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Introduction 


We wrote Chicken Soup for the Soul Celebrating Brothers & Sisters by virtue of the experiences gained from growing up with our own assortments of siblings. Numbering a total of fifteen amazing and wonderful souls amongst the four of us (if you don’t believe us, just read the dedication!), the relationships we have formed with our sisters and brothers define who we are today.


Over the past several months, we have had the pleasure of reading hundreds upon hundreds of stories submitted for consideration. We found that the thread that runs through each of these stories follows the same thread that binds families. For most of us, that thread is more akin to a heavy rope woven to form a net, a net that holds our families together closely and securely, yet allows each of us the freedom to swim out on our own—to experience life, love, failure, and success. The safety of our “sibling net” seldom drifts too far away, remaining open for our return should life come crashing down around ourselves or our sisters and brothers.


We also have learned that throughout our lives, it is our sisters and brothers who generally are the most accepting and understanding of our needs and who can best provide us with just the right amount of support— or head-knocking reality. And we are only too happy to return the favor! After all, with few exceptions, our siblings are likely the only people in our lives who we will have known from our births to our graves.


Reading these stories brought back so many memories of our relationships with our own brothers and sisters and reminded us of how blessed we are to have our siblings. We know you will experience the same when you read this book. And when you finish, please share it with your sisters and/or brothers. They, too, will realize the blessings in their lives—namely, you!






1 
CRAZY KIDS 


Happiness comes only when we push our 
brains and hearts to the farthest reaches 
of which we are capable.


Leo Rosten 






Priceless 


The auctioneer pointed at my brother and said, “Sold!” Paul was the proud new owner of a 1989 collector’s edition teddy bear, still sealed in its original box. Paul’s eyes flashed with dollar signs when he picked up his newly purchased item.


Paul has always been interested in antiques, and even though this fluffy white bear wasn’t an antique yet, he anticipated that it would definitely be worth holding onto. The see-through box that preserved the “priceless” creature appeared to be in perfect condition. Because the seal had never been broken, as Paul very well knew, the value of the innocent-looking stuffed animal was significantly boosted.


That was three years ago. Even then, at the tender age of twenty-four, I had not yet outgrown my passion for cute, cuddly, stuffed animals. And this bear was no exception. To Paul, it was merely an investment. To me, however, the plush white fur, the velvet red dress, and the black button nose all seemed to cry out for only one thing—love! I was holding the box on my lap for the long drive home when I suggested, “Let’s open the box.”


Shock and disbelief almost made my older brother run the car off the road. “Are you crazy?” he asked. I knew that money and greed were his motives for keeping the box closed forever. But the more he resisted, the more adamant I became about wanting to release that stuffed bear from her lifelong imprisonment.


Our “Battle of the Bear” had begun. For the next few years, each time I visited his home, that 1989 collector’s edition teddy bear was modestly displayed for all guests to “ooh” and “aah” over. I remained firm in my beliefs that no stuffed animal should be denied the ultimate embrace of human love. We were at an impasse because according to my stubborn brother, that bear would never take one breath of fresh air. Its value came from the fact that it was sealed in its original box. I had no chance of ever changing his mind.


Then hard times fell upon my brother. An unfortunate financial catastrophe surfaced at an inopportune time of year—Christmas. We had always exchanged expensive, lavish gifts. That particular year, however, he sadly explained he would not be able to afford our usual gift exchange. But Christmas is more about giving than receiving, so I went ahead as usual with my holiday shopping, expecting nothing in return.


Christmas morning arrived. We gathered at our parents’ house to exchange presents. It was a happy time, and I delighted in giving gifts to my family. When all the presents were finally unwrapped, Paul disappeared for a moment and then returned with a big, beautifully wrapped box. Paul handed the gift to me, mumbling that it wasn’t much. In disbelief that he got me anything at all, I tore open the gift: it was his collector’s edition teddy bear, still encased in its clear box. He said, “Now you can do with it what you please.”


For some people, greed over receiving a valuable collector’s item might have intervened in the moment that followed, but for me there was never any doubt. I ripped off the lid to the box and, for the first time, let this stuffed animal bask in fresh air and human love. To most, this “collector’s item” is now worth nothing. But to me, my beloved stuffed bear will remain forever priceless.


Sandra Toney 






Snake Attack 


The only thing we have to fear is fear itself.


Franklin D. Roosevelt 


There was just a bit over one year between my brother Tommy and me. We seemed to be cut from the very same cloth—small, blond, shy, and mischievous. We did everything together and loved each other deeply. When I think back now, it was almost like we were twins, except for the seventeen months between us.


There were two older sisters and two younger brothers besides us, and we were all pretty close, but my Tommy and I had a deep bond. That closeness didn’t last long, though, when we would get into trouble! He always hightailed it to a good hiding spot when we were discovered sticking our noses in where they should not have been.


Once we were playing in our backyard where there were several huge holes that had been dug for some poles. Our parents gave us strict orders not to go near them. I remember Dad telling us that there were snakes in the holes and that we would be in real trouble if one of us fell in. Well, I fell in! We were chasing each other around the holes during a game of tag. I tripped and down I went, tumbling into a dry, dusty, and loose-earthed pit. The wind was knocked right out of me as I landed on my back. Fine clouds of dirt rose into my brother’s face as he lay flat on his belly, calling out my name. I gingerly sat up, wondering what had happened. I was hoping that the ground underneath me would not cave in and swallow me up.


“Glady! Glady! Are you okay? Oh boy, you’re in big trouble. You’re not supposed ta’ be down there!”


“Whad’ya mean, I’m not supposed to be down here! You pushed me in! Go get Mom.” Ohhh! I was going to pound him a good one when I got out of there! I promised myself. 


It seemed forever before Tommy returned. I began looking around my dirt-wall prison and wondered at the plants and roots that grew into twisted embraces. I heard a small movement behind me, and I turned to see if it was that bratty brother of mine tossing in little rocks just to scare me into thinking that it was . . . 


“Snakes! It’s snakes! They’re coming to get me! Mommy! Mommy! Help! I’m gonna die! Mommy!”


I began to claw my way up the rounded sides of the pit, pulling on any plant or branch I could see. I would get close to the top and then slip back down again. I didn’t dare look behind me because I was certain there must have been at least forty snakes by this time, all slithering around each other, just waiting for me to fall into their evil circle. I kept clawing and as I kicked up more dirt, the opening of my dirt tomb became a tornado of dust rising in a funnel-like fashion.


Suddenly, I could feel something touch my back and then a heavy yank pulled me upward. I screamed and fought and kicked all the way up! I was so panicked by the sight of the six-foot-tall boa constrictor that had me in its clutches, that it took a good loud yell in my face to realize it was my dad. He had lifted me from the hole and tried to hold on to me, but my skinny knees were pedaling an invisible bicycle in a desperate run for my life. Once I was calm, I was scolded and sent to the house.


I couldn’t understand why I didn’t get a spanking for going into the hole and why my parents were laughing after I left. Once I got to the bathroom, I looked in the mirror and let out a shriek! As I was trying to get out of the pit, the loose dirt and dust came down onto my face, into my mouth and hair. My clothes were covered in dirt and all you could see were the whites of my eyes,my nostril holes, and two crooked lines streaking down each cheek from “fear tears.” My teeth were blackened with mud and my hair stood straight up in sections with unseen dirt bows.


No wonder they couldn’t punish me—they were laughing too hard at the sight of the punishment I had put myself through. My little brother Tommy laughed the loudest. I know he took his sweet time calling our parents because it was probably a payback for something I had done to him. Tom is gone now, but my memories of my brother live as lovingly today as they did yesterday.


Glady Martin 






Zip-a-Dee-Doo-Dah 


In simplest terms, a leader is one who knows where he wants to go, and gets up, and goes.


John Erskine 


My brother Blair was three years older, and I believed he could do anything. So I wasn’t particularly surprised when he knocked on my bedroom door one day and announced that we were going to build a zip line. Even though I wasn’t 100 percent sure what a zip line was, I figured he did, and I was thrilled to be included in his adventure. But I soon figured out why he felt compelled to include his little sister.


“We’ll use your bedroom window,” Blair said.


“Why not yours?” I wondered aloud.


Blair explained that his window, on the side of the house, was too close to the neighbor’s tree. A line stretched from his window to the tree would be too steep. My window, at the far corner of the front side of the house, was the perfect starting point. “Besides, your window is right above the porch so we can stand on the porch roof when we climb out your window.” It sounded like Blair had thought of everything.


Years of Boy Scout training came in handy as Blair expertly tied one end of a long rope to the corner of my bed. Next, I watched with fascination as he threaded the rope through a pulley block and threw the free end out the window.


Our father had died four years earlier, when I was five and Blair was eight, and I was amazed at all the handy things my brother had somehow taught himself. I had plenty of book smarts, but less of the mechanical skills and initiative I admired in him.


Blair tied a second rope to the pulley. “This is how we’ll pull it back. Hold this.” He ran downstairs.


From my window I watched Blair tie the free end of the rope around the sturdy trunk of our neighbor’s pine tree. He leaned and pulled and pulled until the rope was tight. 


“Everything alright up there?” our babysitter called from the kitchen. Mom was away and had hired the sitter to keep an eye on us.


“We’re fine,” I called back, oblivious to the fact that my definition of “fine” and her definition probably differed significantly.


Back upstairs, Blair examined his knots one more time. “Let’s try it!” He shoved the pulley, and we both cheered as it whizzed down the rope. Pulling together, we hoisted the pulley back to my window ledge and Blair tied a loop in the rope below the pulley block.


“Wanna send Harry next?” I asked, thinking that sending my stuffed dog down first would be a good test.


Blair straddled the ledge. “Nah, you hold the end of the rope for me.” And before I had time to protest, he was gone. 


Then I learned why this setup is called a zip line. The empty pulley had moved gently down the rope, but this time Blair’s weight made the pulley zip wildly toward the tree. I screwed up my face, anticipating impact, but Blair had the sense to let go of the rope, tumbling to the ground a few feet before the pine tree, so he didn’t smack into it full speed.


“Whoo-oo!” he pumped his fist in the air. “That’s great!”


I dragged the pulley up and Blair ran inside and leaped out the window again. This time, however, he lowered his feet as he reached the yew hedge at the side of our property and dragged his feet through the hedge to slow down.


After several flights, Blair took the end of the pulley rope from me. “Your turn,” he said. “Hang straight down and you’ll slow up fine.”


“Me?” I fancied myself as his assistant, not a full partner-in-crime.When I peered out the window, the ground looked a mile away. “I’m not sure.”


“Don’t you wanna?”


I thought for a minute and said, “I do, but . . .”


“You can do it,” Blair said without hesitation.


And I believed him. I eased through the window, grabbed the loop, and stepped off the edge. And he was right—it was great!


In hindsight, Blair was sorry he had told me to try it. I didn’t fall or get hurt or anything like that, but my shrill scream of joy was so loud that the babysitter came running. Blair briefly convinced her that our mother had never said we couldn’t do this, and the babysitter let us skim down the rope a few more times before she came to her senses and banned our fun. It was over all too quickly.


I think the babysitter would have preferred not to mention the whole episode, but when Mom came home, we had to come clean—the impromptu use of the yew hedge as a braking system had permanently disfigured several bushes. My mother looks back on this episode as the day her crazy kids were lucky not to kill themselves. I look back, smiling, remembering the day my big brother taught me to fly.


Wendy Greenley 






Got Raisins?


I’m the youngest of five children, and we grew up in a very rural area of the Adirondacks near the tiny town of Pottersville, New York. We all had old bicycles most of the time, and occasionally they needed repair. By age ten or so, I was pretty good at it.


One particular morning, I went to get my favorite cereal, Raisin Bran, from its ceramic container. To my great confusion, I didn’t see any raisins. Not one. Just flakes. I emptied the whole thing. No raisins. I started to think that my parents had bought a defective box with no raisins in it and had poured it into the container without noticing.


Then I saw it—a piece of paper at the bottom. Still not suspecting foul play, I unfolded it and read: I have asked you for days to fix my bike. If you ever want to see your raisins again, you will fix it today. —Diane 


Blackmailed by my sister! What a crummy (not to mention time-consuming) trick to pull! But it worked. I fixed her bike right away. The raisins, having been held hostage in a sandwich bag without even any air holes, were returned.


Now Diane is forty-six and I’m forty-four. I think I’ll give her a call and tell her I’m over it.


Glen A. Carlsen 
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Terrified Together 


Laughter is the shortest distance between two people.


Victor Borge 


My brother Jerry and I sat in the backyard and bemoaned our state of poverty. We were two broke teenagers with no jobs in a tiny Texas town. How were we going to survive the summer?


“Let’s take out an ad.”


“Yeah, we’ll do any job.”


“No job too large or small.”


Jerry and I scraped our change together and placed an ad in the local paper.


“No job too large, too small?” mumbled a low, tired voice on the phone a few days later. “Pick ya up at 7:00 AM.” 


The next morning, a horn blared from the driveway of our home. After bursting through the front door, we came face-to-face with a heavy man in stained black overalls. He was standing beside an old model pickup filled with odds and ends of work materials. A large dog was inside the cab of the pickup.


“Hop in the back of the truck,” the man said by way of introduction. “Time’s a wasting!”


We bounced and jostled down some secondary roads and then turned off on a sandy back trail barely large enough for the truck. The road wound through swampland and patches of pine groves. Finally, we pulled into a clearing.


“Get busy,” the man snorted. He pointed at a pile of red bricks with cement plastered on them. “Knock the cement off these here bricks so they’re good again.”


The old man handed Jerry and me each a hammer and then walked to his little trailer under a shade tree. Hours passed and it seemed like we had hardly done any bricks at all when the old man returned.


“Lunch,” he barked. “In the trailer!”


By this time, the two of us were getting a little edgy. I followed my brother into the trailer. Surprisingly, it was cool and dark. After looking for long sharp knives, coils of rope, and duct tape, and finding none, I sat down in a folding chair. Jerry sat beside me. The boss grabbed the largest cast-iron skillet I had ever seen and plopped it on a stove burner. Then he flung open a door next to the stove. I flinched, expecting the dead bodies of the last workers who’d been desperate enough to come and knock cement off of bricks. Stunned, I stared at rows and rows of shiny unlabeled cans. Home-canned victims? I worried to myself.


“Every meal is a surprise,” the old man said, with a smile I could detect through his straggly gray beard. “Unlabeled cans are cheap. Good deal.”


I sure hoped that he had bought the cans at some discount place. I looked at Jerry and he looked at me. Perhaps there was hope for us yet, I thought.


After opening several cans, he dumped the contents into the heated skillet. Then he poured dark, thick molasses on top. We ate in silence. The sticky sweet sub- stance was not recognized by my taste buds, but neither of us dared to make a comment.


“Time for music,” our boss decided after he collected our plates. “You play the guitar?”


We both shook our heads in the negative, but a job was a job. The old man placed guitars in our laps and then taught us a chord.


“Play the chord when I say,” he yelled over the strumming of his own guitar. For the next little while we strummed our newly learned chord. Finally, when the noon sun turned to afternoon shadows, we headed back outside.


“Bit cooler now,” the old man said as he pointed to several rows of plants. “Weed the garden.”


For the rest of the afternoon and into the evening, my brother and I pulled weeds. Digging our own graves? Not! Weeds grew only so deep, not enough for burial.


“When are we going home?” Jerry whispered as the late afternoon turned to dark. It was almost impossible to see the difference between weeds and plants, and we were getting more nervous.


“It’s time,” the old man’s gravelly voice broke through the darkness. Time? For what? Surely, not the END! Were we ready? Could I save my brother? Could I save myself? Before I had a chance to raise my garden hoe in defense, the old man commanded us to get into the truck.


“Time to take you kids home,” he said as he waved us out of his little garden patch. My brother and I scampered into the back of the old pickup. Maybe the guy was not a creature of terror. Maybe we were going home.


Clinging to the sides of the pickup bed, Jerry and I swayed with the ruts in the road. Soon we were home. I wanted to throw myself on the ground and kiss the soil like some kind of disaster or war survivor, but instead, I jumped down and stood by my brother. 


The old man climbed out of his truck. He slowly reached into his front overall pocket without saying a word. Heaven help us, my thoughts screamed The old man pulled a thick, black wallet from his pocket. He took out a wad of money and peeled off enough bills to cover the one-dollar-and-seventy-five-cents-an-hour wage for each of us.


And then he left, just as he came. When he was gone, Jerry and I just looked at each other, and then we started laughing. We laughed at the fact that we were alive and home, in one piece. And we had even been paid for being terrified, together.


Renee Hixson 






Payback 


Everything happens to everybody sooner or later if there is time enough.


George Bernard Shaw 


My fortieth birthday was rapidly approaching, but it could not have come at a more inconvenient time in my life. By the time I was forty, I was supposed to have the hot red sports car, time to travel, and the money to finance all my outings. Instead, my husband and I were suddenly starting over. The company for which he had worked for almost twenty years was closing its local facility, and we were faced with a bleak, uncertain future.


Because it appeared that I would have to be the primary breadwinner, I was back in college with cohorts far younger than me, seeking an advanced degree to increase my income potential while searching for a higher paying job. My husband had also decided to go back to college and constantly scanned the want ads in the hopes of finding a new career. Between school costs, our monthly budget, and preparation for the unknown, finances were tight. There most definitely was not a sports car in the immediate future, nor would I be traveling to any exotic locales.


As my birthday drew nearer, I made it very clear to my family, as well as to my brother and sister, that I did not want any hoopla. Instead, I wanted the day to pass quietly and uneventfully. I did not want any reminders of what “should have been” on my fortieth birthday.


While my husband, children, and mother respected my wishes, I should have known my brother and sister would not let an opportunity like my fortieth pass without incident. How naïve of me to believe that my siblings would not secretly plan something to commemorate the event! My brother, sister, and I are close in age and have always searched for excuses to plot and plan. We grew up in a neighborhood with few children our age, so it was just the three of us. Together, we built forts and tree houses in the woods and even constructed impenetrable dams across the creek behind our house. And after reading the Foxfire books that were popular in the 1970s, we decided to build our own moonshine still, despite the fact that we had no idea what moonshine was.


As we grew older we continued to plot and plan, though the ulterior motives differed from those of our younger years. We doubled- and occasionally tripledated, and every once in a while, we covered for each other when explaining to our parents the reason for breaking curfews. We kept secrets among ourselves. I promised my brother never to mention the little incident that occurred while leaving school one day a little too rapidly, and my siblings and I agreed not to bring up that little run-in at the lake with friends. Ours was a trio that was one for all and all for one.


Of course, there were times, fortieth birthdays for instance, when the plotting and planning involved two of the three of us at the expense of the one left out. My sister was the first to turn forty, so my brother and I secretly stole to her house in the dark of night and planted forty pink plastic flamingos adorned with Christmas lights in her front yard to remind her and all her neighbors of her special day. How could the two of them not reciprocate on my big day?


The first clue I had that something was up was the ringing of the telephone very early on the morning of my fortieth birthday. At first, I thought that my body was betraying me. Here I was, barely forty, and I was already hearing a ringing noise in my head! When I finally realized that it was the phone and not my aging ears, I answered and heard the familiar voice of an old business associate on the other end wishing me a happy birthday. Groggily, I listened and thanked him for his well wishes, but then it occurred to me that he had never called me on my birthday before. In fact, how did he know that I was turning forty?


“Well, sugar,” he drawled, “I saw the sign out on the highway!”


I sat up in the bed, now wide awake. What in the world was he talking about? I thought. I quickly hung up and yelled for my husband and children. They bounded in the room, full of smiles and good cheer. I demanded to know what they had done. All three swore that they had not participated in any sign-making endeavors. Their surprised faces convinced me that they were indeed innocent. Then, the telephone rang again. I picked it up and was greeted by my little brother’s loud guffaw.


“Hey old lady!” he shouted. “So, you were able to hobble to the phone, huh?”


And that is when I knew who the culprits were—my brother and sister! I demanded to know where this sign was advertising to the world that I was now officially a middle-aged woman. This simply brought another round of laughter from my dear, sweet brother.


“You might want to take a drive down the road, old lady,” he said. “There’s a whole lot more than one sign out there on the street!”


I quickly hung up the phone, grabbed my car keys, and raced out of the house in my housecoat and slippers. Despite my forty years, if I moved quickly enough I thought I could muster some damage control. That is when I got my first glance at my car. Written all over it in vibrant colors were birthday messages. My name and age were visible for all to see. Knowing that the early morning light would hamper the ability of passers-by to decipher the messages on the car, I jumped in the front seat and raced down the driveway. There, at the end of the driveway, was yet another fortieth birthday announcement! However, the poster-sized sign mounted on the mailbox for my neighbor’s viewing pleasure was not as bad as I expected. It would just have to wait. I was more concerned with the larger public display. I sped through the neighborhood, and there it was at the entrance to the subdivision facing the main road—a huge banner on display for all to see!


I did not know whether to laugh or cry. So much for dismissing my fortieth birthday! Whether I wanted to ignore it or not, my brother and sister had made certain that I would be acknowledged. As the sun slowly rose in the morning sky, I came to my senses enough to realize that it would not be appropriate for a middle-aged woman to attempt to get the sign down while in her nightgown. That would certainly be a more embarrassing public display. I could not help but smile at my brother and sister’s antics. Maybe forty won’t be as bad as I thought.


When I walked back in the house, the telephone was once again ringing. This time, it was my sister, who was a bit kinder in her greeting. After all, she had already reached that forty-year milestone. Together, we laughed at the display, and, as she reminded me, I had it coming after the little flamingo incident. Before hanging up, I assured her that the sign at the entrance to the neighborhood would be coming down very quickly.


“Sign?” she asked innocently. “Don’t you mean signs? Um, you might want to drive a little farther down the road.”


All day long, I received birthday wishes from friends, neighbors, acquaintances, and even the mailman who had seen the two massive banners proclaiming, “Lordy, lordy, Terri Duncan is forty!” I also learned that my brother was the mastermind and financier behind the fortieth birthday signage plan, but I have forgiven his trespasses. After all, he turns forty this year. My sister and I have been plotting and planning for months!


Terri Duncan 






I Scream for Ice Cream!


I’m the oldest of five. There are three of us in a row, girl-boy-girl, each one a year apart, then two years later, another brother, and four years after him, our youngest sister. Although great friends today, we had the usual squabbles growing up.


My being the oldest—and a girl—was hard for my brother Larry because he wanted to be in charge. Especially hard was the fact that I was so good and did everything right in my parents’ eyes. While I will admit (now) that I just never got caught, he did.


When I was a teen, our family moved into a bigger house and we each had our own room. Mine was in the finished attic and included a separate half-bath. Larry’s was in the basement, converted from the former family/ play room, and included the previous owner’s bar (which we never used) and a large freezer behind the bar. Outside his room were the washer/dryer and storage shelves for extra canned goods.


Every Sunday, our mother would make her famous rib roast dinner. During the week, we drank only milk with our meals and never, ever, ate dessert. But Sunday was the lone, eagerly anticipated exception to the dessert rule.


One Sunday, my father sat proudly at the head of the table and complimented my mother. “Great meal, Pat! I think we should finish it with something special.” Like a king, he summoned my brother: “Larry, go downstairs and get the Breyer’s.” Feeling extra generous, he added, “And bring up some Hawaiian Punch, too.”


Larry didn’t move. Why wasn’t he jumping up and running downstairs? I wondered. While we kids sat antsy at the table, he remained motionless in his chair, looking down at his empty dinner plate. Back then, in the 1970s, Breyer’s was the premium ice cream—and, though hard to believe, the only premium ice cream—and Breyer’s Chocolate Chip Mint was the family favorite. When it went on sale, my mother would buy one, sometimes two half-gallons, storing them in the large freezer in the basement for just such a special occasion. Hawaiian Punch, usually reserved for birthday parties, was a real treat, too, since we rarely drank soda or sugary drinks.


But what was wrong with Larry? He appeared as if he hadn’t even heard our father announce this double surprise. “C’mon, Larry, go downstairs and get it!” our dad urged.


Slowly, Larry pulled back his chair and shuffled down to the basement. How puzzling. He was an ice cream lover like Dad. Why wasn’t he rushing? As slowly as he left, he returned, placing the half-gallon carton on a plate in front of Dad. Mom passed bowls and spoons to him so he could serve the family.


I remember seeing Larry hang his head even lower, staring intently down at his feet. He looked absolutely nauseous. Oh well, I thought as the rest of us eagerly watched Dad open the flaps at one end of the carton and push the ice cream scoop—right through! Astonished, he quickly opened the other end. Three quarters of the carton was empty!


“I don’t believe this! Breyer’s sold us an almost-empty carton of ice cream!” Dad shouted as he held up the lightweight carton as proof for all of us to see. There was only about two inches of ice cream left in the container. It didn’t even cross his mind that there might be another reason. Ha! Not me. I wasn’t fooled. Peering laserlike at my brother, I suddenly realized he wasn’t sick. That face was the picture of guilt!

OEBPS/xhtml/contents.xhtml

        
            Contents


            


					TITLE PAGE




					CONTENTS




					INTRODUCTION




					1. CRAZY KIDS


			PRICELESS




						SNAKE ATTACK




						ZIP-A-DEE-DOO-DAH




						GOT RAISINS?




						TERRIFIED TOGETHER




						PAYBACK




						I SCREAM FOR ICE CREAM!




						SUPER STRONG




		

					2. WE ARE FAMILY


			CIRCLE OF EIGHT AND STRAWBERRY SHORTCAKE




						GIMMES AND DO-OVERS




						TICKETS TO OUR FUTURE




						WISHFUL DREAMS




						THE FINAL TOUCH




						THE BATTER AND THE BOX




						NEW ADVENTURES




						BEST BUDS




						NO JOKE




		

					3. STORIES SHARED BY YOUNGER SIBLINGS


			THE SNOW MOON




						A HERO IN HER EYES




						LONG LIVE THE QUEEN!




						RICKY'S GIFT




						THREE LITTLE WORDS




						LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT




						BECAUSE OF TAMMI




						MY JOE




						PUPPY LOVE




		

					4. STORIES SHARED BY OLDER SIBLINGS


			I'LL TAKE THE LOW ROAD




						CHUCKIE




						FROSTY THE SNOWMAN




						HUNG UP




						DESERVING OF A NAME




						NEVER SAY NEVER




						SNAPPING TURTLES BEWARE




						CARNIVAL DAZE




						BROTHER BY CHOICE




		

					5. LOVING HANDS


			A REAL-LIFE PRINCE




						LOVE IN THE AIR




						ALWAYS THE PROTECTOR




						REMEMBER WHEN?




						THE SHORT AND THE LONG OF IT




						PEAS IN A POD




						THE GREATER GIFT




						BATTLE STRATEGIES




						DANCE LESSONS




						BEYOND WORDS




		

					6. THROUGH OUR EYES


			YEAH ME!




						POOR BOY




						DELIVERY ROOM SURPRISE




						YOU'RE TOO CUTE TO BE A BOY




						CHICKABUDEE BERRIES




						UNTIL SHE'S TWO




						UPGRADES




						STINKY LITTLE BROTHERS




		

					7. GOLDEN TIMES


			EASTER BLOOMERS




						THE CONNECTION




						WHEN COWS FLY




						BERRILY MADE IT




						HE'S MINE




						LOOK AFTER SISSY




						RAINCOATS AND REGRETS




						THE YO-YO AND THE SNOWBALL




		

					8. INSIGHTS AND LESSONS


			KEEP ON TRUCKIN'




						THE HAIRCUT MAKES THE BOY




						A LITTLE PINK LIE




						TWO REGRETS




						THE DRAGON KITE




						I'M NOT KATE




						THE ROSY CHEEK




		

					WHO IS JACK CANFIELD?




					WHO IS MARK VICTOR HANSEN?




					WHO IS DAHLYNN MCKOWEN?




					WHO IS KEN MCKOWEN?




					CONTRIBUTORS




					PERMISSIONS




					COPYRIGHT PAGE



        

    

OEBPS/images/9780757398438_0031_001.jpg
off the mark com oy Mark Parisi
BOMMER ... T BLINK AND MI3S
THE BEST LIGHTNING OF
THE NIGHT: ..






OEBPS/images/imprintlogo.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781453274927.jpg
ORIGINAL ﬁ <
Bestselling
Z thken

_A.

) N
Fum:&d Favorites About

Growing Up and Being Grown Up

Jack Canfield, Mark Victor Hansen,
Dahlynn McKowen, and Ken McKowen





