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What People Are Saying About 
Chicken Soup for the 
Mother’s Soul 2 . . .


“Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul 2 has reminded me that the privilege of being my children’s mother is the greatest role I will ever play. And the whispers of love transcribed on their hearts are the most important words I will author.”


Lisa Whelchel 
actress, Blair on “The Facts of Life”  
author, Creative Correction: Extraordinary Ideas for Everyday 
Discipline 


“One of the most crucial needs in the career of motherhood is inspiration. This book is a great resource for exactly that!”


Linda Eyre 
author, A Joyful Mother of Children: 
The Magic & Mayhem of Motherhood 


“This book is an inspirational read for moms trying to juggle their multiple roles. Its heartwarming stories offer a peaceful respite in our busy lives and celebrate the special spirit of motherhood.”


Ellen H. Parlapiano and Patricia Cobe 
authors, Mompreneurs®: A Mother’s Practical Step-by-Step Guide 
to Work-at-Home Success 


“What a gift for all mothers! You’ll love the stories of mothers’ wisdom, miracles, precious moments and the power of a mother’s love.”


Bobbi McCaughey 
mother of the McCaughey septuplets author, 
Seven from Heaven: The Miracle of the McCaughey Septuplets 


“Reading Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul 2 reminds us all of the depth and power of the precious bond between mother and child and uplifts the role of motherhood toward the divine.”


Jeanette Lisefski 
founder, National Association of
At-Home Mothers and AtHomeMothers.com


“Every ordinary mom has extraordinary stories to tell. By assembling such stories, Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul 2, like its predecessor, provides an invaluable service—honoring and celebrating motherhood.”


Lynda DeWitt 
director of content, Mom.com, Inc.


“The love a mother has for her child is unbounded. Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul 2 contains precious stories of inspiration and truth that capture the essence of motherhood. Each story touched me deeply, as it reflected these universal laws of unconditional love.”


Laura L. Bordow 
elementary school director and mother 


“Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul 2 reminds us that not only are our children gifts from God to love and cherish, but so also are our mothers!”


Peggy Dunn 
mayor of Leawood, Kansas 


“As a mom, I say ‘Thank you!’ Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul 2 is a reaffirmation that being a mom is the most important and fulfilling job in the world.”


Glo Goodwin 
radio personality 
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“Enough with the Chicken Soup for the Soul. How about some pizza for the son?”


Reprinted by permission of Steven Smeltzer.
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Introduction


Thanks to the art department at Health Communications, for their talent, creativity and unrelenting patience in producing book covers and inside designs that capture the essence of Chicken Soup: Larissa Hise Henoch, Lawna Patterson Oldfield, Andrea Perrine Brower, Lisa Camp, Anthony Clausi and Dawn Grove.


George and Felicity Foster, for helping with the book cover design. Working with you is a delight.


Fairfield Printing, for coming through once again, when we needed something done “yesterday.”


Lynda DeWitt, at Mom.com, Inc., for helping us run our story contest on Mom.com’s wonderful Web site.


Sid Slagter, for his invaluable computer advice, for his good cheer and for always having a scanner at the ready. Thank you for everything.


Elinor Hall, our “second opinion” reader, for her loving feedback and her marvelous sense of what makes good Chicken Soup. We love you.


We deeply appreciate all the Chicken Soup for the Soul coauthors, who make it a joy to be part of this Chicken Soup family: Raymond Aaron, Patty and Jeff Aubery,  Nancy Mitchell Autio, Marty Becker, Cynthia Brian, Cindy Buck, Ron Camacho, Barbara Russell Chesser, Dan Clark, Tim Clauss, Barbara De Angelis, Mark and Chrissy Donnelly, Irene Dunlap, Bud Gardner, Patty Hansen, Jennifer Read Hawthorne, Kimberly Kirberger, Tom Lagana, Hanoch and Meladee McCarty,Heather McNamara, Paul J. Meyer, Marion Owen, Maida Rogerson, Martin Rutte, Amy Seeger, Barry Spilchuk, Pat Stone, Carol Sturgulewski, Jim Tunney and Diana von Welanetz Wentworth.


The following people who completed the monumental task of reading the preliminary manuscript of this book. They helped us make the final selections and made invaluable comments on how to improve the book: Bryan Aubrey, Linda Beckwith, Christine Belleris, Cindy Buck, D’ette Corona, Randee Feldman, Elinor Hall, Ceil Halpern, Amy Hawthorne, Jennifer Read Hawthorne, Deborah Hatchell, Betsy Hinchman, Becky Huggins, Carol Jackson, Allison Janse, Rita Kline, Cindy Knowlton, Suzanne Lawlor, Jeanette Lisefski, Barb McLoughlin, Heather McNamara, Linda Mitchell, Holly Moore, Sue Penberthy, Staci Richmond, Carol Richter, Heather Sanders, Selmajean Schneider, Maria Sears, Marc and Louise Shimoff, Elizabeth Songster, May Story, Carolyn Strickland and Lynda Valles. Your feedback was priceless.


We also wish to acknowledge the hundreds of people who sent us stories, poems and quotes for possible inclusion in Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul 2. While we were not able to use everything you sent in, we were deeply touched by your heartfelt intention to share yourselves and your stories with us and with our readers. Many of these may be used in future volumes of Chicken Soup for the Soul. Thank you!


Because of the size of this project, we may have left out  the names of some people who helped us along the way. If so, we are sorry—please know that we really do appreciate all of you very deeply.


We are truly grateful for the many hands and hearts that have made this book possible. We love you all!






1

ON LOVE


When Mother Teresa received her Nobel Prize, she was asked, “What can we do to promote world peace?” She replied, “Go home and love your family.”
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Reprinted by permission of Mike Shapiro.






The Call at Midnight


One of the oldest human needs is having someone to wonder where you are when you don’t come home at night.


Margaret Mead 


We all know what’s it like to get that phone call in the middle of the night. This night’s call was no different. Jerking up to the ringing summons, I focused on the red illuminated numbers of my clock. Midnight. Panicky thoughts filled my sleep-dazed mind as I grabbed the receiver.


“Hello?”


My heart pounded, I gripped the phone tighter and eyed my husband, who was now turning to face my side of the bed.


“Mama?” I could hardly hear the whisper over the static. But my thoughts immediately went to my daughter. When the desperate sound of a young crying voice became clearer on the line, I grabbed for my husband and squeezed his wrist.


“Mama, I know it’s late. But don’t . . . don’t say anything,  until I finish. And before you ask, yes, I’ve been drinking. I nearly ran off the road a few miles back and. . . .”


I drew in a sharp shallow breath, released my husband and pressed my hand against my forehead. Sleep still fogged my mind, and I attempted to fight back the panic. Something wasn’t right.


“And I got so scared. All I could think about was how it would hurt you if a policeman came to your door and said I’d been killed. I want . . . to come home. I know running away was wrong. I know you’ve been worried sick. I should have called you days ago, but I was afraid . . . afraid. . . .”


Sobs of deep-felt emotion flowed from the receiver and poured into my heart. Immediately I pictured my daughter’s face in my mind and my fogged senses seemed to clear. “I think—”


“No! Please let me finish! Please!” She pleaded, not so much in anger, but in desperation.


I paused and tried to think what to say. Before I could go on, she continued. “I’m pregnant, Mama. I know I shouldn’t be drinking now . . . especially now, but I’m scared, Mama. So scared!”


The voice broke again, and I bit into my lip, feeling my own eyes fill with moisture. I looked at my husband who sat silently mouthing, “Who is it?”


I shook my head and when I didn’t answer, he jumped up and left the room, returning seconds later with the portable phone held to his ear.


She must have heard the click in the line because she continued, “Are you still there? Please don’t hang up on me! I need you. I feel so alone.”


I clutched the phone and stared at my husband, seeking guidance. “I’m here, I wouldn’t hang up,” I said.


“I should have told you, Mama. I know I should have told you. But when we talk, you just keep telling me what  I should do. You read all those pamphlets on how to talk about sex and all, but all you do is talk. You don’t listen to me. You never let me tell you how I feel. It is as if my feelings aren’t important. Because you’re my mother you think you have all the answers. But sometimes I don’t need answers. I just want someone to listen.”


I swallowed the lump in my throat and stared at the how-to-talk-to-your-kids pamphlets scattered on my nightstand. “I’m listening,” I whispered.


“You know, back there on the road, after I got the car under control, I started thinking about the baby and taking care of it. Then I saw this phone booth, and it was as if I could hear you preaching about how people shouldn’t drink and drive. So I called a taxi. I want to come home.”


“That’s good, Honey,” I said, relief filling my chest. My husband came closer, sat down beside me and laced his fingers through mine. I knew from his touch that he thought I was doing and saying the right thing.


“But you know, I think I can drive now.”


“No!” I snapped. My muscles stiffened, and I tightened the clasp on my husband’s hand. “Please, wait for the taxi. Don’t hang up on me until the taxi gets there.”


“I just want to come home, Mama.”


“I know. But do this for your mama. Wait for the taxi, please.”


I listened to the silence in fear. When I didn’t hear her answer, I bit into my lip and closed my eyes. Somehow I had to stop her from driving.


“There’s the taxi, now.”


Only when I heard someone in the background asking about a Yellow Cab did I feel my tension easing.


“I’m coming home, Mama.” There was a click, and the phone went silent.


Moving from the bed, tears forming in my eyes, I walked out into the hall and went to stand in my  sixteen-year-old daughter’s room. The dark silence hung thick. My husband came from behind, wrapped his arms around me and rested his chin on the top of my head.


I wiped the tears from my cheeks. “We have to learn to listen,” I said to him.


He pulled me around to face him. “We’ll learn. You’ll see.” Then he took me into his arms, and I buried my head in his shoulder.


I let him hold me for several moments, then I pulled back and stared back at the bed. He studied me for a second, then asked, “Do you think she’ll ever know she dialed the wrong number?”


I looked at our sleeping daughter, then back at him. “Maybe it wasn’t such a wrong number.”


“Mom, Dad, what are you doing?” The muffled young voice came from under the covers.


I walked over to my daughter, who now sat up staring into the darkness. “We’re practicing,” I answered.


“Practicing what?” she mumbled and laid back on the mattress, her eyes already closed in slumber.


“Listening,” I whispered and brushed a hand over her cheek.


Christie Craig 






A Mother’s Love


Iam convinced that the greatest legacy we can leave our children is happy memories.


Og Mandino 


When I think of Clara Harden’s family, happiness is what comes to mind. The sounds of laughter always greeted my visits.


Their lifestyle was so very different from mine. Clara’s mother believed nurturing the mind was more important than trivial chores. Housekeeping wasn’t a high priority. With five children ranging in age from Clara, the oldest at twelve, to a two-year-old baby, this lack of order sometimes bothered me but never for long. Their home was always in some state of chaos with at least one person’s life in crisis, real or imagined. But I loved being part of this boisterous bunch, with their carefree, upbeat attitude toward life. Clara’s mother was never too busy for us. She’d stop ironing to help with a cheerleading project, or switch off the vacuum cleaner and call us all to trek into the woods to gather specimens for a child’s science project.


You never knew what you might do when you visited  there. Their lives were filled with fun and love—lots of love.


So the day the Harden children stepped off the school bus with red, swollen eyes, I knew something was desperately wrong. I rushed to Clara, pulled her aside, begging to hear what had happened but not prepared for her answer. The night before, Clara’s mother had told them she had a terminal brain tumor, with only months to live. I remember that morning so well. Clara and I went behind the school building where we sobbed, holding each other, not knowing how to stop the unbelievable pain. We stayed there, sharing our grief until the bell rang for first period.


Several days passed before I visited the Harden home again. Dreading the sorrow and gloom, and filled with enormous guilt that my life was the same, I stalled until my mother convinced me that I couldn’t neglect my friend and her family in their time of sadness.


So I visited. When I entered the Harden house, to my surprise and delight, I heard lively music and voices raised in animated discussion with lots of giggles and groans. Mrs. Harden sat on the sofa playing a game of Monopoly with her children gathered round. Everybody greeted me with smiles as I struggled to hide my bewilderment. This wasn’t what I had expected.


Finally Clara freed herself from the game, and we went off to her room where she explained. Her mother had told them that the greatest gift they could give her would be to carry on as if nothing was amiss. She wanted her last memories to be happy, so they had agreed to try their hardest.


One day Clara’s mother invited me for a special occasion. I rushed over to find her wearing a large gold turban. She explained that she’d decided to wear this instead of a wig now that her hair was falling out. She placed beads, glue, colored markers, scissors and cloth on the table, and  instructed us to decorate it, while she sat like a regal maharaja. We turned the plain turban into a thing of gaudy beauty, each adding his or her own touch. Even as we squabbled over where the next bauble should be placed, I was conscious of how pale and fragile Mrs. Harden appeared. Afterwards, we had our picture taken with Clara’s mother, each pointing proudly to her contribution to the turban. A fun memory to cherish, even though the unspoken fear of her leaving us wasn’t far beneath the surface.


Finally the sad day arrived when Clara’s mother died. In the weeks that followed, the Hardens’ sorrow and pain were impossible to describe.


Then one day I arrived at school to see an animated Clara laughing, gesturing excitedly to her classmates. I heard her mother’s name mentioned frequently. The old Clara was back. When I reached her side, she explained her happiness. That morning dressing her little sister for school, she’d found a funny note her mother had hidden in the child’s socks. It was like having her mother back again.


That afternoon the Harden family tore their house apart hunting messages. Each new message was shared, but some went undetected. At Christmastime, when they retrieved the decorations from the attic, they found a wonderful Christmas message.


In the years that followed, messages continued sporadically. One even arrived on Clara’s graduation day and another on her wedding day. Her mother had entrusted the letters to friends who delivered them on each special day. Even the day Clara’s first child was born, a card and poignant message arrived. Each child received these short funny notes, or letters filled with love until the last reached adulthood.


Mr. Harden remarried, and on his wedding day a friend  presented him with a letter from his wife to be read to his children, in which she wished him happiness and instructed her children to envelop their new stepmother in love, because she had great faith that their father would never choose a woman who wouldn’t be kind and loving to her precious children.


I’ve often thought of the pain Clara’s mother must have experienced as she wrote these letters to her children. I also imagined the mischievous joy she felt when she hid these little notes. But through it all I’ve marveled at the wonderful memories she left those children, despite the pain she quietly suffered and the anguish she must have felt leaving her adored family. Those unselfish acts exemplify the greatest mother’s love I’ve ever known.


Pat Laye 






The Green Pajamas


I often watched from inside the house as my mother lugged a bucket of coal up the back steps. There were seventeen steps, and she usually brought up three loads of coal. She’d smile at me when she passed the window. Many times I’d shout through the glass, “Let me help!”


Her answer remained the same. “No. You stay inside where it’s warm, Mannie. This only takes a minute. Besides, there’s only one bucket.” I must have been about nine years old.


You shouldn’t have to do this, Mama. You’ve already worked all day in an office. I know you are tired.


Sometimes I wouldn’t watch out the window. I’d busy myself in some other part of the house until I knew the coal for the next day had been brought up. Often I’d think about my friends who had fathers who could bring coal in. My own father had died before I was two.


Yet, even though my mother had to go to work each day and I missed not having a father, our life together in our small house included a lot of happiness.


As I grew older, I’d bring up the coal some days before my mother got home from work. It was terribly heavy,  and I could never seem to get an adequate supply. I longed to find some way to make things better for her.


Unexpectedly, when I was about thirteen, I got a temporary job wrapping Christmas gifts at a local department store on the weekends. Although I was young and inexperienced, I worked quickly and earned twenty-three cents an hour. I was to get paid just before Christmas.


I wanted to get my mother something special that year—something to make life easier for her. After work one evening, I went window-shopping. I saw what my mother must have. A dark-haired mannequin modeled it. She had a radiant smile, and there were no tired lines on her face. She appeared pampered and relaxed in the moss-green satin lounging pajamas and short matching robe. She was about the size of my mother, I thought. I strained to see the price tag, turning my head almost upside down.


Twenty-five dollars and ninety-five cents. It was a fortune in 1950!


I had no idea if I would earn that much money. And even if I did, someone else might buy the beautiful set before I did. “Dear God,” I prayed, looking intently at the pajamas, “hold them for me. Don’t let anyone buy them, and let me make $25.95 at least.”


Many evenings after work I stood in front of the shop window looking at the pajamas, smiling with deep satisfaction, relieved that they were still there.


Two nights before Christmas, I got paid. I poured the money out of my pay envelope and counted it. Twenty-seven dollars and thirteen cents! I had more than enough. I ran to the store with the money in my pocket. I entered out of breath and said to the saleslady, “I want to buy the beautiful pajamas set in the window. It’s $25.95.”


The saleswoman knew my mother and me. She smiled warmly, but suggested, “Marion, don’t you think your mother would rather have something more . . . practical?”


I shook my head. I didn’t even understand her subtle and kindly meant suggestion. Nothing on earth could have changed my mind. Those pajamas were for my mother. God had kept everyone from buying them, and I had the money to pay for them. I watched almost breathlessly as the woman took the pajamas and robe out of the window. While she got a box, I reached out and touched the soft satin. It was an exquisite moment. She wrapped the gift in soft tissue paper first, then in Christmas paper. 


Finally, with the large package under my arm, I headed home. I put my mother’s gift under the tree wondering how I’d wait until Christmas morning.


When it dawned, I couldn’t open any of my gifts until my mother opened hers. I watched with a pounding heart. 


She pulled back the tissue paper and her mouth formed a silent “O.” She touched the pajamas with one finger— then held up the robe. She looked at me and said, “Oh, Mannie! It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. I don’t know how you managed it, but I love it!”


I smiled and said, “Put it on, Mama.”


She did and cooked breakfast in the outfit. All morning and afternoon she told me how much she loved the gift. I knew she would. She showed it to everyone who came by. 


Through the years, even after they’d fallen apart, my mother would still tell people about those pajamas.


I reasoned that somehow my gift had made up for her having to bring in coal, build fires and walk to work. Each evening my mother would put on her satin pajamas and we’d sit by the fire listening to the radio, reading or talking.


As a child, I never realized that I should have gotten her a sweater or boots. No one could have talked me into it, for the green satin pajamas seemed to transport us into another world, just as I knew they would.


Many years later, after I had children of my own, my  mother was visiting with us one Christmas. Despite the joy of the season, I was a bit weary. It seemed like I’d been tired for months—maybe years. I’d finally come to realize that motherhood is a full-time, often mundane job, every day. The demands of raising a family had begun to show on my face and in my attitude.


The children squealed and tore into their presents. We were knee-deep in paper, which, I thought with irritation, I’d later have to clean up. Just then my mother handed me a present. “Merry Christmas, Mannie,” she said softly.


She hadn’t opened her gifts. She watched me as I carefully opened the large golden package. I folded back pink tissue paper and caught my breath. Slowly I lifted out the most beautiful, elegant pink-and-gold silk lounging robe I’d ever seen. I ran my hand over the gold-embossed design. “Ohhh,” was all I could manage for a few moments. Then I said, “I can’t believe it’s for me. It’s not something a mother would wear.” I looked down at my worn flannel robe through a blur of tears.


“Put it on,” my mother urged.


As I threw off the old robe, it seemed that I shed discouragement and weariness, too. I stood up wrapped in the lovely silk robe, knowing fully how Cinderella must have felt.


“Hey,” one of the children said, “look at Mama. She’s pretty.” Everyone looked at me. My husband smiled.


Standing there that Christmas morning in the elegant robe, I suddenly remembered back through the years and recalled those green satin pajamas. I looked at my mother. I believe she remembered them, too. She must have, to have known how desperately I needed that robe. There was no need to say anything. We both understood the gifts too well.


Marion Bond West






Growing Up


Children are the anchors that hold a mother to life.


Sophocles


My mother had been reading me the story of The Borrowers, tiny visitors who hid in the nooks and crannies of a house. Captivated, I had set up a tiny dining room under a bookcase with dollhouse furniture. For weeks, I’d left out crumbs and a little bowl of water—the cap of the ketchup bottle—before I went to bed. Each morning before school, I would check to see if the Borrowers had returned. The water and crumbs would be gone. Sometimes there would even be a minuscule thank-you note left for me.


At nine, I should probably have been too old to really believe in the Borrowers. And though I suspected that my tiny visitors might be my mother’s doing, I still held on to my belief that they just might be real. Then one day I came home from school, and my mother was gone. So were the Borrowers.


“Mommy is very sick,” my father said to me, his usually  bright blue eyes looking tired and sad. “She’s going to be in the hospital for a while until she gets better. Her kidneys aren’t working right, and the doctors are going to make her better, but it’s going to be a few weeks until you can see her because the doctors need that time to fix everything, okay?”


At first it seemed almost like a holiday. Everyone was especially nice to me; my father made my favorite meals or we would go out to dinner. He would bring home letters from my mother, “Make sure you ask Daddy to help you brush your hair; once the knots start, they are so hard to brush out.” My hair, fine and wavy, was prone to tangles.


“Why can’t I go and see Mommy?” I would ask him.


But his answer was always the same, “Not yet. She’s too weak right now . . . but soon.”


It was difficult to imagine my mother weak. We went swimming together every day in the summer, walking the five or so miles to the community pool and back again. Sometimes we chased each other around the house playing tag until the downstairs neighbors became so aggravated they would bang on the ceiling for us to stop. Then we’d collapse on the floor from laughing so hard, each of us trying in vain to be quiet.


And no matter how busy she was, she always had enough time to sit on the floor and play dolls with me. In her games, my dolls were never just going to parties, they were architects or doctors, or even running for Congress! I was probably the only nine-year-old whose mother introduced her to Jane Eyre and Gone with the Wind. I would read a bit of the book each day, and we would sit and discuss it over tea and cookies.


“The women in these books are strong, Lisa. They go through very difficult situations and learn that they can take care of themselves,” my mother would tell me. She  admired the strength in Jane and Scarlett, and she wanted me to value it as well.


But then things had begun to change. More often I would get up in the morning to fix my own breakfast, or come home from school to find a neighbor waiting to bring me to her home after school. Sometimes my parents would be in their bedroom talking with the door closed. The day the Borrowers stopped coming, I knew something was really wrong.


With my mother gone, I noticed that my father rarely went into my parents’ bedroom anymore. I’d sometimes get up in the middle of night and find him lying asleep on the couch in the flickering light of the television, still in his work clothes. Pulling the blanket up over him and turning off the TV, I was a girl who was growing up. A girl who no longer believed in the Borrowers.


“Daddy?” I asked my father one day, “Is Mommy going to die?” He looked at me for what seemed forever, then grabbed my arms and pulled me to him. “Maybe,” he said and then lowered his head and began to weep. I wrapped my arms around his neck and held him close. We sat there and cried, for the first time, together.


Then he told me that my mother had been diagnosed with end-stage renal failure, which meant that her kidneys had failed and that unless she had a kidney transplant, she would probably die. In the early 1970s, dialysis as a treatment for renal failure was in its early stages. My mother was at the County Medical Center where they had access to new medical technology. It had been touch-and-go for several weeks, and at times it appeared as though they might have waited too long to be able to help my mother. I told my father I wanted to see her.


At the hospital, my father shouted at the nurse at the desk in the intensive care unit, “I don’t care if it’s not allowed.”


“It will be too disturbing for the child,” the nurse said to my dad in a low voice, motioning for him to lower his voice as well.


My father walked over to me where I was sitting on a bench against the wall. “Listen, Honey, I’m going to go and talk to the chief of staff about you seeing your mommy. Sit here and draw me a picture, and I’ll be back in a few minutes, okay?” I nodded my head and watched him walk off down the hall with the nurse.


The large double doors had the words “Only Medical Staff Allowed” written on them in large bold letters. A sign in front of the bench said “Children under fifteen not admitted.” The sounds coming from behind the double doors frightened me and the thought that my mother was in there frightened me even more.


But as I sat there, my fear dissolved and I became angrier and angrier. Who were these strangers to keep me away from my mother? Scarlett O’Hara wouldn’t have sat by and let people tell her what she could and couldn’t do. My mother was behind that door, and I was going to go in and find her.


Putting both hands on one side of the ICU door, I pushed as hard as I could. Inside, bright fluorescent lights illuminated the room, people in white scurried around and loud beeping filled the air. Without knowing how I knew, I turned to my right and started to walk toward a bed where most of the activity was being focused. No one seemed to notice me.


The woman on the bed seemed very small and was surrounded by tubes and machines with blinking lights. She looked like my mother, except paler and smaller than I remembered. Her eyes were closed and her long dark hair was spread out on her pillow.


“She’s not responding!” a white-coated man shouted.


“Her pressure is too low,” a nurse shouted back to the man in the white coat.


“Mommy,” I said quietly, then again louder. “Mommy?” 


People started running over to me. “Get her out of here!” bellowed the man in the white coat.


“Wait!” shouted the nurse and motioned for me to come over. As I walked over to my mother, everyone stepped back except for the man in the white coat who tried to grab my shoulder. The nurse standing by the bed put her hand up to stop him.


“Look,” she said, glancing down at my mother.


My mother had opened her eyes. “Lisa?” She turned her head to look at me and smiled. The frenetic beeping seemed to slow down.


“Mommy, it’s me.” I stood next to the bed, wanting to crawl in beside her despite the machines and tubes all around her.


“Come here.” She raised her arms, and I let her wrap her arms around me. “Don’t be scared by all of this. These machines are going to make me better. We’ll have one in our house, and I’ll be able to come home to stay.” Frowning ever so slightly, she added, “Has anyone been helping you brush your hair?” Laughter from behind me reminded me that we weren’t alone. Doctors and nurses were standing around watching us, many with tears in their eyes.


They knew, though I didn’t, that only moments ago my mother had actually died. Later she told me that she remembered seeing a young woman lying on a hospital bed connected to tubes and machines. She felt very sorry for the woman until she realized that she was looking at herself and, for the first time in months, she felt no pain or discomfort. In what seemed like a movie, she remembered seeing people rush over to her to try and resuscitate her.


“I felt such peace, such happiness. I didn’t want to be  that woman on the bed anymore until I heard a girl’s voice that said ‘Mommy?’”


When she realized that the voice was mine, she knew that she had to come back. I’m sure that if I hadn’t violated hospital policy and been there to call her back, things would have turned out very differently.


Soon after, my mother came home, along with a dialysis machine that became a permanent part of our family. And although the Borrowers never returned, I didn’t need them anymore. I was a girl who could brush the tangles out of her own hair. I could fix a meal or two without any help. I was a girl who still had her mother. And that was the most important part.


Lisa Duffy-Korpics 






To Have and to Hold


In the summer of 1959, I flew from Washington, D.C., to Los Angeles accompanied by my father. Nineteen years old, pregnant and frightened, I was flying to this distant city to live with total strangers, so that my unborn child could be born far away from prying eyes and gossiping mouths and then be put up for private adoption.


On September 3rd, I gave birth to a little boy and though I saw him once, lying in the nursery, I was not allowed to hold him. The doctor and nurses felt it would be too painful for me, and I suppose they were right. Shortly after the birth, I flew back to Washington, signed the adoption papers and, as my doctor had suggested, continued on with my life.


Although the pain of the parting diminished with time, I never forgot for a moment that I had a son. Every September 3rd for the next thirty-three years I silently mourned, grieving for the child I had given away. Mother’s Day was always the worst. It seemed that every woman I knew was a mom. I’m a mother, too, I wanted to say but couldn’t.


And so the years passed and turned into decades, and  the memory of my only child lingered just beneath my conscious mind, ready to explode at a moment’s notice.


Then on March 26, 1993, I received this message on my answering machine: “Elizabeth,” a woman’s voice said, “I have some news which I hope will be of interest to you and bring you great joy and happiness.”


Her voice broke, and it was quite evident she was crying. “If you are the same Elizabeth Thring who did me a favor thirty-three years ago, please call me in Newport Beach, California. I would very much like to have a chat with you.”


I called back immediately and was connected to an answering machine. Three days later, when I finally got through, the woman said her name was Susie. She thanked me profusely for calling and asked if I knew who she was.


“I believe so,” I replied, “but I’m not 100 percent sure.”


“Oh, Elizabeth,” she said, “I adopted your beautiful baby boy thirty-three years ago, and I am just calling to tell you what a wonderful son you have. Bill is married to a terrific girl, and you have two absolutely beautiful little granddaughters.”


I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I had fantasized about this very moment in some form or another for years, and now it was a reality. I told her that I couldn’t think of another woman I knew with such generosity of spirit. Susie said that one day while watching her two little granddaughters playing, she thought to herself, “What woman wouldn’t want to know about such beautiful children?” and so she began to search for me.


She told me that although Bill knew generally that she was looking for me, he had no knowledge of this most recent attempt to locate me, since there was always the possibility that I might not want to see him.


Soon after, I sent Bill a letter. In it I wrote: Oh, what joy—what pure, absolute, sheer joy, to discover after all these years that you are here, on the same earth, under the same blue heaven and stars and moon at night as I—and that you, my darling boy, want to know me as much as I yearn to know, hold and love you. Billy, it is important for me that you know I never, ever forgot you or ceased loving you. I thank you from the bottom of my heart for wanting to know me and not giving up on me. Your loving mother, Elizabeth.


In the middle of April I flew to Los Angeles. On the way, I wrote thirty-three birthday cards to my son with a short description of what I had done for each year of his life. Bill needs, I thought, to learn about me, too.


DeAnn, Bill’s wife, videotaped me coming down the ramp at the airport. With her were my granddaughters, and standing just behind her was a very tall, blond, impeccably dressed man.


When he saw me, Bill stepped from behind his wife and walked toward me with arms open wide. Into this circle of love I stepped, feeling just like every other mother in the world holding her baby for the first time.


Elizabeth Thring 






Christmas Joy


We are here to help one another along life’s journey.


William Bennett 


In one terrible September, both my mother and sister were killed in a tragic car accident. That December, I couldn’t imagine celebrating Christmas.


Christmas? How would I ever crawl through this holiday? Joy to the world? How could I rejoice and be merry when my heart was splintered apart? I, who had always gloried in the joys and wonders of Christmas, wanted to wipe the day off the calendar. But having two small daughters, I numbly moved through all the usual preparations.


As the days moved closer to Christmas, my sorrow deepened and I found myself immersed in the quicksand of self-pity. Wasn’t it enough that I had a helpless and handicapped child, and hardly any financial resources? Add the crushing blow of both my mother and sister being killed, and it was more heartache than I could carry.


On the twenty-third of December, I was so deep into the pit of tears, I could hardly function. That evening, my  heart aching, I despondently started out for a walk. The magic of Christmas was everywhere: fresh snow, star-sprinkled skies, lighted trees in the windows, wreaths on the doors and candles shining.


As I dragged along, I imagined that everyone was happy except for me. Passing the house of a neighbor, it began to seep into my memory that her husband had died, and this would be her first Christmas alone. I looked at the next house: They were having horrendous problems with their teenager. In the next home, behind those lighted windows, were sorrowing parents, for they had lost a child in the spring.


Silently I walked through our little town, and as I passed each home, for the first time in months, I began to remember other people’s suffering instead of my own, and to realize I was not the only person life had punched in the solar plexus. There was hardly a household that didn’t have sorrow or tragedy. Did not everyone bear their own burdens and cry their own tears?


Back home, standing at the window, I glanced down the hill at the house on the corner. Within those walls lived a mother, her four children and their grandmother. There were no twinkling lights or wrapped packages under that roof. Everyone in town was aware of their plight and struggles, and although my financial resources might be slim, theirs were downright precarious. What type of Christmas would they be having? Would the little girl, who was my youngest daughter’s age, receive a doll or any toy? What would they have for Christmas dinner?


Empathy began to awaken me and nudge the edges of my grief. It dawned on me that I had found the key to unlock myself from misery, for there—right under my nose—was someone worse off than myself. If I could  gather my strength and forget about me, I could make a difference in a family’s Christmas.


December twenty-fourth was a flurry of activity. I called people and they called others, resulting in a steady stream of cheerful givers crossing my threshold. By afternoon, an amazing assortment of toys, clothing and food was piled high on my dining room table.


Heather, my five-year-old daughter, helped me, while Audrey, my handicapped daughter, looked on. Together we wrapped packages, fixed a box with the makings of a complete dinner and shared the excitement.


Night came, and we were at last finished. Leaving Audrey with her father, Heather and I loaded the overflowing boxes in the car and coasted down the hill. It was exhilarating to creep from car to porch, sliding the boxes across the wooden boards, all the while tiptoeing and whispering “Sh-h-h-h.” When everything was deposited, we knocked on the door and ran like rabbits. We tumbled into the ditch and peered out from behind a bush.


The porch light blazed on. The little girl who was Heather’s age opened the door, stood in the glow of light looking at boxes with wrapped gifts spilling out and began jumping up and down, shouting, “Christmas has come! Christmas has come!”


The family crowded onto the little porch, laughing and shouting, the children taking out packages and calling out the names on the tags, the light from within and without shining over them. Then, with merriment, they took everything inside, closed the door, flicked off the porch light and everything was silent.


There in the darkness and stillness of the night, peace poured into my soul, wrapping its sweet warmth around my heart. The warmth didn’t extinguish sorrow . . . but made it bearable. It didn’t wipe out memories . . . but softened them, so I could once more welcome happiness.


Heather and I scrambled up from the ditch, and I hugged my daughter close while we softly laughed. I had found the secret: In reaching out to others, we heal ourselves; in giving happiness, we receive our peace; and in rising above our sorrows, we find our joy. My soul was filled, for there on that lovely winter’s eve, Christmas came into my heart!


Phyllis Volkens 
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“Because your mother is cold, that’s why.”


Reprinted by permission of Mike Shapiro.






The Sweater


It was too late when I realized I’d made a mistake. I’d been so blinded by my own grief at the rapid decline and death of my father that I hadn’t thought through how his death would affect my daughter.


For months, Dad had been complaining of pain in his shoulder, “a pinched nerve”—or so we thought. When he fell ill on vacation and was diagnosed with progressive, primary prostate cancer, we were all shocked.


My dad was one of those special people who was born with a twinkle in his eye. I’ve never met anyone who didn’t think the world of him. Little children, especially, were drawn to him like candy. He would clasp his hands together and grin with such joy that kids would come running. During a visit with my sister in Ireland, he taught the village children how to play American football. The Irish children would often come by in the evenings to ask, “Can Grandpa come out and play?”


So it was no surprise that he was especially close to my five-year-old daughter, Jodi, the last of his grandchildren to reside near him in the United States. They would giggle  and laugh together for hours, making up stories and feeding pretend animals in the backyard.


By the time they found Dad’s cancer, it had spread to his bones and things went quickly. When we went to visit him, Jodi sat quietly next to the bed, pretending to read from a book to him—there were no more boisterous games. I had explained to her that Grandpa was very sick and that he couldn’t play like he used to, but it was hard for her five-year-old mind to comprehend.
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