
[image: Cover: Chicken Soup for the Soul: I Can’t Stop Laughing: 101 Feel-Good Stories, by Amy Newmark.]




[image: Chicken Soup for the Soul: I Can’t Stop Laughing: 101 Feel-Good Stories, by Amy Newmark. Chicken Soup for the Soul, LLC. Cos Cob, CT.]






[image: Chicken Soup for the Soul]

Changing the world one story at a time®

www.chickensoup.com








[image: Chapter 1] That Was Embarrassing


[image: Eight hand-drawn smiley faces in rough circular outlines, sketched in gray on white, each with simple dot eyes and cheerful curved smiles.]








[image: 1] The Great Escape



Yet the best determining factor of how comfortable we are with ourselves, is our ability to laugh at ourselves.

~Wes Adamson



The mid-July heat had me completely drained, but I needed to attend the opening of an art exhibit where I had a few pieces on display. I had a week to get ready, so I started searching for an alternative to my normal uncomfortable bra. I was going to wear a pretty, lightweight blouse and I needed to wear something under it, but not something that would make me even more overheated.

As I scrolled on my phone, an ad popped up as if reading my mind. It was for silicone disks, the kind you place strategically on each breast in place of a bra.

I must admit, the ad was tempting. It promised that these silicone disks would be a cooler, more comfortable alternative to the usual structured bras. Supposedly sweatproof and waterproof, they claimed to stay in place through workouts, hot weather, and just about anything else that summer could throw at you. It all sounded a little too good to be true, but I was intrigued.

Before I knew it, I was scrolling through photos and videos of smiling women who all claimed their lives had been changed by two little silicone circles. Part of me laughed at the idea, and the other part started wondering if maybe this was the miracle solution I’d been searching for.

Before I knew it, I’d impulsively ordered a pack of six. Two days later, they arrived, neatly nestled in a cute little tin decorated with a line drawing of the disks applied to perfectly perky breasts. I couldn’t help but laugh since mine, after nursing five children, were a far cry from that illustration.

The morning of the exhibit was already brutally hot, the kind of day when just stepping outside felt like too much effort. I was grateful for my decision to buy those silicone disks. There was no way I could have handled wearing a regular bra in that kind of heat. With my light shirt and my no-bra solution, I figured I was as ready as I could be for the day ahead.

Walking into the gallery, I was feeling pleased with myself: confident, comfortable, and not the least bit sweaty. I spotted a few familiar faces and jumped right into conversation. While chatting around the refreshment table, I casually mentioned my brilliant new find to a friend. My friend’s eyes went wide, and she burst out laughing. Before I could ask what was so funny, another acquaintance called her over to see something, and off she went, still grinning.

I stood there for a moment, wondering what exactly was so hilarious about my little discovery. Maybe she just thought it sounded silly. So, I shrugged it off and went back to mingling.

As I wandered into the next room to look at more artwork, I saw it. A well-dressed man, shiny shoes and all, had something stuck to the bottom of his heel. At first, I thought it was a napkin from the refreshment table, no big deal. But then I looked a little closer, and my heart nearly stopped. There it was, one of my silicone disks, clinging to his shoe!

I did a quick check to see if I was missing one. Sure enough, one of my trusty little disks had decided to make a run for it, right onto a stranger’s foot. To my horror, the other one was missing as well. So much for wearing a loose, breezy shirt.

To say I was mortified would be an understatement. I prayed that no one else had noticed the disk on the man’s shoe, or maybe they would mistake it for a napkin the way I initially had. A fresh wave of heat washed over me, and it had nothing to do with the temperature. That’s when it hit me: If one disk had escaped, the other could be roaming free somewhere, too.

Trying to keep my dignity intact, I made two brisk laps around the gallery, eyes glued to the floor like I was searching for a lost contact lens. Nothing. Eventually, I gave up. I figured that if I couldn’t find it, maybe no one else would either. But now I had a new problem, a rather important one. I was officially braless under a thin white cotton blouse!

I figured I’d been at the gallery long enough, a couple of hours, with plenty of mingling, so it was a good time to make my exit. As I headed out, I stopped to say goodbye to a few people chatting on the porch. And then I saw it. There, right in the middle of the little crowd, sat the second disk. Plain as day. My face went hot all over again. I tried to convince myself that no one would know it was mine. After all, it could have belonged to anyone. But then my friend, the same one who’d giggled earlier, leaned in and whispered, “I figured that one’s yours. I was going to warn you that they can slip off.” Immediately, she burst into laughter, which drew even more attention to the scene beneath our feet.

Thinking fast, I remembered how the first one had stuck to the man’s shoe. So, I casually stepped on it, and thank goodness, it latched right onto my sandal. I just smiled, said my goodbyes, and kept walking, hoping nobody noticed.

In the end, I survived the heat, the crowd, and two runaway silicone disks. Let’s just say that, next time, I’m choosing a regular bra. At least those don’t try to escape and go home with strangers.

— Dorann Weber —
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Things aren’t often what they appear to be at first blush. But embarrassment is.

~Jarod Kintz



A few years ago, before I retired from teaching, I was asked by my school to create a short presentation to read at a Parents’ Night assembly in the auditorium. It was one of those events where they invite the parents, the kids perform skits on stage, and all the administration shows up.

In exchange for doing the presentation, I was invited to join the members of the administration for dinner at my favorite local restaurant afterward. Once they told me about the free meal, I couldn’t refuse the offer.

My husband hates attending any school event, so he quickly refused my invitation to join me, even after I told him about the free meal. Instead, one of my good friends, Shirley, who is also a teacher, went with me. She had to attend the Parents’ Night assembly anyway, so the free meal was a bonus for her.

On the big night, Shirley and I arrived at the auditorium to find it filled with excited people milling around. We found a couple of inconspicuous seats off to one side of the auditorium.

We rolled our eyes when we noticed that some genius had given each child a Dixie cup of M&M’s to eat while waiting for the event to begin. Apparently, the kids weren’t wound up enough and needed the extra sugar to push them over the edge.

The event began right on time with an introductory speech, a slide presentation, and skits by the kindergarten, first- and second-grade classes.

Midway through the event, I was invited up on stage, gave my presentation, which was awarded copious amounts of applause, and exited stage right.

Upon returning to my spot, I noticed something on my seat cushion. On closer inspection, I found it to be a smeared M&M.

Actually, it was half of an M&M!

And if there was a piece of melted M&M on my seat, I was pretty sure I knew where the other half of the candy was.

As a group of third- and fourth-graders noisily climbed on stage, I sat down and nudged Shirley. “I need you to check my butt.”

She rolled her eyes. “Now is not the time, David. I’m sure your butt looks fine.”

“It’s not that,” I said. “I think there’s something on the back of my pants. I’m going to lean over, and you see if anything is there.”

Shirley nodded as the lights dimmed and all attention focused on the costumed group of children singing on stage. I leaned over and heard her gasp.

“What did you do in your pants?” Shirley whispered.

I shushed her, looking around to make sure no one heard us. “It’s a melted M&M,” I replied. “Some kid must have dropped it on my seat before I sat down.”

“Well, it’s all smeared right down the middle of your khakis. It looks like…”

“I can imagine what it looks like,” I interrupted her. “Just follow me.”

As the kids climbed off the stage, Shirley and I got up and made a break through the auditorium and out the door. The lobby was empty.

“I can’t believe you went on stage like that,” Shirley laughed. “Oh, my gosh! I wonder what people thought when they watched you go up there.”

I failed to see the humor in the situation. “Maybe no one noticed. You didn’t. But I can’t go out to a restaurant like this. I need one of those wet wipe things. Do you have one in your purse?”

“How are you going to clean it off?” Shirley dug through her purse, pulled out the square-packaged wipe and handed it to me. “It’s not a very accessible spot.”

I tore open the package and handed the wipe back to her. “You’re going to have to clean me.” I turned around and bent over.

“Oh no, no, no,” said Shirley, holding up her hands and waving the wet wipe like a flag of surrender. “I am not wiping your butt.”

“I would do it for you,” I argued.

Shirley shook her head. “No, you wouldn’t.”

“Okay, I wouldn’t,” I admitted. “But this is important. You have to help me. I have to get back in there before the assembly ends.”

“What if someone sees us, David?”

“No one’s going to see us,” I said, still bent over, hands on my knees. “There’s no one around. They’re all busy watching the kids perform. Just quickly wipe my butt and we can get back to our seats!”

Shirley groaned and took a deep breath. “All I wanted was the free dinner.” She began rubbing the wet wipe across the seat of my pants.

“Is it coming off?” I asked.

“It’s really stuck on. Just hold still.”

Shirley scrubbed a few more minutes. Suddenly, she stopped and cleared her throat.

“Is it good?” I asked as I stood up and turned around.

Apparently, while we were occupied with the cleaning process, the event inside the auditorium had ended, and a crowd of parents, children and administrators stood in the doorway staring at us.

“It’s not as weird as it looks,” said Shirley, smiling. “We were… He just…”

“There was something brown and sticky on the back of my pants.” As soon as the words left my mouth, I knew it was the wrong thing to say.

Anyway, Shirley and I got our free dinner at my favorite restaurant. However, we sat alone since no one from the administration or the parents’ committee seemed interested in sharing a table with us.

“I’m not going to worry about this,” I told her. “It’s all behind me.”

“Actually,” said Shirley. “Thanks to me, it’s not on your behind at all.”

— David Hull —
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Sometimes the road less traveled is less traveled for a reason.

~Jerry Seinfeld



In September 2025, I was finally staying at a nearby five-star spa resort. I had been reading about this exclusive Pennsylvania enclave for years in Travel + Leisure magazine, and I’d looked forward to enjoying the spa amenities, taking some fitness and art classes, wandering the 500 acres of private nature trails, and sampling the gourmet cuisine.

I have visited spa resorts all over the world, and this property lived up to its plaudits. Every moment was sheer perfection. I moved seamlessly from the pool to the snow room, hot tubs, archery range, dining room, kayaks, fitness center, s’mores pit, art classroom, and then back to the heated pools and waterfalls.

But personal hiccups are common on any trip, and this stay was no different. Small things. A lost (and then found) water bottle. My need for special 6:00 a.m. coffee because I could not possibly wait the extra hour until the coffee bar was set up. My indulged requests for special quiet tables in the library nook of the dining room and then my dessert-to-go so I could have it later in my room. Getting lost, every day, in the cavernous maze of the spa. A burned-out light bulb in the lamp near my bed. My insatiable greed for the small, monogrammed pads of buttery notepaper that lay around on every table and desk of the resort.

And, at every curve, there was Robert (name has been changed to protect the beleaguered), the young and generous head of security and grounds. No matter what I needed or where I was, he popped around the corner. I took so many pads of buttery paper that he eventually went into his office and emerged with a thick, leather journal emblazoned with the resort logo, hoping it would satisfy my notepaper lust.

(It did not. I came home with twenty pads of paper, along with the journal.)

On checkout day, I thanked him for his wonderful service and insisted that, despite my behavior that week, I was not a high-maintenance person.

“Sure, you’re not,” he said. He encouraged me to visit again, then jokingly asked me to please leave, saying that I had already taken up enough of his time, and he had other guests to attend to.

With my bags packed in my car and my goodbyes made, I pulled out of the resort driveway toward the exit gate.

“In 350 yards, turn left,” the GPS lady directed. I turned slowly onto a small, paved driveway, now meandering through the back end of the resort.

Interesting, I thought. There’s the archery range I stood on. There’s the bench that signals the start of the blue hiking trail that I loved, which meanders through the orchard where the staff grows its own food.

I continued driving, making personal observations. There was the deer feeding station. There were the deer I had observed for four days from a bench — a bench so close now that I could have rolled down my window and touched it. The deer looked strangely at my white Audi intruding into their space.

And look, I thought, people. Startled people, looking at me, as they’re walking on the road. Finally, my slow-witted brain made the connection, and my face flushed.

I wasn’t on the road. I had turned too early, onto the walking path.

I saw two lanyard-wearing employees fifty yards or so ahead waving their arms at me. Mortified, I slowed to a crawl and immediately began apologizing. The kind woman shrugged it off.

“Don’t worry. It happens all the time.”

The white-bearded man looked at her oddly, replying, “No, it doesn’t.”

Panicked, I asked them what I should do since I could not turn around. They gestured behind me, replying that someone was coming to lead me back to the resort entrance. I turned to see a swiftly moving golf cart moving toward us.

Robert. Looking none too pleased.

“Low-maintenance, huh?” he said, as he pulled up. “Follow me.”

As we approached the resort gate, he gestured to the left as he turned right. I shouted a thank-you out of my window, and he waved kindly.

I really am low maintenance. I swear.

— Mary Oves —
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I learned that there’s a certain character that can be built from embarrassing yourself endlessly.

~Christian Bale



“What do you want to tell us?” I asked our son Hyrum, hoping that he and his wife Cara had news about the upcoming baby.

They had made the trip from their home in Denver to our home in Loveland, Colorado, about sixty miles away. Hyrum had called early on a Saturday morning saying that they had something to tell me and my husband Larry.

Sure enough they did have news about the baby. “Mom, it’s a girl,” Hyrum said. “We’re going to name her Charlotte Georgia.”

Georgia was my mother’s name. I couldn’t have been more delighted.

“We have something else to tell you.” Larry and I waited.

“So, it’s like this. Me and Cara and her parents all decided that we needed to lose weight before our cruise. So, the four of us signed a contract stating that the winners get to choose a restaurant, and the losers will pay for the meal. As part of the contract, we’re supposed to weigh ourselves each morning and send a picture of the number on the scale to everyone.”

“Our scale has a reflective black base with the weight shown in red digital numbers,” Cara explained helpfully. And snickered.

“On the first morning,” Hyrum continued, “I naturally take off all my clothes before I weigh myself.” Here, guffaws of laughter overcame both of them.

I was beginning to see where this was going.

“It turns out that the scale’s reflection showed me in all my glory. In all my male glory,” he added with emphasis.

“All of it?” I asked.

“All of it,” he confirmed.

“And you sent this to Cara and your parents-in-law?” Larry asked.

“Oh, yeah,” Cara said and snickered again.

“I didn’t realize what I’d done until I heard Cara screaming from the bedroom. A few minutes later, the phone rang. It’s Cara’s mother. She’s laughing so hard that she can barely get the words out.”

By that time, I’m laughing equally as hard. I had only one question.

“Can you send me the picture?”

— Jane McBride —
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Never let the fear of striking out keep you from playing the game.

~Babe Ruth



In May 2014, I threw out the ceremonial first pitch at a Major League Baseball game. It wasn’t the All-Star Game or the World Series, and I wasn’t the actual starting pitcher, but for me, it was a dream come true.

Growing up, baseball was as important to my daily life as breathing. I started playing T-ball at age four, then Little League, then high school, and finally college ball. When I graduated, I didn’t want to give up the game, so I started coaching the local high school team.

One of the first photos ever taken of me was with my dad on a baseball field in Piscataway, New Jersey. I was a toddler in a tiny baseball cap and jersey. Dad, smiling broadly, had his glove raised to catch my first pitches.

Dad’s job moved our family to South Florida. When the Marlins played their inaugural season in 1993, we became diehard fans. Our family gathered around the living room TV to watch every game.

Dad and I could always connect through baseball, a language we both understood and a bridge between our hearts. For his fiftieth birthday, when I was a high school junior, he didn’t ask for a sports car or a party. What he really wanted was for me to pitch balls to him at a nearby field.

Could he still hit a home run at fifty?

A smooth-swinging lefty, Dad ended up knocking several balls over the right-field fence.

So, how did I end up throwing that first pitch on the mound at the Marlins stadium?

I grew up, graduated from college, and started my career as an educator. After nearly two decades, I was voted my school district’s “Teacher of the Year.”

I wish I could say that I was asked to throw out the first pitch upon winning that award, but the truth is that I called the Miami Marlins’ event coordinator, told him about it, and sheepishly requested that I be given the honor. If I’d ever have an opportunity to make a dream come true, I thought, it was now.

When I received the email saying yes, I leapt in the air. I imagined myself striding onto the grassy field, climbing onto the mound, firing a crisp strike, and making Dad proud.

In the days leading up to the game, everyone had advice for me.

Dad said, “Be sure to warm up.”

My father-in-law said, “Take deep breaths.”

My wife said, “Have fun and remember to wave to the kids.”

On the morning of the big day, I put on my orange-and-black Marlins polo. Driving to the stadium, I thought about my dad. I knew that without him, I wouldn’t be doing this. He had been on my team my whole life, and I was taking the mound as much for him as for myself.

I was determined to throw a strike for us both.

I arrived at the stadium, snapped pictures in the press room, signed the paperwork, and followed a security guard to the field entrance. I wondered how many first pitch throwers he’d escorted onto the field in his career and how they’d fared.

We arrived at a spot next to the first-base dugout to wait. Bruce Springsteen’s “Glory Days” blared on the Jumbotron, and the air smelled of hot dogs and beer.

The crowd filed into their seats. I massaged my throwing shoulder and visualized every aspect of my pitch, from wind-up to release to follow-through to the pristine white ball landing securely in the catcher’s glove.

I knew I could do this. I had been throwing pitches like this my entire life.

Then, they announced my name. The guard swung open the gate and offered some parting wisdom.

“Don’t bounce it.”

I felt my heart thumping as I entered the infield. Then, my jaw dropped. I had thought I would be throwing the ball to one of the players on the team. Instead, Billy the Marlin stood at the plate, patting his oversized glove. My catcher was the team’s mascot!

Noticing my reaction, the guard smirked and asked, “Who did you expect to be pitching to, Yogi Berra?”

I took a deep breath. The buzz of the crowd stilled. There was just me, Billy the Marlin, and his giant glove.

Pressing two fingers against the raised seams, I felt the ball’s weight in my hands. Then, I wound up and threw that ball with everything I had. I really went for it! And the second the ball left my hand, I knew my pitch was way too high.

The red laces spun in slow motion, rising higher with every rotation. Billy the Marlin dropped his glove, put a hand to his forehead like a visor, and mockingly tracked the ball as it sailed overhead and slammed into the backstop.

A hot wave of humiliation washed through me. I had a once-in-a-lifetime chance, and I blew it.

The crowd chuckled and clapped politely. The next thing I knew, I was sitting in a hard blue seat down the right-field line with my family. My stomach was churning. I shook my head and leaned forward, resting my elbows on my knees. I couldn’t believe I had failed to make a simple throw that I had made thousands of times in my life.

My wife and kids hugged me. My father-in-law slapped my back and said, “At least you didn’t bounce it.”

I turned to my dad.

“It was a little high,” he said with a laugh. Then, he looked at me for a long moment. “But it was an honor for you to throw the pitch, and I’m honored to be here with you.”

He rested his hand on my shoulder and kept it there, which communicated more than any words could express.

The Brewers topped the Marlins 9–5 that game, but I don’t recall a single catch or swing of the bat.

What I remember was being at the ballpark sitting next to my dad, surrounded by family, and thinking that there was nowhere I’d rather be.

— Dr. Daniel H. Shapiro —
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The sea is a cruel mistress, but a good laugh is the ultimate life preserver.

~Author Unknown



The whole ordeal began with a simple question: Were we going to be boat people or RV people? Our family had moved to Alaska and knew we wanted to spend as much time outside in this beautiful, wild land as possible. What we weren’t sure of was whether to invest in a boat or an RV. We decided to try both options by renting first.

We rented a drift boat for the upcoming Memorial Day weekend from MWR (Morale, Welfare and Recreation) at the local Air Force base where my husband worked. Our two-day trip included tent camping on an island, and the family looked forward to our grand adventure.

My husband is a brilliant man. The military entrusted him with multimillion-dollar aircraft, and he was one of a handful of people who could do his job. However, he was not quite as experienced with boats. So, when he rented the drift boat for our expedition, he wasn’t as knowledgeable as he wanted to be. He noticed two small holes in the bottom of the boat as the young employee explained everything he needed to know.

“Shouldn’t there be plugs for those holes down there?” he asked.

“Oh, no. Those are for allowing any water that gets in the boat to drain out. They sit above the water line.” My husband was skeptical but didn’t question the answer. Surely MWR trained their folks to know what they were talking about.

The day came, and we set out with our two oldest children. Donning life jackets, we pushed off into the current. Majestic mountains towered over us while an eagle soared in the clear blue sky. We knew we would make unforgettable memories.

The first part of the river was calm and peaceful. Hubby, after watching numerous YouTube videos, rowed the boat expertly while the rest of us oohed and aahed at the scenery. Pretty soon, however, we came to the first section of rocks and faster water. No problem. We made it through and continued down the river.

The water level was low after a dry winter, and as we approached a shallow area, we abruptly came to a stop. No one fell out, but we were completely stuck on the rocks. Trying to push off with the oars proved fruitless.

We sat there a few minutes watching the water rush past and questioning our life choices. Without thinking, I jumped out of the boat into the river and started pushing, much to the dismay of my husband. “What are you doing? You’re gonna fall and not be able to get back in!”

Somehow, by the grace of God, I managed to get in a good shove and jump onto the side of the boat, where my kids pulled me to safety. The liberated boat continued down the river while we sat breathing hard, thinking maybe this wasn’t such a good idea after all.

We navigated to the island without further incident and set up camp. After roasting hot dogs and s’mores and sharing stories around the campfire, we spent an idyllic night under the stars. Ah, life was good. Maybe we could be boat people after all.

The next morning, my husband noticed a bit of water in the boat. He asked our son to use the hand pump to get some out before we continued our journey.

We had not gone far when the boat started filling up with more water and became increasingly difficult to row. We bailed in earnest, praying we would reach the takeout point soon. It turned out the holes weren’t really above the waterline, and once a little water came in, the boat sank deeper, allowing in even more water. We were slowly sinking. I could see the headlines now: Family drowns while drifting the Kenai River. This was not how I wanted to die.

“I am so glad no one is here to see this,” my husband muttered as we reached the takeout point. “I would never live this down if my coworkers found out.” Grateful to be alive, we struggled to shore and hopped out of the waterlogged boat. We were okay, but the boat was so heavy, despite all our bailing attempts, that we could not get it loaded back onto the trailer.

At this point, we noticed a guy standing on the shore with a clipboard and walkie-talkie. That was weird because there were no other cars around. Where had he come from? He watched us struggle a while and then approached.

“Hi, my name is John (not his real name), and I am a producer with Animal Planet. I see you’re having a bit of a problem.” He went on to explain that he was there with a crew, and they were filming a new reality show about people having emergencies in the Alaskan wilderness. A national park ranger and film crew would be arriving by boat in ten minutes. Would we like some help?

Well, of course, we would like some help because we couldn’t hoist the boat on the trailer by ourselves.

John went on to ask if we would be willing to let them film us and be on the show. Then, he mentioned that we would need to sign a release form granting them permission to film and finished by explaining what we should say and do.

Reality began to set in. Of course, a film crew was on the way, because our deepest desire was to have our misfortune memorialized and mocked by not only my husband’s coworkers, but by thousands of Animal Planet fans. No way were we going to let them film us. But our kids had other ideas and were absolutely thrilled to be on TV. They begged us to agree.

If I had known that I was going to make my television debut, I would have put on some makeup and brushed my hair, but there I was in all my natural glory after spending a night in a tent with no mirror handy.

Sure enough, ten minutes later, the film crew arrived with the park ranger. Soon, we had cameras in our faces and a fuzzy boom microphone hanging above our heads to record our pleas for help.

My poor husband pulled his stocking cap down a little lower on his head, hoping that no one would recognize him.

With a couple of crew members helping, we finally managed to get the boat on the trailer and pulled onto shore. A steady stream of water poured out the two holes as we thanked the crew for saving us and smiled gratefully into the camera.

When we returned the boat to MWR, we gave the manager an earful. He promptly told us that there should have been drain plugs in the holes and apologized profusely.

To our knowledge, the show never aired, much to my husband’s relief. And the question of whether we should be boat people or RV people was definitively answered.

We became RV people.

— Judy Anne Parker —







[image: 7] Trying My Best to Learn Spanish



Everybody laughs the same in every language because laughter is a universal connection.

~Jakob Smirnoff



A couple of years ago, I decided to learn Spanish. As a nurse, I felt I could better serve my Spanish-speaking patients if I could communicate in their native language. I couldn’t imagine being ill, weak, anxious and in pain, and being unable to make the healthcare providers understand my needs. Even though there was a phone translation service readily available for language assistance, I felt that immediate, one-on-one personal communication was much more desirable.

I was delighted to find a four-week course at the local community college entitled, “Spanish for the Medical Professional.” Perfect!

There were five of us in the class. We immediately started learning about numbers, dates, the parts of the body, how to tell time and, most importantly, how to ask questions about health and illness. One interesting technique the instructor used was to ask a question in Spanish, then throw a Hacky Sack at one of us with the expectation that we would quickly answer the question, also in Spanish. It was surprising how much we learned in that first three-hour class.

To reinforce what we had learned, the professor instructed us to purchase a pocket Spanish medical guide, as well as the corresponding audio CD, which could be played at home or in the car. I wanted to get started quickly. On the way home from class, I dutifully put the CD in my car’s tape player and repeated the Spanish translation after the English narration.

“Good morning: ¡Buenos días!”

“I am the nurse: Soy la enfermera.”

So far, so good. At this rate, I began to think I would be fluent in a short time. I listened to the CD every chance I got.

“Do you have a headache? ¿Le duele a usted la cabeza?”

A few days later, I gave my gracious, elderly neighbor a ride home from the grocery store. As she slowly buckled herself in, I turned the key in the ignition. Immediately, the CD asked in loud, clear English, “Does your anus itch?” Before the startled lady answered the question, I quickly turned off the recording and explained that I was learning medical Spanish.

I should have learned my lesson, but I continued to learn through the English-Spanish CD recordings.

“Do you have abdominal pain? ¿Tiene usted dolor de estomago o vientre?”

Instead of listening to music in my car, I continued to diligently study the audio recordings.

A few days later, I drove my reserved seventy-nine-year-old neighbor to the local pharmacy to pick up his prescriptions. As he buckled his seat belt, the tape asked loud and clear, “Do you have a rash on your penis?”

You will not be surprised to hear that I completely gave up learning Spanish in the car and switched to listening to jazz.

— Alice Facente —
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Laugh at yourself first, before anyone else can.

~Elsa Maxwell



The old laundry chute ran from the bathroom on the second floor straight down to the basement ceiling. From there the dirty clothes would fall into a laundry basket sitting on the floor.

But then, when I was still a kid, my parents rebuilt the basement. They turned it into a fun area with a pool table and seating. My father had an office area, a bit of a man cave. There was even a small library with a fake fireplace and a loveseat.

The pool table was only a foot away from where the laundry chute emerged from the ceiling. This was where the adults tended to congregate when we had big gatherings, while we kids would hang out upstairs.

We stopped using the laundry chute.

During one of our big family gatherings, I had a pressing problem. I needed to go, but I was having too much fun. I kept talking.

That was a big mistake, resulting in me scurrying off to the second-floor bathroom to change my pants. I gathered up my damp unmentionables and dropped them into the laundry chute.

Three seconds later, I said to myself, “That was stupid.”

Then I heard the laughter coming from the basement. They would know it was me based on the size of the unmentionables.

I tried to hide but then I heard my mom calling my name.

I hadn’t answered nature’s call but now I had to answer Mom’s.

She held out her arms. “It’s not so bad. Everyone understands. We’re family!”

I melted into her embrace as I cried.

It seems my unmentionables had landed on Uncle Bob’s hair, well really his toupee, and from there the undies and toupee slid together to the floor. We were both going to be joke fodder for years.

— Sandra Todd —
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The rate at which a person can mature is directly proportional to the embarrassment he can tolerate.

~Douglas Engelbart



I was newly married and living in my first apartment. I was only eighteen, and at that age we think we know everything. I had a new job, too. I was on top of the world.

I’ll never forget my first attempt at a dinner party in our little efficiency apartment. The tiny kitchen was behind a mirrored bifold door that closed when not in use. The dining room and living room were one small space. The bedroom was big enough for a bed but not a dresser, and the bathroom was so small that you had to step in and close the door to get into the shower behind the door.

I’d invited my brother-in-law and his family for dinner. I’d hurried home from work to get everything ready. I wanted to impress my new family.

The apartment got hot while I was cooking the spaghetti, so I took off my top and walked around the apartment in my bra and slacks waiting for the window air conditioner to cool off the place. After all, who was going to see me?

My husband was late getting home from work, so I knew I’d be entertaining them on my own for a while. Minutes before our company was to arrive, my husband got home and rushed into the shower. A knock came at the door, so I took a deep breath and greeted them warmly, hugging them as they came in. I served them beverages and made small talk until my husband got out of the shower. I plated the food, served everyone, and then sat down at the table to eat.

When I went to put the napkin on my lap, I saw it: I was still walking around the apartment in my bra. I gave my new husband a death stare that said, “Really, you couldn’t have told me?” But he just kept on eating and looking down. (Yep, our first fight followed later that night.) I quietly excused myself from the room and came back in a couple of minutes wearing my top. My new family never said a word. They just acted like it never happened.

Fast forward about ten years, long after the newness of getting married wore off. My brother-in-law said to me, “Do you remember the time you served us dinner in your bra?” He said the look on my face that day was pitiful, and he didn’t have the heart then to tease me. However, he never let me live it down after that.

— Brenda Beattie —
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[image: 10] An Open and Shut Case



All you need to paint is a few tools, a little instruction, and a vision in your mind.

~Bob Ross



When my husband and I were in our mid-thirties, we were raising three children and working full-time. Most of our free time was spent driving our kids to and from school, sports practices, and extracurricular activities. We managed the basic daily routines of cleaning, cooking, and shopping, but major home renovation took a back seat.

One of these neglected projects was our garage door. For years, we had planned to paint over the original dirty white panels with a color more complementary to the rest of our house. We had purchased a gallon of rich chocolate-brown enamel paint, but upon reading the instructions, we realized that the weather was not optimal. The label on the can clearly outlined a temperature range for best results; it could be neither too hot nor too cold. Living in Michigan’s unpredictable weather, we had a small window for painting outside.

We decided to err on the side of caution. Thus, the luscious chocolate-brown paint remained in the basement, awaiting the perfect weather to do the job.

It was almost two years later when the stars aligned and I found myself home alone on a beautiful summer day. My husband was traveling for business, and my children were camping for the week. It was now or never.

I put on my oldest jeans and shirt, and spent the morning covering that ugly stained door with broad strokes of deep brown. It was like covering vanilla ice cream with a creamy chocolate syrup. It looked better than I had imagined, and the color blended beautifully with our brickwork. I couldn’t stop thinking how pleased my husband would be.

When I finished, I glanced at my watch and realized that my husband’s return flight was landing in fifty minutes. I rushed upstairs to shower and change my clothes. I had just enough time to drive to our local market and buy steaks and a celebratory bottle of wine. I was determined to make this evening an occasion to remember. Before I left home, I couldn’t resist leaving a message on his phone.

“Honey,” I said teasingly, “you are in for a big surprise when you get home. You are not going to believe your eyes, and I am proud to tell you that I did it all by myself!”

Forty minutes later, giddy with anticipation, I returned home and drove up our long, winding driveway. The sun was setting and cast a deep shadow on the garage. I was so accustomed to seeing the closed white door that I squinted with some confusion at the expanse of dark brown before me. I continued forward without braking because my immediate reaction was that I had forgotten to close the garage door when I left and was looking at the dark inside of my open garage.

When I ran squarely into my newly painted brown door, the impact was enough to knock the door off its rails. The top half rested squarely on the roof of my car. The bottom half, dented beyond repair, had been hurled into our shelving unit and trash cans.

Luckily, my seat belt prevented any injuries, except for my pride. Minutes later, I saw my husband’s car entering the driveway.

Yes, he was surprised.

Yes, he could not believe his eyes.

No, we did not have the celebratory steaks and wine.

— Susan Jakubowski —



OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/part01.jpg
Chapter





OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/part02.jpg
Chapter





OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/ch010.jpg





OEBPS/e9781611593648/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Chapter 1: That Was Embarrassing

		1: The Great Escape


		2: It’s All Behind Me Now


		3: The Road Less Traveled


		4: In All His Glory


		5: Marlins Mishap


		6: Drifting into Trouble


		7: Trying My Best to Learn Spanish


		8: Laundry Hoot


		9: Peep Show







		Chapter 2: You Can’t Make This Stuff Up

		10: An Open and Shut Case


		11: Just Ducky!


		12: Suzi’s Surprise


		13: My Daughter’s Future Was in Jeopardy


		14: Name Droppings


		15: What Happens in New Orleans Stays in New Orleans


		16: About Face


		17: Foreclosure Exposure







		Chapter 3: Not What I Meant

		18: A Gift to Die For


		19: Dandelion Whine


		20: Sweet Misunderstandings


		21: Murder Among Friends


		22: Just Wait


		23: What a Put-on!


		24: The Sleeping Bobcat


		25: This Takes the Cake!







		Chapter 4: I Can’t Believe I Did That

		26: Vacation Vexation


		27: A Lesson in Meno-pause-ing


		28: The Favor


		29: Turning the Fashion World Inside Out


		30: Fundraising Faux Pas


		31: Freddie Mac and the Flying Fork


		32: Saturday Morning Surprise


		33: Jumping into the Wrong Dating Pool


		34: Keyed Up







		Chapter 5: Technology Is Not Your Friend

		35: The Christmas Critter


		36: The Etiquette Button


		37: Love/Hate


		38: Talk-to-Text Trouble


		39: Pokémon No-Go


		40: The Sleep Study


		41: Free TV


		42: The Answering Machine







		Chapter 6: Domestic Disasters

		43: Under Where?


		44: The Code of Hammurabi


		45: Love on the High Seas


		46: A Husband’s Gift


		47: Behavior Modification


		48: The Great Turkey Debacle


		49: The Trials of Training a Husband


		50: To Weed or Not to Weed


		51: Wine Without Whining







		Chapter 7: Sometimes You Just Have to Laugh

		52: The Prep Before the Probe


		53: A Police Matter


		54: Never Ask a Question…


		55: A Trip to Remember


		56: A Friendly Reflection


		57: Capturing the Perfect Witch


		58: Barnyard Dentistry


		59: Vodka and Prune Juice







		Chapter 8: Mistaken Identity

		60: Turtle Crossing


		61: The Bear


		62: Sadie’s Story


		63: The Heat Is On


		64: Who Cleaned My House?


		65: A Real Snow Day


		66: Disabled and Delighted


		67: Italian Salad


		68: Who’s Who







		Chapter 9: Animal Kingdom

		69: Bath Time


		70: Mama Bear Takes on the Marines


		71: Doggy Door


		72: Count on Me


		73: Stoner Bird


		74: All That Glitters


		75: The Shrieking Christmas Tree


		76: A Bat in the Bathtub







		Chapter 10: Family Fun?

		77: No Wings


		78: My First Signing


		79: It’s Alive!


		80: Witches’ Brew


		81: The Elf Who Outsmarted Me


		82: Hearing Red


		83: The Senior Citizen Holiday Food Challenge


		84: The Hot Wife







		Chapter 11: Adventures in Living

		85: The Traveling Macaroni


		86: Cottage Dave vs. Home Dave


		87: A Scary Florida Golf Course


		88: Christmas in April


		89: A Cheesecake Fit for Royalty


		90: The Joke that Took Off and Landed


		91: The Day I Saved the World


		92: Hasta la Vista, Sunglasses!


		93: Blanket Denial







		Chapter 12: Just Kidding

		94: Where’s God?


		95: Not Your Ordinary Autograph


		96: My First Rewrite


		97: The Case of the Missing Eyebrows


		98: It’s a Scorchah


		99: Just Like Big Bird


		100: Do Not Remove


		101: God Bless Vacuums







		Meet Our Contributors


		Meet Amy Newmark


		Thank You


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Table of Contents


		Chapter 1: That Was Embarrassing


		1: The Great Escape


		2: It’s All Behind Me Now


		3: The Road Less Traveled


		4: In All His Glory


		5: Marlins Mishap


		6: Drifting into Trouble


		7: Trying My Best to Learn Spanish


		8: Laundry Hoot


		9: Peep Show


		Chapter 2: You Can’t Make This Stuff Up


		10: An Open and Shut Case


		11: Just Ducky!


		12: Suzi’s Surprise


		13: My Daughter’s Future Was in Jeopardy


		14: Name Droppings


		15: What Happens in New Orleans Stays in New Orleans


		16: About Face


		17: Foreclosure Exposure


		Chapter 3: Not What I Meant


		18: A Gift to Die For


		19: Dandelion Whine


		20: Sweet Misunderstandings


		21: Murder Among Friends


		22: Just Wait


		23: What a Put-on!


		24: The Sleeping Bobcat


		25: This Takes the Cake!


		Chapter 4: I Can’t Believe I Did That


		26: Vacation Vexation


		27: A Lesson in Meno-pause-ing


		28: The Favor


		29: Turning the Fashion World Inside Out


		30: Fundraising Faux Pas


		31: Freddie Mac and the Flying Fork


		32: Saturday Morning Surprise


		33: Jumping into the Wrong Dating Pool


		34: Keyed Up


		Chapter 5: Technology Is Not Your Friend


		35: The Christmas Critter


		36: The Etiquette Button


		37: Love/Hate


		38: Talk-to-Text Trouble


		39: Pokémon No-Go


		40: The Sleep Study


		41: Free TV


		42: The Answering Machine


		Chapter 6: Domestic Disasters


		43: Under Where?


		44: The Code of Hammurabi


		45: Love on the High Seas


		46: A Husband’s Gift


		47: Behavior Modification


		48: The Great Turkey Debacle


		49: The Trials of Training a Husband


		50: To Weed or Not to Weed


		51: Wine Without Whining


		Chapter 7: Sometimes You Just Have to Laugh


		52: The Prep Before the Probe


		53: A Police Matter


		54: Never Ask a Question…


		55: A Trip to Remember


		56: A Friendly Reflection


		57: Capturing the Perfect Witch


		58: Barnyard Dentistry


		59: Vodka and Prune Juice


		Chapter 8: Mistaken Identity


		60: Turtle Crossing


		61: The Bear


		62: Sadie’s Story


		63: The Heat Is On


		64: Who Cleaned My House?


		65: A Real Snow Day


		66: Disabled and Delighted


		67: Italian Salad


		68: Who’s Who


		Chapter 9: Animal Kingdom


		69: Bath Time


		70: Mama Bear Takes on the Marines


		71: Doggy Door


		72: Count on Me


		73: Stoner Bird


		74: All That Glitters


		75: The Shrieking Christmas Tree


		76: A Bat in the Bathtub


		Chapter 10: Family Fun?


		77: No Wings


		78: My First Signing


		79: It’s Alive!


		80: Witches’ Brew


		81: The Elf Who Outsmarted Me


		82: Hearing Red


		83: The Senior Citizen Holiday Food Challenge


		84: The Hot Wife


		Chapter 11: Adventures in Living


		85: The Traveling Macaroni


		86: Cottage Dave vs. Home Dave


		87: A Scary Florida Golf Course


		88: Christmas in April


		89: A Cheesecake Fit for Royalty


		90: The Joke that Took Off and Landed


		91: The Day I Saved the World


		92: Hasta la Vista, Sunglasses!


		93: Blanket Denial


		Chapter 12: Just Kidding


		94: Where’s God?


		95: Not Your Ordinary Autograph


		96: My First Rewrite


		97: The Case of the Missing Eyebrows


		98: It’s a Scorchah


		99: Just Like Big Bird


		100: Do Not Remove


		101: God Bless Vacuums


		Meet Our Contributors


		Meet Amy Newmark


		Thank You


		Copyright








		III


		IV


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		I


		II








OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/ch009.jpg
G ﬁﬁw

m’m’\;! 118





OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/ch008.jpg





OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/ch007.jpg





OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/ch006.jpg
G «“ﬁw

“m’\;l Il





OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/ch005.jpg
39

)

Ol

C—— s 5
NG





OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/ch004.jpg
PRON

T e

CAlr





OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/ch003.jpg
G ﬂﬁw

“m’\;l 1118





OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/ch002.jpg





OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/ch001.jpg





OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/common02.jpg





OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/f00iv-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/9781611593648.jpg
(Phicken Soup
o eaeSoul

7
# .
. A

MUL Lwt @J@@m &‘JM@

'l ‘.( “‘l"
'/






OEBPS/e9781611593648/images/title.jpg
(hicken Soup
— e Soul

[Cang¥Sto

101 Feel-Good Stories

Amy Newmark

<

A

CSS
fort





