
[image: Image]


CHICKEN SOUP
FOR THE
CHOCOLATE LOVER’S
SOUL®

Jack Canfield
Mark Victor Hansen
Patricia Lorenz

[image: ]

Backlist, LLC, a unit of
Chicken Soup for the Soul Publishing, LLC
Cos Cob, CT
www.chickensoup.com




Table of Contents

 



Title Page

Dedication

Introduction

 



Chapter 1 -  DELECTABLE  DELIGHTS

Fifteen-Cent Surprise

Skinny Dotty and Her Chocolates

Cards and Kisses

Full Confession

Turtle Tales

A Guy Speaks Out for Chocolate

Chocolate-Covered Cherries

Oh, Fudge!

Sweet Chocolate Sunshine

Bittersweet Birthday

A Nickel and Chocolate Cake with Candy-Bar Icing

Sweet Shoppe

A Good Chocolate Is Hard to Find

Love at First Truffle

Chocolate Attack

A Taste of Chocolate

Some Like It Hot

Chocolate Milk and Bologna

 



Chapter 2 -  TICKLING THE TASTE BUDS

The Treasure Hunt

Candy Kisses

Say It with Chocolate

Finger-Lickin’ Good!

Chocolate Shake and Chocolate Cake

Chocolate Bunnies

A Spoonful of Fudge

The Chocoholic Grandma

Somebody’s Sweetheart

Accomplices in Chocolate

In Emergency, Break Glass

The Mickey Capers

A Lifelong Love of Chocolate

The Chocolate Marauder

The Revolving Door

Wanted: A Cold Day in Florida

Just Like Grandma’s

Chester and the Chocolate-Covered Cherries

 



Chapter 3 -  RELAXING RENDEZVOUS

Sharing Chocolate

A Chocolate Tradition

The Gift of Chocolate and Love

Chocolate—Eat Your Heart Out

Is There Chocolate in Heaven?

Auntie Yum

A Fudgeless Fridge

House of Chocolate

Kisses for Daddy

Sharing Sinful Indulgences

The Secret Ingredient

The Dud in White

It Turns to Love

Thank You, Santa

The Old Red Devil

The Game Plan

Heavenly Cookies

The Way Home

Dear Chip

 



Who Is Jack Canfield?

Who Is Mark Victor Hansen?

Who Is Patricia Lorenz?

Contributors

Copyright Page





We dedicate this book to all those 
who know that life is too short to live 
without chocolate and who 
treasure its pleasure frequently.




Introduction

Chocolate is a word that conjures up a plethora of feelings, tastes, smells, sights, memories, cravings, and pleasures.

Chocolate is the stuff of mood-lifting happiness. It lands on our tongues, melts slowly into a rich, creamy, sweet taste that soothes our taste buds and somehow makes us feel better than we did before it touched our lips.

From the moment our mothers or grandfathers or favorite aunts or babysitters mix a little chocolate syrup into milk when we’re toddlers, we’re hooked. Chocolate milk becomes the favorite drink of childhood, followed by chocolate candies, candy bars, ice cream, brownies, puddings, pies, and cakes. It’s practically addictive, this rich, dreamy, creamy mixture, not physically addictive, but mentally. We want it. We really, really want it.

Before we know it, we’re either selling chocolate thin mint cookies or we’re buying them, squirreling them away and devouring them like popcorn. Then comes Halloween, when our children collect bags and bags of candy, but treasure mostly the little chocolate candy bars. And, of course, it’s only the chocolate that Mom sneaks out of those bags on a daily basis until thoughts of Thanksgiving and Christmas take over. Then new forms of chocolate emerge on the scene in the shape of trees, bells, stars, and  oozing white stuff surrounding cherries covered in milk chocolate.

As adults our chocolate tastes become more sophisticated. Chocolate liquor. Truffles. Chocolate coffees. Mocha everything: desserts, ice creams, party drinks. We travel and buy chocolate in other countries and compare. German. Swiss. Italian. Spanish. French. We come home and fill our chocolate spaces with bonbons, bars, truffles, and dark, dark chocolate with real bean pieces inside, because evidence supports the fact that dark chocolate is actually good for us.

For women, chocolate becomes the drug of choice to get us through our crabby, crampy periods, pregnancy cravings, and finally pre-, during-, and post-menopausal hot flash days when only chocolate seems like our best friend. Chocolate heals, soothes, enlightens, and just makes us feel good.

We plan sophisticated parties around chocolate, from bridal showers to receptions, birthdays, office parties, and hen fests. We discover the chocolate fountain, with fruits, cakes, marshmallows, and Rice Krispies treats finding their way to the end of the fondue stick where we dip it into luscious chocolate sauce. It drips on our chins, lies on our lips, tickles our tongues, and tantalizes our taste buds before we swallow. Then we want more. Much more.

No matter where we are—the corner grocery, gas station, drugstore, mall, specialty shops on Main Street, USA, or Fifth Avenue in New York—we spot chocolate everywhere. We slow down, lick our lips, and give in to the hundreds of shapes, sizes, flavors, and passions of chocolate. We linger at the chocolate chip cookie store in the mall,  aching for an entire bag of warm chocolate chip mini-cookies but settle for two of the big ones.

We all have our favorites. Creamy chocolate bars. Fudge. Nonpareils. Brownies. Six-layer chocolate cake laced with caramel and cream frostings. Chocolate turtle cheese cake. Malted milk balls. Ice cream swirled with chocolate ribbons and topped with hot fudge. Chocolate confections shipped in from all over the globe. Warm chocolate pudding with whipped cream on top. Kisses. Hugs. Heart-shaped boxes.

Chocolate is one of those pleasures in life that’s relatively inexpensive, easy to obtain, makes us feel a little better physically and mentally, and if we don’t overdo it, can be good for us, according to some recent studies.

Chocolate is more than a food, more than a treat. It’s a passion, a must-have. Sometimes it’s a simple pleasure that can help soothe the most complicated day. For most of us, women especially, chocolate isn’t a want. It’s a need.

Sometimes our chocolate cravings leave us feeling guilty. As you read these true stories and experiences from people of all ages, races, and backgrounds, my hope is that with each melt-in-your-mouth bite of your favorite chocolate treat, you’ll take comfort in knowing that the majority of humans enjoy and treasure their chocolate cravings as much as you do. One thing I know: life is too short to live it without chocolate.

Patricia Lorenz
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 DELECTABLE  DELIGHTS
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Fifteen-Cent Surprise 

You’re on my list of things I love most—right below chocolate.

Mary Englund Murphy

 




It was December 1963. Jack and I wanted to give each other something special on our first Christmas together, but we had no extra money for gifts. We had dated, fallen in love, and married all in the span of three months. We were young, in love, and broke—flat broke.

Jack was a private in the Marine Corps. He was stationed at the Naval Weapons Station, Charleston, South Carolina. The nicest house we could afford on Jack’s ninety-dollar-a-month salary was half of a rickety old duplex. It sat smack-dab in the middle of a cow pasture on the backside of Goose Creek. It was drafty, the roof leaked, and it had no hot water. But we were together, and that was what mattered most to us.

Unknown to me, as December rolled along, Jack was determined to surprise me with something on our first Christmas together. On December 19, he hid a small hatchet under his field jacket. He slid his hands into his work gloves, pulled his cap down to keep his ears warm,  and took a moonlit stroll to the back side of the cow pasture. About an hour later he returned with a pathetic little pine tree and a huge grin. That little tree’s scrawny branches spread out like angel’s wings to me. I welcomed the surprise with childish delight.

“Here’s an empty coffee can, Jack. We can stand the tree in it,” I said. Jack filled the coffee can with South Carolina clay and jammed the tree’s tiny trunk into it. I draped one of my scarves around the can. Then I decorated the pitiful tree with my earrings, necklaces, and bracelets. The rhinestones glittered like tinsel. “It’s not the biggest tree in the world, but it’s the most beautiful Christmas tree I’ve ever had,” I said as I planted a kiss on Jack’s cheek. I leaned on his strong shoulder and sighed with happiness.

But Jack wasn’t satisfied. He wanted a gift to place under that tree. On Christmas Eve he stopped at the PX on his way home from duty. He had a grand total of twenty-one cents in his pocket. For an hour he walked up and down the aisles searching for something—anything—he could buy for the love of his life with such meager savings. He had almost given up when his eyes locked on to a small sign that read “15¢.” He grabbed one, paid for it, and headed home with his treasure tucked inside the pocket of his field jacket.

That night Jack and I ate bologna sandwiches in front of our Christmas tree. We sang Christmas carols and snuggled near the gas space heater. Around midnight Jack disappeared into the bedroom. He reappeared with his right hand hidden behind his back. His mouth went dry and his hands shook as he announced, “Close your eyes now. It’s a surprise.”

“Oh, Jack, you shouldn’t have spent money on a gift. We can’t afford it.”

“I couldn’t let Christmas come and go without doing something special for the most beautiful girl in the world. Close your eyes, and hold out your hand.”

I must admit I was excited. I giggled like a kid. Jack placed his treasure in my open palm. “I know it isn’t much. But, well, it’s your favorite and you’re my favorite.” He exhaled loudly. “Merry Christmas!”

I opened my eyes. Resting in my palm was a miniature box containing four chocolate-covered confections. I pulled the little treasure close to my heart, then wrapped both arms around my hero’s neck.

“This is the most wonderful gift I’ve ever received. It’s so good to be loved by you, Jack. I can’t believe that you’re all mine. You’re the best thing about my life.”

In the years that followed, our finances improved. Each Christmas the trees got fancier. Each year the presents got bigger and more expensive. But for thirty-four Christmases one gift occupied a place of honor under our Christmas tree. Every year until his death, Jack gave me his love—wrapped in a box of chocolate. And every year he became more and more my hero.


Jean Tomlinson
 As told to Jean Matthew Hall
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Skinny Dotty and Her Chocolates 

All I really need is love, but a little chocolate
now and then doesn’t hurt!


Lucy Van Pelt
Peanuts, Charles M. Schulz



 




I live in a co-op apartment in Chelsea, New York City. It’s like a small town here—our own little community. There’s a family feeling, complete with gossip and tiffs and warm hugs and belly laughs. Skinny Dotty is a fixture. One time I asked if I could paint her portrait. She said, “Maybe if I were younger and didn’t have so many wrinkles. But it’s too late now.” I asked her how old she was, and she wagged her finger back and forth and said, “I’ll never tell.” I’m left to guess she’s seventy-five.

Dotty is shaped like a pencil, her blond hair in a bob where the eraser would be. She loves to wear clothes with pictures of cats on them—baseball caps with cats, T-shirts with cats, sneakers with cats, socks with cats, purses with cats.

Dotty spends most of her time checking on other people’s cats and watering plants in the neighbors’ apartments. I see her in the lobby, on the elevator, or when I pass through our private garden. Every time I see Dotty,  she insists on giving me chocolate, handfuls of it. I try to refuse, worried about my dental bills and my waistline, but she ignores me and puts gobs of the little chocolates right into my pockets. Because I’ve tried to refuse, my guilt is gone. I eat each one, slowly, ecstatically, savoring every rich, creamy bite.

The superintendent’s office is a cubicle right off the lobby entrance. It has a window that faces the lobby. A million years ago, Dotty placed a glass bowl on the ledge of the window and she fills it with chocolates every single day. I’ve witnessed the mailman grab whole handfuls and push them deep into his pockets. He thinks I don’t see him.

Violet, a cranky, stout fiftyish woman who kvetches loudly at every annual shareholder meeting, regularly swipes more than her share. When she stands next to skinny Dotty, they look like the number ten. When Violet corners me in the lobby and I make the mistake of asking, “How are you?” she responds with her litany of complaints.

Violet snatches handfuls of the chocolates, snaps her fake snakeskin purse open, drops the chocolates in, plink, plink, plunk, then she snaps the purse shut. She doesn’t even care that I see her. If I were to ask why she took so many, I’m sure she’d say, “Because nobody knows how I suffer.”

Violet doesn’t tip the staff at Christmas. Dotty tips them and makes them cookies, even though she can’t possibly be wealthy. Her husband was ill and out of work for a very long time. He would sit in the garden in his wheelchair with a book on his lap, snoring. Dotty often came downstairs and put a blanket over his legs while he snoozed. He reminded me of a beat-up old lawn chair. One night  Jimmy died in his sleep. That week when I ran into Dotty in the lobby, she looked disoriented.

I asked, “What’s wrong?”

“Jimmy died,” she said.

“I’m so sorry to hear,” I said. “You must miss him terribly.”

“Yes, the apartment is so quiet now.” Her voice trailed off and she looked down at her sneakers with the cats on them. Then, as if someone changed the channel, she perked up and said, “Want some chocolates?”

I wanted to say something about Jimmy, about her pain, but instead I responded to her question, “Oh, no, you keep them for yourself.”

As usual, she ignored me and stuffed a handful into my jacket pocket. As soon as I got to the elevator, I popped one into my mouth. The chocolate felt warm and snuggly and melted over my tongue. I felt a slight elevation in my mood. I slowly unwrapped the next one. I listened to the tin foil crinkle as I whiffed that spellbinding smell. Pop, it went into my mouth. By the time I got to my apartment on the third floor, all five chocolates had disappeared down the hatch and my day had improved 100 percent.

I often saw Dotty heading over to fill the glass bowl with a red and white bag from CVS drugstore. One day while I was at CVS, I walked over to the candy aisle and was surprised by how much those bags of chocolates cost. I suddenly felt bad for skinny Dotty always worrying about everybody else’s chocolate cravings. I decided to surprise her and buy chocolates for her. I stocked my cart with Hershey’s Kisses, mini-Snickers, Milk Duds, and Reese’s Pieces.

I headed back to the building. I entered through the back gate that opens to the garden, and sure enough, there was Dotty, as usual, chatting with a neighbor on a bench. I ran up to Dotty with a wide, proud grin.

“These are for you, my dear!” I exclaimed as I handed over the stuffed plastic bag.

“Oh, what’s this? Aren’t you sweet,” she said, smiling.

But when she opened the bag her eyebrows twisted and her smile withered.

“What’s wrong?” I said.

“I don’t like chocolate,” she said.

“But, but . . .” I sputtered, “then why do you always buy it for everybody?”

“So people will smile at me,” she said, very matter-of-factly.

I felt embarrassed, as if she were standing there naked. I wanted to cover her up. I wanted to drape a shawl around her bony shoulders. I wanted to fold her little pencil frame and stick her on my lap. It was all I could do not to burst out crying.

I breathed in deeply and summoned my composure. I gave her a gigantic hug and told her how lucky we all are to have her looking after us. Skinny Dotty beamed and handed me back the big bag of chocolates. I walked over to the glass bowl on the ledge and filled it up to the top.

Dorri Olds
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Cards and Kisses 

I believe there’s biblical evidence that
confirms there will be chocolate in heaven.
Revelation 7:17 says there will be no more
tears. That pretty much cinches it for me.



Rhonda Rhea

 




It was Valentine’s Day, and we were broke. It wasn’t uncommon for us to be low on funds.

Raising three kids on a pastor’s salary often left us with “too much month at the end of the money.” My husband, Bruce, complained, “You’re my valentine and I don’t have anything for you on Valentine’s Day. I don’t have money for flowers, much less jewelry.”

Trying to comfort him, I explained, “You don’t have to get me expensive stuff. We try to teach the folks at church not to go into debt when a heartfelt card is more than enough.” Bruce took my heartfelt card idea to heart.

That afternoon I stopped by the church office after picking the kids up from school. Bruce waved me into his office and presented me with a bright red envelope and a small bag of Hershey’s Kisses before he headed downstairs to a meeting. Opening the card, I found myself lost in the words and the images as tears welled up in my eyes.

The secretary called to me from the outer office, bringing me back to reality, “I have some questions about brochures for the upcoming women’s event. Can you help me?” she asked. I laid the card down on my husband’s desk and yelled back, “I’ll be right there.”

I wasn’t gone for more than twenty minutes, but when I returned, I found my oldest daughter, Sarah, curled up like a cat in her dad’s wingback chair, cradling the card carefully in her lap and polishing off what little was left of the Hershey’s Kisses. “This card is beautiful, Mom,” she cooed, stroking it with her sticky, chocolate-covered fingers. “Who gave it to you?”

“Well, I hope Daddy did, considering what it says.” I chuckled.

“It’s the most awesome card I’ve ever seen,” she responded, batting her big blue eyes as only a thirteen-year-old girl with a headful of romantic notions could do. Just then my husband walked through his office door. Grabbing him around the neck I planted a big kiss—one on each cheek. “Wow, what was that for?”

“The first kiss was for my beautiful card; the second one was for teaching our daughter by example to choose a man who will love and cherish her,” I whispered in his ear.

“I need to give you more cards,” Bruce smiled.

“And chocolate,” I quipped as we all gathered up my things to head home. I kept the card out on the kitchen counter to enjoy for a while before I tucked it into my keepsake drawer to remember forever.

Eight Valentine’s Days passed and that beautiful blue-eyed thirteen-year-old was now a blushing bride. I  opened my keepsake drawer, looking for grandma’s jewelry to offer her something old to go with the something new and borrowed to round out her wedding repertoire. There next to grandma’s pearls was the Valentine’s Day card—complete with chocolate fingerprints.

The experts are right: values are caught not taught. Sarah was about to marry Shaun, who adored her just like her daddy adored her mom. And now it’s Shaun’s turn to keep his admiring wife in beautiful cards and chocolate Kisses—forever.

Linda Newton
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Full Confession 

No one will get hurt—
just hand over the chocolate!

Karen Linamen

 




I hate to admit it, but I’ve sunk to an all-time low. Stealing—and from my own children. Wait, it gets worse. Stealing from my own children and then trying to cover my tracks. And worse still. Stealing from my own children, covering my tracks, and then repeating my hideous actions for nearly two weeks.

As a Sunday school teacher, I need to come clean.

At least I waited until after they had all gone to bed, and with eight children in our home, that is no easy feat. While the full moon cast iridescent shimmers of light, I quietly crept into their bedrooms, my breathing shallow, and scanned their little havens for their secret hiding spots. Because most mothers are also part detective, this wasn’t too hard to accomplish.

Once I had homed in on the goods, I executed a swift heist, and slithered out their doorways, with the pale moonlight dancing on my back. As any thief will tell you, practice makes perfect, and if you don’t get caught, who’s going to know it happened in the first place?

The first couple of nights were the hardest, but once I was able to navigate their bedrooms in the pitch-black, each lift became a little bit easier, and by the end of the second week, I was operating like a professional cat burglar. I discarded the evidence each evening and defused my guilt by justifying that I was only borrowing from my kids, not stealing, and that I would repay them gradually, just as soon as I was able. My conscience bought into this rationalization for the entire duration of my loathsome behavior, which should have told me then and there that I had a serious problem and desperately needed to seek rehab.

My husband was the first to become suspicious of me because of all the extra time I was spending in our bathroom. I thought I was clever running the tub while I hid there, eating my stash, but raising eight kids had never afforded me the luxury of an hour-long soak prior to this, so after the seventh night, things just weren’t adding up.

Soon after, my preteen children started asking if their younger siblings had been allowed in their bedrooms without permission. “Absolutely not,” I reassured them. They bought into that for a couple of days but then started interrogating one another. Their bickering and raunchy accusations followed with fingers pointing in every direction except toward yours truly. I believe this is when my guilt first made its appearance. Watching my loving children tear one another’s heads off for something that their sick mother had done started to take its toll on me. Not so much that I stopped cold turkey, however. No, I managed to put those hurtful images to the back of my head for  several more nights as I shamefully continued to nourish my appalling habit.

By this time, I was afraid there was no hope for me. I was desperate to cry out for help, but too ashamed to admit what I’d done. I’d hit rock bottom. I could search the yellow pages for a support group, but what if it was too late? Could I be saved? Could I redeem myself to all eight of my children without any permanent damage?

Good news—yes, I could and I did! I gathered everyone together in our family room and made a full confession. Hard as it was, the tremendous sense of relief I felt once the burden was lifted felt much more exhilarating than the temporary highs I had been experiencing for the past two weeks since Halloween. That’s what a chocolate obsession will do to an otherwise levelheaded, honest, and disciplined person.

Chocolate is indulgent, decadent, sometimes even intoxicating, and completely necessary to keep my senses alive and passionate. I know I can never live without it, but I also know I need to be a better role model for my children. I’ve promised them that next Halloween will be different. I won’t steal from their hard-earned bags of candy, I will simply don a costume and go out and get my own. Trick or Treat!

Cheryl L. Butler


The Start of Something Great

The first recorded use of cacao dates back to 1000 BC to the Mesoamerican civilization. Chocolate didn’t arrive in England until the early AD 1700s, and solid chocolate for eating wasn’t developed until 1830.

It all begins with the cacao tree, an indigenous evergreen in Latin America. Its flowers grow right out of the trunk, often at the bottom of the tree. Some flowers bear football-shaped fruit, which is scored like a pumpkin and reddish-yellow in color. The seeds, or cacao beans, inside the fruit are the only thing used to make chocolate. The cacao beans are extracted, dried, and fermented in the sun and then shipped to manufacturers all over the world who take the dried, fermented seeds, now known as cocoa beans, and create chocolate.

Concocting the essence of unsweetened chocolate is quite simple. Chocolatiers roast, crush, then grind the cocoa beans between giant heated rollers to produce a ruddy-brown, satin-smooth liquor, very rich in cocoa butter, but very bitter to the taste. This chocolate essence is a pure food. Nothing is added to the beans, nothing is removed. The liquor is then poured into molds. Once it is cooled and wrapped, it is referred to as unsweetened chocolate, or baker’s chocolate.

Cooks, bakers, and candy makers add sugar, vanilla, milk, nuts, fruits, and any number of other ingredients to the unsweetened chocolate to create treats that satiate our palettes and tantalize our taste buds.
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Turtle Tales 

Nine out of ten people like chocolate.
The tenth person always lies.



John Q.Tullius

 




I’ve been fascinated by turtles my whole life. Those little silver dollar-size turtles that crawled up and down my arms were my pets of choice when I was growing up. My dad even created Pat’s Turtle Ranch in our backyard, fashioned out of an old tractor tire, complete with concrete rolling hills and craggy places for the turtles to climb and sun themselves.
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