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Introduction


But Ruth replied, “Don’t urge me to leave you or to turn back from you. Where you go I will go, and where you stay I will stay. Your people will be my people and your God my God…”


~Ruth 1:16


In the verse above, Ruth is expressing her commitment to stay with her mother-in-law, Naomi, through good times and bad — the very same vow we make when we get married. When we say these words, often witnessed by our family and closest friends, we are pledging to share everything with each other — our bodies, our minds and, yes, even our bank accounts. That’s a huge commitment, and one not to be made lightly, because it’s difficult to keep!


No marriage is perfect because no two people are perfect. But it helps to understand that God often brings people together to expand their capacity to love, to change their perspective, and to challenge them. Marriage is a journey, not a destination. By sharing our joys, working through our differences, and muddling through tough times, we often come through not only with a better marriage, but as more perfect versions of ourselves.


Thankfully, we don’t have to “do” this marriage thing alone. We have a third partner — God — if we ask for His help. And as the stories in this book show, through the grace of our loving Father, wives and husbands can better meet their challenges together and communicate more clearly. They may even learn to embrace (and perhaps love) their differences! And, if they’re fortunate, they may recapture the magic of new love or find a deeper, more satisfying love.


There are several ways in which you can read Chicken Soup for the Soul: Devotional Stories for Wives:


• Start at the beginning! Spend a little time with God each day by starting at the beginning of the book and reading a story each day for inspiration.


• Pray for guidance. Holding the book closed, pray for God to guide you to just the right devotional that you need to read that day. Randomly open the book and see where the Spirit leads!


• Select a topic. If you’re dealing with a particular problem, scroll through the table of contents and turn to the appropriate chapter. Select a devotional that applies to your situation.


Whether you’re a new bride, have been married for several years or are a veteran of this marriage business, Chicken Soup for the Soul: Devotional Stories for Wives will inspire you to look at your marriage — and your husband — with new eyes. As we were reading these stories, we both found a renewed appreciation for the gift of our husbands, as well as a hunger to make our relationships with them a higher priority in our busy lives. We hope it will have the same impact on you. And we pray that reading these stories will deepen your relationship with God as He guides you toward a renewed commitment to your partner and your faith.


~Susan and Karen
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Honoring Our Commitment


That is why a man leaves his father and mother and is united to his wife, and they become one flesh.


~Genesis 2:24
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Midnight Plane to Georgia


By Jeneil Palmer Russell


With great power the apostles continued to testify to the resurrection of the Lord Jesus. And God’s grace was so powerfully at work in them all…


~Acts 4:33


On Friday morning, I began receiving scripted phone calls that my husband’s unit would be arriving at Fort Stewart, Georgia, after a yearlong deployment. There would be a homecoming ceremony late that night. Weeks earlier, we had decided that the girls and I would not attend. We could not be exactly sure when he’d arrive — and it was too expensive to fly to Georgia on short notice.


But as the calls came in, I suddenly knew I had to be there. It meant booking a last-minute flight, making hasty arrangements, and asking for help. I called on my sister and friends, and they gladly blessed me by caring for the girls. It was a big deal for me to spontaneously leave my children for a whole weekend. But it was important and necessary for me to put us first.


When I arrived, hundreds of people were gathered on the field: mothers, fathers, spouses, children. There was such a sense of excitement and anticipation — understandably so — as these families had been waiting over a year for their loved one to come home. Kids ran back and forth across the field. Babies were bounced and bundled. There were signs, red-white-and-blue balloons, flowers and miniature flags everywhere.


We waited and waited. I prayed for the families of soldiers who’d been lost. I thanked God for keeping this husband and father safe and bringing him home. It felt surreal to finally make it to this point, the deployment’s end. I thanked God for all of the people who had loved us, supported us and prayed for us throughout the year.


At 2:30 A.M., white buses with soldiers leaning out the windows came into view. People lined the streets, cheering, waving signs and flags. It was breathtaking, and I was honored to be among the number cheering for them.


Someone sang the National Anthem. Men and women in uniform on the field and in the bleachers stood at attention. An older man standing next to me, in his Harley Davidson leather jacket, doffed his hat and belted out the words with tears streaming down his cheeks. The chaplain prayed. The general gave a speech. The Army song was sung. Finally, family and friends were ordered to “attack the formation,” and people raced onto the field.


A friend of Brandon’s who had once served with him in Iraq motioned for me to follow him — we had not seen Brandon yet among the 354 soldiers. I spotted him first. His head was down slightly as he walked quickly off the field. I saw a mixture of emotions on his face — relief, exhaustion, happiness, a little sadness that his family was not there. His friend embraced him. Then he said, “Hey, I’ve got someone here to see you…”


The look on his face when he saw me… well, then I knew it had all been worth it. All of it.


The signs at homecoming ceremonies are always colorful, personal and wonderfully decorated. But my sign was simple, and it took me just two minutes to make. I carried it with me on the plane all the way from Massachusetts, and when I saw “my soldier,” I stepped back and held up my sign: WE MADE IT.


By God’s grace alone.
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My Prayer


Lord, thank you for chances to surprise my husband with love. Remind my heart to seek him out, to find him and never let go. Help us to treasure this gift of marriage.


Amen.
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A Promise He Could Not Break


By Pat Stockett Johnston


Many are the plans in a person’s heart, but it is the LORD’s purpose that prevails.


~Proverbs 19:21


When my husband Gordon and I began to date in college, I already knew he felt God wanted him to pastor a church. I was okay with that except for one thing: I didn’t want him to accept the pastorate of a church outside California because I wanted to live in the same state as my parents and five brothers and sisters. He promised me that would be no problem.


His first two church assignments were within an hour of my parents’ home. I found that to be perfect! I happily taught first and second grade at neighboring schools during those first four years. Then one day, the unexpected happened.


We both were delegates to our church’s missions convention, so I took that day off school and left our two-year-old daughter, Beverly, in the church nursery during the meetings.


The afternoon program opened with the three young daughters of the two missionary speakers singing a song in Haitian Creole. I admired their parents for being willing to raise those darling girls in Haiti.


Suddenly, during their song, I heard the voice of God speaking to me. “I want your children to sing in a foreign language.”


Up to that time, I had had no desire to move to another country and serve as a missionary. But I quickly realized my children would not be singing in any language but English if we stayed in the States. I sat in a daze for a few moments, knowing God was waiting for my response. Then I recognized that what God wanted for my children, I also wanted for them. I whispered a soft “yes” and immediately felt peace flood over me.


During the middle of the evening meeting, I jabbed Gordon in the ribs (he insists it hurt!) and asked, “Have you ever thought about being a missionary?”


To my great surprise, he whispered, “God called me at noon! Has He called you?”


“Yes, while the missionary girls sang.”


After the service, Gordon explained that God had given him a missionary call during lunch. “I told God no. I could not be a missionary because I had promised you I wouldn’t leave California, and I could not break that promise! When you told me about your call, I realized I could now say yes to God!”


My respect and admiration for my husband’s faithfulness to his promise grew. And my faith in God helped me release him from that promise and allowed us a thirty-four-year missionary career in the Middle East and Papua New Guinea. We can trust God when we are faithful to His purposes in our lives.
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My Prayer


Our Heavenly Father, I thank you for a husband who keeps his promises and follows the path you set before him. It is my prayer that when your call comes, we all have the ability to listen and go wherever you lead.


Amen.
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Serving Love


By Jennie Bradstreet


“Have you seen the one my heart loves?” Scarcely had I passed them when I found the one my heart loves. I held him and would not let him go…


~Song of Songs 3:3-4


Our lives had changed forever. My thirty-two-year-old husband, Erik, had tongue cancer. Within days of the diagnosis, he had gone through surgery to remove a portion of his tongue, had a tube placed for feeding, and began radiation and chemotherapy.


I couldn’t bear to see him in so much pain. Because Erik couldn’t speak, he mouthed directions to me, and I became his voice and his advocate, rarely leaving his side throughout most of his hospital stay.


The overworked nursing staff, with six to ten patients per shift, had little time for anything more than taking care of patients’ essential needs. They rushed in and out of his room, making promises of bed changes, extra hospital supplies and even a bath, that under the circumstances, were unable to be fulfilled. So, as eleven days passed without Erik receiving a bath, anger rose in my heart, and I decided I would give him a sponge bath. Little did I know that this experience would be the most intimate moment he or I would ever share.


Placing a Please Do Not Disturb sign on the door, I assembled the preparations for his bath. Then I began by gently wiping his face, washing his eyes and downward to his neck, where sixty-four staples created a line from his ear, down his jaw line, and across his neck, ending directly under his chin. Gingerly, I washed around this very sore area, and silent tears ran down my cheeks. My heart was mourning the loss of his tongue and his face as I had always known it.


Maneuvering around tubes and drains and IV lines, I washed each inch of his body, thanking God for every bump, scar, mole and hair, cherishing every cell in Erik’s body.


In my mind, I imagined Jesus washing the disciples’ feet, lowering himself to a servant’s role. I thought about how His gesture humbled the disciples.


In these moments, as I continued, I felt the deepest love for my husband I have ever known. To be his servant when he most desperately needed me humbled me completely. But then I realized how humbling it must have been for Erik to need help with his most basic needs.


My earlier anger with the nursing staff for their inattention melted into gratitude when I realized God had ordained this moment for Erik and me. Instead of feeling the embarrassment and humiliation of a stranger caring for him, Erik would feel my love as I, his helpmate, carried out the duties that honored him.


I looked up at Erik’s face, blinking away my tears, and saw that he was crying, too. Without words, we were thinking the exact same thing, more connected than we had ever been. He looked into my eyes and mouthed, “I love you.” After drying him off and covering him, I crawled into his hospital bed and laid my head on his chest, listening to my favorite sound: his heartbeat.
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My Prayer


Dear God, how great is the example that Jesus showed His disciples. His love and service to His followers paved a way for all of us to find redemption. I pray that you would use me in service to others, that through the works of my hands, your light and love will shine through.


Amen.
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The Ring


By Susan Farr Fahncke


And over all these virtues put on love, which binds them all together in perfect unity.


~Colossians 3:14


It had been a blistering hot day, and my cool shower felt good. I had been working hard on the English garden we are building in the wild, weed-ridden back yard. As the water pounded my aching muscles, I leaned my hot forehead against the cool shower wall. Suddenly, it hit me.


My left ring finger was bare.


While working in the dirt, I had taken off my ring and laid it on the baby’s folded-up playpen. I went back to work and forgot all about it. When darkness began to fall, I hauled my gardening tools and the playpen into the garage. In my eagerness to shower, I had forgotten my ring was on top of the playpen.


I slammed off the water, grabbed a towel and bolted out of the house, yelling, “My riiiiiing!”


After my husband made me go put on a robe, we armed ourselves with flashlights and began to search. To my horror, I discovered that, because I had been watering, each blade of grass sparkled like diamonds — exactly like those in my wedding band.


Knowing that the search was even more impossible with our now sparkling lawn, I felt the tears threaten. As we wandered around the yard with our flashlights — my husband in shorts, black socks and dress shoes, and myself in my robe — I realized how married we were. I thought of my wedding band, and all that it meant. I knew we could go and buy another one, but this was the one we had exchanged our vows with. It had seen years of tears, love, laughing, fighting and finding our way to firm ground in our marriage. Nothing could ever replace that particular ring. Its bent, crooked circle fit us perfectly.


Thinking of the significance of that ring and how much I loved the man who gave it to me, I regretted how often I had taken my marriage for granted, how everyday life can fog the importance of those vows and how rarely I reflected upon them. Tears blurred my vision as I agonized over my carelessness.


My husband, ever the calm, faithful one, assured me we would find it. But we had searched so long and covered the same area so many times that I doubted his words. I couldn’t match his faith. A few minutes later, right next to where the playpen had been, he reached down and, with a smile, held up my beautiful wedding ring, sparkling in the beam of the flashlight. I snatched it away, slipped it onto my finger, and threw my arms around him with a joyous, “Thank you!”


So relieved to have this wonderful, unending circle of our love back, I finally let the tears wash down my face and onto his neck.


Looking at my ring, each day I am reminded of the promise that holds our family together, makes our children feel safe, and signifies our commitment to each other, our children, and to God. Almost losing the ring taught me a priceless lesson: In a world where so much is fleeting, unstable and temporary, it embodies the most sacred, powerful bonds on earth. Marriage.
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My Prayer


Dear Father, thank you for this gift of marriage. Please remind me each day to honor it, to be grateful for it, and to never take it for granted.


Amen.
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Benevolence


By Diana M. Amadeo


Let the husband render unto the wife due benevolence: and likewise also the wife unto the husband.


~1 Corinthians 7:3 (KJV)


“I am getting too old for this,” I think, as my fourth grandchild wails in my arms. He has been fed, changed, cuddled, amused and napped. Now he cries inconsolably. What gives?


Then, as if in a hero’s cape and tights, my husband of nearly forty years appears. He scoops up his grandchild and cuddles him. When this doesn’t soothe the savage beast (I say affectionately), Grandpa takes him outside to take in the sky, woods, fresh air and all of God’s glory. This does the trick. Grandbaby quiets and basks in the holiness of nature.


After all these years of being husband and wife, we have come to master the art of giving and receiving. But this art evolved slowly and with a great deal of effort. During our marriage, we were blessed with three children, worked both inside and outside the home, embraced a strong church life, and tried our best to roll with all the anxieties and stresses that family life brings. Through our failures and successes, we stayed strong and united.


But my hectic full-time nursing career and family life came to a grinding halt one evening after I collapsed and was sent to the hospital. My occasional vision problems, unsteady gait, falls and forgetfulness could no longer be ignored. Now I was temporarily blind, with hearing loss, protracted vomiting, and paralysis of my left side. After many tests and evaluations, it was revealed that multiple lesions peppered my brain and spinal cord. I have multiple sclerosis, and there is no cure. Now, after providing care all my life for my husband, children and patients, I was to receive care from them.


My husband could have chosen the easier path (as a great many spouses do when faced with a devastating illness) by packing up and leaving. Indeed, he often seems aloof or detached from the chaos around him. Throughout the joy, happiness, trauma and sorrow in our lives, he stays calm. When that sudden exacerbation happened, he cared for the children and our home and continued his career while I slowly recovered. With each relapse due to multiple sclerosis, he picks up the shattered pieces so I can struggle toward normalcy. The unpredictability of my disease — with its cognitive impairment, wheelchairs, canes and crutches — is distressing. But in my husband’s calm, methodical way, we deal with these setbacks.


Working together with mutual respect, prayers, patience and a sense of oddball humor is in itself an act of kindness and charity — the definition of benevolence. The desire to do good to others, to foster goodwill and charitableness is the benevolence that Paul talks about in his letter to the Corinthians.


My husband returns from outside and carefully slips my grandson back into my arms. We smile and kiss. He makes being a wife, mother and grandmother easy.
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My Prayer


Dear God, help me to practice the art of benevolence as a wife, friend, mother, grandmother, daughter and sister. Help me be your loving hands in this world.


Amen.
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Tested and Trusted


By Teresa Hoy


The LORD is my strength and my shield; my heart trusts in him, and he helps me. My heart leaps for joy, and with my song I praise him.


~Psalm 28:7


Bill and I talked about many things before we were married, but we never discussed our virtues. However, it wasn’t long after our wedding when I realized the important role that trust would play in our marriage.


Bill was a KC-135 pilot in the Air National Guard. His job took him all over the United States and the world. We spent more time apart than together.


I often wondered what he was doing and discovered it was easy to let doubts and damaging thoughts spiral through my mind.


Early in our marriage, I decided the only way to defeat negative thoughts that threatened to divide us was to put my complete confidence in God and demonstrate faithfulness to Bill.


“I trust you,” I said one evening as we sat together. He was leaving the next morning. “I know God brought us together, and I believe He won’t let anything come between us.”


Bill squeezed my hand and said, “I believe that, too.”


Long periods of separation were lonely for me. While Bill was exploring new places and meeting new people, I remained at home, caring for the same house, going to the same job, paying the same bills.


I ate most of my meals alone. There were no grand adventures for me, no exotic experiences. Since I was neither part of the single crowd nor part of the married couples, my social life was mostly nonexistent. Faith kept me strong when self-pity struck. I prayed often, asking God to protect my marriage and keep my thoughts positive. Knowing that Bill trusted me also added to my determination to do what was right and avoid tempting situations.


One time, Bill called from Castle Air Force Base in California, where he was spending four weeks in training.


“I need to ask you something,” he said. “I ran into a friend who’s here training, too. We’d like to go to dinner tonight to catch up on old times. She’s single, and it will be just the two of us.”


“Do I know her?” I asked, amazed that he would call to see if I cared.


“I don’t think so. She and I trained together several years ago.”


“So, are you asking me if I mind if you two go to dinner?” He was a thousand miles away. I would never have known if he had gone out with his friend, yet he wanted my approval.


“I want you to be okay with it.”


His honesty reinforced my trust. “I am,” I said. “Enjoy your dinner.”


Virtues, such as trust, are just empty words when spoken aloud. They only possess meaning and substance when personally acted out. I trusted Bill. In return, he trusted me. Because he trusted me, I wanted to be trustworthy.


A thread of loyalty has spun around us steadily for more than twenty-five years. Bill is now retired and home every day. Because we chose to trust God and each other, we walk a well-lighted path together, firmly bonded and free from doubt.
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My Prayer


God, I trust in you for everything. Please help my husband and I to have that same trust in each other and to always be faithful to our marriage vows. I pray never to take your blessings for granted.


Amen.
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What Would I Do Without You?


By Joan Oen


Rather, as servants of God we commend ourselves in every way: in great endurance; in troubles, hardships and distresses; in beatings, imprisonments and riots; in hard work, sleepless nights and hunger; in purity, understanding, patience and kindness; in the Holy Spirit and in sincere love…


~2 Corinthians 6:4-6


“That’s really your color,” I tease, pointing to my husband’s lavender hospital gown. He smiles. The surgeon comes in and initials my husband’s right shoulder as he gives an overview of the surgery.


Even though this is a routine rotator cuff surgery, anxiety tightens my chest as the surgeon speaks. I blink back tears. After we say goodbye, I rush to the nearest bathroom and let out a sob. I press toilet paper against my eyes, trying to stop the hot tears. What if something goes wrong? What would I do without him?


Almost seven hours later, I am lining up orange prescription bottles on the kitchen counter — a pill for nausea, one for itching, one for constipation, three for pain. I sigh as I try to memorize the instructions for each — take one tablet twice a day, take one to two every three hours with food, take one to two every four hours.


“Stay ahead of the pain,” the nurse had advised. “Give him his pain pills during the night; wake him up if you have to.”


So, I dutifully set my alarm to go off every three hours. Despite my efforts, once the block wears off, my husband is in excruciating pain. The next morning, we are both exhausted.


Since becoming a mom, my son is the main recipient of my nurturing and patience. Now my son is at my parents’ house, and for the first time since his birth, all my attention is on my husband. The three-hour schedule and sleep deprivation reminds me of the nursing schedule for a newborn. With only one good arm and a head full of painkillers, my husband is like an infant, needing me to survive. It feels good to play the role of caretaker for my spouse, to have this time together, just the two of us. I am proving my love through faithful administration of pills and ice packs.


The next morning, I bring my husband a bowl of Fruit Loops along with his next dose of morphine. My heart goes out to him as I enter the bedroom. He’s slumped against a mountain of pillows, right arm in a sling, looking miserable. He winces as he tries to sit up.


“Do you want me to feed you?” I ask.


He nods. I am a bit surprised that this often stubborn, incredibly independent man just agreed to let me feed him. I don’t give him a chance to change his mind. I scoot close and carefully guide colorful spoonfuls into his mouth. I smile with pleasure as I feed him. I love this man in health, and now I love him in sickness. When the bowl is empty, I kiss his slightly fevered forehead and start to get up. He reaches out with his good hand and catches my arm.


“What would I do without you?” he says.


“I feel the same way, babe,” I reply, my voice thick with emotion. “I love you, too.”
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My Prayer


Dear Creator, grant me the patience and wisdom to help my husband through times of sickness. May my husband and I experience your strength, and may love remain foremost in our minds during the healing process.


Amen.
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Unlikely Wife


By Alma Barkman


“Isn’t there an acceptable woman among your relatives or among all our people? . . .”


~Judges 14:3


The above question posed to Samson by his parents was essentially the same question my husband’s mother asked of him when we began dating. In her mind, I did not fit the model of a future daughter-in-law. I was too young to be responsible, too incapable of being a homemaker, of a different background, could not understand the dialect she spoke, and did not come from a Christian family. Surely he could find someone more suitable.


My husband ignored her negative comments, and we continued dating. When we were married four years later, she gave us her reluctant blessing, but I was very much aware that I was going to be on trial for years to come.


When our first son arrived prematurely, she wondered whether I would be a responsible mother to the little scrap of humanity I had produced. By comparison, she had given birth to nine big, bouncing babies. Our son flourished and grew despite her misgivings, as did our other three children, so eventually I passed that test.


I learned to cook and bake and sew, much to my mother-in-law’s surprise. Her hunch that only Mennonite girls can cook was somewhat undermined when she discovered that some of the rest of us are actually handy in the kitchen. At one point, she indirectly conceded that my cinnamon rolls actually surpassed hers — quite the coup in her books. And she was pleased to see that I sewed most of the clothes for the entire family.


Despite my different background, she came to realize that as wives and mothers, the values that mattered — caring for our children, loving our husbands, leading a healthy lifestyle — were actually the same. Although I never did learn to speak her dialect, we communicated well in English.


As for having no religious background, that did not stand in the way of making my own personal commitment to follow Christ and becoming an active member in an evangelical church. As for my age, responsibilities have a way of maturing people beyond their years, and I was one of them.
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