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A Special Foreword
by Jack and Mark



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


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


This volume contains our 101 best stories and poems about fathers and their daughters. We share this with you at a very special time for us, the fifteenth anniversary of our Chicken Soup for the Soul series. When we published our first book in 1993, we never dreamed that we had started what became a publishing phenomenon, one of the best-selling series of books in history.


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


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


In this new volume, we have selected our 101 best stories and poems about fathers and their daughters from our rich fifteen-year history. The stories that we have chosen were written by fathers about their daughters, and by daughters about their fathers. There is no denying the special bond between fathers and daughters as they move through life’s phases, from birth to childhood, to those sometimes difficult teen years, to marriage and grandchildren, and to end-of-life issues.


We hope that you will enjoy reading these stories as much as we enjoyed selecting them for you, and that you will share them with your families and friends. We have identified the 35 Chicken Soup for the Soul books in which the stories originally appeared, in case you would like to continue reading about parenting and families among our other books. We hope you will also enjoy the additional books about parenting, sports, and life in general in “Our 101 Best Stories” series.


With our love, our thanks, and our respect,
~Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen
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No Better Way to Say I Love You


Blessed indeed is the man who hears many gentle voices call him father!


~Lydia M. Child
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The Wedding


What lies behind us and what lies before us are tiny matters compared to what lies within us.


~Ralph Waldo Emerson


Jack and Jean were among our earliest friends when I began ministry in my very first church as full-time pastor. Their friendly faces and warm smiles were a great encouragement to a young preacher with the Sunday morning pulpit jitters. The smiles were genuine, and that was a surprise to me. They had been through more trials than almost anyone I’d known.


Jack had been a chemist with a successful company. Over a period of ten years, a diagnosis of severe rheumatoid arthritis took Jack from being a healthy workingman to someone confined to a wheelchair and living on a disability pension. By the time I met him, he could move himself from the wheelchair only with great difficulty, and then, only to shift to another chair, or to stand for a moment. Pain and effort showed in his face when making these transitions, which were usually few and far between.


He and Jean got around well in a new van, converted for the wheelchair. A small elevator installed in their townhouse moved Jack between the floors, and despite his misshapen, arthritis-bent fingers, he learned to use a computer and assisted us at the church with some of our financial work.


Through Jack and Jean, I came to know their now-adult daughters. When Susan, the eldest, arrived at my office to ask me to perform a wedding for her and her fiancé, Eric, it was no great surprise. Her father had hinted only a few weeks earlier that this might be coming.


The counseling and the planning of the ceremony seemed to go by very quickly, and soon it was almost time for the wedding. One day Susan made an unscheduled stop at my office. From the look on her face, I knew that something was seriously wrong. She came straight to the point. “My dad wants to walk me down the aisle,” she said, close to tears. “He really thinks he can do it. He absolutely insists on it.”


“I’ll practice until the wedding. I’m going to do this,” he told me adamantly while we sat at his kitchen table drinking tea the next day. “Please pray for me!” I knew there was no changing his mind when he was determined to do something, and so I let the subject drop. I did, however, pray.


When the evening of the rehearsal arrived, we set up several scenarios which would allow Jack to “present” the bride. Only one of the three involved him walking, and we included it only to please Jack. A brief experiment that evening seemed to deflate Jack’s determination as he only took a few steps before he had to sit back down. From the platform, I watched sadly as he hung his head where he sat. Again I prayed.


The wedding day arrived. Everything was going as planned. At the top of the hour, I found myself standing on the steps of the platform with groom and groomsmen awaiting the bridal party.


The music began playing and the bridesmaids proceeded down the aisle. Each paused and turned as she passed the front row of pews and took her place opposite the groomsmen. The maid of honor was last to walk, and as she turned in her appointed position, the music softly concluded.


After a brief pause, the organist played the dramatic opening notes of the wedding march. “Will you all please stand,” I instructed.


I found myself thinking of Jack. He had been brought up the steps to the sanctuary earlier, and now waited in the wheelchair by the door. With the struggles of the previous evening still in mind, I was sure that Jack would not be walking the aisle today. I was disappointed for his sake, but I couldn’t imagine his hurt. This had meant so much to him.


The doors to the church sanctuary opened to the side at the rear. This meant that the bride would have to walk behind the last row of pews before turning into the center aisle. I could just make out Susan’s progress above the heads of the now standing congregation because of the puff of white taffeta that stood up from her veil.


I saw that puff of white stop, and then murmuring began near the back of the church. A moment later, the beautiful bride made her turn into the main aisle. It took a second to realize what was happening. Susan was being escorted by her father, and he was walking!


Slowly, and painfully, Jack took a few steps and then paused to catch his breath. With a cane in his left hand and her arm on his right, father and daughter moved toward me. It seemed as if the entire congregation was holding its collective breath, all of us fearing that the next step would be the last. I believe, in that moment, that we were all unified in prayer for Jack.


The organist looked at me with panic in her eyes as the music came close to its conclusion. I motioned for her to continue playing, and a few more minutes inched past before the bride and her father finally arrived at the front.


As the music concluded, I quickly gathered my thoughts. Still awestruck, I voiced a rather shaky introduction. I almost choked up when I asked, “Who presents this woman to be married to this man?” Jack’s voice came back clear and strong, and not without some measure of pride: “Her mother and I do.”


As Susan hugged her father and then took her place alongside her soon-to-be husband, I noticed that her face was wet with tears. I noticed my own face was wet. In fact, it seemed like the whole congregation had been deeply moved.


The wedding reception which followed was a wonderful affair. It was one of the grandest I had ever attended. But whatever the charm or excitement of the post-wedding celebration, the highlight of the day, in everyone’s eyes, remained the miracle we had witnessed shortly before. The miracle of Jack, with determination born of love, and with faith in the living God, escorting his daughter down the aisle on her wedding day!


No truer words express the miracle of that day as those written in Mark 10:27: “With man this is impossible, but not with God; all things are possible with God.”


~John P. Walker
Chicken Soup for the Christian Woman’s Soul
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Love in a Box


What we remember from childhood we remember forever — permanent ghosts, stamped, inked, imprinted, eternally seen.


~Cynthia Ozick


When I was a little girl, I found love in a box all because of a class assignment. On a Friday night I made an announcement at the dinner table. The words bubbled out in a torrent of excitement I could no longer contain. “My teacher said we have to bring a box for our valentines on Monday. But it has to be a special box, all decorated.”


Mother said, “We’ll see,” and she continued eating.


I wilted faster than a flower with no water. What did “We’ll see” mean? I had to have that box or there would be no valentines for me. My second grade Valentine’s Day would be a disaster. Maybe they didn’t love me enough to help me with my project.


All day Saturday I waited, and I worried, but there was no mention of a valentine box. Sunday arrived, and my concern increased, but I knew an inquiry about the box might trigger anger and loud voices. I kept an anxious eye on both my parents all day. In 1947, in my house, children only asked once. More than that invited punitive measures.


Late Sunday afternoon, my father called me into our apartment’s tiny kitchen. The table was covered with an assortment of white crepe paper, red construction paper, and bits and pieces of lace and ribbon from my mother’s sewing basket. An empty shoebox rested on top of the paper. Relief flooded through me when Daddy said, “Let’s get started on your project.”


In the next hour my father transformed the empty shoebox into a valentine box I would never forget. Crepe paper covered the ugly cardboard. My father fashioned a wrinkled piece of the pliable paper and glued it around the middle. He cut a slot in the lid and covered it with more of the white paper. Next came red hearts attached in what I considered all the right places. He hummed a tune while he worked, and I kneeled on my chair witnessing the magical conversion of the shoebox and handing him the glue when he needed it. When he finished, my father’s eyes sparkled, and a smile stretched across his thin face. “What do you think of that?”


My answer was a hug and a “Thank you, Daddy.”


But inside, joy danced all the way to my heart. It was the first time that my father devoted so much time to me. His world consisted of working hard to support his family, adoring my mother, disciplining my brother and me, and listening to every sports event broadcast on the radio. Suddenly, a new door opened in my life. My father loved me.


Monday morning, my mother found a brown grocery sack to protect the beautiful box while I carried it to school. I barely felt the bitter cold of the February day as I held the precious treasure close to me. I would let no harm come to my beautiful valentine box.


My teacher cleared a space on a long, wide windowsill where the decorated boxes would stay until Valentine’s Day. I studied each one as it was placed on the sill, and none compared with mine. Every time I peeked at my valentine box, I felt my father’s love. My pride knew no bounds. There were moments when the box actually glowed in a spotlight all its own. No doubt I was the only one who witnessed that glow.


Every day some of my classmates brought valentine cards to school and slipped them into the slots of the special boxes. The holiday party arrived, and we brought our boxes to our desks to open the valentines. Frosted heart cookies, red punch, valentines and giggles filled our classroom. Chaos reigned until dismissal time arrived.


I carried my valentine box home proudly. It wasn’t hidden in a grocery sack but held out for the world to admire. I showed it to the policeman who guided us across a busy city street. He patted me on the head and exclaimed about it. I made sure everyone along the way took note of my valentine box. My father had made it for me, and the love that filled it meant more to me than all the valentines nestled inside.


From that time on I never doubted my father’s feelings for me. The valentine box became a symbol of his love that lasted through decades of other Valentine’s Days. He gave me other gifts through the years, but none ever compared with the tender love I felt within the confines of the old, empty shoebox.


~Nancy Julien Kopp
Chicken Soup for the Father & Daughter Soul
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You Did Good


Never part without loving words to think of during your absence. It may be that you will not meet again in this life.


~Jean Paul Richter


My dad grew up during the Depression and later fought in World War II. When he was born, his own father was too old and tired to invest any time in his only child, so my dad learned early on how to work hard and make money. And no matter how bad things might be, my dad always knew how to look strong. In the postwar era, when everyone wanted to erase their horrifying memories and emotions, my father became a master at burying his feelings. After liberating the concentration camps and seeing the worst that any war had to offer, keeping his feelings inside was the only way my dad knew how to survive.


Without realizing it, my dad became domineering and controlling. As a parent, he did anything for his children and worked hard to provide the best for us. However, if he didn’t agree with us about something, our feelings didn’t interest him; his opinions always prevailed — “case closed.” When it was time for emotional intimacy or vulnerability, my father played his cards close to his chest. He kept his feelings locked in a vault to which no one, including himself, had the combination.


Still, despite our being very different emotionally, my dad was my hero.


He was a world-class businessman, a marketing genius, an entrepreneur, a singer and a true visionary. When I was learning how to dream, he taught me how to dream big. “Broaden your horizons, sweetie,” he used to say. “There’s a whole world out there and nothing’s stopping you.” I emulated him, quoted him and listened for every nugget of wisdom I could glean from him.


I was a musician, actress and writer. Somehow, those occupations just didn’t fit the bill with my father; what I did never seemed to meet his approval. Poetry and songwriting were intangible and involved an area unsafe for him: emotions.


“What are you doing out there in the backyard with your guitar and your journals, anyway?” he would ask me sarcastically when I was younger.


“I’m just writing songs,” I answered, trying not to feel ashamed.


“Writing songs? How are you going to earn a living? What are you going to have to fall back on?” he demanded, exasperated.


There were things we could never talk about, things that were painfully left unsaid. I wanted with all my heart to tell my dad what a hero he was to me. I wanted him to understand who I really was. I began to wonder if the reason he couldn’t approve of me was that he never really approved of himself. He was so hard on everybody, but he was the hardest and most unforgiving of himself. I tried to crack the door to his heart on many occasions. I tried so hard to share my feelings and create a bond of intimacy, but it was too awkward for him, too frightening. I often sent him sentimental cards and told him I loved him. He would hug me, but then crack a joke and cover it. There was so much that I needed to say to him, but I didn’t know how to do it.


One Friday night I came home late for dinner and my son announced, “Grandpa’s been trying to call you all day and is waiting for you to call him.”


How strange, I thought. It was always my mom who did the long-distance calling while my dad sat in his recliner and read the paper, calling out things that she was supposed to remember to tell “the kids.” Why would my dad be trying all day to reach me? I was tired and hungry and thought about calling him in the morning, but decided to dial him then. He answered right away and was relieved to hear from me.


“I’ve got a problem, sweetie,” he said directly, “and I need your advice.”


My advice? When had my father ever approached me as an adult for advice?


He was upset about some things going on among our relatives and actually wanted to confide in me about it. I was shocked. He was thoughtful and introspective and it drew me in.


“Oh, I probably shouldn’t worry about them,” he said trying to appear strong, “but it just drives me crazy.”


We talked a long time and as he opened up to me, I felt that door to his heart crack open, something I had waited for my whole life. The more he shared his frustrations and reached out to me, the more I felt I could cross the line and tell him how I really felt.


“Dad,” I began. “You know, you’re not only a great person, you did a great job as a father. Did I ever tell you that?”


He didn’t say anything, but I knew he was listening intently. “You did a great job,” I exhorted. “I know you’re upset now, but things will work out with everybody. The main thing I just want you to do is to give yourself credit — you never give yourself enough credit, Dad. You sent me to college, you gave me a vision, you supported me.”


I’d finally said it.


He laughed good-naturedly. I continued, “I owe you a thank you, and I hope you realize how much you did for me as my dad.”


I could almost hear him smiling on the other end. I knew he was touched and felt a little awkward. His voice sounded shaky. “Well, we got you educated,” he said, laughing nervously.


“You did more than that,” I said. “You did good.”


“You like your house now, and your life?” he asked quietly, catching me off guard.


“Yeah, Dad, I’m happy. You don’t have to worry — things are going great for us.”


“That’s good,” he said, with a sigh of relief. “So everything’s okay, then?” he asked, almost as if he were checking it all off a list that would allow him to rest easier.


“Everything’s great, Dad.”


I told him I loved him and he told me he loved me and I hung up the phone. As I got ready for bed, I thought about what an amazing conversation we had. I was high with the emotional intimacy, which had been long overdue.


Ten hours later, my mother called, waking me. I could hardly understand what she was trying to say.


“Your father’s dead!” she screamed. “I found him lying on the dining room floor. He had just opened the drapes to let the sun in, and he fell over dead.”


Suddenly I was standing straight up beside my bed, clinging to the phone and sobbing.


“Where are you right now, Mom?”


“I’m sitting here waiting for the police to come.”


“Are you there alone?”


“Yes, but the neighbors are on their way over.”


I was a thousand miles away. All I could think about was how many hours, minutes and seconds it would take me to jump on a plane and get there. I thought about my mother sitting there alone with my father, and I couldn’t move fast enough.


The flight was long and painful, like a slow-motion dream. I had planned on going home to see my dad and mom in another month, and I wept aloud, thinking I was too late. Then I suddenly realized the incredible miracle of it all: I hadn’t been late at all. Actually, everything had been right on time.


~Carla Riehl
Chicken Soup for the Christian Woman’s Soul
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The Look


He didn’t tell me how to live; he lived, and let me watch him do it.


~Clarence Budington Kelland


We grew up viewing the documentation of our parents’ love. Every year, on their anniversary, a white twin bed sheet pinned to brocade drapes served as our improvised movie screen. We sat mesmerized by the sight of their 1947 wedding. Live. On film.


I loved seeing Dad’s thick wavy black hair and strong athletic build. Mom was more beautiful than Cinderella or Snow White, possessing the aura of a princess. They filled the screen with glamour, excitement and fairy-tale magic.


And then there was that look. The expression on Dad’s face as he beheld his bride taught me to search a man’s eyes for that same glowing reflection of devotion, awe and pride.


The images on our homemade screen reinforced in our minds the daily affection they demonstrated for us. The secret winks Dad sent Mom’s way were intended to fly over our heads, but of course we always caught them, and they brought a sense of security. I identified his conspiratorial wink as a sign of their complete solidarity. They were an inseparable twosome moving through life as one.


So I began a quest for the real-life personification of the images I viewed on a plain bed sheet. My dream man was crystal clear in my mind. I wanted to find a husband to love me the way my dad loved my mom. I would recognize him by the look in his eye.


Of course, it is one thing to know what you are looking for; it is quite another to find it. But miracles do happen.


Like my parents, we met at a party. Bob spotted me — as the romantic cliché goes — across a crowded room, and asked his friend to introduce us. Frank dutifully steered me over. As soon as I saw him, my gaze locked with his. I was unaware of how gorgeous he was; I was far too distracted by his eyes boring into mine.


This look belonged to me.


If it was the look in his eyes that rocked me, it was learning about him and getting to know the depth of his character that steadied my feet. He was solid, loyal, witty, compassionate and charming. He was my dream come true.


I wanted desperately to introduce Bob to my parents — my role models for love. Unfortunately, by this time Dad was deeply immersed in his battle with Alzheimer’s and was, for the most part, nonverbal. Locked away in his private world, he seldom even made eye contact.


But I needed him, in whatever limited capacity he could command, to meet and get to know Bob. I sought his approval for the biggest decision of my life. I knew Bob was the right man for me but I yearned for Dad’s recognition, too.


The first time I introduced them, Dad cursed. His hand was caught between the edge of the kitchen table and the arm of his chair. It’s funny how profanities survive in an otherwise frozen mind. I had hoped for a more tender meeting.


As we sat at the table, we watched for any sign of acknowledgement from Dad. He, however, was far too busy inspecting the tablecloth to notice us — absorbed, repeatedly rubbing his fingers along the stitched hem.


Bob said softly to me, “Honey, I think your dad may need his chin wiped clean.”


I blotted Dad’s chin with a soft cloth. His eyes lifted to rest briefly on mine and the gratitude in them squeezed my heart. In those precious fleeting seconds, I had my dad back. Then he cast his eyes downward and was gone again. I remember that moment precisely because the feeling was so overwhelming.


I was consumed with love and admiration for the indomitable, yet gentle, strength exuding from both sides of the table.


The second time Bob and I visited, we helped Mom put Dad to bed. As we lowered him down, he grabbed Bob’s arm and in hushed, slurred words requested: “Come back.” We were making progress.


The third time these two men of mine met, Dad sat in his usual silence. Not so usual was that Dad’s eyes fixated on Bob with a calculated intensity. Then for the first time in longer than I could remember, my father spoke clearly and loudly.


“Marry her,” he said to Bob. Bob was only too happy to comply.


My dad passed away shortly after speaking those words. Yet even though he was physically absent, I snatched glimpses of him at our wedding. In my mind, he was there at my mother’s side gazing at her with love-filled eyes. And when I observed my new husband across a ballroom overflowing with family and friends, Bob gave me that look I so dearly remembered, and softly sealed it with a secret wink.


~Patty Swyden Sullivan
Chicken Soup for the Bride’s Soul
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Daddy’s Gift


It’s Christmas and I’m worn out. All the activities are draining, depleting me of energy, enthusiasm and confidence. Looking for a way to leave it behind, I wander outdoors and straddle my bicycle. It’s a regular old bicycle, nothing fancy, but just the right vehicle to free my spirit. As I pedal up the driveway toward the street, I wander back in time.


It was 1955, on the eve of the first real Christmas my sister, Mary, and I ever had, and Daddy was determined that his two new daughters would find it filled with love and joy. I was four, Mary was two and the entire process of “coming to live with” Daddy, Mama and Lamar, a big brother, took place without their ever laying eyes on us. When asked how he could adopt two children sight unseen, Daddy answered, “It doesn’t matter to me what they look like. If they need a home, we want ’em.”


Our first two months with them were joyful, but expensive. We brought with us a lot of “needs” — tonsils to remove, medications to take, clothes to buy. But our greatest need was for emotional support and reassurance that this was indeed our home — for life. I knew there was a chance that our birth parents would reclaim us — a right they could exercise for up to a year.


The townspeople pitched in. Neighbors hosted a “children’s shower,” the local pharmacist donated the required medications and someone even provided a new tricycle for Santa to bring Mary. My little sister and I were so excited about our first Christmas. We learned about Jesus and how much He loved us. For the first time in our lives, we listened to Bible stories and sang “Jesus Loves Me.” We learned to say the blessing and our prayers.


As the holidays approached, Aunt Florice secretly put the finishing touches on a set of matching mother-daughter dresses that Daddy knew would leave Mama in tears. Lamar, at fourteen, helped plan the details of how Santa would deliver the new baby dolls and the blocks that had been fashioned in the shop from leftover bits of wood.


Everything seemed to be in order for the wonderful Christmas celebration — yet Daddy was restless. He couldn’t forget about the small blue bicycle Santa had been offered for just ten dollars, even though he and Mama had agreed they had spent enough.


On Christmas Eve, Daddy paced and thought, and thought and paced. He sensed that I had the most profound scars from our past. I was afraid of the dark, afraid of enclosed spaces, even afraid to go to the bathroom alone. In fact, I could not speak an intelligible sentence and often needed little Mary to interpret for me.


As dusk fell, he told Mama he had one last errand to run. On Christmas morning, my eyes grew wide when I saw the beautiful blue bicycle beside the tree. I couldn’t wait to take it outside to the sidewalk. Daddy eagerly helped me learn and quickly recognized that I didn’t need the training wheels after all. When they were removed, I pedaled and Daddy released his hold on the bicycle, sending me off for the first time on the road to freedom. But even as he let me go, he ran alongside me, there to help me if I wavered too far off course.


Now as I ride into the wind, calmed and recharged, I realize that long-ago bicycle trip had been the first of what would be a lifetime of send-offs. And with each one, whether I was attending my first day of school, learning to drive a car, heading off to college or landing my first real job, Daddy provided me with a way to soar along with the “training wheels” of a Christian home. And he and Mama were there, running alongside me whenever I questioned my course.


The melody plays in my head — “Jesus loves me, yes I know.” I enter a straightaway, rediscover my center of balance, release the handlebars and lift my hands to the sky in jubilant celebration and gratefulness for Daddy’s gift.


~Shirley Garrett
Chicken Soup for the Christian Woman’s Soul


[image: images]




[image: images]


The Best One


Always kiss your children goodnight — even if they’re already asleep.


~H. Jackson Brown, Jr.


When I was a little girl, my father had a time-honored tradition of tucking me into bed. Following my bedtime story, he would give me a nose kiss, tickle my stomach and whisper the most wonderful words into my ear.


“Michelle, of all the little girls in the whole wide world...” he would pause.


“Yes, Daddy?”


“How did your mommy and I get so lucky to get the best one?”


Before he had time to finish, I would say, “You got me!”


And then he would continue, “The best little girl in the whole wide world, and we got you.”


“You got me!” I would scream and clap.


“Yes, you, Michelle, and we’re so lucky.” He would end with a bear hug and another kiss to my forehead.


Years passed and my father never missed a night, even when I thought he should have. After my basketball team was defeated, he came into my room.


“Michelle, of all the basketball players in the whole wide world,” he paused.


“Yes, Daddy?” I stared at the floor.


“How did your mom and I get so lucky to get the best one?”


“You didn’t.”


“Of course we did, Michelle. We have you.”


“But, Dad...”


“Yes, you, Michelle, and we’re so lucky,” he cheered, as he gave me a high five followed by a bear hug and a kiss to my forehead.


I thought becoming a teenager would end the ritual, but it didn’t.


“Michelle, of all the teenagers in the whole wide world...” he would pause.


“Dad, I’m too old for this,” I would sigh.


“How did your mother and I get so lucky to get the best one?”


“C’mon, Dad,” I grunted.


“We have you, Michelle, and we’re so lucky.” Then the embarrassing hug and kiss.


Following college, I became engaged. My father never missed a night to call or leave a message reminding me how special I was to him. I even wondered if he would continue calling after I got married, but he didn’t.


The daily calls I had taken for granted all my life ended the day he died from cancer, only weeks before my wedding.


I deeply missed sharing the day with my father. Standing behind the white church doors with my arm in my brother’s, I waited for the wedding march to begin. Before we began our descent down the aisle, my brother reached inside his pocket and handed me an ivory napkin embroidered with pink ribbon. Inscribed were the words:


Of all the precious wives in the whole wide world, how did Mark get so lucky to marry the best one? He married you, Michelle, and he is so lucky! I am so proud of you, my little girl.


Love, Dad


Without a doubt, it was the best wedding gift I received. One I would never forget. My father showered me with his gifts every day of his life. How did I get so lucky?


~Michelle Marullo
Chicken Soup for the Bride’s Soul
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The Painted Tractor


The year was 1979, and my daughters were ages two, five and seven. Father’s Day was approaching, and I was trying to come up with an original gift idea. Money was tight because we were in the process of renovating a barn into our home while we were living in it.


Suddenly, it hit me. “We’ll paint his tractor!” It was Tom’s first tractor, a used one he bought when we first moved to the northern Virginia countryside from Washington, D.C. “Yes, a new paint job for his tractor is what we’ll give Daddy for Father’s Day,” I told my young daughters. They were delighted.


Off we went to the local hardware store in the nearest town. A salesman approached and asked if he could help me. “Yes,” I said. “I’m looking for paint for my husband’s tractor.”


“What color do you have in mind?” the clerk asked.


I looked down at my daughters and asked each of them what color they wanted.


“I want pink,” my oldest daughter said.


“I want yellow,” my middle daughter said.


“I want blue,” my youngest daughter said.


The salesman looked at me, barely able to hide his shock, and politely asked if my husband knew anything about what we were planning.


“No,” I smiled. “We’re surprising him for Father’s Day. He’s going to be thrilled!”


“I hope you have a strong marriage,” the gentleman replied, genuinely flabbergasted.


We left the hardware store with several different colors of paint. I hired our favorite babysitter for a few consecutive afternoons after school to watch my youngest daughter while our masterpiece began. We started with the hubcaps. One soon had a big daisy in the center; another, a sunburst; the third, a smiley face; the fourth, a star.


We repainted the body of the tractor a pretty blue, and the headlights resembled happy eyes. We painted “We love you!” on the hood facing his seat, which we emblazoned with a big red heart.


When our job was finished, we were all thrilled! Father’s Day couldn’t get here soon enough.


The big day finally arrived, and we sent Tom on a mini treasure hunt. We handed him a written clue, which led to a spot where he found another clue, and so forth, until he eventually wound up in his shed. There he discovered the newly painted tractor.


“Did you girls do this for me?” Tom asked with a huge smile on his face.


The girls jumped all over him, no longer able to contain their excitement.


Each of them then took turns showing their daddy which part of his tractor she had painted.


“Look at my star!” one chimed.


“And my daisy!” another squealed.


“I love it! I love it!” he laughed, hugging them all together. And he meant it. I knew he would.


We went back to the house together, and Tom put on his long-sleeve, black T-shirt designed to look like a tuxedo. He took an old top hat we’d stored away in the closet for who knows how long. “Can I have a picture taken with you girls?” he asked his daughters, now beaming with delight.


Tom drove his tractor closer to our house, and soon the girls were sitting on their father’s lap or standing up next to him on his tractor. I snapped away with my camera.


The photo says it all: Tom, top hat, tuxedo, trio of daughters and a tractor, all saying, “We love you!”


~Bobbie Wilkinson
Chicken Soup for the Father & Daughter Soul
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Let Us Be United


Give sorrow words; the grief that does not speak whispers the o’er-fraught heart and bids it break.


~William Shakespeare


September 10, 2001, was our eighth wedding anniversary. My husband, Alan, was leaving the next day for a week back in California to try his last Clean Water Act case. He’d decided to give up a thriving environmental law practice for a year’s sabbatical spending more time with family and offering volunteer work in India. We spent the day celebrating our love for each other, planning our future and counting the blessings in our lives. We were so grateful for our life together. Alan always said, “When we wake up each morning, we should feel gratitude for being alive.” And we did.


Alan woke up at 4:30 on Tuesday for his morning flight to San Francisco. As he kissed our five-year-old daughter Sonali and me goodbye, I pulled him toward me, knocking him over. He laughed heartily and said, “I’ll return with the pot of gold.”


“You are my pot of gold, Alan,” I said. “Come home safe and sound.”


He assured me he would, and at 7:00 A.M., he called to say he had checked in, he loved us, and he’d be back by the weekend.


And then it all began.... The CNN announcer confirmed that Flight 93 bound for San Francisco had crashed in a field in Pennsylvania. In that instant, I felt a crushing blow. Devastated, with the wind knocked out of me, I could barely get a sound out as shock and disbelief poured through my veins. My heart literally stopped beating and I had to will myself to live. How could my husband, my best friend who I’d kissed goodbye hours earlier, be dead?


When Sonali came home from school, I let her play for an hour before I told her the news. I wanted to savor the innocence of her not knowing Daddy was dead. When she heard Alan’s plane had crashed and he was not coming home, she wailed a cry so deep and heartbreaking, a cry I pray I will never hear again from any living being. She sobbed for an hour straight, and then she looked me in the eyes and said, “I am so sad. But I’m not the saddest girl in the world. Some children have lost their mommy and their daddy, and I still have you.”


A few days after the crash, Sonali’s brother Chris, concerned that Sonali might not understand what was really happening, asked her, “Do you know where Daddy is?”


“Yes, he’s at work!”


Chris was wondering how to handle this, when she continued. “Silly, he’s in court. Defending the angels.”


Sonali’s courage in the following weeks continued to amaze me and remind me of her dad. One of Alan’s final contemplations was a sentence he’d heard in a recent workshop, Fear — Who Cares? I know these words helped guide him on September 11.


Sonali and I attended a memorial service at the crash site in Pennsylvania with her older brothers Chris and John. Standing at the fence, staring out at the field and the scorched trees, I couldn’t help but notice what a beautiful place it was for him to die. Such an expansive countryside with golden red trees — this is where it all ended for Alan. Sonali picked up some dirt in her hands, folded her hands in prayer and began singing a beautiful hymn she learned in India the previous winter. Everyone stopped to listen to her. Then she held the dirt to her heart and threw it toward the plane.


As the sun peeked momentarily through the thick cloud cover, Sonali looked up and said, “There’s Daddy!” She drew a heart in the gravel and asked for some flowers, which she arranged beautifully around the heart with one flower in the center for her daddy.


News of Sonali’s courageous, sweet voice reached California, and we received a call from the governor’s office. Would Sonali like to sing at California’s Day of Remembrance?


“No, I don’t think so. She just turned five a few weeks ago, and there will be too many people.”


Sonali heard me and asked, “What am I too young to do?”


She listened to my reasons why not and simply said, “I want to do it.” I agreed. And in the next few days, Sonali’s repertoire of mostly Disney tunes expanded to include a beautiful prayer from the Rig Veda that we heard at the Siddha Yoga Meditation Ashram in New York where we were staying. Clearly, “Let Us Be United” was the perfect song for Sonali to sing:
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