to sell for a dollar. We made twenty dollars on potholders. That month was one of the best of our lives.


Every day we counted the money to see how much we had saved. At night we’d sit in the dark and talk about how the poor family was going to enjoy having the money the church would give them. We had about eighty people in church, so we figured that whatever amount of money we had to give, the offering would surely be twenty times that much. After all, every Sunday the pastor had reminded everyone to save for the sacrificial offering.


The night before Easter, we were so excited we could hardly sleep. We didn’t care that we wouldn’t have new clothes for Easter; we had seventy dollars for the sacrificial offering. We could hardly wait to get to church! On Sunday morning, rain was pouring. We didn’t own an umbrella, and the church was over a mile from our home, but it didn’t seem to matter how wet we got. Darlene had cardboard in her shoes to fill the holes. The cardboard came apart, and her feet got wet.


But we sat in church proudly. I heard some teenagers talking about our old dresses. I looked at them in their new clothes, and I felt rich.


When the sacrificial offering was taken, we were sitting in the second row from the front. Mom put in the ten-dollar bill, and each of us kids put in a twenty-dollar bill.


We sang all the way home from church. At lunch, Mom had a surprise for us. She had bought a dozen eggs, and we had boiled Easter eggs with our fried potatoes! Late that afternoon, the minister drove up in his car. Mom went to the door, talked with him for a moment, and then came back with an envelope in her hand. We asked what it was, but she didn’t say a word. She opened the envelope and out fell a bunch of money. There were three crisp twenty-dollar bills, one ten-dollar bill and seventeen one-dollar bills.


Mom put the money back in the envelope. We didn’t talk, just sat and stared at the floor. We had gone from feeling like millionaires to feeling poor. We kids had such a happy life that we felt sorry for anyone who didn’t have our Mom and our late Dad for parents and a house full of brothers and sisters and other kids visiting constantly. We thought it was fun to share silverware and see whether we got the spoon or the fork that night. We had two knives that we passed around to whoever needed them. I knew we didn’t have a lot of things that other people had, but I’d never thought we were poor.


That Easter day I found out we were. The minister had brought us the money for the poor family, so we must be poor, I thought. I didn’t like being poor. I looked at my dress and worn-out shoes and felt so ashamed—I didn’t even want to go back to church. Everyone there probably already knew we were poor!


I thought about school. I was in the ninth grade and at the top of my class of over one hundred students. I wondered if the kids at school knew that we were poor. I decided that I could quit school since I had finished the eighth grade. That was all the law required at that time.


We sat in silence for a long time. Then it got dark, and we went to bed. All that week, we girls went to school and came home, and no one talked much. Finally, on Saturday, Mom asked us what we wanted to do with the money. What did poor people do with money? We didn’t know. We’d never known we were poor. We didn’t want to go to church on Sunday, but Mom said we had to. Although it was a sunny day, we didn’t talk on the way. Mom started to sing, but no one joined in, and she sang only one verse.


At church we had a missionary speaker. He talked about how churches in Africa made buildings out of sun-dried bricks, but they needed money to buy roofs. He said one hundred dollars would put a roof on a church. The minister added, “Can’t we all sacrifice to help these poor people?” We looked at each other and smiled for the first time in a week.


Mom reached into her purse and pulled out the envelope. She passed it to Darlene. Darlene gave it to me, and I handed it to Ocy. Ocy put it in the offering.


When the offering was counted, the minister announced that it was a little over one hundred dollars. The missionary was excited. He hadn’t expected such a large offering from our small church. He said, “You must have some rich people in this church.” Suddenly it struck us! We had given eighty-seven dollars of that “little over one hundred dollars.”


We were the rich family in the church! Hadn’t the missionary said so? From that day on, I’ve never been poor again.


Eddie Ogan 






The Secret Benefactor 


There’s a delight that comes with helping other people.


Paul Newman 


As a chauffeur for several years in the early 1910s, my father saw his affluent employer anonymously meet the needs of numerous people, aware they would never be able to repay him.


One instance stands out in my memory of the many stories my father shared with me. One day, my father drove his employer to another city for a business meeting. On the outskirts of town, they stopped for a sandwich lunch.


While they ate, several boys rolling hoops passed by their “Tin Lizzie.” One of the boys limped. Looking more closely, my father’s boss observed that the boy had a clubfoot. He stepped out of the car and caught up with the boy. 


“Does that foot give you a lot of trouble?” the man asked the youngster.


“It slows down my running some,” the boy replied. “And I have to cut up my shoe to make it comfortable. But I get along. Why’re you asking me these questions?”


“Well, I may be able to help get that foot fixed. Would you like that?”


“Sure,” he said. The youngster was positive but a little confused by the question.
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