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A Special Foreword
by Jack & Mark



For us, 101 has always been a magical number. It was the number of stories in the first Chicken Soup for the Soul book, and it is the number of stories and poems we have always aimed for in our books. We love the number 101 because it signifies a beginning, not an end. After 100, we start anew with 101.


We hope that when you finish reading one of our books, it is only a beginning for you too—a new outlook on life, a renewed sense of purpose, a strengthened resolve to deal with an issue that has been bothering you. Perhaps you will pick up the phone and share one of the stories with a friend or a loved one. Perhaps you will turn to your keyboard and express yourself by writing a Chicken Soup story of your own, to share with other readers who are just like you.


This volume contains our 101 best stories and poems for pre-teenagers. We share this with you at a very special time for us, the fifteenth anniversary of our Chicken Soup for the Soul series. When we published our first book in 1993, we never dreamed that we had begun the creation of what has become a publishing phenomenon, one of the best-selling book series in history.


We did not set out to sell more than one hundred million books, or to publish more than 150 titles. We set out to touch the heart of one person at a time, hoping that person would in turn touch another person, and so on down the line. Fifteen years later, we know that it has worked. Your letters and stories have poured in by the hundreds of thousands, affirming our life’s work, and inspiring us to continue to make a difference in your lives.


On our fifteenth anniversary, we have new energy, new resolve, and new dreams. We have recommitted to our goal of 101 stories or poems per book, we have refreshed our cover designs and our interior layout, and we have grown the Chicken Soup for the Soul team, with new friends and partners across the country in New England.


Being a preteen is harder than it looks—we remember! School is more challenging, your bodies are changing, your relationship with your parents is different, and new issues are arising with your friends. But you are not alone. This new volume represents our 101 best stories and poems for preteens from our rich fifteen year history.


The stories that we have chosen for you were written by kids just like you who have been through the same things. They wrote about friends, family, love, school, sports, challenges, embarrassing moments, and overcoming obstacles. We hope that you will find these stories inspiring and supportive, and that you will share them with your families and friends. We have identified the 15 Chicken Soup for the Soul books in which the stories originally appeared, in case you would like to continue your journey among our other titles. And as you get older, we hope you will also enjoy the additional titles for teenagers in “Our 101 Best Stories” series.


With our love, our thanks, and our respect,
—Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen
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Friends for Life


The most beautiful discovery true friends make is that they can grow separately without growing apart.


~Elisabeth Foley
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Thanks, Y’All!


Remember, the greatest gift is not found in a store nor under a tree, but in the hearts of true friends.


~Cindy Lew


I have distant friends, neighborhood friends, basketball friends, and friends online. However, I have one group of friends that has really been special to me.


In the fifth grade, my twin sister, Monica, and I transferred to a new school. Without any hesitation, I went. I didn’t argue. Since my mom taught there, I would no longer have to ride the bus with a bunch of rowdy boys and worry about stuff like getting kicked in the head. No kidding—they actually accidentally kicked me in the head one day!


At my old school, I hadn’t made any real friends. I was treated like a complete dork because of the way I looked. I had glasses, baggy clothes, pimples, and blemishes. I rarely smiled and hardly ever laughed, wore a belt, and was overweight. I was also dealing with the reality of my parents getting a divorce.


So on the first day at my new school, I just hoped that I would make friends. For a few weeks, I was always alone. Monica ended up having a different lunch period than I did, so I would just read during recess and lunch.


Then one day, a girl in my class named Cori came up to me at lunch and asked if she could sit by me. We began to talk, and since we both are twins, it gave us a lot to talk about. Soon, Cori introduced me to friends of hers—Adriane, Hannah and Toni—and I introduced them to Monica. Then Cori’s twin, Cole, and his friends Matt and Ross started hanging around with us. We became one big inseparable group. At recess we played basketball and other games. We did everything together.


Ever since we’ve been together, my friends have always been there for me—even the boys. They liked me for me. Having them in my life changed the way I felt about myself. Their friendship gave me a sky-high feeling. We barely ever argued! We were really tight. They seemed to understand how hard it was to change schools and stuck with me through the tough times, like dealing with my parents’ divorce.


One time, when Monica and I couldn’t go outside with our friends after school, Toni supplied us with a pair of walkie-talkies to keep us all in touch!


I became more outgoing, like getting involved in student council and entering writing contests—some that I even won! Then came the sixth grade, our last year of elementary school and the last year for all of us to be going to the same school together. Adriane, Hannah, Toni, Matt, and Ross were going to Tison. Monica and I would at least still be seeing Cori and Cole since the four of us were all going to Hall Junior High.


I’d also be seeing my “old” classmates from the other elementary school, including some I had run into recently. Boys who had teased me in my old school stood staring at me not even knowing who I was. The girls who previously had treated me like vapor now paid attention to me and called me by name. I couldn’t figure it out. I didn’t know why. I thought that I was the same old me. But then when I looked in the mirror, I realized that I was a lot different than I had been before.


I wasn’t short and stubby anymore. I had grown tall and slender and my complexion had cleared up. The glasses were gone and my belts were pushed to the back of my closet. I realized then that my friends had done more than just make me feel good—they had made me feel confident because they had supported me, and slowly my appearance had changed.


With their help, I had pushed my weight off. Toni helped me with that by encouraging me not to eat some of the more fattening foods and telling me that I could do whatever I set my mind to. I had been trying to lose weight since I was nine, when the doctor had said to my mom, “Michelle has a weight problem.”


I learned to properly wash my face with the help of my friend Hannah and her magical beauty tips. “Just wash your face every night, it doesn’t take too long!” she instructed.


With the help of Cori, my belt was gone. “Believe me, it’s a lot less painful on your stomach. I used to tuck all my clothes in, even sweaters!” she exclaimed.


Adriane suggested that I wear my glasses only when I really needed them. “If you can see how many fingers I’m holding up, you are okay,” she said. “Just wear them when you need to see the homework assignment on the board.”


My sister, Monica, loves clothes and helped me pay attention to how I dressed. She would give me feedback about what looked good and what didn’t. It really helped to hear her say, “Wow, Michelle, that looks FANTASTIC on you! Man, why couldn’t I have gotten that?”


With the help of Cole, I learned a little bit more about athletics. “No! No! The receiver receives the ball! No! No! The quarterback doesn’t flip the quarter! That’s the referee!” he explained.


With the help of Matt, I learned to smile. “It won’t hurt you,” he encouraged.


With help from Ross, I learned a laugh a day keeps the frown away.


“B in math? Awesome! That’s not failing—it’s just not perfect,” expressed my friends.


As I gaze into the mirror, I turn to the left and then to the right. I smile at my reflection, because I now realize that these people, my true friends, never saw me as a dork. They saw the beauty in me. They brought my personality out.


The best friends that anyone in the world could ever have will be missed when we go to junior high. But I will cherish the memories that we have created, and whatever happens, I’ll always remember that my friends helped me become who I am. In conclusion, I have to say ... thanks, Cori, Cole, Hannah, Matt, Adriane, Ross, Toni, and Monica.


Y’ALL ARE THE BEST!!!


~Michelle Strauss
Chicken Soup for the Preteen Soul 2
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Stubbly Dooright


For years, my wife Teresa taught physical education at the elementary school level. Traveling on a regular schedule to the six schools in her district, she had a chance to get to know most of the kids in the area and see them at their best—and their worst.


Childhood is tough enough, but gym class strips away all the veneers, exposing the unvarnished truth beneath. There’s nothing like P.E. class to display your strengths or frailties, your bravado or timidity, your blue ribbon winning athletic skills or complete lack of coordination. Worst of all, with people choosing sides, there’s no doubt where you stand in life’s pecking order. Some of us have been, and all have suffered for, the person picked last.


At one of the schools, whose gray facade and asphalt playgrounds reflected the mood of the depressed downtown area in which it stood, Teresa noticed a third grade child who was one of those always picked last. The girl, let’s call her Meagan, was short and grossly overweight, with a closed and hopeless look on her face. Meagan always sat alone in class, played alone at recess, and ate alone from a recycled paper sack at lunch. The teachers and staff were kind to Meagan, but the students were not.


The stories made your shoulders drop. Teresa heard that when the playground supervisors turned their backs, kids would run up and touch Meagan on a dare, then run off to “infect” others with her “cooties.” Mockingly calling her “Meagan the Munchkin,” they did far worse than isolate her; they filled her school days and walks home with physical and emotional torment. Teachers who had met with Meagan’s single mother, a hard-working woman who was trying her best to “make two ends that had never met each other meet,” were told that weekends were special for Meagan—not because she had sleepovers and was invited to movies or parties, but because being away from the other kids, in the privacy of her room, meant the misery would stop, at least until Monday and the long walk to school.


Meagan’s situation disturbed my wife deeply. After talking with the principal and other teachers, Teresa came up with an idea. She knew from talking to Meagan that the child had never had a pet. Teresa was sure a pet would be the perfect way to inject some high-powered love and acceptance into Meagan’s life. Teresa told Meagan that she needed to talk with her mom about something important and asked her if she’d have her pick her up from school one day soon. Anxious that something was wrong, Meagan’s dutiful and caring mother came the very next day.


Teresa recounted Meagan’s school problems to her and, finally, broached the subject of a pet for Meagan. To my wife’s surprise and delight, Meagan’s mom said she thought it would be a great idea. She agreed to come down to the veterinary hospital where I practiced so she could look at the various strays and castoffs we’d accumulated, selecting from among them the perfect pet for Meagan.


The very next Saturday afternoon—after we had closed, but before we’d left for the day—Meagan and her mom walked in the back door as we had arranged. When the door buzzer sounded, the dogs engaged in a predictable and vigorous clinic-chorus of barking.


Getting down on one knee, I introduced myself to Meagan and welcomed her and her mother to my office. I noticed that Meagan, like any creature that has been abused, had a lot of hurt in her eyes—so much, in fact, that I had to look away momentarily to compose myself.


I escorted them to the back runs, where the homeless pets were kept. I fully expected Meagan to fall for one of the mixed-breed terrier puppies who had been dropped off in a box at our door earlier that week. The puppies had spiky hair, huge, liquid brown eyes and pink tongues that ran in and out like pink conveyor belts on overtime.


But, while Meagan really liked the puppies, she didn’t love them. As we moved down the row to examine some more “used models,” out sauntered the clinic mascot, a tiger-striped American shorthair cat that had lost one leg to a hay mower while he was out mousing in an alfalfa field at first cutting. With a stub for a right hind leg, he had been given the name Stubbly Dooright.


Stubbly had a peculiar habit of rubbing up against you, purring, and then biting you hard enough to get your attention but not enough to break the skin. It was love at first bite when Stubbly clamped onto Meagan’s pinky finger, and she playfully lifted the cat almost off the ground. You could plainly hear Stubbly purring in his vertical position.


Meagan left the clinic that Saturday afternoon, glowing with happiness. Now she had a living, breathing friend who wanted to play with her, who loved to cuddle up next to her on the sofa and sleep next to her on the bed. Her mother later told us that when Meagan came home from school, Stubbly would rush to the door, Lassie-like, and follow her from room to room through the house. Like a feline boomerang, Stubbly would leave to do “cat things,” but would always find his way back to her side.


Energized by Stubbly’s unconditional love, limitless affection and loyalty, Meagan began to blossom. Though she still might never be Homecoming Queen, she did find fellow pet lovers who befriended her, and things began to improve for her—physically, emotionally, and socially.


Ten years later, Teresa and I received an invitation to the high school graduation ceremony from Meagan, whom we were thrilled to read was one of the co-valedictorians of her class.


On graduation day, we joined the throngs of family and friends seated in the auditorium watching the seniors get their diplomas. When Meagan strode to the podium, head high and beaming, I hardly recognized her. Now an attractive young woman of average height and athletic build, Meagan gave a speech on the importance of acceptance and friendship that kept the crowd riveted. She was going to be a communications major in college and clearly was gifted in this regard.


At the conclusion of the speech, she talked about the special friend she’d met in the third grade who had helped her climb the steep and treacherous slope of her childhood. The friend who had comforted her when there wasn’t enough to eat in the house because her mother had been laid off from work, and who had stayed by her while she sobbed her heart out after a boy had asked her to a dance on a dare with no intention of taking her. The special friend who had been there to mop up her tears or to make her laugh when she needed it most.


With the gymnasium full of people in the palm of her hand, Meagan said she’d now like to introduce this special friend, and she asked her friend to come to the stage to be recognized. Meagan looked to the right; no one was coming down the aisle. Meagan looked to the left; still no one approached the stage.


It was one of those moments when you ache for the speaker, and people started swiveling in their seats, craning their necks, buzzing with conversation. After what seemed like an eternity, but was actually less than a minute, Meagan suddenly said, “The reason my friend didn’t come to the stage is because he’s already here. Plus, he’s only got three legs, and it’s hard for him to walk sometimes.”


What? There wasn’t anybody new at the stage, and what kind of person has three legs?


With high drama, Meagan lifted her hands high—displaying a photograph of Stubbly Dooright. As she described her beloved cat, the crowd rose to their feet with cheers, laughter, and long, thunderous applause.


Stubbly Dooright may not have been there in person, but he was definitely there in spirit—the same spirit that had made all the difference in the life of a very lonely child.


~Marty Becker, D.V.M., with Teresa Becker
Chicken Soup for the Cat Lover’s Soul
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Best Friends


I thought she was my best friend
The best one I’ve ever had.
Instead I found out the truth
And what I learned was sad.


We still call each other friends
But I feel we’re far apart.
Though we see each other every day
I have a broken heart.


She has made new friends
And I have made some, too.
We are talking less and less
And inside I’m cold and blue.


Each and every night I pray
That she will finally see
How much I want our friendship back
And how much she means to me.


~Whitney M. Baldwin
Chicken Soup for the Preteen Soul
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Right in Front of Me


When I was in the sixth grade, I met my new best friend. Her name was Courtney, and she was tall, pretty, and smart. She was also one of the most popular girls in school. That same year, I met my worst enemy, this awful boy named David. Every day he would call me names and pull my hair. I couldn’t stand him.


When we graduated to seventh grade, Courtney ran for student body president. One night, she invited me over to her house to make posters and buttons for her campaign.


When I arrived, I was horrified at what I saw. It was David! Apparently, Courtney and David had been friends for some time. David and I looked at each other as though we were two cowboys in an old Western movie ready for a showdown. Our eyes locked and each of us frowned at the other. After what seemed like an eternity, Courtney broke the stare by telling us to get to work on the posters. We sat in silence for a few moments, and then David said, “Hey, we haven’t gotten along in the past, but let’s call a truce for the sake of Courtney.” I was stunned at his suggestion, and I also couldn’t refuse.


Once we decided to stop being enemies, we hit it off almost immediately. David and I found out that we had the same sense of humor and laughed at the same jokes. We both loved the same music and going to the same movies. We could talk about anything. I couldn’t believe that a few hours before, I couldn’t stand to be near David, and now here we were, covered in glue and glitter and laughing so hard our stomachs hurt. I never even had this much fun with Courtney. But even after I realized that I had this connection with David, when I went home, I kind of dismissed it. After all, he was a boy and Courtney was my best friend.


A couple of months later, my grandfather died. A week after his funeral, my parents decided that we should move. I was terribly upset because I loved my school and my friends, especially Courtney. But she promised me she would call me at least once a week and we would get together as often as possible. There was no doubt in my mind that we would stay friends through this difficult time in my life—dealing with my grandfather’s death and, on top of that, moving to a new town. I gave David my new phone number, too, and told him to call me.


A couple of weeks went by, and I never even got one phone call from Courtney. On the other hand, David had already called me several times to ask how I was doing and tell me what was happening at my old school. I was so upset that I hadn’t heard from Courtney that I finally decided to call her. When she answered the phone, she apologized for not calling me and told me that she was going to be in a play and that I should come and see it with David. Courtney said we would all go out to dinner afterward. I was so excited that I was going to see my best friend again.


My mom dropped me off at the theater, and I ran into David right away. We had been talking so much on the phone that I felt like I had just seen him the day before; it was a great feeling. After the play, David and I waited for Courtney to come meet us so that we could go to dinner. But Courtney never showed up. She left without even saying hello or goodbye. I was heartbroken and I started to cry. I had wanted to see and speak with my best friend, who hadn’t even called me since I had moved. I needed her to be there for me, to ask me how I was holding up, and she wasn’t even interested.


After I had finished bawling my eyes out, I looked up and there was David. I realized something at that moment; my true friend wasn’t at all who I had thought. During a rough transition in my life, the person that I had thought was my best friend couldn’t even make time for me, and the person who was once my enemy became my closest friend in the world.


I have never spoken to Courtney again. But every week, David and I talk on the phone. To this very day, David is my best friend.


~Heather Comeau
Chicken Soup for the Preteen Soul 2


[image: Image]




[image: Image]


One Is Silver and the Other Is Gold


A lie may take care of the present, but it has no future.


~Author Unknown


“What? We’re moving AGAIN?” I asked in disbelief after hearing my mother’s “news.” “I’m only in fifth grade, and this is my eighth school! It’s not fair! I just finally made some friends!” I ran into my room, threw myself on the bed and cried.


By mid-January I had started yet another school. It wasn’t quite so hard moving in the summer, but I hated moving during the school year. By then, everyone had made friends, and it always took a while to be included.


My first day at Mitchell Elementary was hard. Even though Mrs. Allen introduced my classmates, nobody ate lunch with me or said hi at recess. I sat alone, watching everyone on the playground having fun. Boys were running around trying to catch each other; girls huddled together, whispering and giggling. I noticed that everybody was wearing nice clothes and shoes, far nicer than my hand-me-down dress and tennis shoes that were ripping near my toes. I told myself that everyone here was rich and snobby, so I didn’t care about being friends anyway, yet I did want to make friends. I was already missing the girls at my old school.


The next morning when my mother left for work, she reminded me not to be late for school. I decided to wear my best dress and shoes that day, the ones I usually wore to church or birthday parties. I figured not only would the other girls notice me, they would want to be friends. I looked in the mirror and decided to add one last touch for good measure.


I slipped into my mother’s bedroom, opened her jewelry box and took out an expensive, beautiful bracelet that she had promised to give me when I was older. It was made of sterling silver beads that were hand-carved into roses. I looked in the mirror again, smiled and felt confident enough to start a conversation with even the most popular girl in school.


Walking into my classroom, I sensed many eyes on me. I held my head high, believing that everyone was thinking how pretty I looked. Instead of sitting by myself again on the steps during the morning recess, I marched right up to a group of girls from my class and said hello. I introduced myself, asked everyone their names again and played with my hair so they would notice the beautiful bracelet I had on—the one I wasn’t supposed to wear until I was older. “So, what are you guys talking about?” I asked.


“Just about riding our horses last weekend,” Tammy replied.


“I was right!” I thought to myself. “They ARE rich!”


The girls kept talking about their horses, their riding lessons, the new saddle they wanted...


“I have a horse, too,” I suddenly blurted out.


There was silence. I couldn’t believe that I’d said such an outright fib, but it was too late now.


“Well ... I mean, I used to have a horse,” I continued, trying to undo the lie a little. “But we had to sell him when we moved here.”


“What a shame! You must be so sad!” everyone chimed in together. “What was he like?”


Instantly, I had everyone’s attention! I told them all about Red, a stallion that actually belonged to a family friend. I became so caught up in describing “my” horse that I almost started believing the lie myself.


When the bell rang, signaling the end of recess, we headed back to class. “Wanna join us for lunch?” Jan asked with a smile.


“Sure, thanks!” I answered, thrilled that I’d found a way to fit in so quickly. I snuggled into my desk, glancing down to admire my beautiful bracelet that surely impressed those rich girls.


“Oh, no!” I heard myself gasping aloud. The bracelet was gone!


“Did you say something, Karen?” my concerned teacher asked. I burst out crying, and everyone turned to stare.


I don’t know if I was more upset over losing that beloved bracelet or fearing my mother’s reaction after she learned what I had done. “I ... I lost my silver bracelet,” I stammered. “It must have fallen off during recess.”


I was so visibly shaken that Mrs. Allen took sympathy on me. She told me not to worry, quickly scribbled a note and told me to take it to the office. The instructions said, “Please read this on the PA system.” Within seconds, the secretary’s voice boomed over the loudspeakers: “Someone lost a very special bracelet this morning. Mrs. Allen has a Good Citizen Award for whoever finds it during the lunch recess.”


I went back to my classroom, feeling relieved that my prized possession would certainly be found. At noon I joined the other girls in the cafeteria. We gobbled down lunch so that we could race outside and start hunting. Within twenty minutes, it seemed that all 300 kids in that school were helping me look, searching every inch of the girls’ restrooms, the hallways, and the playground. I kept nervously glancing around, waiting for someone to yell, “I found it!” When the school bell rang, alerting everyone to return to the building, the bracelet was still missing.


I sat down at my desk, fighting back the tears. My kind teacher asked the secretary to announce another search. I just couldn’t believe that it hadn’t been found with all those kids looking for it! I developed a horrible feeling that someone secretly picked it up and decided to keep it. After all, it was the most beautiful bracelet in the world and obviously worth much more than some Good Citizen Award.


Again, during the afternoon recess, it seemed that everyone was looking for my bracelet instead of playing tag or standing around talking. Again, the bell rang, signaling that recess was over. Again, those silver beads were nowhere to be found.


Trying not to cry, I put my hands over my face. Several girls all gathered around me in the yard, and they all promised to help me look again tomorrow. I couldn’t believe how caring and supportive they were!


“Thanks, everyone. You are so nice,” I said, forcing a smile. “It’s just that I shouldn’t have even worn that bracelet this morning. It belongs to my mother.” Then, without knowing why, I suddenly added, “And I’m sorry. I lied to you guys this morning. I’ve always wanted a horse, but we’ve never owned one. Red belongs to a friend of my mother’s. I guess I told you that so you’d like me. I even wore my best clothes today so I’d fit in better.”


“That’s okay!” they all answered reassuringly. “It doesn’t matter whether you own a horse or what kind of clothes you have!” Rhonda gave me a hug, and two other girls offered to let me ride their horse sometime.


It felt so good to tell the truth and to learn that I had misjudged those girls as being snobby! I really did feel like smiling then ... even before I happened to glance at the ground and discover an almost hidden sand-covered bracelet, smack in the middle of my circle of new friends.


~Karen Waldman
Chicken Soup for the Girl’s Soul
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Friends at First Sight


How rare and wonderful is that flash of a moment when we realize we have discovered a friend.


~William E. Rothschild


Bam! The car door closed as I ran to the gate. There was Jesse, waiting for me. He was the only kid who was tall enough to reach the lever on the gate at our daycare sitter’s, Mrs. Rogers. He greeted me with a smile and we ran inside. After my mom signed me in, she called me back over to give me a kiss goodbye. I kissed her as usual and said, “See ya later, alligator!” She replied as usual, “After a while, crocodile!”


Jesse and I always wanted to play outside. I was about four or five when Jesse and I discovered how to dig perfect tunnels; we even planned to sneak away down the tunnel to my house and then to China.


One day, while starting one of our digs, we lifted up this old rock and found two scorpions. It was very frightening, so we ran straight inside screaming, “It’s Scorpion Invaders! They just arrived!” All the other kids followed us in, and until the “invaders” were gone, we played inside.


Just before lunchtime, Jesse jumped up and down on Mrs. Rogers’ couch—something that we were forbidden to do. He got in so much trouble! During his time out, I sat by him. I wasn’t supposed to but I did anyway. Then, at lunchtime, as usual, I pulled the sticker off my apple and gave it to Jesse. It was a tradition to give the sticker to your friend, so I always gave mine to Jesse and he always gave his to me.


After lunch, we finally got to go outside, since Mrs. Rogers’ husband killed the two scorpions. Jesse got on the swing and I pushed him back and forth until it was time for our naps.


After what seemed to be the longest naps ever, Jesse and I stayed inside and played a game that we had just made up. It was called Kitty Transporters. We were small enough to fit under an old chest of drawers where we pretended we were in a time travel shuttle that was transporting us to our newest location. We were kitties following our instincts as to which way to go and when to get ready to fight. We played and played all through snack time and when everyone else left, Jesse and I went outside and played our game in the sandbox until my mom arrived to pick me up.


That was a typical day for us at Mrs. Rogers’. Somehow, Jesse and I always got along. We never got bored, because we used our imagination and we just loved playing together.


Flash forward: Jesse’s in the seventh grade at the same school where I’m now in sixth grade. We usually don’t get to see each other except in passing period or at lunch. I think I embarrass him a little by always saying hi and bye, but he never shows it.


As you can see, Jesse and I have always been friends. We went to the same babysitter every day since, well, forever. We know each other so well that I could tell you just about anything about him. For one thing, he’s smart. He can build a whole computer in one day, so whenever I’m stuck on the computer I always call him for help and advice. Jesse loves jokes and he always has a joke that will cheer me up whenever I’m down. He’s truly the most kind and generous friend anyone could ask for.


I thought it was really, really nice of him to show up at my twelfth birthday party this year. Except for Jesse, it was all girls, but he didn’t seem to mind. Ever since I was three or four, I’ve always invited him and he’s never missed one single birthday party of mine. He has always gotten me a Barbie every year. I love Barbies. I collect them still today, so he got me one this year. His face turned bright red when I opened his gift and said, “I got a Barbie!” After the party, I said, “Thank you. I can’t believe you came!” He replied, “Hey, that’s what friends are for.” Then he grinned, gave me a hug and said, “Happy birthday!”


I know that some friends just come and go—but not Jesse. Even though he’s a guy and I’m a girl and we’re definitely growing up, we are friends to the core. Our friendship was meant to be from the first time we met.


Because of Jesse, I truly believe in friends at first sight!


~Stephanie Caffall
Chicken Soup for the Preteen Soul 2
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A Friendship Never Broken


You can make more friends in two months by becoming interested in other people than you can in two years by trying to get other people interested in you.


~Dale Carnegie


    “Get out!”


Those were the first words I exchanged with Laura when I was only five years old. She had walked in on me when I was using the bathroom in our kindergarten room. I was so mad. I remember going home and telling my mom all about this “bad” girl who opened the door on me. Little did I know that by opening that bathroom door, Laura would step into my life and open many other doors for me. She would change my life forever.


Laura has Down syndrome and was being mainstreamed at my school. After the bathroom incident, my mother sat me down and explained that Laura was “special.” She tried to get my five-year-old mind to understand about Laura’s mental retardation. I went to school the next day and decided to try to become Laura’s friend. It wasn’t very hard. Laura was playful, adventurous and full of giggles. She followed me everywhere, and I doted on her constantly. A few weeks into the school year, we declared each other “best friends.”


For the next two years, Laura and I were put into the same classroom. My other friends got to know her better, and every year she sat next to me at my birthday party. We went to each other’s houses to play, hung out at the park together, and she even got her ears pierced like I did. Laura counted on me to take care of her more and more with each passing year. By the time second grade rolled around, the principal decided that Laura needed to be in a different class from me. She wanted Laura to expand her capabilities and rely less on me. We were upset about it, but we still remained “best friends.”


Laura sparked an interest deep inside of me that I don’t think I would have discovered without her friendship. I became very passionate about kids with disabilities. I spent a lot of recesses in the Physical Support Room at our school, playing with kids who were in wheelchairs or who couldn’t communicate with words. I loved the feeling I got when these kids smiled at me because I came to see them. I volunteered at a Cerebral Palsy Center when I was seven years old. Every other Saturday, I would go there and interact with disabled children—singing songs or playing games. Spending time with these kids made me consider becoming a special education teacher.


When we were in fourth grade, Laura switched schools and was placed in a Life Skills class. I didn’t see her every day, but a few months later, she moved into my neighborhood. Now I could walk to her house and see her whenever I wanted. This made us both feel better about her being at a different school.


As I have gotten older, I have become busier with soccer, field hockey and other friends. Laura and I don’t see each other as often as we used to, but we are back in the same school. We are thirteen now and in middle school. She is still in a Life Skills class, and once a week I spend my lunch period volunteering in her classroom. And when it’s time for me to leave, Laura always yells out, “I’ll call you tonight, Nikki.” She wants her classmates to hear this because she is so proud to be my friend, just like I’m proud to be hers.


Laura has taught me a lot, and by showing my peers that it’s okay to have a friend with Down syndrome, I hope that I am showing others about being accepting and open to kids with disabilities. Laura has been like any other friend of mine. Sometimes she makes me laugh; sometimes she makes me cry. Sometimes she even embarrasses me. But these are all things that my other friends do, too. Laura is really not that different from everyone else. She loves to try on clothes, watch movies and always talks about her latest boyfriend. While my mind will continue to grow, Laura’s will stop where it is. But that’s okay, because our friendship keeps on growing. And so does my perspective of children with disabilities.


~Nikki Kremer
Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul: The Real Deal Friends
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Big at Heart


Desire is the most important factor in the success of any athlete.


~Willie Shoemaker


My best friend’s exceptionally small. We’re in the fifth grade, but Larry’s as short as a first grader. Although his body’s small, Larry’s big at heart. He has a sharp mind, too. All the kids who know Larry like him a lot.


Sometimes he gets his share of teasing, but Larry knows how to handle it. When some smart-mouth calls him Dopey, Sleepy, or Bashful, Larry just laughs and starts humming, “Hi, Ho!”


Larry loves sports, but he can’t play some, like football. One tackle and he would be wiped out. But one sport seems to be made for Larry—baseball. He’s our star player. The legs that are too short for track and hurdles can pump up and down, carrying him around those bases faster than you can see. He can slide to safety under a baseman before he’s noticed. And when he’s in the field, he catches and throws that ball like the biggest of us.


I remember when he first came to try out for our Little League team. The coach took one look and shook his head.


“No, I’m sorry, but we need big, strong players. Tell you what—we could use a batboy!”


Larry just grinned and said, “Give me a chance to try out. If you still think I’m a weak player, I’ll be the best batboy you ever had!”


The coach looked at him with respect, handed him a bat, and said, “Okay, it’s a deal.”


Well, obviously no pitcher could aim the ball inside Larry’s ten inch strike zone! He would be a sure walk to first base every time, and the coach knew how to take advantage of that. And when he saw how fast Larry’s legs could travel and how well he handled the ball, he bent over, patted Larry on the back, and said, “I’m proud to have you on the team.”


We had a winning season, and yesterday was our final game. We were tied with the Comets for the championship. Their pitcher, Matt Crenshaw, was a mean kid who never liked Larry—probably because he could never strike him out.


Somehow we held the Comets through the top of the ninth inning, and we were tied when it was our turn at bat. As Matt passed our bench on the way to the pitcher’s mound, he snarled at Larry, “Why don’t you go back to Snow White where you belong?”


I heard him and jumped up, ready to give Matt a punch, when Larry stepped between us. “Cut it out!” he yelled, pushing me away from Matt. “I can fight for myself.”


Matt looked as if he was going to clobber Larry, but my friend held out his hand and said, “Let’s play baseball, okay? I know you want your team to win and it must be tough to pitch to a shrimp like me.”


“Chicken, you mean. You won’t even swing at the ball!” Then he stamped off to the mound as Larry slowly dropped his outstretched hand.


We had two outs when it was Larry’s turn at bat. The bases weren’t loaded, but the coach told Larry to wait for a walk, as usual. Larry held his ground for three balls. One more and he would walk to first.


Then, for some reason—maybe because Matt had called him “chicken”—Larry reached out for the next pitch. It wasn’t anywhere near his strike zone, but he swung the bat up and around. He connected. We heard a loud crack and saw the ball sail over all the outfielders. They had to chase after it, and Larry’s legs started churning. Like locomotive wheels, they went faster and faster, rounding second and third and heading for home. The Comets finally retrieved the ball and passed it to the catcher. Larry slid safely under him as he caught it.


We had our winning run, the game was over, and we were the champs. After we were presented with our winner’s trophy, we gave it to Larry and took turns putting him on our shoulders and marching around the field.


I was carrying him when we passed Matt. “Put me down for a minute,” Larry said. He walked over to Matt with his hand extended again for the handshake Matt had refused earlier.


“It was a good game,” Larry said, “and you came close to winning it....”


Matt looked at Larry for what seemed like a long time, but finally Matt took Larry’s hand and shook it.


“You may be a shrimp,” he said, “but you’re no chicken. You deserved to win.”


Then Larry and I ran back to the rest of our team. We were all going to the pizza place for a victory celebration. I sure was proud to have Larry as a friend. Like I said, he’s big in the ways that really count.


~Mark Schulle as told by Bunny Schulle
Chicken Soup for the Preteen Soul
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Melts in Your Heart, Not in Your Hand


Though she had been in a coma for nearly six months, it was still a shock when my grandmother passed away. She’d had her third stroke the year before and had lapsed into the silent sleep afterwards, leaving her family to sit by her bedside at the hospital, to ache, to cry, and to pray. I was not yet thirteen when she died, and the first thing I clearly remember was the shock that she was gone forever. I’d understood that death awaited her, but in those first moments of knowing, I could not believe that “eventually” had finally come to pass.

OEBPS/images/half.jpg
Ptgns





OEBPS/images/f0023-01.jpg





OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/common-04.jpg
Glelen Sy
Y ww&gﬁ






OEBPS/images/common-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/common-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Ghicken Soup

for [hecs’oul .

Petoons

~
allks @
&

Inspiration and Support

for Preteens from
Kids Just Like Them

Jack Canfield

MarkVictor Hansen
Amy Newmark

L
=








OEBPS/images/f0009-01.jpg






OEBPS/images/f0010-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/fxvii-01.jpg
'f“@

Cwrns

Tj [}





OEBPS/images/f0001-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0026-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/halftitle.jpg
Ghicken Soup

:Z% for meCS’oul

Jitizns





OEBPS/images/f0020-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0005-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781611591798.jpg
Ghicken Soup
e SOUI

ﬁeteens B
al h Inspiration

and Support
for Preteens from Kids
Just Like Them

Jack Canfield i
& MarkVictor Hansen

edited by Amy Newmark





OEBPS/images/f0013-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0017-01.jpg





