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前言Foreword

Change your thoughts and you change your world.

——Norman Vincent Peale

I can't remember how long it's been since I first heard those words.“Change your thoughts and you change your world.”It's a simple enough phrase, but wow-those words are packed with power. They have been something of a lifelong mantra for me.Change your thoughts and you change your world.When times are tough, when I feel so frustrated by disappointments and not reaching my goals, I repeat those words in my head and make a conscious, almost physical effort to change course, recalibrate, and steer my little ship of self in a fresh, more positive direction.

The other day I was speaking to a group of women in the financial industry and one woman asked to what I credited my long television career. I had to think for a moment.I have been blessed in the television business.I started working at the CBS station in Atlanta when I was still in college and interviewed then-President Jimmy Carter on live TV when I was only nineteen years old.（I don't know which was more exciting：Interviewing the President or having ABC's White House Correspondent Sam Donaldson asking me afterward what he said！You could have shot me and my tombstone would have read，“She died happy.”）

Even when my career took some unexpected tough turns, I somehow managed to pull myself and my career back together, pick up the pieces and start over. But what was the secret to my long and still successful career?As I pondered the question, I realized there were probably three qualities that have worked in my favor-and the good news is anyone can develop them.I have an extraordinary capacity for hard work, an insatiable curiosity, and a（sometimes）ridiculous ability to look on the bright side.All of us can work hard, put in a few more hours at work, and try a bit harder to master a challenge.Contrary to the old saying, curiosity didn't kill the cat or anyone else.Learning new things, exploring topics about which we know nothing-that's what gives life its zest.But finding the bright side?Well, how does one do that when you've lost a job, gotten a dire diagnosis, or seen your personal life shattered?

For me, finding the silver lining in life's clouds was something of a coping mechanism. As a little girl, my mother battled chronic illness.I remember when school was dismissed, I'd hear other kids see their moms'cars in the pick-up line and complain their playground time was cut short because“Mom is here already.”I was thrilled when my family's station wagon was among the cars.It meant Momma was having a“good day.”Later when she died（I was twenty at the time），I was able to find gratitude in the knowledge that she was no longer in pain.

When I started my television career before I graduated from the University of Georgia, I had to deal with plenty of naysayers. How would you respond to a woman who said to you，“You have no business being here and are taking away a job from someone who is qualified?”I will never forget that moment in front of the vending machines at Channel 5.I stammered out a reply along the lines of“Well, the boss is giving me this chance and I hope to prove him right.”I also resolved to make the most of the opportunity as long as it lasted.Who knows, the boss might be persuaded the female reporter was right！

Later when my career was derailed, I discovered that while I couldn't control what happened in my life, I could control how I let it impact me. The Greek Epictetus said it quite elegantly，“Ask not that events should happen as you will, but let your will be that events should happen and you will have peace.”I must confess I only made that discovery after wallowing in depression and self-pity for a time.

It is NOT easy to do. How many times have you not gotten the job?Haven't you felt kicked in the teeth when denied opportunities, been frustrated when someone not nearly qualifi ed enough got the green light instead?Maybe health problems have rearranged your family's life.It just isn't fair！I know I've felt that way.It isn't fair.But here’s the thing.I’ve given birth to three children and at no point was there ever anyone in the delivery room looking at that newborn and saying，“Kid, from here on out, it’s all fair.”Life just doesn’t work that way.

Some people don't seem to be affected by that. Just as there are those who can walk through a field of poison ivy and never have the slightest discomfort, there are some people who can be hammered by all of life's negatives and still remain unscathed.I am not one of them.Deny me entry to the club, and part of me wants to sob in the corner wondering why I'm not good enough.But the bigger part of me has realized it's no fun going to a pity party.The better I get at resisting the temptation to give in to sorrow, frustration, or stress, the more successful I seem to be both personally and professionally.

Was this real-or was this something I was imagining?I have spent the last several years researching these kinds of values：gratitude, respect, resilience, and faith. What is it that makes some people more resilient?How are some people able to let the difficulties of life roll off them like water off a duck’s back?Why do some people just seem stronger?The answer is in this book’s title-Think Positive.Recent scientific studies have proven that a positive attitude actually has measurable benefits.Grateful, positive people report they have better lives and more positive memories.People who can recall positive events have been proven to be more resilient, even in the most difficult of situations.People who keep track of the“good things”in their lives are healthier, more active, more productive-and held in higher regard by those around them.There’s peerreviewed proof of this！

What's more, people who are able to“accentuate the positive”are smarter, better able to make cognitive associations and connections. They solve problems faster and more correctly.Kids who summon up positive memories do better on tests.

But how do you summon up positive memories when you're in a really tough spot?PIenty of people are right now. The collapse of fi nancial markets wiped out jobs and life savings.Retirements have been postponed and homes foreclosed upon.Terror scares have changed the way we travel and the way we look at people from other countries.

Change your thoughts and you change your world.

Let's face it. lt isn't always easy.When things aren't going your way, those peppy little sayings-Count your blessings instead of sheep, When life gives you lemons, make lemonade, and lf you see it, you can be it-are just plain annoying.Maybe they make good needlepoint pillows for the family room couch, but somehow when you're in the midst of a really difficult situation in life, trite sayings just don’t help much.But this book will.

This wonderful new volume of 50 inspirational stories, Chicken Soup for the Soul：Think Positive is fi lled with the experiences of real people living everyday lives with real problems-yet they've found the inner strength to overcome those challenges or just ways to make their lives more meaningful. Their examples can help you find the keys to think positively, enhance your own life, and provide that little bit of motivation that will help you get over the speed bumps of life.

In fact, the tale of the Chicken Soup for the Soul series is a great example of thinking positively. I fell in love with the series when it debuted years ago-but I love the story of how it came into existence even more.I cite it often in speeches as a great example of perseverance.Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen were convinced their little collection of inspirational stories had the power to make a meaningful difference in the lives of readers.Trouble was-they couldn’t find a publisher who agreed with them.They took their book to publishing conferences and literally hundreds of publishers ignored them.Finally they found a small publisher who would print a few thousand books for them and they started selling Chicken Soup for the Soul from the backs of their cars as they drove around making speeches and doing book signings.Eventually the book, that wonderful“Little engine that could，”turned into a worldwide bestseller and Chicken Soup for the Soul became a publishing phenomenon, one of the most successful lines of books in history.

You just gotta believe. Like JB, the foster kid in the movie Angels in the Outfield.Every night the little boy went to bed with the hope that tomorrow would be the day he found a family.“It could happen，”JB would say as he snuggled under the covers.In true Hollywood form, the movie ends with JB being adopted by the baseball coach George Knox, played by Danny Glover.

JB never gave up hoping that“it could happen.”The founders of Chicken Soup for the Soul never gave up on their dream of changing lives through inspiring stories. George Patton said“Courage is fear hanging on one second longer.”I like to paraphrase General Patton by saying“Success is failure trying one more time.”Most of us don't succeed because we give up too soon.Did you know the average customer has to be pitched five to seven times before he will make a purchase?The average salesman gives up after two or three attempts.Want to read the ultimate tale of persistence?Pull out your kid’s copy of Green Eggs and Ham.Count up how many times Sam I Am offers up that plate of green eggs and ham.Sixteen tries！As we all know, when he finally gave it a taste, he liked it after all！

It could happen for you too. You just gotta believe.The stories that follow will help you summon up that extra bit of energy and positive attitude that you need to help you reach your potential.They already have for me.

Change your thoughts and you change your world. I didn't know until I did a computer search that those were the words of Dr.Norman Vincent Peale.Did you know he too suffered from self-doubt?After his manuscript for The Power of Positive Thinking was rejected for the umpteenth time, he tossed it in a wastebasket, where it was retrieved by his wife Ruth.It went on to publish 20 million copies in 42 languages.Ruth Peale, who died in 2008，was quoted as saying of her husband，“I don’t have as much self-doubt as he did.”

You'll love James Scott Bell's story of how the now-bestselling author fi rst met the“father”of positive thinking. Bell tells how meeting Norman Vincent Peale infl uenced his life and helped him get through the anxiety of being a lawyer turned author.

Got a dream you want to pursue but afraid to give it a shot?Just do it. When unemployment hit both her and her husband, Debbie Acklin was terrified to start a new business but circumstance had backed her into a corner.Starting from scratch, she made up flyers advertising computer training, rented out a space, and fielded enough clients to launch a successful new business.Her example has me made strategizing how I can extend my own fledgling yarn business into something more.

Health issues are something every family must confront but it's not always easy to see the blessing in such unfair adversity. My cousin Dan has fought a long, painful and incredibly brave battle against multiple sclerosis.His repeated hospitalizations have cheated him of many of the experiences a young man in his twenties should get to enjoy, but it hasn't robbed him of his ability to make a positive difference in the lives of others.His most recent hospital stay was a tough one, prompting friends, many of whom now live far away, to visit and share reminiscences of Danny's impact on their lives.The mom of one friend recalled how even during sleepovers, Danny would always say his prayers before going to bed.What a blessing for his family to know their son's sheer“goodness”was apparent to all.

They say God never gives you more than you can handle, but you have to marvel at the strength and resilience of the people who share their stories in the chapters called“Role Models”and“Overcoming Adversity.”Are you living the life you were meant to live or does something feel“not quite right?”Shannon Kaiser was a young woman who seemed to have it all-except she didn't feel that way. ln the“Moving Forward”chapter she describes how she dissected every aspect of her life and really honed in on what she felt would give her life the meaning it lacked.You'll be stunned at just how incredibly fate intervened and helped her reach her goals.

You all know the emphasis I put on gratitude and giving thanks. Jane McBride Choate's story on how a gratitude journal helped when her husband's business hit on hard times will probably encourage many of you to try the technique.As I've written in my own books, weaving gratitude into our daily lives empowers us to lead happier more productive lives.This powerful book ends with a chapter on“Gratitude，”with inspiring examples of how the power of“thank you”can make an incredible impact.

As you read along, dog ear the stories that particularly resonate for you. You'll want to refer back to them on those days when you're feeling like“life”is getting the better of you.I also suggest you keep a pencil and paper handy to jot down the questions you might fi nd yourself asking of you.Each of these 50 stories has a lesson of unique benefi t.What you take from the stories might be different from what I learn or what a friend might discover from the story.As you go through the book, you’ll begin to see a pattern to your scribbles.The questions you write-and the answers you offer to them-can provide a template to help you live your own life more authentically and more fully.

Are you living the way you feel you are meant to?

What are the benefi ts that come from your own adversities?

What blessings have happened this day, this week?

Who serves as a role model for you?Have you told them?

How can you celebrate the mundane and the ordinary?

What is it your life lacks that would give it greater meaning?

Share this book with family and friends. Give a copy to someone who needs aboost.And when you need a reminder that life is fi lled with blessings, benefi ts, opportunities, and joy return to this book.You'll fi nd you're looking ahead with grateful, positive happy eyes that recognize all the good in your life now-and to come.I'm justpositive of it！

——Deborah Norville

改变你的想法，你也改变了你的世界。

——诺曼·文森特·皮尔

我已经记不清自己第一次听到这句话有多长时间了。“改变你的想法，你也改变了你的世界。”就是这样一句简单的话语，但它却充满了无穷的力量。它就是我人生的格言。改变你的想法，你也改变了你的世界。在困难的时候，因没有实现自己的目标而失望沮丧时，我就会在头脑中不断重复这句话，从精神和体力上努力去逆转局势，重新定位，用一种全新的积极态度来调整自己的方向。

一天，我与一群从事金融业的女士们交谈，其中一位询问我怎样评价自己长期从事的电视行业。我思考了一会儿，我享受着电视行业。当我还在上大学时，就开始在亚特兰大的哥伦比亚电视台工作，19岁时就现场采访了时任总统吉米·卡特。（我不知道哪一个更加让我激动：采访总统先生还是美国广播公司白宫记者萨姆·唐纳森，采访之后，萨姆·唐纳森问我他说了些什么。你可以用枪击毙我，然后看到我的墓志铭写着“她幸福地死去了”。）

即使在我的事业遇到意想不到的困难时期，我也努力地使自己和事业振作起来，理清思路，重新开始。但是什么是我事业长期稳定地取得成功的秘诀呢？当思考这个问题时，我意识到或许有三个对我有利的因素起到了作用——令人高兴的是每个人都能够做到这三点。我有非凡的勤奋工作的能力、永不满足的好奇心，还有偶尔看似滑稽可笑的乐观处事的能力。我们所有人都非常勤奋地工作，多花一些时间投入到工作中，更加努力地去把握新的挑战。与这句老话相反，好奇心不会伤害到任何人。学习新事物，探究我们未知的话题——它们让生活别有一番趣味。但是要如何乐观处事？好吧，当你失去工作、得到可怕的诊断或是发现自己的生活支离破碎时，你又怎么能做到？

对我来说，在生活的阴翳中找到一线光亮就像是可以复制的机械运动。童年时，我的母亲长期与疾病抗争。我记得每当放学时，我听到其他孩子抱怨，因为看到母亲的车已经在排队等候他们而缩短了在操场上玩耍的时间，因为“妈妈已经在那儿等着了”。每当看到家里的旅行车也在其中时，我会兴奋不已。这说明妈妈“这一天状况不错”。之后不久，她便离开了人世（那时我20岁），当明白她不必再遭受痛苦时，我的内心充满感激。

在我从佐治亚大学毕业前，刚开始从事电视工作时，我不得不与很多唱反调的人打交道。你该如何回应一位女士对你说：“你无权待在这里，你剥夺了一个称职的员工的工作权利！”我永远不会忘记在第五频道办公楼内放置的自动售货机前的那一幕。我结结巴巴地说“哦，老板给了我这个机会，我希望证明他是明智的”。与此同时，我下定决心竭尽全力地把握住这一次机会。谁知道，老板会不会怂恿别人相信这名女记者说的是对的！

之后当事业偏离轨道时，我发现虽然我无法控制人生中发生的事情，但是我可以控制它们对我的影响。希腊人爱比克泰德从容地说道：“不要指望事情如你所愿，而是当事情发生时，心存平静。”我必须坦白自己沉浸在沮丧与自怜中一段时间后才意识到这一点。

这做起来并不容易。有多少次你被工作拒之门外？你没有在错失机遇时备感受伤，而相反，一个勉强合格的人顺利过关时万分沮丧吗？或许就是健康的问题重新安排了我的家庭生活。这是多么不公平啊！我知道我会这样想。这不公平。重要的是，我已经生了三个孩子，而任何人在产房里对着刚出生的婴儿说“孩子，从现在开始，一切都是公平的”，都是无济于事的。生活不会按照你的意愿进行。

有些人似乎并不受影响。就好像一些人穿过一片三叶毒藤，但并没有感到任何不适，有些人饱受生活的磨砺，但仍旧安然无恙。我并不是他们中的一员。当我被俱乐部拒之门外时，我的另一部分便想要躲在角落里哭泣，怀疑自己为什么不够优秀。但是那个更强大的自己意识到自怜自艾毫无意义。我越是抑制住这种悲伤、沮丧、沉重的情绪，越能感觉到自己在个人以及职业上的成功。

这是真的吗？——或者只是我臆想的东西？我花了近几年的时间来寻找这几种价值：感激、尊重、豁达和信仰。是什么让这些人如此乐观？他们怎么能够对生活中的困难不屑一顾地一扫而过？为什么他们会变得更加强大？答案就是——积极思考。最新的科学实验证明积极的态度可以让人受益匪浅。感恩、乐观的人表现出拥有更加美好的人生和更多积极的记忆。拥有那些美好的记忆的人被证实即使在最困难的境况下，也会表现得非常豁达。那些在人生中留下“美好事物”的人更加健康、积极、富于成效——并且更多地得到身边人的青睐。对此的证明屡见不鲜！

除此之外，能够“强化积极因素”的人更加聪明，更容易产生认知联想、建立事物的联系。他们能更加准确快速地解决问题。那些能唤起积极记忆的孩子在考试中也表现出与众不同。

但是如何能在艰难的时刻唤起积极的记忆呢？现在许多人正处于这种境况里。金融市场的崩溃让人们失去了工作和毕生的积蓄。退休时间被推迟，家庭开支不断缩减。对恐怖主义的恐慌改变了我们旅行的方式及对来自其他国家的民众的眼光。

改变你的想法，你也改变了你的世界。

让我们来面对一切，虽然并不总是那么容易。当事情没有按你预计的进行，那些令人振奋的语句——“细数你的幸福而不是绵羊”“当生活向你抛柠檬，那就用它来做柠檬汽水”，还有“你能想到，就能做到”——只会让人厌烦。它们就像家里沙发上的绣花枕头，而当你真正身处人生困境时，那些陈词滥调根本不起作用。但是这本书却能做到。

新的一卷《心灵鸡汤》系列之《活出你生命的意义》包含了五十个精彩纷呈、鼓舞人心的故事。它们都是生活中真实的人物和他们所遇到真实的困难，然而他们都找到了内心的力量去跨越挑战或让生活更加富有意义。他们的实例会帮助我们找到积极思考的关键，改善你的生活，为你走出人生的低谷提供一些动力。

事实上，《心灵鸡汤》故事系列是一些积极思考的极好实例。当它几年前刚刚问世的时候，我就喜欢上了这个系列——但是我更喜欢这些故事产生的方式。在演讲中，我经常引用它作为坚持不懈的典范。杰克·坎菲尔德和马克·维克托·汉森确信他们收集的这些振奋人心的故事能够给读者带来不同凡响的力量。问题是——他们没法找到与自己意见相融的出版商。他们把自己的书带到图书出版洽谈会，众多的出版商对他们的存在不屑一顾。最终，他们找到一个愿意为他们印刷几千册的小出版商，并开始开车四处宣讲，在汽车后备厢那里签名销售《心灵鸡汤》。最终，这个不可思议的“小小引擎”变成了一部遍布世界的畅销书籍，《心灵鸡汤》成了一个出版的奇迹，是图书史上最成功的系列书籍之一。

你不得不相信。就像在电影《棒球天使》中那个被收养的孩子JB一样。每天夜晚，小男孩都满怀着明天就能找到家人的希望入眠。“这有可能发生。”他蜷缩在被子下面说道。在真实的好莱坞模式中，影片以JB被由丹尼·格洛弗饰演的棒球教练乔治·诺克斯收养而结束。

JB从未放弃“这有可能发生”的希望。《心灵鸡汤》的创立者们也从未放弃用鼓舞人心的故事改变人们生活的梦想。乔治·巴顿将军说过：“勇气就是在害怕时再坚持一秒。”我想把巴顿将军的话改写一下：“成功就是在失败时再尝试一次。”我们多数人没有成功是因为过早地选择了放弃。你们知道一个普通顾客在被推销五到七次后才会决定购买吗？大多数推销员尝试两到三次后就选择放弃了。你想要读到坚持不懈的故事吗？拿出你的儿童画本《绿鸡蛋和火腿》，数一数萨姆做了多少份绿鸡蛋和火腿。16份！正如我们所知，他最终做成了美味佳肴，这至少让他欣喜若狂。

这也可能发生在你的身上。只要你愿意相信。随后的故事会帮助你激发更多的力量和积极的态度，帮助你发挥自己的潜能。它们已经为我准备好了。

改变你的想法，你也改变了你的世界。直到我用电脑搜索，才知道这是诺曼·文森特·皮尔博士的话。你们知道他同样也受到自我怀疑的折磨吗？当他的《积极思考出奇效》的手稿被无数次退稿时，他把它扔进了垃圾箱，又被他的妻子露丝拾了回来。这本书之后被翻译成42种语言出版了2000多册。露丝·皮尔在2008年去世时谈及她的丈夫时说道：“我不像他那么自我怀疑。”

你会喜欢上现在的畅销书作者詹姆斯·斯科特·贝尔第一次与这位“积极思考”的创始人相遇的故事。贝尔会告诉我们遇见诺曼·文森特·皮尔怎样影响了他的人生，帮助他摆脱作为律师的不安，并成为了一名作家。

你有了想要追求的梦想但不敢去尝试？想做就做吧。当黛比·阿克林和丈夫共同遭遇失业，她胆怯于开始一份新的事业，但是现状让她没有退路。她从零开始，自己制作宣传单为电脑培训课程做广告，租用场地，招徕足够的客户开始经营一项新的事业。她的例子帮助我为自己刚刚起步的纱线事业制定了进一步拓展的策略。

健康问题每个家庭都会遇到，但在这样的厄运中人们总是很难看到希望。我的堂兄丹与多发性硬化症进行了长期并让人难以置信的英勇抗争。长期的住院治疗剥夺了他作为许多20几岁的年轻人该有的欢乐，但是却没有夺走他像其他人一样做出积极改变的能力。他最近一次住院的情况甚是不容乐观的，许多现在住得很远的朋友也前来探望，分享那些丹尼给他们生活产生影响的回忆。一位朋友的母亲回忆起即使在夜不归宿的时候，丹尼也总是做完祷告才去睡觉。对于一个家庭来说，得知他们的儿子对一切都如此心地善良是多么幸福的事情啊。

人们说上帝绝不会给你超过你力所能及的事情，但是不得不为在“战胜困难”这一部分中的人物所表现出的力量与达观而惊叹。你正在过着自己想要的生活还是感到有些事情让你感觉非常不适？香农·凯撒就是一位这样的年轻女子——除了她自己并没有这样想。在“勇往直前”这一部分中，她描述了自己如何剖析了自己生活的每一方面，真正专注于赋予她所缺少的生活的意义的事情。你会为这种难以置信的命运帮助她实现自己的目标而感到惊讶。

你们或许都知道我对感恩和感谢的重视。简·麦克布莱德·乔特的故事讲述了感恩日记如何在自己丈夫事业受挫时帮助他渡过难关，或许这种方法能激励你们当中的许多人。就像我在自己的书中写到的一样，把感恩编织进我们每天的生活中，就能让我们拥有更加幸福快乐、丰富多彩的生活。这本强而有力的书以“感恩”作为结尾部分，它们用振奋人心的实例告诉我们“感谢”的力量如何产生不可思议的影响。

当阅读的时候，你会翻烂这些与你产生共鸣的故事的书角。你会想要回到那些感觉“生活”让你越来越好的时光。我还要建议你准备好纸笔，以备记录下那些你想要询问自己的问题。这50个故事中的每一篇都会让你得到特别的收获。你从这些故事中所获得的或许不同于你所闻或另一位朋友口中而得的发现。在浏览的过程中，你会开始看到自己随意书写的模式。你所写下的内容——还有你所给出的答案——会帮助你为活出更加真实而充实的自我提供一个参考的范本。

你现在过的是自己想要的生活吗？

你在自己所遭遇的困难中收获了什么？

每一天，每一周有哪些幸运的事发生？

谁为你扮演了榜样的角色？你告诉过他们吗？

你怎样庆祝一个平凡而普通的日子？

你生活中所缺失的什么东西会为它带来更多意义？

与你的家人和朋友分享这本书吧。为那些需要动力的人递上一本。当你需要提醒自己生活中充满幸福、收获、机会与欢乐时，就回到这本书中来。你会发现你在用感恩、积极、快乐的眼神展望未来，它能帮助你关注生活中所有的美好事物——无论现在还是将来。我对此确信不已！

——德博拉·诺维尔


第一部分　战胜困难

Chapter 1　Overcoming Adversity

Man performs and engenders so much more than he can or should have to bear. That's how he finds that he can bear anything.

——William Faulkner

人类所做的和引起的事情远远比他能够或必须承受的要多得多。那就是他如何发现了他能够忍受一切。

——威廉·福克纳

From Fear to Joy

转惊为喜

There is no hope unmingled with fear, and no fear unmingled with hope.

——Baruch Spinoza

Tears ran down my cheeks and into my ears as I lay on the exam table in the dimly lit room. My husband Patrick stood beside me squeezing my hand in support.The ultrasound tech gave us a sympathetic smile as she prepared my belly for the transducer.She placed a small amount of ultrasound jelly just below my navel and sat down on her stool to begin the scan.I looked at the ceiling and prepared to hear the worst.After experiencing a miscarriage a few months earlier I was worried it was happening again.

Ten years earlier, my three daughters had been killed by a drunk driver while driving with their father. After leaving his friend's house, the drunk driver turned onto the highway going the wrong way.He crashed head on into the car, driven by my exhusband, carrying our four children.Katie, Miranda, and Jodi, ages eight, seven, and fi ve, never made it to the hospital.My ex-husband died a few hours after he arrived at the hospital.Jodi's twin brother Shane survived the car wreck with a slight concussion and a broken leg.

Going from four lively children to one very quiet little boy was almost more than I could bear. Before the wreck my days were fi lled with gymnastics, piano, and baton twirling lessons, not to mention all the other chores of motherhood.Shane was an easygoing kid；once the visitors stopped coming and things settled down, the house was eerily quiet.To be honest, I didn't feel like a mother anymore.

I wavered back and forth about having more kids. Just when I thought I was ready, my sister-in-law's niece was killed in a car wreck.I was shook up and the whole thing unnerved me, enough that as we drove home from the funeral, I told my husband that I had changed my mind.I did not want to have more children.Unlike the labor pain that you forget once you hold your new baby, the pain experienced after the loss of a child continues to pierce the heart.I knew I could not take the chance of going through that again.We bought a little sports car and attempted to move on with our lives.I busied myself with my job at the local hospital and with Shane's activities.Though I tried to put the thought of another child out of my mind, the longing never quite went away.

Six years passed before we were finally ready to add to our family. Because of the tubal ligation I had after the twins were born, we needed to fi nd a doctor who could perform a reversal, called a tubal reanastomosis.I didn't necessarily feel it was a coincidence, more like a nudge from God, when late one night I was watching television and saw the end of a surgical show on The Learning Channel.It was an outpatient tubal reanastomosis performed by a doctor in North Carolina.I frantically looked through the television guide for the next showing and set the VCR.Within six months we were sitting in his offi ce for a pre-surgery interview.I was pregnant within a month.Unfortunately, our joy turned to sorrow when I miscarried a week later.After one more miscarriage, Landry joined our family.He was perfect in every way；his brown hair and brown eyes looked remarkably like his big sister Katie's.There were two more miscarriages before our son Kelley was born.When I peered into his clear blue eyes, I was reminded of Miranda.

Kelley was eighteen months old when I realized that I wanted a little girl. But I was torn-should I chance it one more time?At nearly thirty-eight, it was hard not to be concerned about risking another pregnancy.Again, I got pregnant but it resulted in another miscarriage；this one took its toll.I wondered if I could emotionally sustain another miscarriage.That is when I decided, just between me and God, if I was not pregnant by my thirty-eighth birthday I would be happy with the children I had.

Two weeks before my birthday, my mom and I were taking the kids for a visit to my sister's for the weekend. The morning that we were to leave, I took a pregnancy test out of the bathroom drawer, turning it over and over in my hands, I weighed the pros and cons of fi nding out my pregnancy status.Deciding not to ruin the weekend fun, I threw the test back in the drawer, slamming it shut.“It'll wait until I get back，”I said to myself.I grabbed my purse and keys, put the kids in the car and off we went.By Sunday evening when we arrived home, my hopes were high.The next morning, I used the pregnancy test and confi rmed my suspicions.The answer became apparent well before the minute was up.I left the stick on the counter, as was customary, to tell my husband that we were expecting.Knowing the pattern was two miscarriages for every full term pregnancy I remained cautiously optimistic.

One of the advantages to working in a hospital is the ultrasound techs. They like to practice their craft, and pregnant women like to see the life growing inside, it's an arrangement that is mutually beneficial.I was in the ultrasound room with my very pregnant friend who wanted to have her baby measured one more time before her due date.While the tech fi nished up with Bobbi, I asked，“Hey, can we look and see if we can fi nd a heartbeat?I think I'm about fi ve weeks along.”

“Sure，”she responded，“hop up on the table.”

I pulled up my shirt and pushed the top of my pants down. I wanted to give her the clearance she needed to move the wand around and find the blinking light that would confi rm for me that all was well.I stared at the screen；I could easily see the dark circle portraying the yolk sac that held the baby.

“There it is，”she said.

I looked closely. Bobbi leaned in too.Then she pointed at a tiny, fl ickering lima bean.I was overjoyed.I knew that once a heartbeat is established the risk of miscarriage is less likely.I went back to the pharmacy and called my husband.“There's a heartbeat！”

Always more reserved, I could hear the hesitation in his voice.“That's great, let's hope this one sticks.”

A few weeks later, I was in the mall shopping for maternity clothes and when I got home I discovered that I was spotting. Trying my best to be brave, I found Patrick working outside；I slid the door open and told him what was going on.We quickly dropped the boys off with my mother and rushed to the hospital.I tearfully answered the questions from the triage nurse and then the doctor.He used a Doppler to fi nd the heartbeat and when we heard the whoosh, whoosh sound I felt a little better.But when the doctor tried to send me home without an ultrasound, I balked at the idea.“Please，”I said，“I just need to know what is going on in there.”He nodded and said he would call in the ultrasound technician.

So, there we were, waiting for the ultrasound tech to begin the scan. She swiped the transducer across my belly and my husband began to shout，“There's two, there's two, there's TWO BABlES！”Fresh tears begin to flow.

Our twin daughters arrived six months later：twenty fingers and twenty toes, two healthy babies.

——Brenda Dillon Carr

希望总是掺杂着恐惧，恐惧总是掺杂着希望。

——巴鲁克·斯宾诺莎

在昏暗的房间里，我躺在床上等待检查，眼泪滑下脸颊，流进了耳朵里。

我的丈夫帕特里克站在我身旁，紧紧握着我的手，支持着我。超声医生掀开我肚子上的衣服，空出传感器扫描的位置。她理解我们的感受，朝我们笑了笑。她在我的肚脐正下方涂了些超声凝胶，然后坐在自己的凳子上，开始扫描。我看着天花板，做好了最坏的心理准备。几个月前我流产了，我担心这次还是一样。

10年前，我的三个女儿被一个酒驾司机撞死了，当时她们的父亲也就是我的前夫载着她们。那个酒驾司机在离开友人家里后，开上了高速，可走错了路，他直接撞向我前夫开的车。当时车里有我们的四个孩子，八岁的凯蒂、七岁的米兰达、五岁的乔迪还没来得及被送往医院，就当场死亡了。我的前夫在到达医院的几小时后也去世了。乔迪的双胞胎弟弟谢恩在车祸中幸免，但是却有点脑震荡，腿也骨折了。

四个可爱的孩子只有很小的一个幸存下来，这对我来说难以承受。在车祸之前，我的生活就是带着孩子们去上体操课、钢琴课、指挥课，还有母亲要做的各种家务。谢恩很好相处。当没有人再来探望，事情都定下来以后，房间里变得出奇的安静。实话实说，我不觉得自己还是个母亲。

我反复思考要不要再生几个孩子。当我认为自己准备好了时，我嫂子的外甥却在车祸中丧生了。那时我很震惊，这一切让我很不安，在从葬礼回家的路上，我对丈夫说我改变主意了，不想再要孩子了。新生儿带来的分娩的痛楚你会忘记，但是失去孩子的痛楚会不停地刺穿你的心。我知道我不能再冒险承受那样的痛苦了。我们买了一辆跑车，打算继续我们的生活。我在当地的医院拼命地工作着，用工作和谢恩的事让自己忙碌起来。

虽然我竭力克制自己，不要再想要个孩子，但是我心底还是渴望。六年后，我们最终做好准备再增加新的家庭成员。因为在谢恩那对双胞胎出生后，我做了输卵管结扎，我还需要再做一个输卵管复通手术。我不认为这都是偶然，一切更像是上帝的安排。有天晚上看电视换台的时候，我在学习频道中看到了一个外科手术的结束部分。那是北卡罗来纳州一名医生为一位门诊病人做的输卵管复通手术。我发疯似的在电视指南上找下一期节目的播放时间，并安上了摄像机。六个月里，我们一直在这位医生的办公室里做手术前的检查。一个月内，我怀孕了。但是不幸的是，一周之后，我流产了，喜悦变成了悲伤。第二次流产后，我怀上了兰德里。他哪里都很完美：棕色的头发，棕色的眼睛，极像他的大姐凯蒂。之后我又有两次流产，然后我怀上了凯利。当我看着他清澈的蓝眼睛的时候，我不禁会想起米兰达。

在凯利18个月大的时候，我意识到我想要生个女孩儿。但是我身体很虚弱，我应该再试试吗？人在接近38岁的时候，自然会担心再孕的风险。像以前一样，我又怀孕了，但是又流产了，这次对我伤害很大。我怀疑我能不能再承受流产带来的情感上的伤害。我决定和上帝立个契约，如果我在38岁生日之前没有怀孕，我就会欣然地和现在的孩子一起生活。

在我生日前两周，我和母亲带着孩子们去我的姐姐家过周末。那天早晨，在我们出门前，我从浴室的抽屉里拿出了验孕棒，一会儿拿在右手，一会儿拿在左手，我在思考要不要测试一下。想到不要毁了周末的兴致，我把验孕棒又放回了抽屉，砰地关上了。我自言自语道：“我回来再测。”

我匆忙拿起钱包和钥匙，把孩子抱到车上，然后上路。周六晚上，我们回家后，我觉得怀上的可能性很大。第二天早晨，验孕棒也确认了我的怀疑。确认了怀孕后，我感到超级开心。像往常一样，我把验孕棒放在柜子上，告诉丈夫我怀孕了。在正常分娩前，我都会流产两次。意识到这点后，我还是抱着审慎乐观的态度。

在医院工作的一个好处是可以做超声测试。他们喜欢试验他们的技术，孕妇希望看到子宫里孩子的生长状况，这是个双赢的安排。我和一个怀孕的朋友在超声室，她想在产期前再观察一下胎儿。在技师给宝贝做完检查后，我问：“嘿，我们能看看吗，看看我们能不能看到胎儿的心跳？我已经怀孕五周了。”

“当然了，”她说，“赶快上来准备检查吧。”

我掀开衬衣，把裤子往下脱了脱。我想给她留出检测的空间，闪烁的灯光告诉我孩子是正常的。我盯着屏幕看，可以很容易地发现孕育胎儿的卵黄囊外面有层黑环。

“看到了吧？”她说。

我仔细看了看，宝贝也倾着身子。然后她指向那个像青豆一样小的一闪一闪的地方。我欣喜若狂，我知道一旦胎儿有了心跳，流产的风险就降低了。我随后去了药房，告诉丈夫说：“我看到心跳了！”

他还是很淡定，从他的声音中我可以听出有些犹豫。“那太好了，希望这次不会再流产。”

几周后，我在超市购买孕妇装。在回家的时候，我发现我羊水有点破了。我尽力让自己勇敢起来，我发现帕特里克在外面，便慢慢移向开着的门，告诉他怎么回事。我们让母亲带着孩子们迅速下车，然后匆匆驶向医院。

我泪流满面地回答着分诊护士的问题，然后去看医生。他用多普勒检测仪发现了胎儿的心跳，在听见了咝咝声后，我的心踏实了些。

医生说我不用做超声波就可以回家，我不赞同，说：“拜托，我只是想知道胎儿怎么样了。”他点点头，说他会叫超声医生进来。

因此，我们就在那里等着超声医生开始扫描。她在我的肚子上滑动着传感器，我的丈夫开始大叫：“有两个，有两个，有两个胎儿！”我又流下了眼泪。

六个月后，我们的双胞胎女儿存活了下来：20根手指，20根脚趾，两个健康的婴儿。

——布伦达·狄龙·卡尔

We Go On

我们继续生活下去

Feed your faith and your fears will starve to death.

——Author Unknown

I'm glad I found out in the summer. I wore sunglasses a lot and could cry without being noticed.

I would go on my daily walks……and cry. Mow the lawn……and cry.And no one ever knew.Twelve years later they still don't know.Oh, I've broken down and told a few people.And have been sorry I did.No one can really help.They can't keep up the day-today care it takes to support someone who lives with AIDS that long.Especially when that someone looks perfectly normal.

When we found out, I thought I would be a widow in a year. His CD4 count was as low as it could go-zero.And his viral load so high！880，000！I remember holding his hand tightly when the doctor told us the counts and seeing the rims of his eyes turn red with suppressed tears.

It was our twentieth anniversary. We were leaving for Jamaica in two days and I had to be tested before we left.I wouldn't get the results until we came back.It was a long ten days.The fi rst time I ever went to an all-inclusive resort and lost weight！Food had no appeal or taste.

I went to the library before we left and checked out a book on the immune system and read it by the pool on our vacation. My husband slept a lot.I latched on to anything positive to tell him.

One day we were sitting by the pool and a little group of Jamaican singers was performing. They strolled up to us and sang“Don't worry.Be happy.”The group leader was a tiny old man, his only tooth gold, and I stared into his eyes wondering if God was sending me a message through him that it would be okay.

When my test came back negative I told my husband that I would be able to put all my strength into fi ghting for him. We realized that his one-time exposure had happened fourteen and a half years prior.During that time we had had our only child！Thinking about it I began to clearly see God's protecting hand.If we had found out earlier we would have never had her.Unimaginable！If condoms hadn't been my chosen form of birth control（something I have since heard is unusual for married couples）I might have gotten it.We used to joke when we decided to have a baby that it took one try and I was pregnant！

Also, he didn't find out until the AIDS“cocktails”were developed, so he didn't have to go through the trials and errors with drugs that people in the 1980s did, who then built up resistance. The combination he started on almost immediately brought his viral load to undetectable and is slowly but steadily raising his CD4 count.And the doctor told him since he was only exposed one time and so early in the history of the disease, his infection was probably a more pure strain.Multiple partners pass on built-up resistance to various drugs.It can get very messy.

And somehow I knew immediately where to turn for information-not only on the disease and drugs, but natural healing and vitamins and herbs. He actually takes more vitamins and herbs than he does pills.And he gets fewer colds and illnesses than almost anyone we know！

So he's doing well twelve years later. But, of course it has changed him.It has changed us.I latch on to articles that say AIDS is becoming a chronic illness, but still feel sick to my stomach when I read，“AIDS, always fatal.”

God got our attention all right！

For a long time he woke up in the middle of the night and he would go down to his keyboard and write music. Beautiful music.Christian songs.He's in two praise bands and people come up to him after they hear one of his songs and tell him the words spoke to them：“Show me Jesus Your sweet way, guide me through another day, walk beside me, hold my hand, make me humble, help me stand……”

I got into a seven-year Bible study and almost immediately began to teach a couple of adult Sunday school classes. ln one of my studies I read the verse Deuteronomy 8：3“He humbled you, causing you to hunger and then feeding you with manna”（the word of God）and I realized with a jolt that's exactly what happened to me.I really do thirst for His word.I learn so much every day that not only helps me endure, but takes me beyond our situation.I listen hungrily to Christian radio programs.All of the programs about trials speak straight to me.

I've learned from the story of Jacob that there are consequences to actions and while God will almost never take the consequences away, He can turn them into a blessing because“all things work for the good of those who love Him.”

I've learned that it glorifi es God when we can praise Him in the midst of our trials. This is harder for me since most people don't know what I'm going through.It sets me apart from people somewhat, but makes me more dependent on God.I wonder maybe if He's setting me apart like the lsraelites in the desert until I learn what He is teaching me.

I am learning to ask，“What does God want me to learn from this?”

It's not easy. You would think something like this would make you appreciate every minute.Not sweat the small stuff.It does for a while.But then you sort of get used to it.

I would say to my husband，“I'm so afraid that you will live to be ninety and look back and say I wish I had realized at age forty I wouldn't die young and not have worried so much.”

All life is temporary.

So we go on.

——Jo Weinert

供养信仰，恐惧就会饿死。

——逸名

能在夏天知道结果，我很高兴。我戴上了太阳镜，所以就算流泪也不会被发现。

我像往常一样散步，然后哭了出来；割着草，然后哭了出来。这些没有人知道。12年后他们还是什么也不知道。唉，我崩溃了，但我基本没和别人说过。如果我向别人说起的话我会觉得很抱歉的。

没有人能真的帮上忙。他们不能忍受那样的日子——每天照顾艾滋病患者，尤其是要照顾看起来很正常的人。

当我们知道了结果，我以为一年内我会成为寡妇。我丈夫的CD4细胞数量已经降到最低值0。他的病毒量太高了！880，000！我记得医生告诉我们这个数字时，我紧紧握着他的手，看到他的眼角变红了，他正极力控制着自己的眼泪。

那天是我们的20周年纪念日。我们打算两天后去牙买加，在我们出行之前我必须接受检查。直到我们回来，我才知道结果。那10天假期感觉非常漫长。那是我第一次去了设施完备的度假村，体重还下降了！我觉得那些食物根本没有吸引力，要不就是食之无味。

在我们出发前我去了图书馆，借了一本关于免疫系统的书，我们度假的时候，在泳池旁读了读。度假时我的丈夫很嗜睡。我集中那些积极的部分讲给他听。

有一天我们坐在泳池旁，一群牙买加歌手正在表演。他们向我们走来，唱道：“不要担心，开心点。”他们的队长是个瘦小的长者，他唯一剩下的牙齿还是镀金的，我盯着他的眼睛看，想着是不是上帝在通过他告诉我一切都会好起来的。

当知道我的测试结果为阴性时，我告诉丈夫我会尽一切努力挽回他的生命。我们获知在14年前，他就接触到了病毒，那是唯一的一次。那段时间我们有了自己的独生女。想到这里，我感到了上帝的保佑。如果我们早一些发现，我们都不会有她。真难以想象！如果我们不是为了控制生育使用避孕套的话（这种事对已婚夫妇是不常见的），我可能也得了艾滋病。我们过去经常开玩笑说，在我们决定要个孩子的时候，就试一次，然后我就怀孕了。

在发明艾滋病“鸡尾酒疗法”后，我的丈夫才确诊，因此他不用和19世纪80年代的人一样，非得经过反复的药物试验才能找到适合的治疗方法，那样的试验会使病人产生抗体。开始的混合治疗使他的病毒量立刻变得无法察觉，然后他的CD4细胞数量慢慢地平稳回升。医生告诉他说，因为他只接触了一次病毒，而且是在患病的初期，他的感染可能是纯应变。经过很多人的传染，人体就对多种药物产生了抗药性。一切就变得很复杂。

莫名地，我恰好知道上哪儿去咨询，我不仅咨询这种疾病和该服用的药物，还可以咨询怎样能自然治愈，需要服用什么维生素和草药。实际上，我丈夫服用的维生素和草药比药物多。与我们知道的其他人相比，他的感冒和生病的次数都少。

因此12年后他恢复得一直很好。但是，毫无疑问，疾病还是改变了他的生活，也改变了我们的生活。我关注的一些文章说，艾滋病正变成一种慢性病，但是当我看到“艾滋病仍然是致命的疾病”时，还是感到反胃。

我们的注意力都集中在上帝身上。

很长一段时间，我的丈夫会在半夜醒来，他会在电脑前作曲。他作的曲子很优美，是些圣歌。他参与两个唱诗班，在人们听到他的歌曲时，都去找他，告诉他上帝告诉他们的箴言：“上帝请向我指明光明之路，引导我再坚持一天，走到我身边，握住我的手，使我谦逊，帮助我支持下去……”

我学习《圣经》已经七年了，几乎马上就要在成人主日学校教课了。在一次学习中，我读了申命记8：3“上帝使你谦逊，激起你的渴望，然后供给你甘露”（上帝的箴言）。读后，我心里一颤，这就是我的经历啊。我真的渴望上帝的箴言。我每天都收获很多，那些话不仅帮助我坚持了下来，而且使我战胜了困难。我如饥似渴地听着基督教广播节目。所有关于努力的节目就像直接对我说的一般。雅各布的故事告诉我有因必有果，上帝总会承担结果，他会使事情变成祝福，因为“爱主之人，一切都会心想事成”。

我听说，在努力的过程中，我们赞美上帝，就是在崇拜上帝。赞美上帝对我更难，因为大多数人不知道我将经历什么。疾病多少让我与世隔绝，让我更依赖上帝。我猜测他让我像沙漠中的以色列人一样与世隔绝，可能是想让我知道他所教授的东西。

我学会问：“上帝想让我从中学会什么呢？”

这并不容易。但这样想会使你感恩活着的每一分钟。不为小事而烦恼，事情会持续一会儿，但是某种程度上你会慢慢适应它。

我会对我的丈夫说：“我担心当你90岁的时候，回顾过去，会说我希望在我40岁的时候能知道我不会早逝，不用担心那么多。”

生命都是短暂的。

所以让我们继续生活下去。

——乔·韦纳特

World Travel with Asperger’s

克服阿斯伯格综合征去环游世界

You gain strength, courage and confidence by every experience in which you really stop to look fear in the face.

——Eleanor Roosevelt

London, England, Late April 1998：My first full day in a foreign country. lt was the fi rst of many Western European countries I'd visit on my group tour.I ventured out a few blocks from my hotel and came upon an Underground（subway）station that could take me virtually anywhere in the metropolitan area.How I wanted to go to Parliament to watch the House of Commons debate！I approached the Underground entrance, but then I suddenly froze：the steps that most people would simply descend in order to get from Point A to Point B were for me synonymous with being confronted with a million things to juggle simultaneously.

A condition that I live with every day made it almost impossible for me to satisfy my desire. lt's a neurobiological disorder called Asperger's syndrome.Those who have this condition experience a wide range of symptoms and behaviors, like taking in every little bit of stimuli that their surroundings emanate.So when an environment isn't familiar, it can be too overwhelming to handle, which is what I was experiencing at that moment.

I struggle with my condition but I have learned to overcome it in order to pursue my passion for world travel.

I went on that group tour thinking the itinerary would fi ll my time with all the sightseeing and exploring I could ever hope for, along with the security of traveling with others. I quickly discovered this wasn't the case.Free time for exploring on our own was often scheduled for the group.As a result of my condition, I restricted myself to exploring only those areas that were within walking distance of my hotel, which made me feel very cheated：London was beckoning and here I was clinging to sites around Hyde Park！

My first trip abroad progressed southward over the next few weeks all the way to Athens, Greece. My poor sense of direction, also inherent in my condition, almost got me into dire straits on more than one occasion.As with London, I was only blocks away from my hotels in the cities of Brussels, Belgium, and lnnsbruck, Austria.Yet I found myself wandering aimlessly through the night in those two cities, asking myself how I would find my way back to the hotels where my tour group was staying.Only with the help of the police and/or very conspicuous landmarks did I manage to return to the hotels……eventually.On rare occasions, I would hang out with one or two people in the tour group during our free time to do some off-the-beaten-path exploring.I relied on them to get us where we needed to be, and thus my sense of inadequacy was only heightened.

When I got back to the USA, I knew that something was going to have to change. I knew deep down that my love for traveling and exploring was stronger than the handicaps of my condition.For almost a year and a half, the debacles of my first foreign trip would haunt me.By the autumn of 1999，I felt compelled to go back to London, vowing to travel independently on the subways and buses to all the parts of the great city no matter how scary that seemed, no matter how lost I would get.

I knew that for me to become the independent traveler that I wished in my soul to be, I would have to compensate for my natural shortcomings with two things. First, I would have to study extra hard the detailed maps provided by tourism departments and the lnternet before embarking, using positive visualization of finding my way around.Second, once abroad, I needed to acquire the gumption to go up to complete strangers to ask them if I was on the right path to one of London's icons even if that meant doing so every other block along the way.This would keep my sense of direction in check.For many people with Asperger's syndrome, going up to the locals to interact is also a challenge, as we are not generally the most sociable folks in the population.The bottom line was that in order for my aspirations to be realized, I had to seize my Asperger's syndrome by the horns.

My friend from Virginia would accompany me for the fi rst part of the trip. We'd be together, but I'd act like I was alone while trying to fi gure out how to get to a certain destination.He'd only interject if I began to take a wrong turn.This technique proved to be very effective.He headed back to the States a few days before me, but I survived being totally alone in the metropolis.Consequentially, I developed a new confidence in trekking the world independently.

A year later, in October of 2000，it was I who would play tour guide, so to speak, as I took another friend of mine all over London and its surrounding areas. Sometimes, my sense of direction resulted in some minor inconveniences for us, but I persevered.The end result was a trip full of sightseeing successes！

Since that fi rst fateful trip abroad in 1998，where I let my disability diminish my sense of adventure, I have taken even more trips to Western Europe, China, South Africa, and Panama, mostly on my own. I've secured hotel reservations, train and bus tickets, etc.，all over the world.I've challenged myself even further via my journeys to Spain, Panama, and ltaly.I had to be even more resourceful while visiting these countries, given that I am not fl uent in Spanish or ltalian.I got around fi ne with the aid of really detailed and user-friendly phrase books.The locals in those countries appreciated my attempts at using their language to communicate with them.

By 2004，I had enough travel experiences to feel confi dent in submitting travel articles to various publications. I've now had many of them published in various magazines and online sites for pay.Globe-trotting inspired me to confront my Asperger's syndrome in a way that I wouldn't have done otherwise, and ultimately led me to a new career as a travel writer.

When I look back at my initial reactions on that 1998 London trip, I am amazed at the changes and the consistencies. The diffi culties remain, but now I know I can deal with them and I have a backlog of memories and techniques for dealing with my disability.I may still feel hesitant about putting myself into a situation where I'm unfamiliar with the environment and feeling overwhelmed with the sensory overload, but I also know I can control my reaction and draw on my past experiences to get through the moment in order to fulfi ll my desires.

The key to overcoming obstacles is having a desire that is stronger than the reality of the obstacles. lt is that inner quest which will lead one to find ways of overcoming！

——Roy A. Barnes

每次经历，都会使你增加力量、勇气和信心，然后你的脸上不会再露出惧色。

——埃莉诺·罗斯福

1998年4月底，英国伦敦，我第一次在外国待了一整天。

这是我第一次参团去欧洲多国旅游。我冒险从饭店走出几个街区，走向地铁站。地铁可以载我到伦敦这个大都会的任何地方，我好想去下议会看他们辩论！我靠近地铁入口，但是突然僵住了：大多数人从一点到另一点的简单动作，对我来说却遇到了无数的困难。这种情况我每天都要经历，使我基本不可能满足自己的需求。这是一种叫阿斯伯格综合征的神经生物学障碍。这种病的患者会有各种不同的并发症和行为，比如周围的一点刺激都会影响他们。因此，如果在不熟悉的环境里，就会觉得有太多的问题要解决而无所适从，这就是我当时所经历的。

我与病魔做斗争，是为了实现环球旅行的愿望，我要学会如何克服机体障碍。

我那次参加旅行团，以为旅行社的活动可以让我把全部的时间用来观光，按照我的喜好去探索，而且和其他人一起旅行会比较安全。但我很快发现这次不是我想的那样。我们自己活动的时间都是旅行社安排的。由于我身体的原因，我的活动范围只能限定在旅馆周围，仅在我的步行范围之内。这让我觉得被骗了：伦敦在向我招手，我却只能待在海德公园附近！

在后来几周，我的第一次国外之旅向南部展开，去了希腊雅典。我的方向感很差，而且有机体障碍，这使我不止一次陷入了困境。正如在伦敦的情况一样，在比利时的布鲁塞尔和奥地利的因斯布鲁克，我只能去距旅馆几个街区的地方。一天晚上，我毫无方向感地寻找着旅行团暂住的旅馆，想着怎么才能找到回去的路。只有警察或者非常显眼的路标才能帮助我回到旅馆……最终我还是摸索着回去了。偶尔，我会和旅行团中的一两个人在自由活动的时间出去，去一些乏人问津的地方探索。我依赖他们，把我带到我们要去的地方，但这增加了我的挫败感。

当我回到美国，我知道有些事变了。与我身体的机能障碍相比，我心底对旅行和探索的热爱更强烈了。在将近一年半的时间里，第一次境外游的窘境一直让我难以忘怀。1999年秋天，我觉得有必要重游伦敦，不管多担心，不管我会不会迷路，我发誓要一个人坐地铁和公交车旅行，把这个大城市都逛遍。

我知道这是一次单独的旅行，我心里是这么打算的。我知道为了克服我的身体障碍，我需要做两项准备：第一，出发前我必须花更多的时间研究旅游部门提供的具体地图和网站，利用可视化的工具帮助我识路；第二，出国后，我需要足够的勇气向陌生人问路，在去某个景点时，每隔一个街区就要询问一下我有没有走错路。对很多患有阿斯伯格综合征的人来说，离开熟悉的地方去接触别人，是个挑战，因为一般情况下，我们是最不善交际的一类人。为了实现我的愿望，我一定要克服阿斯伯格综合征。

旅行的前半部分，弗吉尼亚的朋友会和我一起。我们可以一起旅行，但是我更想一个人旅行，试试怎么到达一个特定的目的地。

他的使命是如果我走错路了，他就会出来告诉我。这种方法很有效。他比我提前几天回了美国，但是只有我一个人时，在英国这个大都市也没有迷路。因此，我对独自环球旅行更有信心了。

一年以后，在2000年10月份，我可以说都是个导游了，带着另一个朋友游遍了伦敦，还有其周边地区。有时候，我的方向感不好，会稍微给我们带来一些不便，但是我坚持克服了。那次旅行观光非常成功！

1998年那第一次改变命运的旅行，让我减少了对机体障碍的担心，自此以后，我去了西欧、中国、南非、巴拿马，大部分都是独自前往的。我在世界各地旅行时自己预订了酒店、火车票和汽车票等。我甚至自我挑战去了西班牙、巴拿马和意大利。去那些国家的时候，我要做更多的准备，因为我不擅长西班牙语和意大利语。由于准备充分和便于使用的外语常用手册的帮助，我的旅行很顺利。当地人都很欣赏我试着用当地的语言与他们交流。

2004年，我旅行的经验已经很丰富了，也有自信向不同的出版物投稿。我在很多杂志和网站上发表了很多关于旅游的文章，也拿到了稿费。环球旅行在某种程度上使我能直面阿斯伯格综合征，而这种激励是在其他地方感受不到的。最终旅游也使我有了新的职业——旅游专题作家。

当我回想1998年的伦敦行对我的影响，我惊奇地发现我的变化和坚持。困难仍然存在，但是现在我知道我可以战胜它们，我有很多克服机体障碍的回忆，也有很多技巧。在身处不熟悉的环境的时候，我还是会犹豫，感到有负担，但是我也知道我能控制自己的反应，根据过去的经验克服当时的困难，满足自己的愿望。

战胜困难的关键在于与实际困难相比，渴望更强烈。内心的追求引领我们找到战胜困难的方法！

——罗伊·A.巴恩斯

Life View

人生观

Never, never, never give up.

——Winston Churchill

It was Easter vacation and I was home from the university for ten glorious days. I knew how much my mother missed me while I was at school and I knew she was going to cook all of my favorite foods and spoil me rotten.

I was an art student and would graduate with my degree in two months and I had just been given a scholarship to attend a university in England for two years. I'd never been happier.

Friday night I stayed up late to watch a funny movie on TV with my mother and older brother and we laughed until our sides ached. lt was good to be home again.

Saturday morning I woke up and couldn't see out of my right eye.

“Mom, something is wrong with my eye！”I said. I wasn't too scared because I thought it was a simple infection or allergic reaction to something.

My mother took me to an eye doctor and he took one look at my eye and ordered us to catch a plane to get to a hospital hundreds of miles away. He said he'd call ahead and make arrangements for a specialist to examine me.He wouldn't tell us what was wrong.My mother said maybe a sliver of glass or something had gotten into my eye and they'd have to remove the splinter and I'd be fi ne.

A few hours later, after fi ve doctors had examined me, one of them told us the bad news.

“You have histoplasmosis. lt's fungus, a disease that eats the blood vessels behind your retina.It's untreatable and incurable.You could be blind or dead in a week.”

I started shaking from shock. My mother put her arms around me and I could feel her shaking too.

“My daughter is twenty-two years old. She's an artist.She can't go blind or die！I'll give her one or both of my eyes for a transplant，”my mother said.

“They can't do eye transplants，”the doctor said.“All we can do is some laser treatments to try to stop the bleeding in her retina.”

I was rushed to the emergency room for a painful and prolonged procedure, one that I would have to endure fi fteen more times. I was sick, in pain and had to remain in a completely dark room for seven days.

It seemed I was doomed to go blind or die.

I wouldn't graduate. I wouldn't go to England.I'd never paint again.My life was over.

My mother and I called my oldest brother, Aaron, from the hospital and told him the bad news.

His fi rst words were，“Can I give you one of my eyes for a transplant?”

We told him they couldn't transplant eyes.

We called my middle brother, Shane, and told him.

“Can I give you one of my eyes?”he offered.

When we called my youngest brother, his immediate response was the same.

“Can I donate one of my eyes to save your sight?”he asked.

My mother and all three of my brothers, on hearing the news of my possible blindness, without hesitating, had offered to give me one of their own eyes and go through life with only half of their sight.

I'd always known my family loved me but I was overwhelmed.

“I guess I should drop out of the university here，”I said，“and notify the university in England that I won't be coming.”

“You still have one good eye and you're still breathing，”my mother said.“Don't give up. Fight！It won't be easy for you-you'll have to fi nd the courage to try harder than anyone else.You're an artist.I don’t know what the future holds but you have to live every minute of every day.You can’t give up, roll over and die the fi rst time life knocks you to your knees！”

Ten days later, I returned to the university and graduated. I went to England and attended the University of Sussex and earned a Master's Degree.

My vision is permanently damaged. My disease is not cured, but it is in remission.It could fl are up tomorrow and I could be blind or dead in a matter of days or I could go years without further damage to my sight.

Seven years have passed since the day I found out I had histoplasmosis. lt was the worst day of my life.It was also the day my entire family offered to sacrifi ce half of their vision for me.It was the day I found courage I never knew I had and found my family's love for me had no limits.I found a dream was worth fi ghting for.I have less than half the vision of most people, but that doesn't mean I can't be an artist.It just means I'll have to try harder.

Since that day, I've painted hundreds of pictures. My paintings have won recognition and awards in dozens of art shows and exhibits.I have designed my own line of greeting cards.

At one art show, every one of my paintings sold, giving me an unexpected windfall of cash.“What should I do with the money?”I asked my mother.

“Use the money to go to Paris and see the paintings of the greatest artists in the world，”she said.

I did. I stood in awe as I was surrounded by the beauty and genius of Van Gogh, Monet, Leonardo da Vinci and others.For me, it was a miracle.

I never take a single day for granted. Before this disease took half of my vision, I was an artist.

I'm still an artist.

——Spring Stafford

永远，永远，永远不要放弃。

——温斯顿·丘吉尔

我从学校回到家，过10天的复活节假期。我知道在学校的时候母亲很想我，我知道她会做很多我喜欢的食物，会很宠我。

我是个美术生，两个月后就可以毕业，拿到学位证了。我获得了英国一家大学的奖学金，将去那儿学习两年。我从来没有那么开心过。

周五晚上，我睡得很晚，因为我和母亲、哥哥一起看了喜剧电影，我们大笑着，两腮都笑疼了。又回到家，真好。

周六早晨，我起床后，发现右眼看不到东西了。

“妈妈，我的眼睛有点问题！”我说。我没有太恐慌，因为我以为那只是单纯的感染或者过敏反应。

妈妈带我去看眼科医生，他看了一下我的眼睛，然后让我们坐飞机去千里之外的医院。他说他会提前打个招呼，为我安排一个专家给我做检查。他无法告诉我眼睛出了什么问题。

我妈妈说可能我眼里进了个玻璃碎片或什么东西。他们必须拿出碎片，然后我就没事了。

在五位医生帮我会诊的几小时后，他们其中的一个人告诉了我一个坏消息。

“你患上了组织胞浆菌病。组织胞浆菌是种真菌，它会侵害视网膜后的血管。这种病无法医治也不能治愈。你可能一周内就会失明或者会失去生命。”

听到这个震惊的消息，我不禁开始发抖。妈妈抱着我，我可以感到她也在颤抖。

“我女儿才22岁，她是个美术家，她不能失明，也不能死！我会把我的一只眼或两只眼移植给她。”妈妈说道。

医生说：“这种病人不能做眼部移植，我们只能做激光治疗，试着防止视网膜出血。”

我被匆匆送到急诊室，进行痛苦而漫长的检查，其中有一项要测试15次以上。我感到恶心，很痛苦，七天都要待在完全黑暗的房间里。

似乎我注定要失明或死去了。

我不会毕业了，我不会回伦敦了，我不会再画画了，我的一生都完了。

我和妈妈从医院里给大哥阿伦打电话，告诉他这个坏消息。

他的第一句话是：“我能把我的一只眼睛移植给你吗？”

我们告诉他我不能移植。

我们打电话告诉了我的二哥谢恩这个消息。

“我能把我的一只眼睛移植给你吗？”他说。

然后我们给我的三哥打电话，他的第一反应也是一样的。

“我能把我的一只眼睛捐给你，让你不用失明吗？”他问。

妈妈和三个哥哥听到我可能失明的消息时，丝毫没有犹豫要给我他们的一只眼睛，然后只靠一只眼睛继续生活。

我知道我家人很爱我，但是我还是有点受宠若惊。

我说：“我想我要从大学退学了，通知英国的学校我不会去了。”

“你还有一只健康的眼睛，你仍然呼吸着，”妈妈说，“不要放弃。加油！对你来说这并不容易——你必须有足够的勇气，比别人更努力。你是个美术家。我不知道以后会怎样，但是你必须每天一分一秒地度过。你不能放弃，逃避，不能一开始就屈服于命运！”

10天后，我回到学校，然后顺利毕业了。我去了英国萨塞克斯大学学习，获得了硕士学位。

我的视力永久损坏了。我的病没有治愈，但是有所缓解。明天我的病情可能会突然加重，几天内我可能就会失明或者死亡。也可能几年后我的病情没有恶化。

距我被确诊患上了组织胞浆菌病已经过了七年了。确诊那天是我人生中最糟糕的一天，也是在那天全家人都愿意为我捐献一只眼睛。那天我发现了自己从未有过的勇气，发现了家人对我无止境的爱护。我发现了一个值得为之奋斗的梦想。我的视力不及大多数人的一半，但是那并不意味着我不能成为一个美术家，那只意味着我要更加努力。

从那天起，我画了上百幅画。我的画得到了认可，在许多画展和展览中得了奖。我还设计了自己的贺卡。

在一个画展中，我所有的画都卖掉了，这让我意外地得到了一大笔钱。“我该怎么花这些钱呢？”我问妈妈。

“用这些钱去巴黎吧，看看举世闻名的画家的作品。”她说。

我照做了。看着周围的天才凡高、莫奈、列奥纳多·达·芬奇和其他画家精美的画作，我满是敬畏。

我觉得每天活着不是理所当然的。在疾病夺走我一半的视力之前，我是个美术家。

现在，我仍然是个美术家。

——斯普林·斯塔福德

I Can Get Through This

我能战胜这一切

We acquire the strength we have overcome.

——Ralph Waldo Emerson

Sprawled across the front seat of my car, I taste it. Blood.A mouthful of it.Suddenly, someone taps on my shattered driver-side window.“Miss, can you hear me?”

I try to respond, but I can't seem to make myself do so.

“No, no, don't move. We're coming in to get you.”

I fi nally put it together that my Good Samaritan is a police offi cer, and that I've been involved in an accident. My rescuers are now trying to cut me out of the car, the rear of which is smashed into the front, rendering the doors inoperable and the backseat destroyed.“Wait，”I cry, panicked.“Where are my sons?”

The offi cer appears confused, and that's when I remember：I'd been on my way to work and had just left my two young sons with our babysitter. Relief pours through me as I relate this now to the offi cer.“What a blessing，”he says.“If they'd been in the backseat, they'd be gone.”

His observation is sobering, and I panic anew.

“Hey now, you're okay, and so are your boys. You can get through this.”

I nod, managing to thank him, even though my face feels so crooked I can barely speak. As I'm loaded into the ambulance, I notice that it's the kind of day to rejoice in, a beautiful blue lndian summer day with Thanksgiving a mere week away, and I offer my own tearful prayer of thanksgiving.I'm so grateful to be safe, and so much more, to know that my boys are safe.

What I can't know in that moment, however, is just how long my injuries will affect me. ln the fi rst years after the accident, I undergo extensive dental work, a bone graft to my fractured maxilla, and some sixteen root canals and implants to repair my damaged teeth.I begin suffering sometimes agonizing face, neck, and ear pain, and my mouth opening starts to decrease, making dental work hard to accomplish.It disrupts the“little”things too-eating, kissing, brushing and flossing, even talking.My oral surgeon suspects temporomandibular joint disorder in my jaw joints, and MRIs and a painful procedure called an arthrogram confi rm his diagnosis.

The temporomandibular joint is that little unassuming bump in front of each ear that joins the lower jaw to the temporal bone of the skull. lt's a complex joint in that it enables the mouth to move both up and down and from side to side.A normal mouth can open to forty-five millimeters；mine gets down to four at one point.My doctors try to stabilize things with splints and non-invasive“stretching”procedures, but fi nally, fi ve years after the accident, my surgeon performs two open-joint surgeries, which, unfortunately, provide nominal relief.I continue to struggle with eating and a limited opening.Liquids and soft foods are all I can manage, and to“crank”my mouth open, my doctor tries an apparatus that resembles a hefty eyelash curler.But even this I can't accommodate, so he resorts to tongue depressors, forcing one fl at stick into my mouth atop the other.This keeps the joints moving and breaks scar tissue, but the pain it causes nearly lifts me out of my chair.“One tongue depressor at a time, Theresa，”he encourages me, wiping away my tears.“You can get through this.”

I nod, conveying my thanks with my eyes.

Eighteen years after the accident, my jaw has deteriorated to such a point that the joint bones have fused, leaving virtually no movement. Heat pads, ice packs, and medication have become constant companions, and the pain often sends me to bed.It takes a toll on my work and family, and it's increasingly hard to think positive.My doctor believes that the only thing left for me is total joint replacement, a very specialized undertaking.Of course, I worry.How pervasive will my scars be?With such a limited opening, can I even be intubated safely?But I have every confi dence in my new surgeon.In a thirteen-plus-hour procedure, I am fi tted with prosthetics made of titanium and screwed into bone.After surgery, my mouth is wired shut for three long months and I must learn to eat through syringes.I“shoot”Ensure and other liquids into the tight open space between my cheek and clamped teeth, dreaming of a day when I might chew.

When bandages are removed, I get a first good look at my face, and I tremble in awe when I see it. For so long, I'd feared this would end badly, but thanks to my surgeon's artist's hands, my scars, once healed, will be minimal and mostly hidden in my neck and hairline.One complication arises, however：I can't close my eyes.This is due to nerve damage, and it makes for a blurry, no-blinking world.By day, I can scarcely see, and by night, I tape my eyelids shut to sleep.With my mouth that can't open and my eyes that won’t close, I feel trapped inside my body, wondering if I’ll ever truly be“me.”To rejuvenate the nerves, I use a daunting device that my husband lovingly calls“the stun gun，”and slowly, with this electrical stimulation, the muscle movement around my eyes returns.After the wires come off, I embark on nearly two years of physical therapy with a therapist who must manually manipulate my jaw.He is gentle and strong in equal measures, and, knowing I can get through this, I vow to follow his lead.

Today, twenty-seven years after my accident, I keep in mind just how much I've been blessed. I've doctors who still greet me with hugs, family and friends who have been with me every step of my journey.The accident and its aftermath have taught me that with a little faith and a lot of determination, I can get through anything.Yes, I still live with chronic pain, and I know that because the prosthetics degrade over time, I will face at least one more replacement surgery in the future.But it's also because of that surgery that I've now achieved real quality of life.I may not be able to eat salad or meat or popcorn at the movies, but I can still go to the movies.I may use baby toothbrushes and sleep propped with pillows and heat pads, but I can still wake to welcome the dawn.And yes, I worry that all the surgeries, all the years of medication and less than optimal diet could shorten my lifespan, but I've learned that life is meant to be lived a moment at a time.For we are not, praise God, like jigsaw puzzles.Our pieces don’t necessarily have to be interlocking and uniformly cut for us to feel complete.I look in the mirror and I say to myself：this is what I have；this is who I am.I am strong, and I am here.And no matter what diffi culties life might bring, I know I’ve stared fear straight in the eye before and I can do it again, emerging proud and shining.

——Theresa Sanders

请给我征服悲哀的力量。

——拉尔夫·沃尔多·爱默生

我横躺在车的前座上，尝到了血的味道，满嘴都是。突然，有人敲驾驶员这一侧的窗户，那窗户的玻璃已经碎了。“小姐，你能听到我说话吗？”

我试着做出反应，但是我似乎有心无力。

“不，不，不要动。我们会把你救出来。”

最终，我意识到那个好心人是位警官，我发生了意外。救援人员试着把我从车里移出，因为车的尾部和前部挤到了一起，使得门打不开了，后座也毁了。“等等，”我恐慌地大叫起来，“我的儿子们呢？”

那个警官看起来很困惑，我记起来了：在上班的路上，因为两个儿子很小，就留给保姆照顾。我被救了出来，在我对那个警官说起这些的时候，他说：“多幸运啊，如果他们在后座，他们就死了。”

他的话很客观，但我又恐慌起来。

“嘿，现在你没事了，你的孩子也是。你可以顺利渡过这一切的。”

我点点头，设法向他表达感激，虽然我的脸被压得变形了，几乎说不出话来。

我被抬进了救护车，我发现那天真的很庆幸。一周后是感恩节，那是个美好的小阳春。那天我含泪做了祷告。我很感恩，我能幸存下来，而且我的孩子也安然无恙。

但是那时我不知道，伤痛会影响我多久。车祸后的第一年，我做了大量的牙齿矫正，为了修复受损的牙齿，我骨折的上颌骨做了骨移植，还做了16次牙根管治疗和填充。有时我要忍受面部、颈部以及耳朵的剧痛，我能张开嘴的次数开始减少了，使得牙齿修整很难进行。车祸使得有些“小”事也会受影响——吃饭、亲吻、刷牙、用牙线清洁牙齿，有时说话也是。我的口腔外科医生怀疑我的颌关节中的颞下颌关节错位了。核磁共振成像和关节造影片（一种痛苦的检查）都证实了他的诊断。

颞下颌关节是两耳前面的小突物，连接下颌和颅骨的颞骨。它是很复杂的关节，能保证嘴上下左右移动。一个正常人的嘴可以张开45毫米，我的嘴一度只能张开四毫米。我的医生试着用夹板和非侵入式的“拉伸”固定我的嘴，但是效果一般。在发生事故的五年后，我的外科医生又给我做了两次开口结合手术，不幸的是，那并没有实质上减轻病症。我吃饭仍然很困难，嘴张开的幅度也有限。我只能吃流食和软的食物，为了让我的嘴张开，我的医生试着给我安了一个像大睫毛夹一样的仪器。但是我不能适应这个仪器，所以他用了压舌板，在我嘴里装了一个平贴，安在压舌板上面。这样关节就可以动了，破坏瘢痕组织，但是那带来的痛楚让我都坐不住了。“一次就弄一个压舌板，特雷莎。”医生一边鼓励我，一边擦掉了我的眼泪，“你可以战胜这一切的。”

我点点头，用眼神表达了谢意。

发生事故的18年后，我的额骨恶化了，骨关节都合在一起，几乎不能动了。我经常与热垫、冰垫和药物治疗为伴。有时候都疼到要上床躺着。我的工作和家庭也受到了影响，越来越难以保持积极的心态了。我的医生相信，唯一的治疗方法只剩下关节置换术了，那是一个非常专业的手术。当然，我很担心。我身上会有多少伤口？因为创口有限，怎么能安全地把管子插进去呢？但是我对新的手术还是非常有信心的。

那个手术超过了13个小时，医生用钛做了修复术，接了骨。术后的三个月我的嘴缝着线，我必须学会用耳咽管进食。在脸颊和夹紧的牙齿之间的细缝中“射进”英卓尔牌和其他品牌的液体，并梦想着某天我也能够重新咀嚼。

拆了绷带后，在我第一次看到自己的脸时，我不禁吃惊地颤抖起来。一直以来，我都担心这次手术会失败，但是我的外科医生有一双巧手，我的伤口愈合后，伤口很小，而且大部分都藏在了颈部和发线处。但是有一个并发症：我不能闭眼，因为我的神经受损。这让我看到的世界变得模糊了，也让我不能眨眼了。自从那天起，我几乎看不见了，晚上睡觉时要用胶带合上眼睑。我的嘴张不开，眼睛闭不上，我觉得我的内心很挣扎，不知道现在是不是真正的“我”。为了刺激神经，我用了一个令人胆寒的仪器，我丈夫戏称它为“电枪”。慢慢地，因为电刺激，我眼部的肌肉运动恢复了。在拆线后的两年，我开始了物理治疗，我的治疗师亲自为我按摩颌骨。他的手法时而温柔，时而有力。因为我知道我能战胜这一切，我发誓要听从他的指导。

今天，距离事故发生已经27年了，我仍然记得我是多么幸运。我有医生，他们见到我仍会拥抱我；我有家人和朋友，他们陪伴着我一路走过来。那场事故，还有随后发生的事情告诉我，只要有点信仰，有很多决心，我可以战胜所有的事情。是的，我现在还是长期忍受着疼痛，我知道随着时间的流逝，修复手术会慢慢失效，我将来至少还要接受一次修复手术。但是由于那次手术，我才保证了现在的生活质量。我可能不能吃沙拉酱或者肉，或在看电影的时候不能吃爆米花，但是我仍然可以去看电影。我可能要用儿童牙刷刷牙，用枕头和热垫支撑着睡觉，但是我仍然可以醒来迎接日出。

当然，我担心经过那么多的手术、多年的药物治疗以及饮食不佳，我的寿命会缩短。但是我知道生活就是一次经历。感谢上帝，我们的生活不是拼图游戏。生活的每一个部分不一定非要联系在一起或保持统一，才让我们感到生活是完整的。

我看着镜子，对自己说：“这就是我拥有的，这就是我。我很强大，我就在这里。不管生活会遇到什么困难，我知道我会直面恐惧，我还会再一次自豪地克服困难，不断发光。”

——特雷莎·桑德斯

There’s Always an Exception……I’m Usually lt

总有例外……我经常是那个例外

We shall draw from the heart of suffering itself the means of inspiration and survival.

——Winston Churchill

I was born two months premature with underdeveloped lungs and a heart condition. The doctors told my mom that I wouldn't live long enough to make it out of the hospital.I was hooked up to half a dozen different machines that did everything from breathe for me to notifying the nurses when my heart rate dropped too low.

As the days went by, doctors couldn't believe I was still alive. They told my mom I was defying the odds.With each new day came new struggles and challenges, but also more hope.Everybody began to see that I was a fi ghter.After about a month, the doctors took me off all the machines to see if I could breathe on my own, and more importantly, survive.I exceeded their expectations and was released from the hospital two days later.

A nurse was sent to my home every day to help show my mom how to care for me. After a week, my mom was able to do everything on her own.I had breathing treatments and medicines I had to take every day, but I was always a very content baby.Then, one day things took a drastic turn.I began crying uncontrollably and turned purple.My mom took me to the emergency room.My doctor came in and told my mom there was a blockage in one of my valves and I would need heart surgery immediately to release it.

My grandparents sat in the waiting room with my mom while I was in surgery. The surgery took four and a half hours, but they were able to clear the valve completely.The doctor said I was strong enough to go home after just two weeks, on Christmas Eve.Everybody agreed that was the best Christmas present ever！

Years went by and I was pretty much just like every other kid. I did still have to take medicine for my heart every day, but only had to do breathing treatments when my inhaler didn't work.I went to the doctor once a month for checkups and that became part of my normal routine.I was sometimes hospitalized for days at a time, but I was so used to the place it didn't bother me much.Plus, I had other kids in the ward to talk to.I sometimes got tired much faster than the other kids at school and couldn't always play as long, but in the hospital, those kids were just like me.

When I was in eighth grade, things started to go downhill. I had a constant pain in my chest and couldn't fi gure out why.After a couple of days, the pain became unbearable and I had to tell my mom.She made an appointment for the next day.

At this point, I had had the same doctor for about nine years and was very comfortable with him. Doc-as everyone called him-made it a point to tell me things straight out and not beat around the bush, so I was confi dent I'd get the answers I needed and be on my way in no time.Boy was I wrong！He couldn't tell me what was causing the pain because he had no idea what it was.

Over the next week, Doc performed test after test trying to determine what was causing the pain. I'd never been poked with so many needles in such a short amount of time.I was ready for this to be done and over with.When I was just about to say“Enough，”Doc fi nally found the problem.It wasn't good and I'd have to start a treatment program for it right away.That meant missing quite a few days of school though.The number of days I would miss would determine whether or not I would be able to graduate with my class.

The decision was up to me. Should I do the treatment right then and chance not graduating, or should I put it off till the summer and possibly cause irreversible damage?This was not going to be the easiest decision because my head was saying one thing while my heart was saying the opposite.It was defi nitely something I had to sleep on.After talking it over with my grandpa and mom, I decided to go through with it and worry about everything else later.

The treatment program was very similar to the chemotherapy cancer patients go through. I wasn't looking forward to it, but if it was going to help I was all for it.After the fi rst week of the treatment, I realized I wouldn't be going to school for a while.I was physically ill many days and just completely drained both physically and emotionally.

I was out of school for about a month when the counselor called and told my mom there was no way I'd be able to catch up on all the work in order to graduate with my class. I lost hope at this point.Not only was I in pain from the treatments and too ill to go to school or hang out with my friends, but now I wasn't going to be able to graduate.What was the point in doing all this?

After a couple of days feeling sorry for myself, I realized it took too much energy. I thought back to a saying my grandpa always used to tell me：“There's always an exception, and you're usually it.”I thought about all the stories I was told about the fi rst few years of my life and how hard I had to fi ght just to stay alive.I realized that if I was able to fi ght that hard at such a young age, I could surely get through this.The only difference was that when I was that young I didn't know all the odds were against me；now it was all too obvious.I couldn't give up just yet though……not without giving it my all fi rst.

I had my mom go to school and get all the work I had missed so I could catch up on it while I was stuck in bed. I sat there for hours on end doing assignment after assignment until I had it all fi nished.I continued getting work brought to me and was able to fi nish it pretty fast.I was out of school for two and a half months, but wasn't a day behind any of the others by the time I went back.Not only was I able to graduate, but I was also valedictorian of my class.

I had succeeded in accomplishing what many thought was impossible. Once again I defi ed the odds；I was the exception to the rule.Although I had my doubts and thought it was a hopeless cause at times, I was able to stay positive enough to fi nish what I had started.Just like that baby in the hospital all those years ago, I continue-even to this day-to have that same fi ght in me……that will to not only survive, but to succeed in everything I set my mind to as well.

Just remember：if you believe in yourself hard enough you can accomplish anything！

——Grace Gonzalez

我们应从苦难本身，找到呼吸、生存的方法。

——温斯顿·丘吉尔

我早产两个月，心肺都不健全。医生告诉我的母亲我可能不能活着出院。我身上连着六个仪器来帮助我呼吸，能在我心率降到很低的时候及时通知护士。

一天一天地过去，医生不敢相信我还活着。他们告诉我的母亲我活下去的可能性比较大。对我来说，每一天都是新的奋斗和挑战，也有更多的希望。人们都发现我是个战士。大约一个月后，医生取下了我身上所有的仪器，测试一下我能不能自主呼吸，更关键的是，看我能不能幸存下来。我的状况超出了他们的预期，两天后我出院了。

每天都有一个护士到我家，告诉母亲应该怎样照顾我。一周后，母亲可以自己独立照顾我了。我每天必须接受呼吸治疗和药物治疗，但是我一直是个容易满足的孩子。

后来，有一天发生了戏剧性的转折。我开始大哭，完全无法控制，皮肤开始发紫。母亲带我到急诊室，医生检查后告诉母亲我心脏的一个瓣膜受到阻塞，需要立刻做手术摘除。

手术的时候，我的祖父母和母亲在等待室等候着。手术花了四个半小时，但是他们成功地摘除了瓣膜。医生说我的生命力很顽强，手术后两周就可以出院，正好可以过平安夜。

所有的人都觉得我顺利出院是最好的圣诞节礼物。

时光荏苒，我几乎和其他孩子一样了。可我每天还是要吃治疗心脏的药，当我的吸入器不工作的时候，我还要接受呼吸治疗。我每个月要去医生那里检查一次，这已经成为我生活中的一部分了。有时候我要去医院住几天。因为我对医院很熟悉，所以住院也不会成为我的负担。而且，同病房还有其他小朋友可以聊天。有时，我比其他孩子更易厌倦学校的生活，也不能玩很久，但是在医院里，那里的孩子和我一样。

当我读八年级的时候，我的身体每况愈下。我一直胸痛，也不知道是为什么。几天后，我再也无法忍受那种痛楚，告诉了母亲。她为我预约第二天去看医生。

九年以来我有固定的医生，去他那里看病我觉得很自在。医生——每个人都这么叫他——坦白地告诉我病情如何，也不拐弯抹角，所以我相信我可以从他那里得到我想知道的答案，然后立即采取应对措施。然而，这次我错了！他无法告诉我疼痛的原因，因为他也不知道原因。

医生在一周的时间里给我做了一个又一个的测试，试着找出疼痛的原因。我觉得短时间内有无数针扎向我，这种感觉我从来没有经历过。这次我已做好了赴死的准备。我刚要说“够了”，医生最终找到了病因。这种病不好治，我又要开始对症治疗了。这意味着有一段时间我不能去学校了。而我缺勤多少天会决定我能不能顺利与同学们一起毕业。

这需要我自己抉择。我应该接受治疗，失去毕业的机会，还是拖延到夏天再开始治疗，但这可能对我的身体造成不可逆转的伤害。这真不是个容易的选择，因为我的大脑和心做的是相反的选择。我真的需要仔细地慢慢考虑。在跟祖父和母亲交流后，我决定先完成治疗，其他的事等治疗完再考虑。

治疗的过程与癌症患者的化疗过程很相似。我没有太多的期待，但是如果这能治好我的病，我会全力以赴。治疗一周后，我知道相当长的一段时间里我不能去学校了。好几天我都身体不舒服，而现在的我身心俱疲。

我有一个月没有去学校了，辅导老师给我的母亲打电话，说我的功课赶不上了，不可能和同班同学一起毕业了。那时我绝望了，不仅因为治疗让我很痛苦，因为病得太厉害不能上学，或因为不能和朋友出去，更因为我不可能顺利毕业了。那现在这些治疗又有什么用？

以后的几天我觉得自己很可悲，但之后我觉得自怨自艾消耗了我太多的精力。我想起祖父一直告诉我的一句话：“总有例外，你经常是那个例外。”我回想起小时候听到的故事，回想起我如何努力地活下来。我意识到，如果我小时候都能战胜病魔，那么现在我也可以战胜这一切。

现在和以前唯一的不同在于，小时候我不知道活下来的概率很小，现在我很清楚地知道。但是现在我不能放弃……我不能让自己的第一次都因为疾病而放弃。

在我卧床的时候，母亲去学校替我听课，然后教我，这样我就能赶上学校的进度。为了写作业，我一坐就是好几个小时，不写完不起身。我一直都有作业，并且很快就能完成。

我有两个半月没有去学校了，但是我回学校后并没有落后于其他同学。我不仅顺利毕业了，而且替我们班做了毕业致辞。

我成功地将不可能变成了可能。我又一次战胜了命运，我是规则的例外。虽然我也怀疑过，有时候觉得绝望，但是我能保持乐观的心态，战胜我要承受的。和好几年前医院的那个婴儿一样，我一直——甚至到了今天——都有相同的斗志……我坚信我不仅能够幸存下来，而且只要我下定决心，就能成功。

记住：如果你完全信任自己，你可以达成一切！

——格雷斯·冈萨雷斯

Positively Uncertain

积极应对不确定性

It is a mistake to look too far ahead. Only one link of the chain of destiny can be handled at a time.

——Winston Churchill

Have you ever tried giving your medical history while breathing through contractions that are five minutes apart?Add to this that you've already answered this same questionnaire three months prior and that the information gatherer resembles Hospital Admissions Barbie, and you have my entrance into motherhood. As soon as she finished, an equally teenybopper-looking doctor on call came in and hooked me up to a fetal monitor.After watching it for a minute and doing a brief exam, she announced“We're sending you home.”

My response?“I don't think so！”

My pregnancy had brought on so many physical experiences and emotions. The nausea was alleviated by the notion that a healthy baby was forming.The excitement of becoming a mother overrode the fear of psychologically damaging my future offspring.But there was one feeling that becoming a mother cemented in me that no other milestone in my life had yet achieved：trust your instincts.

“There's no reason for you to stay here，”insisted the medical expert.“You're only one centimeter dilated. lf you're in too much pain to go home, I'll admit you, but it's going to be at least twenty-four hours before you deliver.”I was admitted at 6：00 AM.At 1：53 PM my son was born.

Two days later my husband Aaron and I brought our fi rstborn home and we began adjusting to life as a family. I half-heartedly joked that we were in P.O.W.mode；everything revolved around the will of Joshua Berger and he alone determined when we ate, slept and showered.And though exhausted, overly emotional and worn out, I did my best to remain positive.

As time progressed, so did Josh. He was a happy, good-natured baby who made eye contact, rolled over and smiled.He was gaining weight and gave us the gift of sleeping through the night at fi ve months.He loved music and being read to, and his disposition and babbling charmed everyone around him.

All was developing fairly normally with the exception of a few red fl ags. I mentioned these concerns to his pediatrician, since he was a little late in walking and his first words were atypical.Instead of the standard firsts of“mama，”“dada”and“baby，”Josh's fi rst words were“cat，”“cow，”and“goat，”all of which are harder sounds to pronounce and none of which force your lips to touch upon utterance.She had told me not to worry, despite Aaron's family history of autism.Josh was making eye contact and talking.“If autism were a factor, it would have shown itself by now，”she assured me.

But when the time came for Josh to eat solid foods, my warning bells clanged full-force. He gagged on Cheerios.He refused to eat anything but puréed food and though he took himself off his baby bottle, he refused to drink anything but water from an eightounce water bottle.Certain temperatures and textures seemed to offend him.I brought him back to the pediatrician and demanded scripts for special education, occupational, physical and speech therapy evaluations.Granted, she treated me like a hysterical mother, but humored me enough to hand them over.I was positive that this was something that needed to be dealt with；the sooner we did, the better off my child would be.

The evaluators came and observed Josh. At fourteen months, he was cruising, but his grasp and sitting stance were considered“immature.”All agreed that it was better to be safe than sorry, and Josh was granted early intervention services.I was lucky to be a stay-at-home mom, which allowed me to work closely with all of Josh's therapists.And while he was eventually eating solids of various textures, he wasn't making progress at the rate he should have been.He lost his language skills and became fixated on specific pictures in books.He would endlessly twirl without getting dizzy and didn't respond to his name.At the recommendation of Josh's occupational therapist, I requested a neurological evaluation.My pediatrician agreed, but not without saying“I really don't think you’re going to fi nd anything.”

It was at this evaluation that I received confi rmation of what I had been afraid of long before becoming pregnant. I didn't even wait for the diagnosis.When I fi nished answering the neurologist's questions, I simply asked，“Is he on the autistic spectrum?”

“Probably，”he answered，“but I've seen a lot worse. The goal now is to get him more therapy.”

“And the prognosis?”I croaked through tears.

“There's no way to know. All I can tell you，”he advised，“is to remain cautiously optimistic.”Aaron and I walked out of that room devastated.Josh was twenty-two months old and all we knew for certain was that he had been diagnosed with PDD-NOS（Pervasive Developmental Disorder, Not Otherwise Specifi ed）.

I allowed myself two weeks of mourning the loss of the child I thought I had. I cried, ate chocolate and avoided dealing with people.After that, I realized one thing.I couldn't control what had happened to Josh, but I could control what I was going to do, how it was to be handled, and my attitude in how I approached this situation.I could focus on the uncertainty of the diagnosis, or the fact that there was reason to hope.Nobody had told me that Josh would never again speak, play with toys functionally or attend a regular school.These were things still to be determined.It was clear that I had one of two choices：I could remain at a standstill, or do everything that was humanly possible for my child.

Since receiving Josh's diagnosis, my husband and I have pushed ourselves into full-throttle work mode. While Josh attends a special education preschool in the morning, I research programs and learn all I can about different modes of therapy.When Josh comes home, I actively observe and participate in the methodologies that help my wonderful son achieve the goals that have been set out by his incredible therapists.Aaron, though a full-time pharmacist, is always there to lend a hand when he can and takes an active, loving interest in Josh's progress.

This summer we will mark the one-year anniversary of our son's diagnosis；and though he isn't a typical two-and-a-half-year-old, he's come a long way. He is far more aware of his surroundings, communicates with some language, and approaches the front door whenever he hears a knock or the bell ring.He has begun saying“Mama”and“Dada”when he wants us and knows how to manipulate us to get what he wants.

Can I be absolutely certain that Josh will be able to overcome all of the obstacles that autism brings with it?No. But I do know that Josh has parents who see him as more than a diagnosis, are dedicated to getting him what he needs, and who love him unconditionally.And as long as these things are granted freely and generously, I don't think any one of us will suffer any lack in the end.Of this I am positive！

——Jennifer Berger

看得太远是一个错误。因为我们一次只能应付命运锁链中的一环。

——温斯顿·丘吉尔

你是否有过这样的经历，吸气五分钟后才说出自己的病史？加上这个问题，你已经回答了我三个月前做的问卷。那个信息采集者就像医院的芭比，她说自己已经是位母亲了。在做完问卷后，一个长得很年轻的、流行乐迷打扮的医生进来了，为我用胎儿监护器做了检查。她盯着屏幕看了一会儿，做了一个简单的检查，然后说：“你可以回家了。”

我说：“我并不想回去！”

怀孕期间我的妊娠反应很大，情绪波动也大。但得知我怀的是个健康的胎儿，恶心的症状有所缓解。即将成为母亲的幸福，超过了对后代患有心理疾病的担忧。即将成为母亲的感觉是人生其他重要的事情无法带给我的：相信你的直觉。

医学专家坚持说：“你没有必要留在这里了，你只开了一指。如果回家会让你感到很痛苦，我会让你待在医院，不过离你分娩还有至少24个小时。”早晨6点我住进医院。下午1点53分我的儿子降生了。

两天后，我和丈夫阿伦带着儿子回家。我们开始适应一家三口的生活。我半开玩笑地说，我们过着战俘似的生活，所有的事都围绕着儿子乔舒亚，他决定我们什么时候吃饭、睡觉、沐浴。我虽然筋疲力尽，过度情绪化，又疲惫不堪，但是仍尽全力保持乐观。

时光流逝，乔希也不断进步。他是个很容易开心、脾气好的孩子，他和人眼神交汇，会翻身，能微笑。他的体重一天天地增加，五个月来，我们晚上都可以安然入睡。我儿子喜欢音乐，喜欢听故事。他的性情和咿呀的儿语吸引了周围的每一个人。

除了几个危险信号，一切都很正常。我向儿童医生提出了我的担心：我的儿子有点晚才学会走路，他一开始说的词都是非典型的。一般婴儿都会先说“妈妈”“爸爸”“宝贝”，乔希却先说“猫”“牛”“羊”，而这些词的发音更难，都不用唇发音。医生告诉我除了阿伦的孤独症家族病史，没有什么好担心的。乔希和其他人眼神交汇，也会说话。“如果孤独症是影响乔希的一个因素的话，它现在就已经显示出来了。”她的话让我安心了。

但是当我喂乔希固体食物时，我的预感非常不好。他在呼喊的时候会噎住。他不愿意吃东西，只愿意喝浓汤。他不愿意用奶瓶，除了喝水，他从不碰他那八盎司的奶瓶。他似乎不喜欢固定的温度和材质。

我送他去看儿科医生，询问特殊教育的资料，并评估儿子的职业、物理和语言治疗。当然，医生把我当成一个歇斯底里的母亲，但是她很迁就我，让我全发泄完。我是个乐观的人，但是这次有些事需要克服。越早开始治疗，对儿子越好。

评估员来到我的家，观察乔希。他14个月大时，四处转来转去，但是抓握和坐姿都很“不成熟”。大家都认为宁可多注意点儿也不要留下遗憾。乔希开始接受了干预治疗。很幸运我是个家庭妇女，能有足够的时间和乔希的理疗师密切配合。

最后，虽然他能吃各种类型的固体食物，但是治疗并没有达到预期的效果。他失去了语言能力，总是凝视着书中特定的图片。他不停地旋转着，却不觉得眩晕，而且他对自己的名字没有反应。在乔希的职业理疗师的推荐下，我要求做下神经病学的评估。儿科医生也赞同，但是她没说“我不觉得这个检查会有什么特别的发现”。

那个检查确认了我怀孕时的担心，我甚至没有等诊断结果就知道了结果。当我回答完神经病学专家的问题后，我简短地问道：“他的病属于自闭症吗？”

“可能，”他说，“但是我看过很多更糟的情况。他现在需要更多的治疗。”

“那诊断结果是？”我一边哭着，一边嘶哑地问着。

他建议道：“这我不知道。我只能告诉你，保持审慎的乐观。”

我和阿伦走出诊室，感觉天都塌了。乔希只有22周大，我们只能确定他确诊患上了未另说明的广泛性发育障碍。

我花了两周的时间哀叹可能会经历的丧子之痛。我大叫，吃巧克力，不愿意与他人交流。之后，我意识到一件事情，我这样也不能阻止发生在乔希身上的不幸。但是我可以控制将会发生的事情，决定怎么处理这些事，决定我面对现在处境的心态。我应该注意到病情还有些不确定性，我还是有理由相信仍有希望的。

没有人告诉我乔希不可能再说话、玩玩具或者上普通的学校了。还有些不确定的事情。我很清楚，我要做个二选一的抉择，要么停滞不前，要么为了孩子尽一切可能。

自从知道了乔希的诊断结果，我和丈夫一直竭尽全力。乔希早晨去上特殊教育学前班。我就研究他的病情，了解各种类型的治疗方法。

当乔希回家后，我积极地观察他，参加治疗，帮助我可爱的儿子实现理疗师为他制定的目标。阿伦虽然是全职的药剂师，但他总是尽自己的可能帮助我，积极并满怀兴趣地参加乔希的治疗。

到夏天，就是我们的儿子确诊一周年了。尽管他和一般两岁半的孩子不一样，但他取得了很大的进步。他越来越了解自己的情况，用一些言语和我们交流，当他听到有人敲门或按门铃时，他总是跑到前门去。当他需要我们，或让我们为他拿他想要的东西时，他会开始叫“妈妈”和“爸爸”了。

我能确信乔希会克服孤独症带来的所有障碍吗？不能，但是我知道作为乔希的父母，我们不是把他当作一个患儿，而是尽全力给他想要的，给他无条件的爱。只要我们能保证自由无私的给予，我相信我们最后都不会感到失落。我对此很乐观！

——珍妮弗·伯杰

No Complaints

无怨无悔

A woman is like a tea bag. You never know how strong she is until she gets in hot water.

——Eleanor Roosevelt

Macular degeneration didn't sound scary when Mom first mentioned it. She told me her cataract surgeries the previous fall had been successful.Her eyesight had grown worse over time though, not better.Her ophthalmologist had referred her to a retina specialist for more tests.She'd let me know what happened.No big deal.

Two months later, Mom called to share the test results. She'd been diagnosed with age-related macular degeneration, or AMD as it's known in medical circles.Her macula, the central part of her retina responsible for detailed vision, was deteriorating.

“Remember I told you about the two types of macular degeneration, dry and wet?”she asked. I remembered；I'd researched the condition online.

The“dry”version of AMD moves slowly.

People with dry AMD may retain good vision with no other symptoms, or their central vision may gradually start to blur. The“wet”kind of macular degeneration moves fast.Abnormal blood vessels in the retina begin to leak and bleed, usually causing visual distortions and rapid vision loss.

“I've got the dry kind，”Mom said，“so there's good news and bad news. Here's the bad news：Doctors have no viable treatments for the dry kind.There's nothing I can do about it.But the good news is I'll go blind less quickly.”

Blind?I couldn't imagine my mother blind.

Images from the past raced through my mind. Mom devouring a new book with a mug of hot coffee in her hands.Mom reading her Bible in the early morning light.Mom glancing at a recipe card while she stood over a mixing bowl.Mom and Dad on the couch watching a football game.Mom reading a story to her grandchildren.I wondered what images the future would hold.

“I'm so sorry, Mom. I'm sorry you have to go through this.”

I didn't know what else to say.

“Oh, sweetheart, you don't need to feel sorry for me，”Mom replied.“God has blessed me so much. I've seen a world of beauty with these eyes.I've seen sights I never imagined I'd see.If I go blind, I'll have nothing to complain about.”

Mom may have said more, but I heard nothing else for a few minutes. I was replaying her last four words：nothing to complain about.

Mom told me later she chose her response to AMD ahead of time-before she received the diagnosis. She knew the choice would be harder if she waited to see how the condition might change her life.And she wanted to focus on her blessings, not her losses.

When Mom's macular degeneration moved from dry to wet a few years ago, she didn't grumble. When her doctor recommended monthly eye injections, she took the plan in stride.She's received twenty-eight injections in her right eye so far.They're not fun, but they haven't slowed her down.

I can't imagine someone sticking a needle in my eyeball, but my mom handles the process with humor and grace. Her attitude isn't surprising, I guess.Why would you whine about a needle in the eye if you were okay with going blind?

——Donna F. Savage

女人就像茶包，除非被放进热水中，不然你永远不知道她有多强大。

——埃莉诺·罗斯福

当母亲第一次提到黄斑变性时，我觉得那病似乎没有什么可怕。她告诉我她去年秋天做的白内障手术成功了，但是她的视力逐渐减弱了，没有变好。她的眼科医生把她转到了一个视网膜专家那里，接受更多的检测。她告诉了我发生的一切。我觉得这没什么大不了的。

两个月后，妈妈知道了结果。她被确诊患了年龄相关性黄斑变性，医学界称之为AMD。那斑点在她视网膜的中心部分，正在退化。视网膜负责视力的清晰度。

“记得我告诉过你有两种黄斑性变，干性的和湿性的吗？”她问。我记得，我上网查了这种病的病征。

“干性”的AMD发展比较慢。干性AMD患者可能仍会有良好的视力，不会有其他症状，或者他们的中心视觉可能逐渐模糊。而“湿性”的黄斑变性发展很快。异常的视网膜血管会开始出血，这会引起视觉扭曲和视力的极速下降。

母亲说：“我得的是干性的，因此既有好消息又有坏消息。坏消息是：对于干性病，医生没有可行的治疗方案，我也无能为力。好消息是我不会那么快就失明。”

失明？我简直不敢相信，我的妈妈会失明。

过去的一切在脑中一一闪过。母亲把手中的热咖啡洒了，毁了一本新书；母亲在晨光中读《圣经》；母亲在搅拌器前盯着配方卡；母亲和父亲在沙发上看足球比赛；母亲为她的孙子孙女讲故事。我不知道未来的一切会怎么样。

“很抱歉，妈妈。我很难过你要经历这些。”

我不知道要说些什么了。

“哦，宝贝儿，你不用替我感到难过，”母亲说，“上帝已经很照顾我了，我这双眼已经看过了这世间的美景。我看过的风景已经超过了我的想象。如果我失明了，我没有什么好抱怨的。”

母亲可能还说了些什么，但是那几分钟里我似乎没再听进什么。我只重复了她最后几个字：没有什么好抱怨的。

后来母亲告诉我，在她知道诊断结果前，她就做好了应对AMD的准备。她知道如果看着病情慢慢影响生活，选择会更难。她想将注意力集中于自己得到的祝福，而不是失去的东西。

几年后，母亲的黄斑变性由干性变成湿性，她并没有抱怨。医生建议她每个月进行眼部注射，她心态平和地接受了治疗。目前，她的右眼注射了28次。注射并不有趣，但是这并没有打击母亲的士气。

我很难想象如果有人在我的眼球里刺针，会是什么感觉。但是母亲幽默又优雅地应对了这一切。我对她的反应并不吃惊。如果失明对你来说都不是个问题，那么为什么要抱怨眼睛里有针状物呢？

——唐娜·F.萨维奇

Beyond the Diagnosis

诊断之外

Those who wish to sing, always fi nd a song.

——Swedish Proverb

I didn't expect to laugh so much. I didn't expect to hear so much spiritual wisdom or to be so inspired during my visit with the Early Stage Alzheimer's Support Group.

I attended the group because I wanted to understand what it was like to receive and live with a diagnosis of Alzheimer's. Years ago, when my mom was diagnosed with dementia, I was too scared to think about such questions.Even though being around my mom and other people with Alzheimer's had lessened my fear, still, when I had one of those“senior”moments, I worried：Is this normal or is this Alzheimer's?

Now I was in a room with people who had a label to go with their memory loss and lapses. lnstead of looking gloomy and stricken, they were laughing.

The facilitator, Michelle, invited people to go around the circle and check in.

Barb was sad because she could no longer drive.

“I have lost my independence，”she said mournfully.

“It's not about who's behind the wheel，”Michelle told Barb.“It's about how you see yourself as a person.”

As Michelle was speaking, Larry walked in.

“Sorry I'm late，”he said sheepishly. He was a handsome man in his early fi fties.He looked like he'd do a fi ne two-step in his cowboy boots, western shirt and jeans.“I got lost.I know where I am but I don't always know how to get from one place to the other.”Just days ago, he told us, he got confused in the parking lot of a local mall and had to have a security guard lead him out.

“I know what you mean. My inner maps have disappeared，”Louis said.“Now I have to use MapQuest and really plan how I'm going to get someplace.”

Louis, who was in his early sixties and had a Ph. D.（which he described as“piled high and deep”）had a lot of places to go.He volunteered fi ve days a week at a local charity and refereed soccer games most nights.He played bridge.And in the middle of all this he still spent an inordinate amount of time looking for“things that were there just a minute ago.”

“I function almost normally, but I am not normal，”Louis said and everyone nodded. They all knew the inner slips and slides that could accost them at any minute.

Around the circle people reported feelings of both harmony and frustration.

“Some days, time moves along but I don't，”Charlie, who was newly diagnosed and in his mid-fi fties, said. People murmured their understanding.

“I am at peace，”Sherry said. Also in her mid-fi fties, she was one of the youngest people in her assisted living facility.

Dick, a former attorney, said he felt better now that he was back to tennis and physical activity.

“Then some days, I'm out of it.”He shook his head.“Well, I just have to laugh.”

“I am a positive person，”Bob, one of the newer group members, reported.“I like to have a lot of experiences and this is one of life's experiences.”

Michelle asked the group what kinds of messages she should put on the signs for them to carry at the upcoming Memory Walk fundraising event.

“We never give up！”Sherry said.

“We're still the same，”someone else suggested.

“We have Alzheimer's, not leprosy，”Bob offered and everyone cheered.

The group ended. The caregiver's group, which was meeting in the next room, also ended and family members reunited.

I felt exhilarated as I walked to my car. I had expected to attend a group glumly talking about coping with a dreaded disease.Instead I encountered people who were determined to embrace their challenges and live life to the fullest.Their sense of hope and optimism in a daunting situation reminded me that anything was possible.

——Deborah Shouse

想唱歌的人，总会找到一首歌。

——瑞典谚语

我没想到在参加阿尔茨海默病早期患者支持小组时，会笑得这么厉害，会得到这么多精神食粮，会如此深受鼓舞。

我参加那个小组，是因为我想知道阿尔茨海默病患者怎么接受这种病，怎么承受这种病。几年前，我的母亲确诊患上了阿尔茨海默病，我很害怕，不想谈论那些问题。虽然母亲在身边，其他阿尔茨海默病患者的表现也减轻了我的恐惧，但是当我有那些“老年人”的表现时，我就很担心：这样正常吗，难道这是阿尔茨海默病的病征？

现在我和一群患有记忆丧失和记忆差错的人待在一个屋子里。这些人没有沮丧或挫败，相反，他们在大笑。

倡导者米歇尔建议大家四处走走，然后登记签到。

巴勃很伤心，因为她不能再开车了。

“我失去自理能力了。”她悲哀地说。

米歇尔告诉巴勃：“握不握着方向盘不重要，关键是你要把自己当做一个正常人。”

在米歇尔说话的时候，拉里走进来了。

“抱歉，我迟到了。”他羞怯地说。拉里50岁出头，长得很帅。看起来他很擅长穿着牛仔靴、衬衫和牛仔裤跳两步舞。“我迷路了。我知道自己在哪里，但是有时候我不知道怎么从一个地方去另一个地方。”他告诉我们，就在几天前他在当地购物商场的停车场迷路了，最后是保安把他带出来的。

“我知道你的意思。我脑子里的地图消失了。”路易斯说，“现在我必须用地图查询，去一个地方前要做好计划。”路易斯60岁出头，是个博士（他称之为“理论堆得又高又深邃”）。他去过很多地方。他每周在当地的慈善团体志愿服务五天，晚上大部分时间当足球比赛的裁判。他打桥牌。但是在所有的活动中，他都会花很长的时间确定“一分钟前发生了什么”。

“我的机能基本正常，但是我并不正常。”路易斯说道，屋里的每个人都赞同地点点头，因为他们知道自己随时都有可能失忆。

圈子里的每个人讲述着自己的调试和挫败。

“有些日子，我都感觉不到时间的流逝。”查利说道。他55岁左右，刚被确诊。大家低声地交流着感想。

“我心态平和。”雪莉说道。她也55岁左右，是最早使用生活辅助设施的人之一。

迪克以前是个律师，他说在他重新开始打网球和从事体育运动时感觉会好些。

“过一阵子，我就不能锻炼了。”他摇着头，“唉，但我必须微笑对待。”

“我是个积极的人，我喜欢去体验，这也是我人生的一种经历。”鲍勃说道。他是最早参加这个小组的人之一。

米歇尔问，为了即将到来的“记忆行”筹款活动，我们要写些什么？

“我们永不放弃！”雪莉说。

“我们没有变。”有人建议。

“我们患有阿尔茨海默病，但没有麻风。”鲍勃说道，所有的人都笑了。

我们这组的聚会结束了。护理组在隔壁屋的聚会也结束了。家庭的成员又聚到一起。

我向自己的车走去，感到很振奋。我一开始以为这种小组会很抑郁，大家讨论怎么应对可怕的疾病。然而，我遇到的人都决定直面挑战，尽情地生活。在令人却步的情况下，他们满怀希望，非常乐观，而这提醒了我一切皆有可能。

——德博拉·肖斯

His Badge of Courage

他的英勇勋章

I not only bow to the inevitable；I am fortifi ed by it.

——Thornton Wilder

The clicking of my fingers on the keyboard is the only sound in the house. I am working during these few precious moments of peace I have dug up from the chaos that has become my everyday existence.In between doctor's appointments and a strict medication schedule, I rarely have a moment to myself.I have a deadline to meet because life doesn't stop for surgery and yet, after all we've been through in the past three weeks, deadlines don't seem that important anymore.

My husband, Mike, shifts on the bed that used to occupy the bedroom of our small apartment. The bed is now the centerpiece of our living room and the centerpiece of my world.It no longer is a place for rest.It now serves as a prison of sorts for Mike.His antibiotics, given intravenously, tie him to it.

When I envisioned my life, I saw myself living in happiness, complete with matching dishtowels and a home that came straight out of a Pottery Barn catalog. I saw myself as a successful career woman, a successful wife and the envy of my friends.I didn't see myself as this weary woman who is barely holding onto her sanity.

As I sit, pretending to be productive, I wonder if we will ever be able to go back to how we were before this happened, before Mike was hospitalized for sixteen days, before we found out about his heart defect, before he had open-heart surgery. I don't think it's possible, but I need something to hold onto because the man trapped in our bed seems so different from the man I married and I am desperate for a glimpse of his former self.

Mike's face is an unhealthy shade of white. His lips are cracked despite my efforts to make him put on lip balm.His previously muscular body, toned from years of playing basketball, has been reduced to a pile of skinny limbs attached to a scarred and stitch-fi lled torso.All of this is distressing, but nothing is as disturbing as the look in his eyes.They have lost their light and he rarely smiles anymore.Instead, he constantly wears a worried look that makes him appear older than his twenty-six years.

I walk over to the bed to check on him. I have run out of comforting words to say, so I gently squeeze Mike's hand three times instead.It has been our quiet way of saying“I love you”since we started dating.He squeezes back, but it is barely detectable.He just doesn't have the strength.He is trying to be brave for me and I am trying to be brave for him and neither of us is doing a good job.

Mike doesn't feel like talking or watching a movie so I leave him to stare at the ceiling. I briefl y mull over taping posters to the ceiling, like in the dentist's offi ce, to give him something to look at.As I consider this, I realize that the only poster I own is an old Finding Nemo poster and I actually consider it for a minute.

“You're getting pretty desperate if you think Nemo will make this any better，”I say to myself.

I chuckle a little at the thought of Mike lying in bed with a school of cartoon fi sh staring at him.

No, that won't help, I decide.

At 6'3”，Mike is too tall for our bed and I can see his mint green hospital socks sticking out from underneath his blankets. The socks are a staple of hospital attire and are covered with white plastic stars that keep patients from slipping when they walk.He is so weak that I fear he will fall every time he tries to walk.The socks are added insurance that he won't.They remind me of the socks that my one-year-old niece wears.She is just learning to walk, but right now she is steadier than Mike.His socks are a little dirty, but I don't want to wash them.The dirt shows that they have been used.It shows that he was once up and out of that horrid bed and it gives me hope that he will be again.

I can feel tears stinging my eyes and I quickly turn away from him. One of us has to be strong.I say a quiet prayer under my breath, asking for strength for the both of us.I pray for strength because, more than his body, I can see his spirit wasting away, a fact that scares me more than I am willing to admit.

“How are you feeling?”I ask for what seems to be the hundredth time today.

“Okay.”

“It's time for your shower. Can you walk to the bathroom by yourself or do you need help?”

“I'll do it myself. Just give me a minute.”

I walk back to the bathroom to make the necessary preparations. Even something as simple as a shower has become a big production, complete with multiple towels and plastic wrap used to prevent infection in his arm where the IV attaches.I can hear him struggling to walk down the hall.Everything in me wants to help him, but I know I shouldn't.He needs to do this on his own.He needs to feel like he can still do things for himself.

“Ready?”I ask.

“Can you help me take my shirt off?”he asks quietly.

As I gently lift his shirt over his head, I notice that he is intently staring at his refl ection in the mirror.

“What are you doing?”

“I'm looking at my scar，”he says without emotion.

As he stands in front of me, half-dressed, I take stock of how his body has changed. He has wasted away to almost nothing.His neck is dotted with scars from his central line.His arm has bright hoses dangling from it.His stomach has two slits in it from chest tubes and a bright red incision measuring more than six inches glares at me from his chest.It makes me feel sick.

“I can't look away either，”I say. I hate the sight of his incision and I'm sure that he is thinking the same thing, but I am wrong.

“I know.”He pauses.“It's kind of cool.”

I look at him in surprise and I see his eyes fl ash with unmistakable pride.

“Wait. What?Why is it cool?”I ask.

“Because it's my badge of courage.”

I am awed as I realize that my husband has chosen to embrace what others would surely try to hide. For the first time in weeks, I feel a sense of hope.The man standing before me reminds me of the man I fi rst fell in love with.I squeeze his hand three times as we stare at our reflections in the mirror.I remind myself that tomorrow will be a better day.He squeezes back, a little bit stronger than before.

——Jessie Miyeko Santala

我不仅接受不可避免之事，而且因此变强。

——桑顿·怀尔德

房间里只听到我手指敲击键盘的声音。我每天都生活在嘈杂的环境里，在这宝贵的安静时间里，我抓紧工作。我不是和医生预约见面，就是配合严格的药物治疗计划，几乎没有自己的时间。这次任务有截止日期，因为生活不会因手术而停止。而过去三周我们渡过了难关，所以那截止日期似乎也没那么重要了。

我的丈夫迈克上床去休息。那张床以前占满了我们那小公寓的卧室，现在却成了我们客厅的中心装饰品，也是我们生活的装饰品。它再也不是休息的地方了。对迈克来说，还有点像监狱。静脉注射的抗生素让他卧床不起。

回想自己的生活，我发现自己过得很幸福，有心仪的擦盘巾，按照“Pottery Barn”目录中的商品装饰的家。我认为自己是个成功的职业女性，是个成功的妻子，我的朋友都很羡慕我。我不认为自己是个仅仅保持头脑清醒而疲惫不堪的女人。

我坐在电脑前，装作很有效率的样子，我不知道我们会不会再回到以前的生活，回到16天前迈克住院之前，回到发现他患有先天性心脏缺陷之前，回到他做心脏直视手术之前。我知道这不可能，但是我需要个精神支柱，因为躺在床上的人，与当初和我结婚的人看起来是那么地不同，我极其渴望看到以前的那个他。

迈克的脸因为病而变得煞白，嘴唇都裂了，尽管我一直给他擦润唇膏。虽然他以前打了多年篮球，肌肉很发达，但现在四肢很消瘦，身上有个伤疤，缝着针。这些让我们很痛苦，现在看着他的眼睛，是最令我不安的事。他的眼睛失去了光泽，几乎不再笑了，总是愁容满面。他今年才26岁，但是看起来比那老得多。

我走向床边想看看他怎么样了。我再也找不出安慰的话了，只是温柔地握了迈克的手三下。从我们开始约会，这动作就意味着我们在静静地说“我爱你”。他也握了握我的手，但是力度太小了，很难感觉到。他没有力气。他试着给我打气，我也试着给他打气，但是我们都有心无力。

迈克不喜欢聊天或是看电影，所以他就盯着天花板看。我琢磨着在天花板上贴上海报，就像牙科医院那样，让他看点什么。想到这里，我意识到我只有一张旧的《海底总动员》的海报。实际上，我仔细地思考了一会儿。

“如果你认为尼莫能让事情好转些，你也有点太绝望了。”我自言自语道。

想到迈克躺在床上，看着一群卡通鱼盯着他，我就不禁轻笑起来。

不，那没有用，我想。

迈克六英尺三英寸，相对他的身高，我们的床有点小。我可以看到他薄荷绿的医院袜子，露在毯子外面。那双袜子是住院服的常见服装，袜底印着白色塑胶星星，在病人走路的时候，防止病人滑倒。他很虚弱，每次试着走路的时候，我都担心他滑倒。那袜子能确保他不滑倒。那袜子让我想起了一岁的外甥女穿的袜子。她在学走路，但是她现在比迈克走得稳。他的袜子有点脏，但是我不想洗。那些污渍证明他穿过，证明他曾经站起来过，离开过那可怕的病床，这会给我希望，觉得他还会再站起来。

我感到眼泪在眼中打转，我很快转过身，背对他。我们中必须有一个人坚强。我低声祷告，希望我们都能有勇气。与其祈求身体康复，我更想祈求勇气，因为我看到他的意志在削弱，这让我很害怕，虽然我不愿意承认。

“你感觉怎样？”这句话我今天好像问了上百遍了。

“没事。”

“到洗澡的时间了，你能自己走去浴室吗，还是需要帮忙？”

“我自己能行。给我几分钟时间。”

我走进浴室，做必要的准备。就像洗浴这样简单的事情，对我们来说都是大工程，我要准备很多毛巾、保鲜膜，防止他的伤口感染。我听到他正努力走向客厅，我非常想帮他，但我知道我不应该那么做。他必须自己完成。他需要感到自己仍然能自理。

“好了吗？”我问。

“你能帮我把衬衣脱掉吗？”他轻轻地问。

我慢慢把衬衣掀过头顶，发现他正专心地盯着镜子里的自己看。

“你在干什么？”

“我在找我的伤口。”他面无表情地说。

因为他站在我面前，光着上身，我观察着他身体发生了什么变化。他身上瘦得几乎没有几两肉了。脖子上沿着中心缝合线遍布着伤口。他的胳膊上挂着透明的胶皮管。为了插胸管，腹部有两个刀口，胸口前有个鲜红的刀口，超过六英寸。这一切让我觉得恶心。

“我不能直视。”我说。我不想看到他的刀口，我相信他也是这么想的，但是我错了。

“我知道。”他停了一下，“这有点酷啊。”

我吃惊地看着他，看见他眼睛里明显闪烁着骄傲的神情。

“等等，什么？为什么酷啊？”我问。

“因为那是我的英勇勋章。”

我意识到丈夫接受了其他人想极力隐藏的东西，我很敬佩他，也感到一丝希望。站在我面前的这个人让我想起了我当初爱上的那个人。在我们盯着镜子看时，我握了他的手三下。我提醒自己明天会更好。他回握了我，这次比以前力度更强了些。

——杰西·美弥子·桑塔拉


第二部分　调整态度

Chapter 2　Attitude Adjustments

The greatest discovery of my generation is that a human being can alter his life by altering his attitudes.

——William James

我这一代最伟大的发现就是：一个人可以通过改变态度来改变自己的生活。

——威廉·詹姆斯

Word Gifts

文字礼物

As we express our gratitude, we must never forget that the highest appreciation is not to utter words, but to live by them.

——John Fitzgerald Kennedy

Shortly after the death of my twenty-one-year-old daughter, Kristen, my military husband received orders that would move us from our home in the desert to Verona, ltaly. We were a family grieving.My children, Kate and Nicholas, soon began having problems in school, and I began to experience some strange physical symptoms that the doctors here in the United States could not diagnose.Once or twice a week my blood pressure spiked and I was admitted to the hospital for tests.I soon developed debilitating chest pain and muscle spasms that swept through my entire body.Traveling across the Atlantic Ocean to our new home was almost an impossible feat.

Three weeks after arriving in ltaly and settling into our hotel in Verona my health problems came to a peak. Life should have been exceptionally wonderful for us at that time.We were living in an exquisite part of the world with so many new things to explore.However, I slipped further into my illness.In the early morning hours, I was rushed off to an ltalian hospital.I was in severe pain and could barely move.Every test that they performed on me came back negative.Finally, after three weeks of excruciating tests, my diagnosis was Post Traumatic Stress Disorder.

Because loud noises and the rumbling sounds of the busses and cars on the cobblestone streets outside our hotel bothered me, we made a family decision to move away from Verona to a small medieval village by the name of Montecchia di Crosara. The village was everything I had ever read about and watched in movies.It was serene and set among the rolling hills of the Soave vineyards.I was certain I would heal there.I needed to resume being the happy mother and loving wife that I had once been.As is so often the case in this type of life scenario, there was a glitch.My psychiatrist and doctor, an army doctor, was transferred back to the United States six months after I had begun therapy.I was on my own！

Because my family left each day for long hours to attend school and work, I enrolled in a mind/body correspondence class with the very brilliant Jon Kabat-Zinn. I learned to practice Hatha Yoga and to meditate.Although these things were very helpful, something was still missing and my progress toward health was slow.

Then one day, while shopping at the local groceria, I met a neighbor who could speak a bit of English. He was a gentle signore who always smiled and waved as I passed him each day while I walked through the village.

“Buon Giorno, Signora，”he said.“I hope you are feeling good today！”I answered with a curt nod. He grinned and looked deep into my eyes.“Be well，”he said.“Be well.”If only it could be that easy, I thought.

The following day, while deep into my meditative state, I felt myself slipping into something that I had not experienced before. A small child approached me in a wonderful and glorious mist and handed me a piece of paper.It was folded in two.When I opened it, I saw that it had just one word scribbled on it.It said“dance.”I placed the piece of paper in my pocket.As I returned to reality I felt alive and refreshed.I wanted to dance, and I did.I danced while doing the dishes；I danced while I prepared dinner.In fact, I danced whenever I could and the feeling was one of elation.What was happening?

The following week, I went into the same meditative state that I had enjoyed when the young girl gave me the folded piece of paper. Here she was again.She handed me another piece of paper with the word“kiss”on it.As you might expect, the entire week after that I kissed my family whenever I could.It was not automatic at fi rst.I had to push myself in that direction, but it was something I had not done in a very long time.After just a few days, I was actually compelled to kiss them.I was rewarded by warm smiles and fun stories about their days at school and work.

Upon meditating the third time, I received the word“laugh.”I had not been able to laugh and felt that this might be the hardest of all the words to accomplish. But it was not.Again, laughter slipped through me and I found myself enjoying the antics of my family, as well as the people who lived around me in the village.

“Hope”was the next word. There would be no way！This was something that I knew that I would need to practice, but practice it I did！Within only a few days, I began to look forward to a life that could be interesting and fun.I began to attend all of my children's functions on the base in Verona, as well as entertaining some friends in our villa in Montecchia.

The last time that I saw the little child she gave me a piece of paper with the word“joy”inscribed on it. Although I was still in depression and mourning the loss of my daughter, I found that I was able to allow joy into my life again.By this time, I was dancing, kissing, laughing, and now had joy in my life.My old, ltalian neighbor was onto something that day he leaned into my face and told me to“be well.”He knew the positive words could change a person's life.They were beautiful and powerful gifts.

Now, fifteen years later, I am a happy and productive author who has learned the power of positive words. I call them“word gifts.”

We are a family that has managed to rise above the tragedies that life sometimes throws our way. My children are married with wonderful lives and children of their own.My first granddaughter, although diagnosed with leukemia at the age of fi ve, is now in remission.Throughout the entire ordeal our word gifts were called to task many times.They always worked their magic.Why?Because we know how truly precious they are inmaking a difference not only in our own lives but also in the lives of others.

——Janet K. Brennan

当我们表达自己的感激之情时，我们务必切记最深的感激不在于说什么，而是将其付诸行动。

——约翰-菲茨杰拉德·肯尼迪

在我21岁的女儿克里斯汀去世后不久，我的军人丈夫就接到命令，让我们举家迁至意大利维罗纳的一个沙漠。我们的家庭正沉浸在悲伤中。我的孩子——凯特和尼古拉斯，很快就开始在学校惹上麻烦，而我的身体开始出现一些奇怪的症状，连美国的医生都无法诊断。每周我的血压都会飙升一到两次，我就得到医院接受检查。很快我的胸口开始隐隐作痛，肌肉痉挛开始蔓延至我的整个身体。穿越大西洋到我们的新家几乎是一项不可能完成的壮举。

到达意大利三周后，我们在维罗纳的旅社安定下来，我的健康问题也达到了顶峰。那个时候的生活对我们来说本应是格外精彩的。我们生活在世界精致的一隅，有那么多的新事物等待着我们去探索。然而，我的病情却愈发严重。清晨，我被紧急送到一家意大利医院。剧烈的疼痛让我几乎动弹不得。他们对我进行的每项检测结果都呈阴性。最后，经过三周的痛苦检查，我被诊断为创伤后压力紊乱症。

由于我们旅社外面的高声喧哗及鹅卵石路面上公交和汽车的隆隆声打扰到我，我们全家决定搬离维罗纳到一个叫蒙特奇亚·迪·克罗萨拉的中世纪小村庄。这个村庄完全是我在书中所读过和电影里所看到过的样子。它宁静地傍着索夫葡萄园绵延起伏的山脉。我相信自己会在那儿痊愈。我需要重新做回那个快乐的母亲和可爱的妻子。正如在这种生活中常常出现的情节一样，我遇到了一个小麻烦。我的精神治疗专家和医生——一名军医，在我开始接受治疗的六个月后被调回了美国。我只能靠我自己了！

由于我的家人每天都要长时间离开去上学或者工作，我就报名参加了一个头脑/身体函授班，里面有才华横溢的兹恩-津恩。我学会了哈达瑜伽和沉思。尽管这些非常有帮助，但有些东西依然缺失，我的康复进程缓慢。

有一天，在当地的一家食品杂货店采购时，我碰到了一个会说一点儿英语的邻居。他是位和善的先生，每当我穿过村庄碰到他时，他总会微笑着冲我招招手。

“您好，女士，”他说，“我希望您今天感觉不错！”我简单地点了下头算是回答。他咧嘴笑了笑，深深地看着我的眼睛。“好好的，”他说，“好好的。”

如果真是那么容易就好了，我想。

接下来的一天，深陷于沉思状态下的我感觉自己进入了一种前所未有的状态。一个小孩儿在美好而灿烂的薄雾中向我走来并递给我一张纸。纸片被折成两半。我打开它发现里面只写了一个单词：“跳舞。”我将这张纸放进口袋里。当我的思想回归现实后，我切实地感觉到自己活着并且又精神了起来。我想跳舞，于是我跳了。我边洗餐具边跳舞，我边准备餐点边跳舞。事实上，只要条件允许我就会跳舞，这种感觉让我兴奋。正在发生什么？

接下来的一周，我进入了当小女孩儿给我折叠成两半纸时的一样的沉思状态。她又一次出现了，她又递给我一张纸，上面写着“吻”。正如你可能猜到的，之后的整整一周，一有机会我就会吻我的家人。起初并未成习惯。我不得不强迫自己朝那个方向努力，但那是我很久都未曾做过的事情了。仅仅几天过后，我就切切实实不由自主地要去吻他们。他们回报我以温暖的微笑，并跟我讲他们在学校和工作中发生的趣事。

第三次陷入沉思的时候，我收到了单词“笑”。我已无力去笑，感觉这可能是这些单词中最难完成的。但并非如此，又一次，笑意眷顾了我，我发现自己享受着家人滑稽动作带来的乐趣，还有生活在我周围的村民们的趣事。

“希望”是接下来的单词。那不可能！这是我知道自己需要练习的东西，而且我确实做到了！在短短几天里，我开始向往一种有趣而愉快的生活。我开始参加孩子们在维罗纳基地举办的所有活动，也在我们蒙特奇亚的别墅里招待一些朋友。

最后一次见到那个小孩儿，她给了我一张写着“快乐”的纸。尽管我仍然沮丧，哀痛女儿的去世，但我发现我已能够重新允许快乐进入我的生活。这一次，我跳，我吻，我笑，现在我的生活又有了快乐。其实那天意大利的老邻居贴近我的脸跟我说“好好的”，他是意有所指的。他知道那些积极的词语会改变一个人的生活。它们是美好而有力的礼物。

现在，15年过去了，我是一个愉快并且具有创造性的作家，我已感受了积极词汇的力量，我称其为“文字礼物”。我们是一个成功度过生活间或带来悲剧的家庭。我的孩子们都已经结婚，拥有精彩的生活，并且有了自己的孩子。尽管我的第一个孙女在五岁时被诊断出白血病，但她现在处于恢复阶段。纵观这整个痛苦的经历，我们的“文字礼物”很多次都被呼唤并发挥作用。它们总是能发挥魔力，为什么呢？因为我们知道它们到底有多么珍贵，不仅改变我们自己的生活，还能改变他人的生活。

——珍妮特·K.布伦南

Choice

选择

Anywhere is paradise；it's up to you.

——Author Unknown

My lungs hurt as I struggled for breath. I had been crying so hard that I hadn't noticed the woman who had entered the clearing with her small dog.I stopped sobbing long enough to mumble something about how refreshing it is to just come out to the clearing and think.Then I walked away before she was able to read the pain on my face.

The source of my pain stood a hundred yards away. Tucked in beside the other motor homes, my RV should have been a source of fun, excitement, and adventure.The park housed what Florida refers to as“the snow birds，”people who were escaping the cold of the winters up north.It was mid-December.I looked down the row of trailers lined up in the Florida sun.Many of those sun followers had decked out their motor homes with Christmas lights, statues, and trees covered with seashells and wind chimes.

I gazed at the twelve-inch Christmas tree I had placed in the front window of our motor home. Again, I began to cry.This was not how things were supposed to be.I heaved another sigh, and decided I needed to walk once more around the park.My husband seemed content enough, and I hated to have him see me like this-tears streaming down my face, broken spirit.So I walked.I knew every step.For weeks, I had paced the paths up and down the rows of the motor homes.I knew which one had the birdcage with two loud cockatiels that squawked most of the day.I passed row three that had the cat that liked to lie in the sun in the middle of the small road that led through the park.Going all the way to the front brought me to the offi ce where there was always a group of laughing, smoking, talking people.Their routine was so established；their pace slow, deliberate.

They chose this life. With foresight and planning, they deliberately packed up their belongings and headed for this small park.I couldn't identify with that.I preferred to relate to the ones I called the one-nighters…….people who came in with a car packed full of belongings, pitched a tent, used the showers, did laundry, and the next day they were gone.I used to sit and weave stories in my mind-where they were going, what had brought them to this place.I was convinced that they were gypsies, or homeless people, and honestly, as much as I felt their pain, it made me feel better.

My husband and I had not planned to be“snow birds”or even to be in Florida. Only a couple of months before we were living in a large suburban home outside Charlotte, North Carolina.Life was good.I traveled for my job, often running through airports and texting while I waited to catch a fl ight for my next assignment.My husband worked full-time in a field he'd been in for years.We spent our weekends driving around the eastern part of the state looking for property to purchase.Our dream was to own a large place where we could settle down, plant gardens, perhaps raise a pony that my granddaughter could come and ride in the summers.

As I passed the park offi ce that morning, I saw the notices for the annual Christmas dinner on the board. A man who looked like Santa asked me if I would be attending the dinner.I mumbled something about not being sure what our plans were.In my mind Christmas was not going to be a happy day.My husband's unemployment check had not arrived.Our food stamps were almost gone, and the money we had borrowed from my daughter was a memory.

I stopped in the office and asked for the mail. Each day there was a moment of hope-maybe some money had come in.

I wondered if anyone could sense my pain and disappointment as I left the offi ce. As I rounded the bend and saw my motor home at the end of the row, I realized I needed to walk one more loop around.Questions swirled through my mind-Why had we gotten ourselves into this mess?How could we both get laid off the same week?And why was everyone else so happy, living in those small metal boxes they call recreational vehicles?I felt as if the place where I laid my head each night was a jail cell.It was a motor home, but we had nowhere to motor to.What used to be a weekend trip of camping and s'mores had turned into a grim daily reminder of things lost.

Over the last month, I'd done more than my share of praying. Having nothing else to do, my husband and I spent our days reading the Bible, praying, and talking about God's promises.He seemed to have a fi rm grip on his faith, while my daily prayers often turned into sobbing and fear；I called it my crisis of faith.

One foot in front of the other, I made my way toward my home on wheels. As I opened the door, I heard the sounds of music playing, eggs frying.The little lights on the tree twinkled.The cats stretched out on the bed, not having a care in the world.My husband turned, looked and fl ashed a smile—“Hi, how was your walk?”I thought for a moment.I was in a place that most people spend a lot of time and money to get to, in a motor home that many would love to have.My healthy husband was glad to see me.And the tears stopped.I realized that each day is a choice.We often don't get to choose what happens to us, only how we react to it.My crisis of faith really wasn't a crisis at all-it was a decision.At that moment, I knew that my God had heard my prayer, and reminded me that He is often found in the little things.I reached out and smiled at my husband—“It was good, it's gorgeous out.They are having a potluck at the park clubhouse for Christmas.Do you want to go?”

——Cindy Gore

任何地方都是天堂，这取决于你。

——逸名

在我挣扎着呼吸时，我的肺疼痛不已。我哭得如此投入，以至于未曾注意到有位女士牵着狗走进了这块空地。我停止了久久的呜咽，只是咕哝着，到一个空地静静地思考是多么令人振作。然后在她能够发现我脸上的悲伤之前我走开了。

我伤痛的症结在300英尺开外，驻扎在其他移动住宅的旁边。我的露营车本该带来乐趣、刺激和冒险。佛罗里达人把这些驻扎在停车场里的人称为“雪鸟”，即逃避北方寒冬的人们。那是12月中旬。我低头看到，车队在佛罗里达的阳光下排成一行。这些阳光追逐者在他们的移动住宅上装饰着圣诞灯、雕像以及点缀着贝壳和风铃的树。

我凝视着放在我们露营车窗前的这棵12英寸高的圣诞树，又一次哭了起来。事情本不该是这样的。我又叹了口气，我决定绕着公园再走一圈。我的丈夫看起来非常满足，我讨厌让他看到泪水在我的脸上肆意奔流和我心碎的样子。所以我走啊走。我清楚脚下的每一步。几周以来，我沿着移动住宅这条街走来走去。我知道哪家有一只鸟笼关着两只鹦鹉，整天大声喳喳鸣叫。我穿过三条街道发现路上有一只猫，它喜欢躺在穿越停车区的小路中央沐浴阳光。穿越过去走到前排，我到了管理处，那里总是有一群人在烟雾缭绕中说啊笑啊。他们的生活方式是如此固定，他们的节奏缓慢、从容。

他们选择了这种生活。在深谋远虑和详尽的规划下，他们从容地收拾一包行囊来到这个小停车场。我并不认同他们，我更倾向于把这些人归为我口中的——夜行者……他们驾着满载随身物品的车而来，搭起帐篷，洗洗澡，洗洗衣物，然后第二天就走了。我过去常常坐下来在脑海中想象——他们将到哪儿去，是谁把他们带到这个地方的。我确信他们是吉卜赛人或者是无家可归的人，说实话，感受着他们的伤痛会让我好过一些。

丈夫和我未曾计划做“雪鸟”，甚至未打算过要来佛罗里达。两个月前我们还住在北卡罗来纳州夏洛特市郊外的一所大房子里，生活还算不错。我的工作需要出差，经常赶往机场，在奔赴下一个任务的候机过程中发发短信。我的丈夫则全职工作在他多年从事的领域。周末我们会开车绕本州东部的地区转转，寻找适合购买的产业。我们梦想着拥有一大片土地定居下来，栽种田园，也许养一匹小马，这样我的孙女可以在夏天的时候过来骑骑。

那天早上经过停车区管理处的时候，我看到展板的告示上通知即将举行一年一度的圣诞晚宴。一个看上去像圣诞老人的人问我会不会参加晚宴，我说了些不确定我们的安排的话。在我的脑海中，圣诞节并不会是一个快乐的日子。丈夫的失业补偿尚未寄到，我们的食品券几乎用尽，我们从女儿那儿借来的钱也早已花光了。

我在管理处停下来问有没有我们的邮件。每一天都有那么一刻是充满希望的——也许有钱寄过来了。

我在想是不是有人感觉到了我离开办公室时的悲伤和失望。当我转过拐角，看到我的移动住宅在路的尽头，我意识到我需要再转一圈。问题在我的脑子里旋转——为什么我们把自己搞得一团糟？我们怎能在同一周一起失业？为什么其他人都这么快乐地住在他们称之为露营车的小金属箱里？我感觉每天晚上我躺的地方都像是一间监狱的囚室。它是一个移动住宅，但是我们却不知移向何方。曾经的周末宿营之旅已经变成每日的冷酷提醒，提醒着我们逝去的东西。

上个月，我做了超出我分内的祷告。没有其他事可做，丈夫和我每天读《圣经》、做祷告，谈谈上帝的福祉。他看上去坚定地把握着自己的信仰，然而我的祷告却经常变成呜咽和恐惧，我称之为我的信仰危机。

一步一步地，我挪向轮子上的家。当我打开门，我听到了音乐和煎蛋的声音。树上的小灯在闪烁，猫儿在床上伸着懒腰，对这个世界了无牵挂。丈夫转过身，微笑着看着我：“嗨，你走得如何？”我想了一分钟。我所在的地方大多数人要花费大量时间和金钱才能到达，我所住的移动住宅很多人都想要拥有。我的健康的丈夫很高兴见到我。我停止了哭泣。我意识到每一天都是一个选择。我们常常无法选择我们的际遇，只能选择怎样去面对它。我的信仰危机其实根本就不是危机——而是一个决定。在那一刻，我知道上帝听到了我的祷告，并且提醒我他常常被发现于细微处。我伸出手对丈夫笑道：“很好，外面很美。这片儿的俱乐部要办一场社区圣诞聚餐。你想去吗？”

——辛迪·戈尔

When Health Fails, Paint Nails

当健康出问题，涂指甲

Your attitude is like a box of crayons that color your world. Constantly color your picture gray, and your picture will always be bleak.Try adding some bright colors to the picture by including humor, and your picture begins to lighten up.

——Allen Klein

Over and over again I heard from people that I was just too young to have diverticulosis. I was in my mid-thirties, but I did indeed have it and I had a very bad case too, one that required surgery.

I had rarely been sick in my life so the idea of being in the hospital and spending hours on an operating table and then days in recovery frightened me. I liked knowing what was going to happen；I liked being in control.There was nothing I could do to control this disease or the treatment I had to undergo to be healthy again.I just had to trust that things would go well.The alternative was unthinkable.

A few days before the surgery, I was in the bathroom picking out the things I would need to take with me to the hospital. I knew showers would be out for a while so I packed ponytail holders and barrettes to keep my hair off my face.As I rummaged in the drawer for a few extra barrettes, I saw a bottle of rosy pink nail polish.

The color of the nail polish reminded me of climbing roses my mother used to have in her yard. I knew following the surgery I would be bedridden for a few days while my incisions healed and that it would be a long time before I could bend again to touch my toes to paint them.

Putting my packing aside, I set to work on a first-class pedicure for myself. lf I was going to be staring at my toes for days on end, I wanted them to look good.Even though the inside of me looked bad, at least I could have pretty feet.I took great care to do a neat job and when I was fi nished I had to give myself credit-my toes looked wonderful.

The morning of the surgery, as I lay on the gurney in the hallway next to the operating room, my father stood beside me looking nervous and scared. Carefully, so as not to bump the new IV in my hand, I pulled back the sheet covering my feet and said，“Look Dad, I painted my toenails.”

He was surprised and said，“I never knew you had such pretty feet，”and he began to point my toes out to every person who came to check on me. Nurses, surgeons, anesthesiologists-and even one man sweeping the hallway-all got to see my rosy pink toenails as my dad tried to take the edge off the fear we both had by focusing on my toes and not the surgery.

It worked. We were laughing and not thinking about what was going to happen to me.When they finally came to take me into the operating room my dad no longer looked nervous or scared；he was smiling.The last thing I remember before the anesthesia took me under was my surgeon saying how great my pedicure was and asking whether I would do her toes when I got better.

The surgery went well, though it took longer than they expected, and soon I was in recovery coming out of the anesthesia. I was still a little groggy, but understood the nurse as she uncovered my toes and said，“Can't cover up those pretty pink nails.”It made me smile.My toes and I had made it through.

All those long days of recovery, my pink toenails continued to delight the hospital staff and the people who visited me. lt was one small thing that shined a positive light on an otherwise painful experience.

If I ever face a hospital stay again, you can be sure I'm going to round up a bottle of bright pink nail polish……or maybe I'll try red next time.

——Shawn Marie Mann

你的态度就像一盒蜡笔渲染着你的世界。总是给你的画涂灰色，你的画将永远是阴暗的。试着为画加些明亮的色彩，包括幽默，你的画会明媚起来。

——艾伦·克莱因

一遍又一遍地，我听人们说我真是太年轻了，不该得憩室病。我30岁过半，但确确实实得上了，而且我的病情很糟糕，需要手术。

我以前很少生病，所以想到需要住院并在手术台上度过几个小时，然后再恢复几日，我就很害怕。我想知道将要发生什么事情。但我无法控制这次疾病。为了重新获得健康，我不得不经历手术。我只有去相信一切都将顺利，或者什么都不去想。

手术前几日，我在卧室挑选需要带去医院的东西。我知道将有一段时间我不能洗澡，所以装上马尾辫的皮圈和发卡，这样我的脸上就不会有头发了。当我在抽屉里翻找一些多余的发卡时，我看到了一瓶粉玫瑰色的指甲油。

指甲油的颜色让我想起了过去母亲庭院里的攀缘玫瑰。我知道手术后我将卧床几天以便伤口愈合，而且很长一段时间我都将无法再弯腰触到我的脚指甲为其涂色。

我把包裹放在一边，开始着手为自己画一幅一流的画。如果我将连续数日盯着自己的脚趾，我希望它们美观。即使我的内心感觉糟糕，至少我可以拥有美丽的双足。我很用心地来做这件美观的工作，当我完成的时候我必须给自己一个奖励——我的脚趾看上去美极了。

手术的那天早晨，当我躺在靠近手术室走廊的轮床上时，父亲就站在我旁边，他看上去紧张而恐惧。我小心地拉开盖在脚上的床单，防止撞到我手里的新交互式视频机，说道：“爸爸，看，我涂了脚指甲。”

他很惊讶，说道：“我从不知道你有这么漂亮的脚。”然后他开始指着我的脚让每个来查看我的人看。护士、医生、麻醉师——甚至在打扫走廊的一个人——都过来看我的粉玫瑰色脚指甲，通过把注意力放在我的脚而不是手术上，父亲试着减弱我们彼此的恐惧。

这起效了。我们都在笑而不去想我将面临的一切。当他们终于推我进手术室的时候，父亲看上去不再紧张和恐惧了，他在微笑。在麻醉师将我麻醉前我所记着的最后一件事是我的医生说我的涂甲术是多么棒，并且问我能否在我好点的时候帮她涂涂。

尽管手术比预期的时间要长，但进行得很顺利，很快我就从麻醉中醒来。我还是有点儿头晕，但是我能记得护士掀开被单看到我的脚趾时说的“不能把这么漂亮的粉指甲盖起来”。听到这话我笑了。我的脚趾和我让一切顺利。

在漫长的恢复日子里，我的粉色脚指甲继续将快乐带给医院的工作人员和看望我的人们。这是件小事，这件小事却为原本痛苦的经历洒上了乐观的光芒。

如果我将再次面临住院，你可以确信我将带上一瓶明亮的粉色指甲油……也许下次我会尝试红色的。

——肖恩·玛丽·曼

Weeds

野草

There are no seven wonders of the world in the eyes of a child. There are seven million.

——Walt Streightiff

My four-year-old daughter Kristina and I were late again. I had our faded blue minivan going as fast as our town's streets allowed, but we still got stuck at every red light and didn't make it through the fi nal intersection in time to beat the school buses exiting the high school parking lot.So there we sat for a long time.

The grassy field beside us was a sea of dandelions-not the yellow fl owers, but the white fl uffy ones.

I said，“Oh Kristina, that poor yard……look at all those weeds，”to which she replied“Oh, Mommy, look at all those wishes！”

——Kathi Lessner Schafer

孩子眼中的世界没有七个奇迹，有七百万个。

——沃尔特·斯特赖格蒂夫

我四岁的女儿克里斯蒂娜和我又一次迟到了。我开着我们褪色的蓝色小货车在小镇街道允许的速度范围内疾速行驶，但没能及时穿过最后一个十字路口抢在驶出高中停车场的学校巴士前通过。所以我们在那儿坐了很长时间。

我们旁边的草坪是蒲公英的海洋——不是黄色的花，而是白色的毛茸茸的球球。

我说道：“噢，克里斯蒂娜，那可怜的院子……看那些漫布的野草。”她回答道：“噢，妈妈，看那些漫布的奇迹！”

——凯西·莱斯纳·谢弗

Magic

魔力

Happiness is an attitude. We either make ourselves miserable, or happy and strong.The amount of work is the same.

——Francesca Reigler

I'm tired of being a tragedy-oriented person. So I decided I was no longer going to always assume the worst.That said, a few weeks ago I was cutting pears for dessert.I heard the buzz of my husband Bob's chainsaw.

“He's cutting down a tree，”I said to myself.“He's fi ne.”I kept slicing.

“Fine, fi ne, fi ne, fi ne.”I heard the tree fall.“I'm not checking on him.”I took a little sliver out of my thumb. During this bloody episode, my“normal”self had a minuteto slip in, accompanied by all of the sirens of the Goddess of Neurotica.

“A limb went through his heart，”the sirens informed me.

I answered，“No. He's fi ne.”

“He sawed into a killer bee hive and they've sucked out his eyes.”

“No.”I continued with the pears.

“He's DEAD！”

Okay. That did it.I looked out the front door but couldn't see Bob.And that was because he was lying on the ground……under the fallen tree……with a broken leg.

I ran to him and cradled his head in my arms as he tried to speak. He opened his tear-filled eyes, looked up at me while in agonizing pain and whispered，“Please don't write about this.”I promised I wouldn't.When people are in shock, they forget everything so you can promise anything you want.

So now Bob's in a cast and can't do much. But that's okay, because I won't let him do anything that requires lifting heavy equipment, such as spoons.Judging from something he said last night, I think I'm really getting on his nerves.

He said，“You're really getting on my nerves，”and hobbled off to the kitchen, where he got the can opener for the coffee. I grabbed it.“I'll do that.”

He took it back.“I'm nearly helpless and you're making it worse.”

I pried it from his hands.“It's good to share your feelings, Bob.”I opened the can.“Getting rid of pent-up emotion is good for the colon, and aches and pains in general.”

“Well, I do have one big pain……in the neck.”

And so, we haven't been able to do things together like take long drives or go hiking. Last week, we went to an ice cream shop and shared a hot fudge sundae in the front seat of our car.

We giggled while having the delightfully forbidden ambrosia. Later, I e-mailed my pal Deb, and told her that we didn't do anything today because of Bob's broken leg.We just had ice cream.She replied，“I hope your ice cream was magic.”

I told Bob about her message. He was on the couch, trying to scratch under the cast, but he couldn't.Then he was having a hard time, I could tell, asking me to do another favor for him that day.He wasn't even able to get his own Kleenex or play tugof-war with our dog and her favorite stuffed hedgehog.And he was obviously so sick of this.

I sat by him and massaged his foot.“Hiking in the woods would have been a lot more magical than ice cream，”he said.

But then, as I often do, I pretended to look down at this scene from above. I saw two cranky people cloistered inside, not enjoying the gorgeous autumn day.And then, a new scene slowly washed over.I saw a tender moment in time with me scratching Bob's leg as we sat quietly in our home.I saw the vibrant colors of the bittersweet, in full bud right outside our window.I saw a man with a broken leg that would surely improve with time.And I knew how lucky we were to be together, on this day that dreams are made of, when we joyously shared an ice cream.

If that's not magic, I don't know what is.

——Saralee Perel

幸福是一种态度。我们或者让自己悲惨，或者快乐而坚强。工作量是一样的。

——弗朗西斯卡·赖格勒

我厌倦了做一个悲观者，所以我决定将不再总是做最坏的打算。几周前我正在切梨做甜点，听到丈夫鲍勃的电锯在嗡嗡作响。

“他正在砍树。”我自言自语道。

“他没事。”我继续切梨。

“好吧，好吧，好吧，好吧。”我听到树倒下的声音。“我不会去看他。”我从拇指上取下一小块儿薄皮。在这段血腥的插曲中，我的“正常”体瞬间附身了，随之而来的是精神机能病女的所有警笛。

“一根树枝穿透了他的心脏。”警笛告诉我。

我回答道：“不，他没事。”

“他锯到了一个杀人蜜蜂的蜂房，它们把他的眼睛吸出来了。”

“不。”我继续切梨。

“他死了！”

好吧。那成功了。我从前门出去看，但是没看到鲍勃。那是因为他躺在地上……在砍倒的树下……一条腿断了。

我跑向他，在他试图说话时抚摸着他埋在我臂弯里的头。他睁开泪眼，看着我，一边承受着剧痛的折磨，一边耳语道：“请不要把这写出来。”我答应不会写。当人们在震惊中时，他们忘记了一切，所以你可以承诺你愿意承诺的任何事情。

所以现在鲍勃被模型固定，不能做很多事。但那没关系，因为我不会让他做任何需要抬重物的事情，比如汤匙。从他昨夜说的话来判断，我想我确实让他紧张了。

他说：“你确实让我紧张了。”然后一跛一跛地走向厨房，在那儿他拿走了咖啡的开罐器。我一把抓住了开罐器，对他说：“我来。”

他拿回去：“我几乎是个废人了，你却在让事情变得更糟。”

我又从他手中夺了过来：“很高兴能分享你的感受，鲍勃。”我打开了罐子，“摆脱压抑情绪对结肠和各种疼痛都有好处。”

“咳，我确实有一个地方很痛……在脖子上。”

所以，我们已很久不能一起做一些诸如长距离驾驶或远足的事了。上周，我们去了一家冰激凌店，并在车子的前排共享了一杯热圣代。

我们咯咯地笑着享用了这令人愉快的禁忌美食。之后，我给我的笔友德布发了一封电子邮件，告诉她由于鲍勃受伤的腿我们今天什么都没做。我们只吃了冰激凌。她回复道：“我希望你的冰激凌是有魔力的。”

我跟鲍勃讲了她的回信。他坐在沙发上，尝试着在石膏下伸展，但没做到。我看得出来，之后他很艰难，要我再帮他一个忙。他甚至都不能碰到自己的克里奈克斯面巾纸或是跟我们的狗及它最喜欢的毛绒刺猬玩拔河游戏。很明显他对此无比厌恶。

我在他身旁坐下并为他做足部按摩。“在树林里远足将比冰激凌有魔力得多。”他说。

但那时，就像我常常做的那样，我假装俯视这一幕。我看到两个疯子与世隔绝，不去享受灿烂的秋日风光。然后，新的一幕又缓缓而来。我看到温馨的一刻，当我们静静地坐在家中，我在拉伸着鲍勃的腿；我看到喜忧参半的鲜明色彩就在我们窗外饱满的花蕾上；我看到一个腿受伤的男人必将随着时光推移而恢复。而且我知道我们能够在一起是多么幸运，在这编织着梦想的一天，我们快乐地分享了一个冰激凌。

如果这都不算奇迹，那我不知道什么才算。

——萨拉莉·佩莱尔

A Positive Step

积极地跨步

The fi rst step binds one to the second.

——French Proverb

“I don't want her to come，”I whispered conspiratorially to my brother. At fourteen, he was three years older and, from my eleven-year-old perspective, much braver than me.Not only did I look up to him, but I trusted him to stand up for me, and to speak for me when I was too afraid.And he did.

“Dad，”he said to our father from across the tiny apartment.“We really just want it to be the three of us.”

It was Fourth of July weekend, and we were heading downtown to watch the fireworks. Me, my brother, my dad, a blanket to sit on, a cooler filled with soda pop, and fi reworks to light up the sky were on my agenda.My dad's girlfriend was not part of my plan.

My father was angry. And hurt.He had been dating Mary for several months and he wanted us to accept her.We saw her as competition.What little time we had with him, we didn't want to share.Not only was I protective of my time with my dad, but I worried about my mom, too.In my own mind I thought that if I let myself like Mary, I'd be hurting my mom.My dad had already decided that he liked her better than my mom.What if my mom thought we liked her better, too?

Dad remarried a few years later, but it took me much longer than that to even give Mary a fair chance. She was always kind to my brother and me.But, I think I held back from a false sense of loyalty to Mom.

Twenty years later, while my husband and I were in the midst of our own divorce, my boys, nine and seven, came home from a visit with their dad in tears. They confi ded in me that their dad had sat them down earlier in the day and told them he had a girlfriend.Patty, he told them, would be spending quite a bit of time with them.I knew the boys thought she was nice.I knew that if they decided not to like her, it might be because they somehow felt that they needed to, out of loyalty to me.I didn't want my kids to make the same mistake I did.

You see Mary has been like a second mother to me. She takes nothing away from my mom, who is wonderful in her own right, but Mary has been another person in my life who I can lean on.Technically, I am Mary's stepdaughter.But when she looks at me, she sees no“step”—she sees someone she loves, someone she'd do anything for-and she has.She has been there for me through thick and thin.And she loves my kids the same way their biological grandparents do.

So when my boys looked at me that night and told me about Patty, I thought about all the years I'd wasted being angry with Mary. I could fi nally see some good coming out of that diffi cult time.

“Guys, listen，”I said to my boys.“I know exactly what you're going through.”They both rolled their eyes.“No, really.”I tucked a foot under me and leaned forward.“After my mom and dad got divorced, my dad got a girlfriend.”

“Papa had a girlfriend?”asked seven-year-old Jack. Now they were both interested.

“Yep. And I didn't like her at all.I was afraid that she would try to be my new mom.And I already had a mom I loved very much.I was scared.And I thought if I liked her it would make my mom sad.And she was already sad.”

They both nodded, completely familiar with the emotions that I had gone through all those years ago when I was eleven.

“Well, I guess I just wish my mom would have told me it was okay to like my dad's girlfriend, because it turns out she was a really neat person and I wasn't nice to her for a very long time, because no one ever told me it was okay.”

The room was quiet. My boys looked at each other and then at me.

“Guys?Do you know who that girlfriend was?”They both shook their heads.

“Your Grandma Mary.”Nine-year-old Connor looked at me with big, round eyes.

“Grandma Mary?”exclaimed Jack，“Wow！”

“Yep. Can you even imagine your life without Grandma Mary in it?”

“No，”they said in unison.

“So，”I said, taking each of their little hands in mine.“I want to tell you right now that it's absolutely okay for you to like Patty. You are not going to hurt my feelings.And you are not going to make me sad if you enjoy your time with her and your dad.She's a nice person, and as long as she's nice to the two of you and your little sister, then that's all I care about.Okay?”

I got big hugs that night. As a child going through the pain and sadness of my own parents'divorce, I couldn't possibly have imagined that one day I would actually be grateful for that experience.But, all these years later, it turned out to be a wonderful gift that I was able to give my own children.Everything happens for a reason, and now I fi nally understood that what I had gone through as a child had given me the tools to help my own children when they needed it most.

——Beth M. Wood

第一步决定第二步。

——法国谚语

“我不想她来。”我偷偷对哥哥说。在11岁的我的眼中，14岁的他只比我大三岁，却比我勇敢得多。我不仅崇拜他而且信任他，在我太胆怯的时候他还会支持我、为我说话。他做到了。

“爸爸，”他对小公寓对面的父亲说道，“我们真的希望只有我们三个人。”

那是7月4日，一个周末，我们正要去市区看烟火。我、哥哥和父亲，一条可以坐在上面的毯子，一个加满汽水的冷却器和照亮天空的烟火是我的计划，父亲的女友玛丽并不在我的计划范围内。

父亲生气了，并且伤心了。他已经与玛丽约会了好几个月，他希望我们能接受玛丽，我们却视她为敌人。我们和父亲在一起的时间很少，我们不希望和别人分享。我不仅在保护自己和父亲在一起的时间，而且也担心我的母亲。在我的想法里，我认为如果我让自己喜欢上玛丽，就会伤害母亲。父亲已经确定他喜欢玛丽超过我的母亲，如果母亲认为我们也喜欢玛丽该怎么办呢？

父亲在几年后再娶了，但我用了比那长得多的时间都没能给玛丽哪怕是一个公平的机会。她对哥哥和我一直很好。但是，我认为自己被对母亲的愚忠阻碍了。

20年以后，当丈夫和我的婚姻结束后，我的儿子们，一个九岁，一个七岁，跟他们的父亲一起旅行完回家，脸上挂着泪。他们向我倾诉那天稍早时他们的父亲让他们坐下并告诉他们他有一个女朋友——帕蒂。他告诉儿子们，帕蒂将花很多时间来陪伴他们。我知道儿子们觉得她人不错。我知道如果他们决定不去喜欢她，那可能是因为他们多少觉得出于对我的维护，他们需要这样做。我不想让我的孩子们重蹈我的覆辙。

你看玛丽就像是我的第二个母亲。我的母亲非常独立自主，玛丽没有从她那儿夺走任何东西，却是我生命中可以依赖的另一个亲人。严格来说，我是玛丽的继女。但是当她看我的时候，她没有看到“继”——她看到的是她爱的人，她可以为之付出一切的人——而且她做到了。风雨同舟，她一路相伴。她像亲祖母一样爱我的孩子们。

所以当那夜儿子们看着我跟我讲帕蒂的时候，我想起了我为跟玛丽生气而浪费掉的那些年。度过那段艰难的岁月，我终于能够看到一些闪光点。

“孩子们，听着，”我对我的儿子们说道，“我完全理解你们正在经历的事。”他们都转动着眼睛。“不，真的。”我将一只脚收进来向前倾身，“在我妈妈和爸爸离婚后，我爸爸找了一个女朋友。”

“外祖父有一个女朋友？”七岁的杰克问道。现在他们都来了兴致。

“是啊，而且我一点儿都不喜欢她。我担心她会试图成为我的新妈妈。而我已经有一个我很爱的妈妈了。我很害怕。而且我想如果我喜欢她会让我的妈妈伤心。而她已经很伤心了。”

他们都点头，完全熟悉我在11岁时所体会到的感受。

“咳，我猜想我只是希望我的妈妈告诉我喜欢爸爸的女朋友是没关系的，因为事实证明她确实是一个好人，但很长时间我对她都不友善，因为没有人告诉过我那是没关系的。”

房间安静了下来。我的儿子们互相对视了一眼，然后看着我。

“小伙子们？你们知道那个女朋友是谁吗？”他们都摇了摇头。

“你们的外祖母玛丽。”九岁的康纳瞪大圆圆的眼睛看着我。

“外祖母玛丽？”杰克叫道，“哇！”

“是啊。你们能想象没有外祖母玛丽的生活吗？”

“不能。”他们异口同声地回答。

“所以，”我说道，牵起他们的一只小手，“我现在想告诉你们喜欢帕蒂是绝对没关系的，你们不会伤害我的感情。而且如果你们跟她和你们的爸爸在一起玩得高兴是不会让我难过的。她是一个好人，而且只要她善待你们和你们的小妹妹，那就是我所关心的。好吗？”

那晚我得到了大大的拥抱。作为一个经历过自己父母离婚造成伤害和悲痛的孩子，我可能都不会想象有一天我会真心感谢那段经历。然而，这些年过后，它变成了一件我能够给予自己孩子的绝妙的礼物。凡事发生必有因，现在我终于明白孩童时期的经历赋予了我武器，让我能够在孩子们最需要的时候帮助他们。

——贝丝·M.伍德

Seeing the Good

看到好的一面

If we shall take the good we fi nd, asking no questions, we shall have heaping measures.

——Ralph Waldo Emerson

No matter how many TV images, lnternet videos, or snapshots I view, a location never possesses authenticity until I'm there. So it was with Turkey.I had always pictured the place as a third world country with roaming camels.

I couldn't have been more wrong！It's thriving, bustling, and jam-packed with the entrepreneurial spirit. When we landed in lstanbul in the summer of 2009，I sought a shuttle to take us from the airport to the hotel.After I located the bus stand, I turned to see Byron talking to an Antonio Banderas lookalike, only Turkish.The young Turk wore a white shirt, black trousers, and a name tag designating something regarding tourism.Byron motioned me to return inside the terminal, but I had already exited and was on the other side of guarded doors that didn't allow reentry.To enter again would necessitate walking a long way round so I signaled him to join me outside.He obliged.My husband and his new acquaintance picked up the luggage and stepped out the door.

“This fellow can get us a shuttle to our hotel，”Byron announced, pleased.

“But, I see the bus right over there.”I pointed.

“No. No.You don't want that！”the young Turk said with a dismissive gesture at the shuttle that I now noticed was surrounded by protesters carrying signs.

“Follow me，”he said with a strong accent. This stranger led us into a stairway, down dark corridors, and into a deserted parking deck.

“A shuttle comes here?”I said. My voice dripped with skepticism.

“Yes, madam. Here.”

“You mean a taxi?”I asked cautiously.

“No. No.My friend.”Before I could interrogate him further, a white subcompact whipped up and another attractive Turk in pressed white shirt and black pants hopped out and popped his trunk.With no fanfare, he began throwing our suitcases in.“Get in，”our new companion advised.

We hunched over and squeezed into the back. Our escort jumped in, next to the driver.They spoke limited English.I wasn't sure how much they understood so I felt unable to communicate my concerns to my husband.My mind raced：We are now hostages in a car driven by two foreigners in a nation where we know no one and not a word of the language.

I stared at my husband who was grinning about his good luck fi nding us transportation. I elbowed him and mouthed，“Is this safe?”

He nodded yes. And, he began asking the fellows questions.They pointed out the fishermen on the bridge.Byron inquired about the kind of fish they were catching while I busily memorized the route and desperately tried to recall kickboxing moves.Then, I punched hubby in the side again and lip-synched：“Are we being abducted?”

He leaned over and whispered，“They are respectable young men-entrepreneurs.”

I rolled my eyes.

Defeated, I slumped back, resigned to my fate, and tried to picture myself in a burka. The young men asked if we'd like to drive past the Blue Mosque.“Sure！”bellowed my protector, who seemed to be enjoying this sightseeing escapade, while I was secretly formulating my escape plan.We stopped the car near an alley.Wide-eyed, I stared at my husband.

“Would you like to go inside the mosque?”our self-appointed guide asked.

My husband turned to me.“How'bout it?”

“No！Just want to go to the hotel！”

They started the car, and the driver asked if we'd mind if we drove to his pal's house fi rst. His pal would then drive us the rest of the way in his car.I looked over with narrow slits for eyes at my husband.

“Are you comfortable with that?”the driver asked us.

“Sure，”said my husband sealing our fate as fi sh bait at the bottom of the Bosporus.

As we were stuck in traffi c, I commented on how some women dressed in black burkas and how awfully warm they must be on a day like this.“Fanatics！”our friend in the passenger seat exclaimed, disgusted. I relaxed.

They rode along the river and showed us where our cruise ship would be stationed the next day. At some point, the driver must have changed his mind because he drove us directly to the front door of our hotel and gave us his card and said he'd love to chauffeur us around tomorrow if we had time.I bit my lip.My husband paid them the agreed fare and gave them each a healthy tip.They acted happy and thanked us profusely.

“I would never have gotten into a car with strangers like that，”I said after their departure.

“They were professionals. I saw their nametags.Nice boys trying to make an extra buck，”responded my husband.

I've travelled ten times more than my husband and should be more comfortable in the presence of exotic tongues than he, but he correctly sized up the Turks as young men trying to earn a little cash at the end of their workday by ferrying tourists to their hotel and giving them a taste of hospitality along the way. My husband wasn't suspicious, mistrusting, or guarded.He welcomed the helping hand.

Turks, I found in our few days in lstanbul, Kuşadasi, and Bodrum, will go out of their way to be cordial.They’ll offer you Turkish coffee or ouzo on the house；they’ll take you on a walking tour of the Blue Mosque just in the hope you’ll stop by their carpet shop afterward；they’ll negotiate with you on prices and throw in an extra embroidered towel if you’ve bought other wares.They are welcoming.They are polite.The men don’t gawk at women or make lewd remarks.They are persistent businessmen, but they are not too pushy.

Because Turks long ago conquered Greek civilization, I think I always harbored resentment toward them. Since I was a schoolgirl, I've been enamored with the glory of Ancient Greece.But, seeing modern day lstanbul with its clean streets, friendly folks, and fabulous vistas and parks, I now reassess what I used to believe.I am fi lled with wonder.I wish I'd studied more about Turkey when younger.Yet, learning is a lifelong process and with so much media at my modern fingertips there's no excuse for not redressing prior gaps in my education.Tonight I'll watch Gallipoli.

For a better world, we need to trust a little more, assess people individually, and when given a chance, travel far and wide while always keeping an open mind. Those entrepreneurs taught me something.And so did my husband！Think positive and give people the benefi t of the doubt.

——Erika Hoffman

如果我们应该带上我们发现的美好事物，不要多问，我们应该掌握存储的办法。

——拉尔夫·沃尔多·爱默生

无论看过多少电视画面、网络视频或快照，只有你到了那个地方才能真正感受到其真实性。那是在土耳其。我一直想象着这个地方是骆驼漫步的第三世界国家。

大错特错！那里欣欣向荣、熙熙攘攘，洋溢着一种创业精神。2009年的夏天我们在伊斯坦布尔降落后，我寻找着班车把我们从机场送到旅馆。找到巴士站后，我转身看到拜伦正在跟一个长得像安东尼奥·班德拉斯的人交谈，只是这是个土耳其人。这个年轻的土耳其小伙子穿着白衬衫、黑裤子，贴着一个跟旅游有关的名签。拜伦示意我回到航站楼里，但我已经出来了，正在有人把守的出口的另一面，那不允许重新进入。要重新进入就必须绕很长的一段路，所以我示意他出来跟我会合。他同意了。丈夫和他的新朋友拎起行李，走出门外。

“这个伙伴能够为我们找到去旅馆的巴士。”拜伦高兴地说道。

“但是，我看到巴士就在那边。”我指着说道。

“不，不，你不会想坐那个的！”年轻的土耳其人对那个巴士打了个轻蔑的手势说道，我这才注意到我们被手持标语的抗议者们包围了。

“跟上我。”他的口音很重。这个陌生人带我们走到一段楼梯，向下穿过黑黑的长廊，然后到了一个荒废的停车场。

“巴士会来这儿吗？”我说。我的嗓音里渗透着怀疑。

“是的，女士，就在这儿。”

“你是说一辆出租车吗？”我小心翼翼地问道。

“不，不，我的朋友。”在我进一步询问他之前，一辆白色迷你小车来了，又一个相貌堂堂穿着紧身白衬衫、黑裤子的人跳了出来，“砰”的一声打开后备厢。没有解释，他就开始把我们的手提箱往里扔。“上车吧。”我们的新伙伴建议说。

我们弯腰挤进了后车厢。我们的护送者也跳了进来，坐在驾驶员的旁边。他们会说的英语很有限。我不确定他们能听懂多少，所以我感觉无法跟丈夫交流我的疑虑。我的脑子在飞速运转：我们现在成为人质坐在两个外国人驾驶的车里，而在这个国度我们一个人也不认识，一句话也听不懂。

我盯着丈夫，他正为找到运输工具的好运气而沾沾自喜。我用胳膊肘推了推他小声问道：“这样安全吗？”

他点头表示肯定。于是，他开始问这些同伴问题。他们指向桥上的渔民。拜伦询问着渔民捕鱼的种类，我却在忙着记线路并拼命地回忆跆拳道动作。然后，我又戳了下旁边的丈夫唇语道：“我们是被绑架了吗？”

他靠过来小声说道：“他们是值得尊敬的年轻企业家。”

我翻了个白眼。

我充满了挫败感，无精打采地听天由命，尝试想象着自己穿上隐身的长袍。年轻人问我们想不想经过蓝色清真寺。“当然！”我的保护者大声应道，他看上去很享受这场非同寻常的观光之旅，而我却在悄悄地策划着自己的逃跑计划。我们靠近一条巷子停了车。我瞪大眼睛盯着我的丈夫。

“你们想进清真寺里面看看吗？”我们自荐的导游问道。

丈夫转向我：“怎么样？”

“不！我只想去旅店！”

他们发动起汽车，司机问我们是否介意先去他的伙伴家。他的伙伴将用他的车载我们驶完剩下的路。我眯缝着眼睛查看丈夫的眼神。

“你们同意这样吗？”司机问我们。

“当然同意。”我的丈夫说，他将我们的命运像鱼饵一样丢到博斯普鲁斯海峡的底部。

碰上堵车时，我评论说一些穿大黑袍子的妇女在这样的天里该多热、多遭罪。“狂热分子！”我们乘客席上的朋友厌恶地叫道。我放松了下来。

他们沿河边驾驶并向我们指出明天我们的游艇要停靠的地方。司机一定在某个时刻改变了主意，因为他直接把我们送到了旅店门口并给了我们他的名片，说如果我们明天有时间他很乐意开车带我们转转。我咬住嘴唇。丈夫按事先约定好的费用支付给他们并给了每人一笔可观的小费。他们表现得很开心，再三道谢。

“我是永远不会跟那样的陌生人上车的。”我在他们走后说道。

“他们很专业。我看了他们的名签。善良的小伙子们只是想挣点儿外快。”丈夫回答说。

我比丈夫旅行的次数多10倍，本应比他更喜欢那些充满异国情调的口音，但是他准确地认出这些土耳其年轻人只是尝试在一天的工作结束后挣点儿小钱，他们载游客们去旅馆并一路上带给游客一种宾至如归的感觉。我的丈夫不曾疑惧、怀疑或者心存戒备。他欢迎这份协助。

在伊斯坦布尔待的不多的日子里，我发现这两名土耳其人——库·艾达西和博德鲁姆，会不怕麻烦地提供帮助。在室内，他们会给你土耳其咖啡或茴香烈酒；他们会带你步行游览蓝色清真寺，只希望稍后你会顺便逛一下他们的地毯商店；他们会跟你商量价钱，如果你已买了其他商品，他们会多扔给你一块绣花方巾。他们热情，他们客气。这些人不会盯着女人看，也不会做粗俗的评论。他们是固执的商人，但他们并不太强人所难。

由于土耳其人在很久之前就征服了希腊文明，我想我一直对他们心存芥蒂。当我还是一名学生时，就对灿烂的古希腊文明着迷。但是，看着如今的伊斯坦布尔干净的街道、友好的市民和绝妙的景色及公园，我开始重新评价我曾经所相信的。我内心充满惊讶，多希望自己年轻的时候能多了解下土耳其。然而，学习是伴随终生的，在有这么多媒介触手可及的现代社会，我没有借口不去补上之前的教育缺口。今晚我要看《加里波利》。

为了一个更美好的世界，我们需要多一些信任，把每个人都看成是一个独立的个体，永远保持开放的心灵，有机会就到处走走。那些企业家教给我一些道理，还有我的丈夫，往乐观的一面去想，于疑问处见进步。

——埃丽卡·霍夫曼

Survival Steps

求生之路

Courage is fear that has said its prayers.

——Dorothy Bernard

Nine hundred pounds of frantic horseflesh tossed me into the muddy water, struggled up the steep riverbank and then raced off down the dirt trail. The animal's hooves barely missed my head as they flashed by.Standing up, dripping wet, I wondered again，“How did I end up here?”

“Here”was by the side of a swollen river in the jungles of southern Mexico. Never the outdoor type, I had asked myself over and over how I came to be in the second month of a survival training camp, with three more months yet to go.

Before leaving the safe haven of an ivy-covered university dorm in New York, I had pondered the skills I would need to survive these months. I, who never did anything more handy than change a light bulb, would have to build my own home using vines, branches and logs harvested from the rainforest.I, who swam laps in a carefully chlorinated pool, would be crossing rapids and paddling a half-ton wooden canoe.I, who studied the Spanish of literature in high school, would learn an indigenous language so full of foreign clicks that it sounded like a pile of marbles rolling around in a glass jar.Yet all of these skills would be required as I followed my career path doing language research in remote villages far off the Pan-American Highway.

In my anxiety, I wondered if God had made a mistake by leading me in this direction. I could imagine a smile on His face as I questioned His vast wisdom.A psalm expressed my fears：“Show me where to walk……I run to You to hide me.”Given my future plans, I might have changed it to read，“Show me where to hike.”

The first weeks at the training program did not bolster my confidence. ln woodshop, most of my team made three-legged stools.I would have too, except I kept trimming the legs shorter and shorter to make them even.The end result looked more like something used to scrape boots than to support feet.My experience in metal work was no better.Excess solder fl owed down the sides of my metal pipe faster than wax dripping on a candle standing near my campfi re.And in the kitchen I scored another defeat when I substituted tablespoons for teaspoons when measuring salt into the breakfast oatmeal.Not even the mules would eat it.

As I moved through the program, I discovered a method to cope with my fear of the unknown. A voice inside my head told me to take only one step at a time.Instead of quaking in terror and thinking about the twenty-five-mile single-day trek that loomed ahead, I concentrated on the task in front of me.Instead of worrying about the three-day survival hike scheduled for the second phase of the training, I focused on learning how to give injections in the fi rst aid class.I let concerns about the upcoming canoe trip wash downstream as I shampooed my hair in a bucket.

Over the weeks, yes, I managed to build my own hut, complete with a latrine. I coped with poisonous spiders, snakes and army ants.When flames leaped fi ve feet into the air and threatened to set the thatch roof ablaze above my head, I grabbed a damp towel and smothered the fire.I hiked, I swam, I survived.

At the end of the program, the staff called each trainee in for a personal assessment.

“Come in, Emily，”the director began as he thumbed through a sheaf of papers on his lap. He made a few polite introductory comments before getting to the point.“We noticed that you seem to lack some of the basic pioneering skills.”

With a grin, I replied，“Hey, I could have told you that on Day 1 and saved everyone a lot of trouble.”

The director smiled before going on. He asked me where I planned to do my fieldwork.I mentioned an area of the world that, while remote, still had access tohighways and small planes.He nodded his approval.

The staff was right. On the one hand, I would never stand out as a carpenter or welder, but on the other hand, they forgot to ask me what I learned during the training.You see, I discovered during those fi ve months of jungle training how to substitute native plants like yucca for familiar friends like apples and potatoes, but I also learned a far more important lesson about myself.I found that when I trusted my God and moved forward in faith, I could reach my goals.I just had to keep moving forward step by step, one step at a time, even when some of those steps included climbing up a muddy river bank after being thrown from a horse.

——Emily Parke Chase

勇气就是已经祈祷过的恐惧。

——多萝西·伯纳德

900磅重的疯马把我抛到了泥水里，我挣扎着爬上陡峭的河岸，然后沿着泥泞的小路向下跑。飞驰而过的动物的蹄子差一点儿就踏到我的头上。湿透的我站起来，再一次质疑：“我怎么会在这儿呢？”

“这儿”是墨西哥南部丛林涨水的河边。不是户外类型的我曾一次又一次地问自己，我怎么会在一个求生训练营中待到第二个月，而且还有三个月才能结束。

在离开纽约那个爬满常春藤的大学宿舍——我的安全天堂之前，我曾反复考虑过这几个月我将用得着的生存技巧。我，一个从未做过比换个小灯泡更灵巧的事的人，将不得不用从雨林搜集来的蔓藤、树枝和圆木来建造一座自己的房子。我，一个只在用氯化消过毒的水池里游过几下的人，将划着半吨重的木筏穿越急流。我，一个在高中学习西班牙文学的人，将学习一门充满外来吸气音、听上去就像一堆石子在玻璃瓶里翻滚的土著语。然而所有这些都是我职业生涯中，对那个远离泛美高速公路的遥远村庄进行语言研究的必备技能。

焦虑中，我怀疑上帝引导我进入这个方向是不是错了。我能够想象在我质疑他的广博智谋时他脸上的笑容。一篇圣诗道出我的恐惧：“指给我，我该往哪儿走……我跑向你来隐藏自己。”考虑到我的未来计划，也许我应该改一下：“指给我，我该往哪儿远足。”

训练项目的最初几周并未让我增加信心。在木棚里，我的大部分队友都做三条腿的木凳。我也得做，只是为了让它们平稳，我不断将木腿修理得越来越短。最终凳子看上去更像是用来擦鞋而非撑脚的东西。我做金属工作的经历也好不到哪儿去。让焊接剂从金属管壁流下的速度比在篝火边的蜡烛滴下蜡油的速度还快。在厨房里我又一次失败了，在往早餐的燕麦粥加盐时，我错用了大汤匙而不是小茶匙，甚至连骡子都不会去吃它。

随着项目的进行，我发现了一个能应对我对未知事物恐惧的办法。我的脑海中有个声音告诉自己一次只迈一步。我不再害怕得发抖，不再老想着马上逼近的每天25英里的跋涉；相反，我专心于眼前的任务。我不再担心作为训练第二阶段的三日远足；相反，我专心于急救课堂上关于注射的学习。我用桶洗头发，冲走自己对即将到来的木筏之旅的担忧。

几周下来，我成功建造了一座带厕所的小屋。我对付了毒蜘蛛、蛇和行军蚁。当火苗在空气中蹿到了五英尺高并即将引燃我头部上方的茅草屋顶时，我抓起一个湿毛巾把火捂灭了。我远足，我游泳，我生存了下来。

在项目接近尾声时，工作人员把每一名队员召集起来做一个自我评价。

“你来说说，艾米丽。”教官翻着腿上的一沓纸开始了。在进入主题之前他先做了些礼貌性的介绍评论：“我们注意到你看起来缺乏一些基本的开拓技能。”

我咧嘴笑了笑，回答道：“唉，早知道我在第一天就告诉你了，那会省去大家很多麻烦。”

教官笑了笑，然后继续进行。他问我打算去哪儿展开野外工作。我说出了一个地区，尽管遥远，却仍可以使用高速公路和小型飞机。他点头表示赞许。

工作人员是对的。一方面，我永远都不会成为一名出色的木匠或焊接工；但是另一方面，他们忘记问我在这次训练中我学到了什么。通过这五个月的野外训练，我学会了怎样使用当地植物比如用丝兰来替代像苹果和西红柿这些熟悉的“朋友”，但是我也学到了一堂关于自己的重要课程。我发现当我相信自己的上帝并且心怀信仰地前进，我便能够实现自己的目标。我只需要一步一步地继续前进，甚至前进的路上还包括被马甩掉后爬上泥泞的河岸，也要一步一步地前进。

——艾米丽·帕克·蔡斯

Moving Forward

前进

We can destroy ourselves by cynicism and disillusion, just as effectively as by bombs.

——Kenneth Clark

Our old neighborhood had been like modern-day Mayberry. Neighbors chatted over fences.Newcomers were welcomed with chocolate brownies and butter-braid bread.It had been easy to find friends there.

Our new community was different. lt seemed that family roots grew deep.Deep as the Mississippi River that fl owed past the tiny river town.Breaking in was tough.

We'd moved to decrease my husband's commute to work. Only thirty miles.

I wished that I could erase each one.

After living there for six months, I was ready to pick up tent stakes and move back home. I was lonely for a friend.My three boys were lonely.My husband, Lonny, fared okay, but he spent his days at work.

“I'm so alone here，”I said to Lonny one evening.“I don't see my old friends much, and I can't seem to make new ones.”We were sitting on the front porch of our old Victorian. Our three young sons kicked a soccer ball around the side yard.

Lonny is a good listener, but he also has an engineer's brain. He's a problem solver.“What have you done to meet people?”he asked.

“I go to story time at the library every week. I initiate conversations at the park.I even stalked a lady at a garage sale.She had two boys and looked like someone I'd want to be friends with.But she was more interested in that old vase she was looking at than chatting.”

“Sounds like you're doing the right stuff，”he said，“Keep at it.”

And I did. I tried to be open and friendly.It wasn't that people were unkind.They just all seemed established.

A few more months passed and winter settled in. lt was harder than ever to meet people.I admitted that we had a few obstacles.We homeschooled our boys and still attended church in our old community.But I'd never had trouble making friends before, and I started to develop an attitude.Who needed a friend?I was tired of trying to fi t in a place it seemed that we didn't belong.

Grey winter days eventually gave way to fresh spring color, but my attitude stayed dark and gloomy. I began to feel bitter.I still went to the library and park, but I didn't start conversations.I didn't invite anyone over.I wanted to move back to our old neighborhood.

Lonny noticed my sinking disposition.

“Shawnelle, you look unapproachable，”he whispered in my ear one afternoon. He and I were sitting in lawn chairs at our son's fi rst-of-the-season Little League game.Samuel, our three-year-old watched the game from his own little Scooby-Doo chair.

“What do you mean?”

“Body language. Your arms are crossed.You placed our chairs fifteen yards away from everyone else.”

“It doesn't matter. I'm not going to have friends here.”

“You sure won't if you stop trying，”he said.

Just then Samuel looked up. He must've heard our whispers.“Mom's right, Dad.We'll never ever have friends here.And we just want to go home.”

I sat there and looked at my tiny blond son.

His words mirrored my attitude. And I didn't like the murky refl ection.That's when I knew that I needed an adjustment.I didn't want my boys to learn that the way to work through a tough time was to wield a wounded and bitter attitude.

Over the next few months I worked very hard. I smiled when I didn't feel like it.I joined conversations at the ballpark.The boys and I baked cookies for our neighbors.It's going to be great when I fi nd that friend, I told myself.I'll appreciate it even more than if I'd made friends right away.I stopped talking about moving back home.We signed up for reading programs at the library and frequented parks and the bike path along the river.I was still lonely, but some of the frustration slipped away.At least I wasn't sitting home stewing.And it was harder to grumble when I was smiling.

I went forward each day. Doing the things I could do.Trying not to look back.

One afternoon Samuel and I clambered up the stairs to the library activity room. We'd signed up to attend a craft class, and I was going to sport my improved attitude.As we rounded the corner, I made sure that I looked approachable.Arms uncrossed.Wide, bright smile as we walked through the door.

A blond woman who I hadn't seen before sat at an oblong table with a tiny, red headed boy. She smiled back.I noticed her deep dimples and kind, blue eyes.The little boy was about Samuel's age.

There were empty chairs beside her. I decided to walk closer.

“Hi，”she said.“I'm Tammy. This is Chase.Do you need a seat?There's one right here.”

I sat down next to Tammy. The boys delved into their craft and Tammy and I delved into conversation.Soon class was over, and we still had a lot to say.“Why don't you come over later?”Tammy asked.“I live on a farm.There's plenty of room for the kids to run.”

We went.

And since that day, we've been back a million times. Tammy and I became the best of friends, and that farm is like a second home to my boys.

When I look back, I'm grateful for that lonely, tough time. I learned to persevere.I learned to hold my attitude in check.A new sensitivity was born in me-I'm always on the lookout for newcomers.And I was right-I do appreciate my friendship with Tammy.My family has broken into this community, and this little town is where we want to be.

I'm glad I didn't give up.

And as for my boys, they learned a lesson too. A valuable lesson about tough times.

“Keep moving forward，”is what I tell them.“Your heart will follow.”

And once in a while it leads you.

Straight into the arms of a friend.

——Shawnelle Eliasen

愤世嫉俗和理想破灭就如炸弹一样，会有效地摧毁我们。

——肯尼思·克拉克

过去我们的邻里关系就像是现代的梅伯里。邻居们会隔着篱笆闲聊，新来者会被巧克力布朗尼和黄油面包招待。很容易在那儿找到朋友。

我们的新社区就不一样了。貌似家庭情结加深了，深如流过小江镇的密西西比河，很难插足进去。

为了减少丈夫的通勤路程，我们搬了家，只搬离了30英里。

我希望自己能够抹去每一段距离。

在那儿住了六个月后，我很想收拾行囊搬回旧家去。我很孤独，想要一个朋友。我的三个儿子也很孤独。我的丈夫洛尼相对好些，因为他白天是在工作中度过的。

“在这儿我太孤独了，”一天傍晚我对洛尼说，“我不能经常见到我的老朋友，而且我好像也交不到新朋友。”当时我们坐在维多利亚老式住宅的前门廊上，我们的三个小儿子在绕着侧院踢足球。

洛尼是一个很好的倾听者，同时也拥有一个工程师的大脑。他是一个解惑者。“你是怎样去认识他人的？”他问。

“我每周都去图书馆参加讲故事活动，我在公园里会发起谈话，我甚至在车库拍卖会上跟踪一位女士。她有两个儿子，看上去像我想交的朋友类型。但是她对自己正在看的旧花瓶比对聊天更感兴趣。”

“听起来你在做一件正确的事，”他说，“保持下去。”

我这样做了，我尽力做到热情友好，并不是人们不友善，只是他们似乎都习惯了。

几个月又过去了，冬天到了。认识人从来没像这样困难过。我承认我们有一些隔阂。在旧社区时，我们让儿子们住校但仍然去教堂。但在以前我从没有过交友障碍，而且我开始产生一种看法。谁需要朋友？我厌倦了努力去融入一个好像并不属于我们的地方。

冬天的灰色终于为鲜艳的春色让步了，但是我的情绪依然黑暗阴沉。我开始感觉苦恼。我仍然去图书馆和公园，但是我不会发起谈话。我不会邀请任何人过来。我想搬回我们的旧社区。

洛尼注意到了我的消沉处境。“肖恩艾里，你看上去很有距离感。”有一天午后他对我耳语道。他和我坐在草坪观众席上观看我们儿子本季度的第一场少年棒球联合会的比赛。塞缪尔——我们三岁的儿子坐在自己的小史酷比座椅上看比赛。

“此话怎讲？”

“肢体语言，你的胳膊交叉，你把我们的座椅放到离他人45英尺远的地方。”

“没关系，我不会在这里交到朋友了。”

“如果你放弃努力那你肯定不会交到的。”他说。

就在那时塞缪尔向上看过来，他一定听到了我们的耳语。“妈妈是对的，爸爸。在这儿我们将永远交不到朋友。我们只想回家。”

我坐在那儿看着我金发碧眼的小人儿。

他的话反映出我的态度，我不喜欢这种阴暗的反照，就在那时我意识到我需要改变。我不希望我的儿子学习用受伤和痛苦的态度来面对艰难时光。

在接下来的几个月里，我非常努力，我不想笑的时候也会去笑。在棒球场，我加入了谈话，儿子们和我为邻居们烘烤饼干。我对自己说，我交到的那个朋友将是很棒的。比起我很快就交到朋友，我将更加珍惜现在。我不再提搬家的事。我们签署了图书馆的阅读项目，而且时常去公园和河边的自行车道。

我仍然孤独，但是一些挫败感消失了。至少我没有坐在家里烦恼。而且当我笑起来的时候就更难发牢骚了。

每一天我都在进步，做我力所能及的事，努力不去怀旧。

一天下午，塞缪尔和我爬楼梯去图书馆的活动室，我们已签字参加一门工艺课，我已努力地转变我的态度。在我们转过拐角时，我确定自己看起来平易可亲，胳膊没有交叉，我们带着明亮的大笑容走进教室的门。

一个我从未见过的金发碧眼的女人和一个红头发的小男孩坐在一张长方形书桌旁。她回我以微笑。我注意到她深深的酒窝和和善的蓝眼睛。小男孩和塞缪尔年龄相仿。

她旁边有空座。我决定走得更近一些。

“你好，”她打招呼道，“我是塔米，这是蔡斯，你需要一个座位吗？那儿有一个。”

我在塔米旁边坐下，孩子们钻研他们的工艺品，而塔米和我进行深入的谈话。很快就下课了，我们仍然有很多要聊的。“何不过会儿来我家呢？”塔米问道，“我住在农场。我家有很多房间，够孩子们玩的。”

我们去了。

从那天起，我们无数次地去那里玩。塔米和我成了最好的朋友，那个农场就像是我的儿子们的第二个家。

回首望去，我感谢那段孤独的艰难岁月。我学会了坚强。我学会了控制自己的情绪。一种新的感觉在我心里扎根——我总是期待新的到来者。我是对的——我很珍惜跟塔米的友谊。我的家庭闯入了这个社区，而这个小镇就是我们想要定居的地方。

我很庆幸我没有放弃。

至于我的儿子们，他们也上了一堂课。

一堂珍贵的关于艰难岁月的课。

“一直向前，”就是我教给他们的，“你的心将会跟随你的脚步。”

偶尔它会引导你。

径直进入朋友的怀抱。

——肖恩艾里·埃利亚森

Half Full

半满的

Every day may not be good, but there's something good in every day.

——Author Unknown

My middle child, Jacob, was intelligent, resourceful and good-looking. Despite all he had going for him, he possessed the disturbing tendency to constantly see the cup of life as half empty.Every day when he came home from school Jacob would list everything bad that happened that day！Despite my best efforts, I couldn't convince him to lose the negative attitude and choose to count his blessings.

On his ninth birthday, we saved enough money to take the family to Disneyland for two days. His dad and I didn't make much then, so it was a considerable sacrifice, but we felt Jacob's birthday was worth it.After doing Disneyland to death, we collapsed in our hotel room and I asked the birthday boy，“Did you have fun today, Jacob?”

All my faultfinding son could say to me was，“Pirates of the Caribbean was closed！”

“Jacob Marshall，”I chided, clearly unable to contain my exasperation，“we stood in line for an hour and a half to see The Haunted Mansion. We rode Space Mountain three times.We walked in the park for two solid days, and all you can say is，‘Pirates of the Caribbean was closed?'”Clearly, something had to be done about his negative attitude, and I was going to be the one to do it！

I approached my mission with the determination of a battalion commander. I read every article, bought every book.If the lnternet had been available then, I would have Googled for weeks to fi nd the ammunition I needed to defeat his negativity.

With the help of great resources, I developed my strategy. Several books I read identified my son's temperament as melancholy：He was sensitive, artistic, deep, analytical, and able to see the worst in every situation.That described Jacob all right.

My research informed me that people with the melancholic temperament have an emotional need for order and sensitivity. That meant I needed to listen patiently to my son's daily pessimistic litany.My usual reaction was to try to talk Jacob out of his negativity, but that wouldn't satisfy his need for sensitivity.I had to let him fi nish his lament and ask，“What good things happened today?”Then I needed to wait until he could tell me-wait for as long as it took.This would help Jacob realize that good things really were happening to him, despite his woeful perspective.

The day came when I was ready to put my new tools to work. Jacob came home from school, fl opped down on his bed as usual and again began to tick off his list of the terrible things that had happened at school.I listened attentively, making eye contact and nodding with empathy, before I asked，“What good things happened today, Jacob?”

His response was what I expected，“Nothing.”

“Something good had to happen. You were there for six hours，”I encouraged.Then I waited.I waited fifteen long minutes that first day, determined to stay there all night if that's what it took to shift his paradigm.

At last he admitted，“I did get to dust the erasers.”

“By yourself?”

“No, with Brandon.”

“Your best friend?”

“Yeah.”

“You mean you got to leave class and dust erasers with your buddy?You're one lucky kid, if you ask me！”

“Yeah, I guess I am，”Jacob remarked with his head back and his shoulders squared.

This began a daily exercise for us. I lost count of how many times we repeated this ritual.Jacob came to understand the power of a positive perspective, but the path to get there seemed to escape him at times.Then I would encourage him to see things differently, and he would get back on the track of choosing to see the positive and losing the negative attitude.It was a struggle, but he was making headway.

The school year was winding down and Mother's Day rolled around. Jacob's dad took him to the store for a Mother's Day card.Next to the cake he and his sisters had prepared was the card he had chosen by himself.Grinning from ear to ear he presented it.On the front it read：

“The pessimist sees the cup half empty.

The optimist sees the cup half full.”

I opened the card and read inside：

“But Mom sees the cup as one more thing someone was too inconsiderate to put in the dishwasher！Happy Mother's Day！”

Jacob and I laughed until we cried, and in that moment, I was convinced my hard work was paying off.

——Linda Newton

可能每一天都不如意，但是每一天都有如意的事。

——逸名

我的二儿子——雅各布，聪明、机智且漂亮。尽管拥有这些优点，他却总是倾向于将生活之杯看成是半空的，这让人不安。每天放学回到家，雅各布就会罗列当天所发生的所有坏事。纵使我已尽力，却无法说服他放下消极的态度，选择关注自己的幸福。

在他九岁生日那天，我们攒了足够多的钱全家去迪士尼乐园玩了两天。他爸爸和我那时挣得并不多，所以那是个很大的牺牲，但是我们觉得为了雅各布的生日，值了。在迪士尼乐园玩了个尽兴，之后我们瘫倒在旅店，我问这个小寿星：“雅各布，你今天玩得开心吗？”

我挑剔的儿子只对我说了一句话：“加勒比海盗馆关了！”

“雅各布·马歇尔，”我责骂道，显然我已无法控制自己的愤怒了，“为了看幽灵鬼屋我们排了一个半小时的队，我们去了太空山三次，我们在公园里走了整整两天，你能说的只有‘加勒比海盗馆关了’？”显然，必须做点儿什么来改变他的消极态度了，而我就是那个实践它的人！

像一个军队指挥官一样，我毅然决然地开始了自己的使命。我读每一篇文章，买下每一本书。如果那时已有互联网，我会长达数周地在网上搜索可以用来击败他消极态度的弹药。

在这些有效资源的帮助下，我研发出了自己的战略。我读的书中有几本将我儿子的性格定性为忧郁：他敏感、怪癖、深沉且善于分析，他能够在每种情境中看到最坏的一面。这恰如其分地描述了雅各布的性格。

我的研究告诉我有忧郁性格的人对逻辑和敏感性有一种精神层面的需要。那就是说，我要耐心倾听儿子每天消极的抱怨。我的一般反应是努力劝说雅各布走出他的消极情绪，但是那并不能满足他对敏感性的需要。我需要让他抱怨完然后问他：“今天发生了什么有趣的事情吗？”然后我需要等到他能跟我讲为止——一直等下去。这是有效果的，雅各布意识到尽管他视角悲观，但一些好事确实发生在了他的身上。

那一天终于到了，我准备把自己的新策略付诸实践。雅各布放学回到家，像往常一样扑倒在床上，又一次开始絮絮叨叨地罗列在学校发生的不愉快的事情。我注视着他，认真地倾听，感同身受地不时点点头，然后才问道：“雅各布，今天发生了什么有趣的事情吗？”

他和我预想的反应一样：“没有。”

“一定发生了一些有趣的事。你在那儿待了六个小时呢。”我鼓励他说，然后我等，那天我等了长达15分钟，如果那是改变他这种性格所要付出的代价，我已下定决心整晚都在那儿等。

最后他终于承认道：“我去清理过黑板擦。”

“你自己吗？”

“不，和布兰登一起。”

“你最好的朋友吗？”

“是的。”

“你是说你离开教室去和你的伙伴一起清理黑板擦吗？如果你问我，我要说你是个幸运的孩子！”

“是啊，我想我是的。”雅各布挺胸抬头自豪地说道。

这成了我们的每日练习，我已数不清我们重复了多少次这种谈话。雅各布逐渐认识到积极态度的力量，但是有时他还是会在通往积极的路上退缩。于是我就鼓励他换个视角去看待事情，他就会回到正确的轨道，选择去看积极的一面，改正消极的态度。那是一场博弈，但是他在慢慢地进步。

学期即将结束，母亲节马上要到了。雅各布的爸爸带他去商店买节日贺卡。在他和姐妹们一起准备的蛋糕旁边放着他亲自挑选的卡片。他咧嘴笑着打开了卡片。

卡片的封面上写着：

“悲观者眼中的杯子是半空的，

乐观者眼中的杯子是半满的。”

我打开卡片，读着里面的内容：

“但是妈妈眼中的杯子多了一层含义，她把它看成是一个粗心的人放进洗碗机里去的！母亲节快乐！”

雅各布和我都大笑起来，直至笑出了眼泪。在那一刻，我相信我的辛苦付出终于得到了回报。

——琳达·牛顿

Drops of lnspiration

灵感之滴

When you feel dog-tired at night, it may be because you've growled all day long.

——Author Unknown

I made my way to one of our local medical complexes for an appointment. The day was beautiful, and the afternoon sun and warm breeze seemed to be intentionally mocking our local forecasters, who collectively had predicted a gloomy, cloud-covered，“still-waiting-for-spring”type of day.

Upon entering the complex, I prepared myself for the almighty waiting room. I was, however, pleasantly surprised when I walked into a virtually empty room.I almost felt guilty, if not foolish, for imagining that I might get in at my actual appointed time.But it happened, and I'm sure the grin on my face left the nurses and attendants wondering just what sort of mental disorder I was seeing the doctor for.I was whisked into the weigh-in stall and given all the preliminary once-overs, which, as everyone knows, have to be done before your regular tune-up.

The doctor entered, the conversation was meaningful and informative, and my concerns were promptly addressed. Solutions were agreed upon, and before I knew it, I was checking out and in the hallway, fi nished and wondering what time warp I had just stepped through.

At that point, I found myself in the middle of the building's foyer, dressed in rumpled clothes, jacket in hand along with my checkbook, medical paperwork, prescription information, and a new doctor-recommended diet plan.

Looking around, I couldn't fi nd a table or chair to set everything on so that I could get myself organized. So, I calmly laid the paperwork on the ground in front of me, along with my other belongings.

As I started to slip my jacket on, I felt a distinctive“bloop”on the back on my head. I immediately turned and spied a boy, eight or nine years old, sitting with his mother in the attached pharmacy's doorway.He laughed at me while sporting a toothless grin and cherry Kool-Aid stained lips.Mom was engrossed in the latest People magazine, oblivious to the one-sided hysteria beside her.

I stared, giving the boy a parental look of anger, concluding that he must have obviously been responsible for this little incident.

I turned to pick up my things from the fl oor when“bloop”again, to the back of my head.

This time, I heard the boy giggling even before I turned around.

He was making a fool of me and feeding my frustration by the second. His mother broke her trance and looked at him.Following his gaze, she noticed my displeasure, and attempted to stop the boy from laughing at me, although she didn't know why.

Silently repeating a few choice words, I was ready to walk over and let her in on her son's activities when“bloop，”a large drop hit the paperwork I was holding in my hand.

Instinctively, I looked up.“Bloop”right between the eyes.

The boy erupted, and his boisterous laugh echoed through the foyer, drawing attention from everyone within hearing distance. The mother worked hard to suppress her laughter, turning it instead into a shy grin, which she tried to hide under the palm of her hand.

My frown slowly turned to a grin also. The misplaced ceiling tile overhead revealed evidence of a minor water leak, providing the aforementioned“bloops，”which came regularly as I stood there gazing upward.

I nodded apologetically to the boy, feeling like I was shrinking under those drops of water.

As I was leaving the complex, I wondered how I could've let a possible childlike prank ruin the otherwise perfect day that I had going on.

Then I realized how this happens.

It's just how we are, meaning“we”as a society. We let the slightest things get to us, causing us stress, anger, and resentment.I merely refl ected that in this situation.From my simple example, through our society's increased violence toward each other, we collectively seem to have less and less tolerance for views, opinions, or actions that deviate from our own.Obviously this type of behavior toward one another is very destructive and just plain wrong, but how can it be corrected?

That question has been debated long and hard, with as many solutions being thrown around as there are opinions. But we can make a good start by stepping back, taking a deep breath, and laughing at ourselves once in a while.

And if need be, even splash a bit of cold water in our faces.

——Gerald L. Dlubala

夜晚感觉筋疲力尽，可能是因为你整天都在抱怨。

——逸名

我走向当地的一个医疗中心赴约。天气很好，午后的太阳暖暖的，和风似乎在故意嘲弄我们当地的天气预报员，他们一致预报那天将乌云密布、黑暗阴沉，会是一个“仍在盼春”型的日子。

快进入医疗中心时，我已准备好面对讨厌的候诊室。然而，我却惊喜地发现进去后房间里几乎没人。如果不是愚蠢，我几乎心怀愧疚地幻想自己也许会在实际预约的时间进入诊断室。但是幻想成真了，我确定自己脸上大大的笑容会让护士和候诊者们怀疑我要看的刚好是某种精神障碍。我快速进入一间体重测量室，事先得到所有的一次性用品，大家都知道，这是常规检查前的必经过程。

医生进来了，谈话意味深长且内容充实，我的问题很快就被诊断出来了。在我知道达成一致的解决办法之前，我已经结完账，站在走廊里。结束会诊的我在想我刚刚是穿越了什么时光隧道吧。

那时，我发现自己在休息室中央，衣着凌乱，手里拿着外套、支票簿、医疗化验单、处方单和一份医生推荐的新饮食计划。

环顾四周，我找不到一张桌子或凳子来放置这些物品，让我整理一下自己。所以，我平静地将化验单和其他物品一起放到了我面前的地面上。

在我穿外套时，我明显感觉后脑勺被小球打到了。我马上转身，发现一个八九岁大的小男孩和他的妈妈一起坐在配药房的门口。他咧着涂着樱桃色润唇膏的唇和无牙的嘴嘲笑我。他的妈妈正沉浸于最新的《人物》杂志，没注意到一旁异常兴奋的儿子。

他显然是这个小恶作剧的始作俑者，我像父母般愠而不怒地瞪了他一眼。

我转身从地板上捡拾自己的东西，这时后脑勺又被“打”了一下。

这一次，在转身前我就听到小男孩咯咯地笑出了声。

他在捉弄我，这一次加剧了我的挫败感。他的妈妈回过神来看着他。顺着他的目光，她注意到了我的不悦并试着阻止孩子对我的嘲笑，尽管她并不知道为什么。

默默重复着再三推敲的措辞，我准备走过去让她了解自己儿子的行为，就在这时“小球”——一大滴水滴到了我手里拿着的化验单上。

我本能地向上看去。“小球”恰好滴在双目之间。

男孩爆发了，他的笑声传到了休息室，引起所有人的关注。那位妈妈努力地克制住不去大笑，代之以难为情的露齿一笑，她正试图用手掌去掩饰。

我皱起的眉头也慢慢转为露齿一笑。头上方错位的天花板管道在漏水，产生了之前提到的“小球”，在我站在那儿向上凝视时不断滴下来。

我抱歉地向男孩点了点头，感觉自己在这些水滴下不断收缩。

离开医疗中心时，我在想自己怎么能让一个潜在的孩童式的恶作剧破坏掉本应完美度过的一天。

然后我意识到了这是怎么发生的。

那正是我们的反应，这里的“我们”指的是一个社会。我们让一些琐事影响自己，引起我们的压力、愤怒和怨恨。我就是这种环境下的一个写照。从我自己的简单事例到社会彼此间日益升温的冷漠行为，似乎我们所有人都越来越不能容忍与自己不同的看法、观点或行为。很明显这种待人方式是非常有害且大错特错的，那么我们该怎样去改正？

长久以来，这个问题已被激烈地讨论过，观点各异，给出的答案也是多种多样的。但是我们可以通过偶尔退后一步，深呼吸然后自嘲一下来开个好头。

如果需要，甚至可以在自己的脸上洒点凉水。

——杰拉尔德·L.德鲁巴拉


第三部分　因祸得福

Chapter 3　Silver Linings

Clouds may come, but clouds must go, and they all have a silver lining. For behind each cloud you know, the sun, or moon, is shining.

——Author Unknown

乌云来去终有时，在它们背后总有一线光芒。因为每一朵乌云背后，都有太阳或者月亮闪耀。

——逸名

Sudden Clearing

突如其来的清扫

As each day comes to us refreshed and anew, so does my gratitude renew itself daily. The breaking of the sun over the horizon is my grateful heart dawning upon a blessed world.

——Terri Guillemets

It was a true leap of faith on my part. Moving from the populated, civilized suburbs we'd always known to a secluded home in the country had always been my husband's dream, not mine.

But when two people are in it for the long haul, their dreams merge just like their CD collections and their grandmothers'china. So on the day he told me he'd found paradise-a house for sale on a ten-acre lot fi fteen miles away-I knew my life was about to change.

“It's perfect，”Jim said, his voice full of hope and longing.“There's plenty of room to put in a garden, plus it already has a hayfi eld, a pole barn and lots of evergreen trees for privacy.”

When we toured the property together I saw that he was right about everything-including the enormous evergreen trees. While some politely edged the driveway or marched along the distant property line, others loomed just a few feet from the front door and windows, dark and imposing.They formed an impenetrable green wall that blocked both the light and the view.

“You can't see the front yard from the house，”I pointed out，“or even a car coming up the driveway.”

“Don't worry，”he assured me.“If it really bothers you we'll cut some down. But maybe you'll end up liking them.”

I could see that he had his heart set on the place, and months later I found myself living fi ve miles north of a one-stoplight town. But it didn't take long for me to get used to the solitude.I began to appreciate the peace and tranquility of country life, falling asleep to the sound of crickets and waking up to birdsong.From the backyard I could watch the ripening hay rippling in the breeze, the deer that cut across the fi eld, the sandhill cranes that nested in our wetlands.I felt grateful to have found something I didn't know I'd been missing.

But those trees！I just couldn't get used to that dark wall of evergreens towering over the front of the house. lt made me feel claustrophobic.I longed to look out the windows and see the wide, sunny expanse of lawn stretching down to the road.I also worried about our safety-every time the wind blew I wondered if a limb would come crashing right though the window.

Jim's promise that we could simply cut them down had been sincere but naïve.We’d learned that trees of that size were very expensive to remove, requiring a lot of specialized equipment and manpower.And the trucks were so heavy that the company could only schedule the job during the late winter, when the ground was still relatively frozen.

So we waited, putting money into the“Tree Fund”whenever we could. Knowing we could afford to have only a few removed, we walked the property over and over, looking at the house from every angle.We solicited opinions from family, neighbors and friends.In fact, every guest who visited us in our new home got the same interrogation：“So, should we take out every other tree, or maybe a grouping on just one side, or……?”

Finally, on a chilly day at the end of February, the experts pulled up in their oversize trucks. By late afternoon they'd cut three trees down to the stumps, punching a pretty good-sized hole in our tree wall and letting some weak winter sunshine through.I was grateful that we'd been able to begin the project, but wished we could have done more.

I had no idea then that a twist of fate was about to help that wish along.

On a muggy Sunday afternoon just a few months later, Jim and I were outside when we noticed the wind picking up. Then the sky began to darken with ominous and fast-moving clouds.I grabbed a few flats of flowers and raced with them to the shed, just before the fi rst raindrops fell.

I was watching from the back porch when I realized that this was no ordinary storm. The rain fell in torrents, pushed nearly sideways by a wind shear that charged across the fi eld, heading straight for the house like a freight train.

“Hurry！”I called to Jim, who had gone upstairs to close the windows. I had to shout to be heard above the roar of the wind.“We need to get to the basement！”

I went in search of our cats, knowing they'd be terrifi ed in whatever hiding place they were cowering. I could hear the rain pounding against the house, then a loud crack that could only mean tree limbs breaking.The lights went out, signaling that we'd lost power for everything from the refrigerator to the well pump.

By the time Jim grabbed a fl ashlight and met me at the basement door, the roaring had stopped. The rain dwindled to a sprinkle.As quickly as it had begun, the storm was over.

Fear making our hearts beat faster, we stepped outside to survey the damage. ln the backyard, small branches littered the soaked grass, and some lawn furniture had been tossed around like beach balls.That didn't seem so bad.

Then we went around to the front, where we stared in amazement. The pear, cherry and maple trees were all intact.But the huge evergreens, which must have been standing for at least thirty years, had not survived.Some had snapped in half like toothpicks.One had been ripped out of the ground by its roots and had fallen against another tree, missing our house by inches.

Unbelievably, miraculously, not a single tree or branch had fallen on the house. I blinked back tears of relief and sent up a prayer of gratitude that the home we were building our dreams on was still standing strong.

Cleaning up the mess took several months of work with a chainsaw, plus a return trip from the tree removal guys. ln all, six trees had been lost, with our homeowners insurance covering most of the cost.

So in the end, what could have been a devastating experience turned out to be a blessing. Our months of planning and agonized decision-making had been swept aside by Mother Nature's awesome power-in just ten minutes, the wind had accomplished what would have taken us years to do.

Thanks to those storm clouds, and their beautiful silver linings, our country home is now our haven, a place fi lled with peace, contentment……and light.

——Carol A. Grund

迎来的每一天都是崭新的，正如我的感激之情一样。跃出地平线的曙光犹如我心，对这个神圣的世界充满着感激。

——特里·古伊梅

在信仰上，我经历了真正的飞跃。从熟悉的、人口稠密的文明城市搬到僻静的乡村一直都是我丈夫的梦想，不是我的。但当两个人不畏艰辛，共同为之努力时，也就慢慢变成了两个人共同的理想，就像一起收集光碟和古董瓷器一样。所以，当他告诉我他找到了理想之地的时候，我知道自己的生活将要发生巨大的改变。这座待售的房子距离我家有15英里远，在一片10英亩的土地上。

“这个地方很完美。”吉姆说，“花园里有足够的空间种些东西，此外那里已经有一块牧草地、一座谷仓，还有隐蔽护院的常青树。”从他的声音可以听出，他对那个地方充满了希望和向往。

后来，我们一起去看那个地方，到了那里我发现与他描述的一致——甚至包括那些巨大的常青树。有些树整齐地站在车道的两侧，或者环绕着远处的地界线；另外一些树则笼罩着离大门和窗户几英尺的地方，神秘而且很有气势。这些树形成了天然的绿色屏障，挡住了光线和视线。

“你从房子里面看不到前院，”我说，“甚至看不到车道上开过来的车辆。”

“不要担心，”他宽慰我说，“如果这些树碍事的话，我们可以砍掉一些。但是，也许你最后会喜欢上它们。”

看得出来，他很喜欢这个地方。几个月后，我们就搬到了这里，位于一个小镇的北面五英里处。没过多久，我就适应了这个僻静之地，开始享受这样平和宁静的乡村生活。每天伴着蟋蟀声入睡、伴着虫鸣声清醒。在后院里，我可以看到微风中草地掀起的波浪、跑过草地的小鹿、栖息在湿地的沙丘鹤。能够发现我不曾知道的、从未见过的景色，我内心充满了感激。

除了那些树！我实在无法忍受那高高耸立在房子前面的树墙。它给人一种如临幽闭之地的强烈的不安之感。我渴望透过窗户看那片一直绵延到大路的草地。我更担心我们的安全——每次听到风吹，我总是怀疑会不会有树枝正好砸到了窗户上。

吉姆承诺说砍掉一些树，这个想法很真诚，但却天真。据我们了解，要砍掉如此粗大的树需要花费很多钱，需要一些专门的工具和人力。由于卡车很笨重，公司只能把这个工作安排在冬末时节，那时候地面还有结冻。

因此，我们等啊等，只要可以，我们就存钱到“树木基金”。等到积攒的钱足以挪走几棵树的时候，我们一遍遍地从各个角度观察这座房子，以确定挪哪些树。我们征求家人、邻居和朋友的建议。实际上，每一个到访我们新家的客人都会被问道：“那么，我们应该每隔一棵树移除一棵呢，还是把一边的树都砍掉？还是……”

最后，在二月底寒冷的一天，专业伐树人员开着大型卡车过来伐树。直到黄昏，才砍倒三棵树，只留下树桩。在这面树墙上，钻出一个好大的洞，让微弱的冬日阳光洒进来。感谢上帝，我们终于开始了这项工程，但我希望速度可以更快些。

我当时并不知道，命运的捉弄即将助我实现这一愿望。

几个月后，一个闷热的周日下午，吉姆和我都在屋外，注意到当时狂风骤起，接着天空开始被乌云笼罩。我摘了几朵花就赶紧在第一滴雨落下来之前跑到屋子里躲雨。

我在后廊上看了看天空，发觉这绝不是普通的暴风雨。大雨滂沱，在狂风的作用下，大雨斜扫地面，如货运列车般向房子扫过来。

“赶快！”我向吉姆喊道。他一直在楼上关窗户，我必须大声喊叫，盖过呼啸的风声：“我们得到地下室去！”

我去找猫咪们，它们一定害怕极了，一定是蜷缩着躲在隐蔽的地方。我可以听到雨点重重地敲击着房子的声音，然后是响亮的断裂声，只能是树枝断裂了。灯全灭了，这就是说从电冰箱到抽水机都断电了。

等到吉姆拿着手电筒在地下室与我会合的时候，呼啸声停了，雨也变小了，变成了淅淅沥沥的小雨。正如来时一样迅速，暴雨停了。

因为感到恐惧，所以我的心脏跳得很快。我们走出地下室，查看一下暴雨带来的损失。在后院，小树枝散落在湿透了的草地上，修理草坪的器械像海滩球一样，被抛到一边。看样子情况还没有很糟糕。

然后，我们到了前院。被眼前的景象给震住了。梨树、樱桃树还有枫树都依然完好无损。但是，那些至少有30岁树龄的常青树却没有躲过这场暴风雨。其中有些已经一折两断，像牙签一样。有一棵树竟连根拔起，倒在另一棵离我们的房子只有几英寸的树上。

简直难以置信，竟然没有一棵树，甚至是树枝掉在房屋上。我忍住眼泪，感谢上帝，承载着我们梦想的房子仍然屹立在那里。

三个伐木小伙子用电锯，花了好几个月的时间才把残局收拾完毕。总共损失了六棵树，房屋保险将承担大部分的清理费用。

到最后，看似一场毁灭性的灾难却变成了一件幸运的事情。大自然那令人敬畏的力量不理会我们几个月以来的计划和艰难的决定——仅仅10分钟的时间，狂风就完成了我们要花费很多年才能完成的事情。

感谢那些暴风云和它们背后的光芒。这座乡村房子已变成了我们的天堂，一个平和、让人满足和明亮的地方。

——卡罗尔·A.葛伦德

Walking Wounded

失魂落魄

Things turn out best for the people who make the best out of the way things turn out.

——Art Linkletter

I didn't even make it through the fi rst day. Less than twenty-four hours after my arrival on Maui, I was in the ER.My daughter and I had been boogie boarding for about an hour in front of our condo on the beautiful south shore of the island.Smooth sailing and having a blast.But on the south side, conditions can change like fl icking on a light switch.The wind comes whipping in and the surf gets high and rough and breaks close to the shore.

A“killer wave”came roaring in, but my timing was off. lt fl ipped me over and slammed me into the shore, dislocating my left shoulder for the second time in my less than illustrious career of board sports.（The fi rst was skiing, twenty-two years previously.）I knew immediately what the damage was.

I made it off the beach up to the lawn in front of the condo complex where my wife was relaxing with a book. With my arm jutting out above my head like I was hailing a taxi, I calmly（at least for the situation）said that I was going to need some medical attention.

“Is there a doctor around?”my wife yelled out, just like in the movies.“Or a nurse……anyone who can help us?”

Well, it just so happened, there was a doctor around. Two in fact.They were brothers who were vacationing together with their families.And one was an orthopedic surgeon.What luck！

Not so fast. They gave it a good try, they really did.But without painkillers, there was no way they could pop it back in without excruciating pain.

Okay, Plan B. My wife and daughter strapped me into our compact rental car, my arm still extending straight out, and headed out for the hospital, a mere twenty-five minutes away, or three hours in extreme-pain time.Fortunately, it was still early in the day and the waiting time to be seen in the ER was only another half hour.（Again, see above for discomfort conversion）.

“Don't worry，”said the ER nurse as she administered my long overdue dose of Demerol.“Dr. Smith is very good at this.He does these all the time.”

“I did three yesterday，”the shaggy-haired, surfer-dude type in the white coat announced proudly as he approached my bed.“You're my fi rst today. But it's still early！”

Lucky me, I'm Number One！

The goofballs kicked in, I passed out, and the shoulder was popped back in. I came to, and my wife and daughter led me out to our rental car on shaky getaway sticks.Ten more days of vacation and my grand plan of days filled with water sports and frolicking in paradise were literally dashed on the rocks, much like my broken body.

We stopped at a grocery store for supplies on the way back to our condo. I needed beer, lots of beer.As I had declined the offer of prescription painkillers, I was going to have to self-medicate.Not feeling like strolling among the aisles of the store, I let the girls do the shopping while I settled in at an outdoor table at the bar across the street.

I was sipping my beer when I noticed the fi rst one, the lady at the far table with the leg boot, drinking a mai tai.

I felt her pain. I glanced at the table at my right, and there was a fellow beer drinker with an arm cast.I fi nished my beer and on the way out noticed two more-a neck brace and……another sling！

I went to meet the girls and noticed even more casts, slings, braces, boots, crutches and canes.

Suddenly, I felt better. Yes, my shoulder still throbbed.I was facing several months of physical therapy.My vacation plans were severely altered.But……I wasn't alone！I had company！There were others like me, who had scrimped and saved to come to paradise for their dream vacation, only to wind up bent, folded, spindled and mutilated.

Yeah, I probably wasn't going to be as active as I had wanted to be. I would have to adapt.I could still hang out in the pool and snorkel in the shallow water by the reef.I would have to walk the beach for a few days instead of my daily run.But that next morning as I cracked open a beer on a chaise lounge, under a palm tree, a panoramic ocean view in front of me, it hit me.

If you're going to have to convalesce, this was a great place to do it.

——Lee Hammerschmidt

全力以赴的人会使事情出现最好的结果。

——阿特·林柯莱特

来到这里的第一天我就过得很不顺。来到毛伊岛不到24小时我就进了急诊室。就在我们公寓的前面有一座美丽的小岛，我和女儿在小岛南部海面上冲了大约一个小时的浪。我们时而平稳航行，时而会迎来大海浪。但是小岛南部海面的情况就像电灯开关一样，说变就变。一股海风掀起海浪，高高的浪头直逼到海滨才消退。

一股“杀人浪”呼啸而至，而我已经没有时间躲避。大浪把我掀翻并狠狠地把我拍在沙滩上，我的左肩因此而脱臼。在我算不上辉煌的滑板生涯中，这是第二次脱臼（第一次脱臼是在22年前滑雪的时候）。我很快意识到造成了怎样的伤害。

我离开海滩走上公寓前的草坪，妻子正在那儿看书。我的手臂虽已脱臼到必须高举过头部，好像在打出租车一样，我还是冷静地（至少在这种情况下）告诉她我需要看医生。

像电影里的场景一样，妻子大喊：“附近有医生吗？护士也行，谁来帮帮我们啊？”

然而，现实还真的很戏剧化，附近还真有一个医生。实际上有两个，他们是一对兄弟，正与家人一起在这里度假。而且其中一个还是整形外科医生。我真是幸运啊！

事情发展没有想象的那样快。他们的确试着帮助我们，但因为没有止痛药，他们没有办法给我矫正，除非我忍受得了剧烈的疼痛。

没办法，只能另想办法。妻子和女儿把我安放到租来的小汽车里，手臂一直保持着向前伸直的状态。就这样，开往医院。仅仅25分钟的路程，我感觉像疼了三个小时。幸运的是，时间还早。再等半小时，就可以去急诊室看医生了（再一次，感觉像是又疼了三个多小时）。

“不用担心，”急诊室护士边说边给我注射早就该用上的止痛药德美罗，“史密斯大夫很擅长治脱臼，他一直治疗这类患者。”

“昨天我就治疗了三位脱臼的病人。”一个头发蓬乱、像是个冲浪爱好者的人穿着白大褂，自豪地边说边走近我的病床，“今天，你是第一位病人，但时间有些早。”

多幸运啊，我是第一位病人。

镇静剂发挥了作用，我昏睡过去，后来脱臼的手臂被接上了。醒来后，妻子和女儿就让我拄着摇摇晃晃的拐棍回到车上。10天的假期里，伟大的水上运动之旅以及嬉戏的天堂，也像我这受伤的身体一样，被拍碎在岩石上。

在回公寓的路上，我们在一家杂货店前停了下来，买了一些日用品。我需要啤酒，很多的啤酒。因为我拒绝了医生开的止痛药，我需要自我治疗。不喜欢在杂货店的货廊间闲逛，我让妻子和女儿去买东西，我自己走到马路对面，在酒吧的露天桌椅旁坐了下来。

正当我小口抿着啤酒的时候，我看见一位女士在远处的桌旁坐着，正喝着鸡尾酒，她穿着“靴状”管以固定小腿。

我能感受她腿上的痛苦。我又向右侧的桌子看去，看到一个胳膊上打着石膏的伙计在喝啤酒。而当我喝完啤酒，在离开的路上又看到两个伤者，一个戴着颈托，一个还缠着绷带！在去找妻子和女儿的路上，我还看到了更多或打着石膏，或缠着绷带，或戴着支架，或拄着拐杖和手杖的人。

突然间，我感到好多了。虽然肩关节还是阵阵疼痛，我还得面对数月的理疗，我的假期计划被彻底地打乱了。但是，至少我不是一个人！还有很多与我同病相怜的人。有很多人像我一样省吃俭用，为的是来这个度假天堂放松，最后却以受伤收场。

是的，我可能不会像以前那样活跃，但我必须适应。我依然可以在游泳池里放松，在暗礁附近的浅滩处潜水；我至少可以在沙滩上散几天步，代替之前的日常跑步。第二天早晨，当我躺在那棕榈树下的长椅上，欣赏着海景的时候，眼前的景色让我释然了。

如果你打算疗养的话，毛伊岛是个很好的地方。

——李·哈默施密特

Working Out for the Best

最好的安排

Angels deliver Fate to our doorstep-and anywhere else it is needed.

——Jessi Lane Adams

Second semester junior year was tough. I was an economics major at the University of Redlands and had to take an art class to fill a graduation requirement.To make matters worse, the only one that fit my coursework schedule was three hours once a week, on the same night as lntervarsity Large Group Bible Study.

Intervarsity Large Group was more or less my whole social life. I was a double major with a minor, worked two campus jobs, and went home every weekend to take care of my grandmother.I didn't have much time for the friends I so desperately wanted.This weekly fellowship was all I had, and the thought of missing it made me feel completely insecure.

Unfortunately, I had no choice. I needed the class to graduate, and I had no guarantee there wouldn't be a worse schedule conflict the following semester.I had no legitimate reason not to take the class.Besides, surely my friends wouldn't forget me completely.Just because I couldn't go to Large Group didn't mean I wasn't a part of lntervarsity, and I could catch up with everyone at the annual retreat the fi rst week of summer vacation.

Every year the lntervarsity group had a retreat to Catalina lsland, off Newport. Everyone always had such a wonderful time, bonding within the fellowship, growing in their faith together.I had always wanted to go, but never could.This year was different.I was going to have the money for the trip.I was going to be a part of that group, making real interpersonal connections with others, in faith.I was going to belong.

The semester went on, and I rarely saw my friends. Every so often a student Bible study leader would drop by my dorm to visit me and keep me abreast of upcoming events.After a while, the Bible study leaders stopped coming by.I didn't mind too much.I was busy with everything else going on.

About two weeks before the end of the semester, I called one of the group leaders to ask about details for the retreat. Slightly startled, she told me she didn't know that I was interested in going.I conveyed with enthusiasm how much I was looking forward to it.

“Oh, I'm so sorry. Registration closed last week.”

Silent mortifi cation. lt had happened.They had forgotten me.After three years of being a part of the fellowship, not a single person thought to call me about the retreat.I was so insignifi cant；my insecurity swelled.

Hurt and with a bitter heart, I wondered how I could be so easily dismissed by these Christians. Could it be that these people, striving to live the word of God, couldn't fi nd any value in me?Did they even notice when I was there?Was my existence truly so inconsequential?

Then the anger came. Anger at the fellowship for forgetting me.Anger at myself for being vulnerable to the pain.Anger at God for letting it happen.

If God is in control, and all things happen for“the best，”what could possibly be“the best”in being completely forgotten by my friends?How does“the best”end up with me being cast aside by my fellowship, and not being allowed to go on retreat?Why would God not desire me there?Am I so despised that God Himself doesn't want me?

The semester ended. Envious and sorrowful, I watched my former friends pack up their cars and start out for the retreat.Continuing to feel hurt by the situation, I headed home to take care of my grandmother.The wound continued to fester for the entire fi rst day of vacation.

The second day of vacation, my grandmother died.

Around two in the morning, there was the familiar sound of her getting out of bed. lt was the usual ritual.Many nights she would wake up with some type of stomach pain and sit in the living room until it passed.

Dragging myself from my warm bed, I followed her out to the living room. We both sat in silence.I felt my eyelids gaining weight.I might have fallen asleep for a moment, but then she suddenly began gasping for breath.

Only half alert, my eyes opened to take in the situation. There she was, sitting in a blue overstuffed chair, her eyes bulging, her mouth open, her body heaving as she gasped for air.

“Are you okay?”I asked like an idiot. She couldn't even catch a breath to answer.

“I'm going to call 911，”I said as she gasped more violently.

By the time the ambulance came, she had already died. lt was a heart attack.

While it was obviously painful, it was over quickly. She knew I was there, holding her hand.She died in her home, knowing I was with her, and that she was loved.

If I had gone on the retreat, she would have died alone. No one would have even known until I came home the following week to find the body.I would have never been able to live with myself if that had happened and was suddenly so grateful that I hadn't gone.

God does use everything and everyone to His greater glory. Even when it seems we have fallen out of favor, and He is turning things against us, it is part of His loving protection.

My grandmother and I were both blessed by His use of a silly university graduation requirement, and the turning of the hearts of my friends to forget me when it was time for retreat registration. He further blessed me, after I was left alone by the death, by stirring the hearts of my friends to remember me once more.The discomfort I felt from Him turning my friends from me for this short period of time was minimal compared to the pain both my grandmother and I would have suffered if she had died alone.

God is in control, and things do happen for“the best.”It's just hard to see what“the best”is before it happens.

——Mei Emerald Gaffey-Hernandez

天使将命运交付给我们每一个人——到每一个需要它的地方。

——杰西·莱恩·亚当斯

对我来说，大学二年级的下半学年是一段艰难的岁月。我在雷德兰兹大学就读，主修的是经济学，但根据毕业要求，我还需要修一门艺术类课程。更糟糕的是，唯一与我的专业课程安排不冲突的是一门一周一次，且每一次就要上三个小时的课程，还恰好与校际《圣经》研究小组的活动在同一个晚上。

参加校际《圣经》研究小组的活动几乎是我全部的社会生活。我在校修的是双学位，其中一门为辅修，还同时做着两份校园兼职的工作，而且每个周末我都要回家照顾祖母。因此，虽然我很想和朋友们在一起，却没有太多的闲暇时间。每周一次的圣经团体活动时间，是我仅有的和朋友在一起的时间，所以一想到错过活动，我就会有不安的感觉。

事实上，我却没有那么幸运，我别无选择。因为需要修这门课才能毕业，而且我也不能保证下个学期的课程安排不会比这一次的更糟糕。我也没有合理的理由拒绝修这门课程。况且，我很确信，朋友们不会把我完全忘记。我虽不能参加《圣经》研究小组的活动，但并不意味着我不是其中的一员。我可以在一年一度的静修期间赶上他们的进度，也就是每个暑假的第一周。

校际研究小组每年都会到卡塔琳娜岛上静修，在纽波特附近。每个人都玩得很愉快，增进成员之间的感情，分享共同的信仰。我一直很想参加，但都没参加成。今年不同于往日，我将有足够的钱支付这次旅行。我也将成为小组的一员，可以在共同的信仰基础之上增进我们之间的感情，并且有了归属感。

这个学期，我很少见这些朋友。偶尔，《圣经》研究小组组长会顺便到宿舍来看我，跟我说一下小组的近况。之后，组长就没再来了。我并不太介意此事，因为我也一直忙碌着自己的事情。

距学期末还有两周的时候，我打电话给其中的一个小组组长，询问了一下关于静修的细节问题。她显得有些惊讶，说不知道我有兴趣参加这个活动。我热切地告诉她，我很期待这次的静修活动。

“但很抱歉，报名在上周就截止了。”

无声的羞辱最终还是发生了，他们已经把我忘记了。参加这个小组已经三年了，却没有一个人记得通知我参加静修的事情。我是多么微不足道，内心充满了不安的感觉。

我的内心感到很痛苦，感觉被伤害到了。我不知道为什么自己这么容易被这些基督教友遗忘，难道是他们这些努力地按照上帝的旨意生活的人，竟没能在我身上发现价值吗？我在小组里的时候，他们注意过我吗？我的存在真的就那么不重要吗？

我内心很愤怒。气教友们竟然把我忘记，更气自己这么容易感到痛苦，也气上帝竟让这一切发生。

如果上帝主宰着这一切，并使事情朝“最好的方向”发展，那么，被自己的朋友们彻底忘记，这就是所谓的“最好”吗？被朋友们忘记，没能够参加静修活动，“最好”在哪里？为什么上帝不给我静修旅行的机会？我真的那么令人讨厌，甚至连上帝都不喜欢？

学期末，看着曾经的朋友们都忙着收拾行装、准备出发，我心里既羡慕又伤心。看到此情此景，心中仍然觉得很受伤。我只能回家照顾祖母。假期第一天，我仍为此事困扰着。

假期的第二天，祖母就去世了。

大概凌晨两点钟，祖母起床的声音响起。对此我已经很熟悉，这已经变成了一种习惯。很多个夜晚，祖母都因为胃痛疼醒，起床到客厅里坐着直到疼痛消失为止。

我把自己从温暖的被窝拖出来，跟她一起到了客厅。我们两人安静地坐着。我感觉眼皮很重，特别困。我可能睡了一会儿，但之后她开始急促地喘气。

半睡半醒中，我睁开眼，想弄清楚眼前的情况。她坐在一个蓝色的松软的椅子上，眼睛鼓鼓的，嘴巴张开着，因为拼命吸气，身体往下沉去。

“你还好吗？”我像个傻子一样问道。她竟没有回答的力气。

“我去打911。”我说，她呼吸得更加急促。

救护车到达的时候，她已经去世了，因为心脏病突发。

当时，她看起来很痛苦，但结束得很快。她知道我陪在旁边，抓着她的手。她在自己家中去世，身边有我陪伴着，这也是她希望的。

如果我去参加了静修活动，她将会孤独地离去。没有人会发现，直到一周后，我回家后才会发现。如果这一切发生了，我也将不能独自生活。我突然很庆幸自己没有去。

上帝为维护威严，会利用任何方式。即使看起来我们可能不被上帝宠爱，或者上帝没有让事情按照我们的意愿发展，那也是上帝对我们的爱护。

我和祖母都得到了上帝的眷顾，虽然以愚蠢的大学毕业要求的方式，还有教友们在报名参加静修活动时把我遗忘的方式。在祖母去世留下我一个人的时候，上帝继续眷顾着我，让那些朋友再次记起我。上帝让他们暂时把我忘记，虽很令人难过，但是相比较而言并不是那么重要了。如果祖母在孤独中去世，我和祖母将会承受与之相比更大的痛苦。

上帝掌控着世间的一切，事情确实是朝着“最好”的方向发展。在“最好”发生之前，它并不容易被人看出。

——梅·埃默拉尔德·加菲-埃尔南德斯

Writing a New Story

开拓新事业

Keep a green tree in your heart and perhaps a singing bird will come.

——Chinese Proverb

“I'm sorry we don't have anything suitable for you，”said the receptionist behind the desk as she handed me my résumé.I felt now the familiar feeling of despair.I counted off mentally-this was the fi fth“no”I’d received over the week.

It had been four months since my husband's transfer brought us to this small town and I felt like a fish out of water. Life seemed to have come to a standstill after the hustle and bustle of vibrant Mumbai.I missed my work, my colleagues, my friends.God, I even missed the overcrowded Mumbai locals.My job with a large financial corporation seemed like a distant dream.Back in the 1990s, smaller lndian towns had barely any fi nancial activity.For someone used to spending over twelve hours at work, sitting home was punishment.I needed to work.

I went to the few placement agencies in the city.

Not satisfi ed with that, I went to the business hub and dropped off my résumé at all suitable offi ces.

No luck！Either I was rejected for being“over qualifi ed”or the jobs just didn't excite me. Now, after almost a month of serious job-hunting I was still jobless.

I pored over my résumé looking for other qualifi cations I could use.I had a dual specialization in marketing and fi nance……so if fi nance wasn’t working out maybe it was time for a marketing job.Every city needed people to market something, I reasoned.I had no experience but I had to give it a shot.

Soon I was back at the offices with a new résumé highlighting my marketing qualifi cations, back to the placement agents telling them I was okay with a marketing job.

Then followed another wearisome round of interviews and the“no-thank-yous”really hurt. There were times I had a brusque“no vacancy”fl ung at me heartlessly.Sometimes people would glance at my résumé and dismiss me with a curt“but you have no experience.”Other times the reasons were bizarre.“You are an MBA but you will be reporting to a college graduate；it won’t work.”Or even stranger，“we have an all-male team；you’re a girl so you just won’t fi t.”I’d have laughed if I hadn’t been so miserable.Worse, there were times I couldn’t even get past the receptionist.I’d plead with her to let me meet the management.But they were always“busy.”

It was frustrating and I despaired. Was there really nothing I could do?I felt worthless.My self-confi dence, always a tad shaky, took a deep plunge.My husband was busy with the demands of his new assignment and I felt well and truly alone.

Then one day a neighbour dropped in. While I brought her water she idly fl ipped through the“crib diary”I'd left on the table.This was an informal journal where I'd often pour out my anguish after tough days of job-hunting.“You write quite well，”she remarked casually, even as I took the journal from her, terribly embarrassed about my private ramblings.She left, but the thought remained.After months of rejection the compliment felt good.I was good at something……or was she merely being polite?I dismissed the thought and tried to busy myself with the housework.

That evening over dinner I mentioned the incident to my husband.“I know someone at the local newspaper. Why don't you check with him?Maybe they have something suitable for you，”said he.Newspaper?No way.My only relationship with the entire publishing industry had been that of an avid reader.It was uncharted territory.

However I did make an appointment with the shift in charge. I had nothing to recommend me-no qualifi cations, no background, no experience.However I firmly pushed back all my anxieties.I tried to concentrate on what I DID have.My convent education and love for books ensured that I was fairly well acquainted with the intricacies of written English.That was what I had.

The next morning, armed with the shreds of my confidence and my résumé，I went to the newspaper offi ce.I had nothing to lose-perhaps it was that thought that gave me courage.I told the shift in charge I had never worked in publishing before.He silently handed me a copy and said，“Edit it.”When I fi nished, I handed it back to him.I waited with bated breath for the dreaded“you won’t fi t”line.

“This is not bad，”said he，“but you realize you'll be starting at the bottom of the ladder?”Bottom of the ladder?I was being offered a job！I stopped myself from whooping with joy and managed to reply with a serene“Yes, that'll be fi ne.”

“Well then, go down to the Personnel Department and work out the compensation，”said he. I tripped out feeling suddenly light and euphoric.

That's not the end of my story, though. Each day I was assailed with doubts.I made mistakes and got laughed at.But I learnt.I learnt the intricacies of news reporting, of conducting interviews, of scanning pictures, of dummies and layouts, of ads that came in at the last moment and upset my careful space calculations.Each day was a challenge and I fell in love with it all.I'd never enjoyed work so much before.

Ironically enough, a year later I was approached by the financial corporation I had been working for in Mumbai. They were setting up offi ce in our city and wanted me to head the operations.And guess what, it was my turn to say“no, thank you.”

——Tulika Singh

家有梧桐树，引得凤凰归。

——中国谚语

“很抱歉，我们没有适合您的职位。”坐在桌子后面的接待员边说边把简历递给我。又一次绝望，我在心里默默地数着——一周以来，这是第五次被拒绝。

因为丈夫工作调动的关系，我们搬到这个小镇到现在为止已经有四个月了。我感觉像离水之鱼，很不自在。离开喧嚣热闹的孟买以后，感觉生活像是静止了一样。我怀念以前的工作、曾经的同事和朋友。上帝啊，我甚至想念那里拥挤的人群。曾在大型金融公司工作的经历，而今看来像是遥远的梦。早在20世纪90年代，在印度的小型城镇中，几乎没有什么金融活动。而对一个习惯了每天工作超过12个小时的人来说，待在家中无所事事无疑是一种折磨，我需要工作。

我去了市里的职业中介机构找工作，结果不如意。我又去商业中心，向每一个合适的公司投递了简历。

时运不济！不是因为“太过优秀”而遭到拒绝，就是因为工作满足不了我的要求而被拒绝。

到目前为止，我已经努力求职了一个多月，却依然待业在家。

我仔细研究了自己的简历，筛选出可以用得上的资历证明。因为我擅长市场营销和金融两方面……所以如果金融方面的工作找不到，或许我可以试一下营销方面的工作。每一个城市都需要营销人才，我这样想。我虽没有相关的工作经验，但可以试一下。很快，我又向各个公司重新投递了一份简历，凸显自己的营销资格。又向职业中介机构说明我也可以做市场营销方面的工作。

随之而来的是又一轮折磨人的面试，“抱歉——谢谢”真的很伤人。很多次，我都被一句“没有空缺”无情地回绝了。有时候，他们瞥几眼我的简历，然后婉言拒绝说“但您没有相关的工作经验”。还有的拒绝理由更奇怪，“你是一位工商管理学硕士，但需要向本科毕业生汇报工作，这样不好吧”。还有更奇怪的，“我们的工作团队里全部是男性，你一个女孩子，不太合适”。如果没有这么悲惨，我真想笑。更糟糕的是，有的时候我甚至连秘书那一关都过不去，我必须恳求她让我见一下经理，但他们总是“很忙”。

我感到很沮丧、绝望。真的没有适合我的工作吗？我感觉自己毫无价值。一直摇摇欲坠的信心直跌至谷底。丈夫一直忙于新的工作任务，我感觉孤独无助。

一天，邻居来家里做客。在我给她倒水的时候，她漫不经心地翻看我落在桌上的“日记”。这是本私人日记，用来倾诉求职的痛苦经历。“你的文笔不错。”她随口说。虽然我把日记从她手里拿了过来，但仍感觉很尴尬。她离开后，我依然在想这件事。一连几个月求职遭拒，这句恭维的话让我很高兴。我擅长做某事……或者她仅仅出于礼貌？我尽量不去想这件事，让自己忙于家务。

晚饭间，我向丈夫提及此事。“我认识一个人，他在本地报社工作。你为什么不与他见一下呢？或许有适合你的工作。”他说。报社？不行。我和出版业唯一的联系就是一位忠实的读者。这也是我从未涉足过的领域。

虽然如此，我还是和报社负责人约定了见面。我没有什么可介绍的——没有相关资历证书，没有背景，没有相关的工作经验。我毅然决然地击退了所有的焦虑，展现我所具备的能力。我在修道院受过教育，喜欢读书，我能够熟练应用书面英语，这就是我所具备的能力。

第二天早上，带着几分自信和简历，我来到报社办公室。我没有什么可以失去的——也许是这种想法给了我勇气。我告诉报社负责人自己以前从未做过出版工作。他只是默默地递给我一份原稿说：“编辑一下。”编辑完交还他之后，我屏息静气地等待宣判“你不合适这项工作”。

“还不错，”他说，“但是你需要从最基层开始做起。”最基层？我得到这份工作了！我抑制住内心的那份喜悦，平静地答道：“好的，当然。”

“那去人事部了解一下薪酬情况。”他说。我顿感轻松愉快。

至此，我的故事还没有结束。我每天都会有很多疑问，我会犯错误，被同事嘲笑，但我学到了很多。我学会了如何做新闻报道、做采访、扫描图片、排版，学会如何安排在最后一分钟插入广告，虽然打乱了原有的版面安排。每天都充满挑战，但我喜欢这一切。我从来没有像现在这样爱自己的工作。

具有讽刺意味的是，一年以后，在孟买工作过的金融公司找到我。他们将要在我们市设立办事处，想让我负责管理公司。你猜怎么样？这次轮到我说“抱歉——谢谢”。

——图里卡·辛格

Downsized Dad

超级奶爸

We must be willing to get rid of the life we've planned, so as to have the life that is waiting for us.

——Joseph Campbell

The phone call came late on a Friday afternoon. I listened to the cryptic voice mail message from my boss telling me to meet him at the airport on Monday morning.Though he regularly traveled to my sales territory to tour stores and meet with me, never had such a trip been sprung on me like this.They were scheduled weeks in advance and involved lengthy itineraries.This time it was different and I knew instantly what was coming.

After nine years with my company I had seen many employees let go. They never told you over the phone.I drove a company car and carried a laptop and cell phone that were company property.It was too much for them to risk.The pink slip always came via a short-notice visit from your regional manager.

Call it downsized, laid off, let go, fi red, it didn't really matter. What did matter was that in forty-eight hours, I was going to lose my job of nine years-a job that I had sacrifi ced so much for in an attempt to provide the best life I could for my wife and eventually, for our family.

I pulled the car over and sat on the side of the road. I was numb.I wanted to cry.I wanted to scream.I wanted to call my boss and beg for my job.Instead as I sat there I wondered how I was going to tell my wife Amber that just three months after bringing our fi rst child home from the hospital, I was out of a job.

The weekend was a blur. I didn't sleep.I couldn't eat.I was sick to my stomach.Amber and I sat up long into the night trying to plan for what was coming.We had minimal savings and lived in a city known for its weak job market.I wondered how we would make it.I was scared.Actually, terrified would more aptly describe my state of mind.

It was during one of those late night conversations that my wife gave me a great piece of advice. lt not only got me through the darkest days of my life, but also turned what I saw as the worst thing that could ever happen to me into something that I now view as an incredible blessing.

“Hold your head up high, be proud of what you have accomplished, go in with dignity and leave the same way，”she said.“This is happening for a reason, and eventually, you'll know what it is.”

I woke early on Monday and put on a crisp shirt and tie. I organized my fi les, and took my name badge, cell phone, extra car keys, and other materials and packed everything into a large manila envelope.I got to the airport early, bringing my wife and daughter with me for support（and a ride home once my car was taken from me）.

I saw my boss crossing the terminal toward me. I felt my chest tighten as I rose from my seat.My legs were rubber and I was sure I was going to collapse as I followed him to a corner table.Most of what was said was a blur, but once the ax was offi cially dropped, I handed over my corporate possessions, stood, shook his hand and thanked him for the opportunity he had given me.

As I turned the corner and walked away, tears began to well up in my eyes as the gravity of the situation hit me. For the fi rst time since I was thirteen years old, I was unemployed.

I spent the next week in a haze. Since I was married to a teacher, my wife had the summer off.While she stayed home with Zoey, I hid out in matinee movies, unsure of what to do while everyone else was at work.I did my best to get lost in whatever was on the screen, hoping to dull the pain that was eating away at me while I tried to reconcile what had happened.

I had spent a lifetime being identifi ed not as the smartest, the best looking or the most talented person in the room, but always as the hardest worker. lt was who I was and without that security blanket, I was lost.

No longer able to afford the daycare we had planned for Zoey, it would be up to me to assume the role of stay-at-home dad. My wife returned to school, and in what seemed like a blink of an eye, I went from managing a sales territory with twenty employees and millions of dollars in annual revenue, from a cell phone ringing off the hook and a calendar fi lled with appointments, to fi nding myself changing diapers, washing bottles and singing lullabies.Little did I know that what at first seemed so devastating would turn out to be an incredible blessing.

As the days melted into weeks, the depression faded, and I realized, like it or not, I had a responsibility to be the best stay-at-home dad I could be. The problem was, I didn't know what to do with a baby.I had never had one and never spent much time around any babies.I had no idea how was I supposed to occupy her time.So I did the only thing I knew how-I made it up as I went along.

Soon Zoey and I were taking day trips to the mall and drives to the lake. We became regulars at the local bookstore, attending readings and book signings.Sometimes, she would fall asleep and I would sit and read the newspaper, but most of the time, she was attached to my side, and soon, we were inseparable.

She became my lunch date, my confi dante and my best friend. Even more than that, I became a dad.Not a father, not a dutiful breadwinner, but a dad.I was there for her first word and her first bite of solid food.I watched her take her fi rst steps.It was incredible.I understood her various cries, I learned her quirky personality, and she and I developed a bond that four years later is unbreakable.

Though the fat salary, the bonuses, the company car and all the other perks of corporate life are long gone, I wouldn't change a thing. What was so dark and devastating, what caused such fi nancial hardship and strain in our lives, left me a new man.There isn't a job in the world worth giving up the time I spent with Zoey, and with a new set of priorities, I eventually had the courage to change careers and pursue my dreams.

Today, I am back at work, in a job I love, doing what I always wanted to do. The money will never be what it was, but the satisfaction, the peace in my heart, and most importantly, the relationship I have with my daughter are all things money could never buy.

——Matt Chandler

只有放弃规划的生活轨迹，才能拥抱人生。

——约瑟夫·坎贝尔

周五下午来了一通电话，我没有接到。我透过语音信息，得知老板要我周一上午去机场见他。虽然老板会定期到我所负责的销售区域视察，与我会面，但从来不会像这次一样突然拜访。通常情况下，公司会提前几周做相关事宜的安排。这一次非同寻常，我立即意识到将要发生什么。

在公司工作了九年，我经历了很多，看到很多同事被解雇。公司不会通过电话解雇员工。我开着公司的车，手提电脑和手机也都是公司财产。对他们来说，电话解雇冒的风险太大。一般情况下，都由区域经理进行短暂拜访，下达解雇通知书。

裁员、解雇也好，革职、炒鱿鱼也罢，什么样的说法没有关系。重要的是，在48小时内，我就要失业，离开工作了九年的公司。为了这份工作，我付出了很多，以便为妻子和我们的家提供最优质的生活。

我把车停靠在路边，坐在路边上。感觉自己已经麻木，特别想哭喊出来。我想给老板打电话，恳求他给我这份工作。我没有这么做，脑子里一直思考的是该如何告诉妻子安伯这件事。就在我们的第一个孩子出生后的第三个月，我竟面临失业。

整个周末，我都浑浑噩噩，夜不能眠，茶饭不思，胃也不舒服。我和妻子就一直坐到很晚，商议该如何应对将要发生的一切。我们没有多少积蓄，而且所在的城市以就业市场并不景气而闻名。我在想自己该怎么办。我心里很害怕。其实，恐惧更能说明我的心境。

就是在这些夜谈中，妻子给了我宝贵的建议。不仅帮我度过生命中最黑暗的一段日子，也让这件在过去看起来最糟糕的事情变成我眼中最不可思议的幸事。

“昂起头，为你所做出的贡献感到自豪，有尊严地进入公司，也应同样有尊严地离开，”她说，“事出必有因，你终究会知道原因的。”

周一，我早早地起来，穿了一件颜色明快的衬衫，系上领带。之后，我去收拾文件、姓名徽章、手机、汽车备用钥匙和其他一些资料。把所有的东西放入一个牛皮纸信封里。我早早地到达机场，妻子和女儿也同来支持我（还有公车上交之后的回程车）。

我看到老板穿过航空站朝我这边走来。我从座位上站起身，感觉胸口一紧。我的腿软若橡皮，感觉在跟着老板走到角落的桌子的过程中，自己几乎就要摔倒。老板讲了些什么，我没有反应，直到正式接到辞退信后，我即刻上交公司财产，随后起身，同老板握手，并在最后感谢公司提供的工作机会。

等到我转过身离开，理解到这一切将意味着什么，眼泪涌了出来。自13岁以来，这是我第一次失业。

接下来的一周，我一直处于混沌的状态。妻子是一名老师，正在过暑假。当她和佐薇在家的时候，我会躲到外面，看一场电影。当别人都在忙碌，自己却无所事事。我努力让自己沉浸在电影里，希望这样能冲淡吞噬着我的痛苦，试着接受已经发生的一切所带来的痛苦。

在公司，我虽不被认为是最聪明、最英俊或最有才华的人，但总是最努力工作的人。这就是我，没有了工作带来的安全感，我像迷失了一样。

因为我们已负担不起为佐薇计划的日托费用，也只能由我来承担起在家照顾她的角色。妻子已回学校工作，而似乎就在眨眼之间，我不再管理一个有20多名员工、年销售总额达百万的销售区域，不再有接不完的电话，不再有应酬不完的会面，取而代之的是，我开始为孩子换尿布、洗奶瓶、唱摇篮曲。真没想到，当初看起来那么令人绝望的事情竟然变成一份令人难以置信的祝福。

随着时间的流逝，我不再意志消沉，也慢慢地意识到，不管喜不喜欢，我都有责任尽最大努力做一个留在家中的好父亲。但问题是，我不知道该如何照顾孩子。我从来没有过孩子，更不曾花很多时间和孩子在一起。不知道该如何安排她的时间，所以，我只好做我唯一知道的事情——边做边安排。

很快，我和佐薇每天都会去逛商场，开车到湖边玩。我们变成了书店的常客，会参加读书会还有图书签售会。有时，她睡觉，而我坐在一旁看报纸。但大部分时间，她都会绕在我身边，形影不离。

她是我一起吃午餐的伙伴、知己，更是我最好的朋友。更甚，我还是她的爸爸。不是一个父亲，一个为家庭做经济支撑的父亲，而是个爸爸。她说出第一个词的时候，她第一次吃固体食物的时候，我都在她的身边。我看着她迈出第一步。很不可思议，我明白她的各种哭声，了解她的脾气和个性。我和女儿之间建立的感情，即使四年之后，依然坚不可摧。

没有了高薪水、丰厚奖金、公车，所有公司的津贴都已不再有，我改变不了任何一件事情。经历了那段黑暗且令人绝望的日子，经历了生活上的经济困难，我也不再是以前的我。世间没有什么工作值得让我放弃和佐薇在一起的时间，更重要的是，这些事使我最终鼓起勇气改变职业，继续追求我的梦想。

今天，我做着一份自己热爱的工作，做着我一直想做的事。钱永远只能是钱，满足感、心中的平和，还有最重要的，和女儿的感情是千金难买的。

——马特·钱德勒

Everything Happens for a Reason

万事皆有因

A person often meets his destiny on the road he took to avoid it.

——Jean de La Fontaine

The first time I saw my twelve-year-old son blinking unnaturally, I thought he must have gotten an eyelash or a piece of dust stuck in his eye. Every few seconds, he blinked his right eye-more like an extended wink, which he held down tightly.But even after washing his eye and examining it thoroughly, there was no evidence of any foreign body trapped inside.

“I don't know what's wrong with me，”he told me with that worried voice that kids reserve for their moms.“I have this sudden urge to blink, and even when I try not to, I can't stop it from coming.”When I looked at him with confusion on my face, he tried to explain.“It's sort of like when you have to cough and you can hold it in for a little while, but then it has to come out.”

Little did we know then that Craig's blinking was just the beginning of a continuing and challenging journey that would take us from doctor to doctor, and bring a diagnosis of Tourette syndrome.

“Tics，”the neurologist called his uncontrollable urges. When his blink tic fi nally disappeared, as abruptly as it had started, it was replaced by a continuous sniffi ng.Other tics followed：grunts, snorts, throat clearings and head twitches.Some were little more than an annoyance, others more intrusive.But when loud noises began to erupt from him-across between a bark and a yelp, he became the object of curious stares and cruel comments, leaving him overcome with shame.My son was trapped inside a body that had developed a mind of its own.

Tourette syndrome, we learned, is a neurological disorder characterized by repetitive involuntary movements and vocalizations. lt is estimated that 20，000 Americans have the most severe form, and as many as one in 100 exhibit milder and less complex symptoms, such as chronic motor or vocal tics.

During Craig's adolescence, tics came and went. My smart, popular, well-rounded teenage son became a recluse, escaping at every opportunity to the privacy of his bedroom where his body could release the uncontrollable yelps and barks and snorts without embarrassment.His only peace came when he fell asleep and his tics fi nally stopped.The years that should have been fi lled with the most carefree fun were instead ones of loneliness, confusion and anger over having a disorder that most people didn't understand.

As his mom, I became his health advocate, searching for information about Tourette syndrome and possible medical treatments, while helping him to accept“being different.”My greatest challenge was trying to answer his most painful question：“Why me?”

“Everything happens for a reason，”I repeated to him over and over, hoping that I could convince him-and myself-to believe that. Meanwhile, I prayed silently that before too long, we would fi nd the reason why my son was tortured by a body he couldn't control.

Then one day, Craig had an amazing discovery. While we were testing out our new video camera, he and his sister were fooling around, entertaining us with their own renditions of scenes from some of their favorite movies.When we played back the video, we couldn't believe our eyes……or our ears.In front of the camera, all of his tics suddenly disappeared.No blinks.No grunts.No yelps or barking.

He soon learned that when he was totally focused and deep in concentration, his tics were suppressed, at least temporarily.

As Craig continued to recite movie monologues and improvise comedy sketches in front of our camera and his own mirror-savoring his tic-free moments-a dream began to form：to become an actor.

In spite of his self-consciousness, he enrolled in acting workshops and took the Long lsland Railroad into Manhattan every Saturday. His determination helped him to ignore the stares and comments, to focus instead on his goal.While I worried constantly about my son, the knot in my stomach began to loosen as I watched him develop a new sense of self-confi dence.Encouraged by his acting teachers, he began to believe in himself.He made new friends and re-invented himself-not as a victim, but as a strong, perseverant individual.And as he did, his tics became less important.Understanding what it felt like to be“different，”he has also become more sensitive and compassionate than most people his age, not afraid to reach out to others who face their own challenges.

Craig managed to get into an lvy League college despite his Tourette syndrome. By the time he graduated from Cornell, Craig knew that he-tics and all-was ready to turn his dream into a reality.Moving across the country，3，000 miles from his family, was not an easy decision.Torn between his drive to pursue a career as an actor and his fear that his body wouldn't cooperate, he discovered courage within him that he never knew he had.His journey over the following months included many bumps：health setbacks and moments of loneliness, frustration and embarrassment.But it was also filled with achievements, triumphs, empowerment and ultimately, acceptance.

I will never forget the night he called home to tell us that he“booked a job”as a guest star on CSI. And how ironic：his character was a guy with Tourette syndrome！

I could hear the excitement and pride in his voice as he reported the details of his successful audition. After so many years spent trying to hide his tics, he had gotten a role on the most widely watched TV show in America, and the part called for him to twitch, snort and show as many tics as he possibly could！

Before we hung up, he gave me the sweetest gift of all.

“Thanks, Mom, for repeating the same words to me so many times through the years, until I fi nally started to believe them. Now I know that you're right；everything happens for a reason.”

——Linda Saslow

命里有时终须有。

——琼·拉封丹

第一次发现我那12岁的儿子不自然地眨眼睛时，我以为是有睫毛或者灰尘落入他的眼睛。每隔几秒钟，他就会眨一下右眼——更像是延时性地紧紧地眨眼。但在清洗过眼睛又彻底检查之后，并没有发现他的眼睛里有什么异物。

“我不知道自己是怎么了，”他告诉我，用小孩子向妈妈诉说自己担心的事时常用的口吻，“我老是有种突如其来的冲动，想要眨眼睛的冲动，即使我想忍住不眨，自己也控制不住。”我满脸疑惑地看着他，他试图解释道：“这有点像你想忍住不咳嗽，但最后还是咳出来了。”

那时，我们不知道克雷格的眨眼仅仅是寻求治疗之旅的开始，一个漫长的充满困难的旅程。寻遍名医后，得到的诊断结果是图雷特氏综合征。

神经科医生称这种无法控制的冲动为“抽搐”。在眨眼抽搐症状突然消失后，接下来可能会出现喷鼻的症状。随后的抽搐症状还有呼噜、打鼾、清嗓声和头部抽搐。有些症状可能会让人感到困扰，但有些症状却是侵扰性的。当他开始发出怪声，介于咆哮和尖叫之间，人们就会对他投来异样的目光或说些闲言碎语，这让他感到非常羞愧。我的儿子被困在已经发展有自己思维的身体内。

图雷特氏综合征，据我所知，是一种神经系统疾病，其症状是反复发作的无意识运动和发声。据统计，有20，000名美国人患有严重的图雷特氏综合征，近100人表现出较为复杂的症状，例如反复地运动或发声抽搐。

克雷格在青春期时，抽搐症状时好时坏。本来聪明、全面发展的青少年变得像个隐士，逃避所有的锻炼机会，躲在自己的卧室。卧室是他唯一可以毫不忌讳地释放体内不可控制的喊叫和喷鼻冲动的地方。他唯一安静的时候是睡着的时候，抽搐终于停止。本应该是无忧无虑的年纪，却因为患有这种不被大多数人理解的疾病，而使得他内心充满孤独、困惑和愤怒。

作为他的妈妈，我成了他的健康指导者，查询有关图雷特氏综合征的信息以及可能治疗的药物，帮助他认识并接受自己的“与众不同”。而最大的挑战是我要试着回答让他最为痛苦的问题：“为什么发生在我身上？”

“万事必有因。”我一次次这样重复地回答他，希望能够说服他，也说服我自己相信。与此同时，我长时间地默默祈祷，希望不久我们能够找到为什么我的儿子被不可控制的身体折磨的原因。

突然有一天，克雷格有一个惊人的发现。我们测试新买的摄像机，他和妹妹就给我们模仿一些他们喜欢的电影中的娱乐桥段。当我们回放所录视频时，我们简直无法相信自己的眼睛……还有我们的耳朵。儿子在摄像机面前没有任何抽搐动作。没有眨眼，没有呼噜声，没有尖叫或喊叫。

他很快意识到，当他完全集中于一件事情上时，所有的抽搐症状就会至少被暂时压制住。

当他在摄影机前和自己的镜子前背诵电影独白和即兴表演喜剧小品，品味着没有抽搐的时刻时，一个梦想开始萌发——成为一名演员。

尽管有些扭捏不自然，他还是考入了表演学院，每个周六乘长岛铁路到曼哈顿学习。他的决心使他不去在乎异样的目光和闲言碎语，专心于实现自己的梦想。我一直很担心自己的儿子，但当看到他有了一份自信，心里的石头就落地了。在表演老师的鼓励下，他开始对自己有信心，结交新的朋友，重新塑造自己——不再是受害者，而是个坚强的、锲而不舍的人。他也是这样做的。他变得不再那么在意自己的抽搐病。知道“与众不同”是什么感觉，他要比同龄人更加敏感和富有同情心，不惧怕接触其他承受着某些病痛的人。

尽管患有图雷特氏综合征，克雷格还是成功地考入了常春藤联盟大学。等到他从康奈尔大学毕业的时候，克雷格知道自己已经准备好让梦想变为现实。决心搬到距离家有3000英里的地方是很艰难的，但在梦想成为一名演员和惧怕自己身体不合作之间犹豫不决中，他发现了自己从未有过的勇气。在接下来的几个月里，有很多坎坷：健康反反复复、孤独的时刻、挫败感和尴尬，但同时也有成就、胜利、力量和最终的接受。

我永远不会忘记那个晚上，他打电话回家，告诉我们他将在《犯罪现场调查》这部电视剧中客串。具有讽刺意味的是：他的角色竟是个患图雷特氏综合征的小伙子。

当他向我描述成功试镜细节的时候，从他的声音里，可以听得出他的喜悦和自豪。这么多年来，他一直努力地隐藏抽搐症，现在却要在美国家喻户晓的电视节目当中扮演患图雷特氏综合征的角色，而且要求他尽力地抽搐。

在挂电话之前，他送给了我一份最美好的礼物。

“谢谢你，妈妈，谢谢你这些年来一直跟我讲那句话，直到我最终相信了它。现在，我明白您是对的，万事必有因。”

——琳达·萨斯洛

Unexpected Rewards

意想不到的收获

We cannot direct the wind but we can adjust the sails.

——Author Unknown

Four years ago I flew to New York City for a business trip-another in an endless series of meetings. I took a taxi from LaGuardia to the National Coffee Association meeting, and after the hours-long affair where I barely said a word, I wheeled my suitcase into the November evening.“You can catch a cab right outside, no problem，”the staffer had assured me.

And I tried, I really did, in my tentative, Central lllinois way. Of course, to the city dwellers, all hurrying home from work, carefully avoiding eye contact, I'm sure it looked like I was waiting for my chauffeur.

First, I stood at the curb and stared, brow furrowed, down the street. As the first taxi approached, I held up a finger, emulating the wave perfected by farmers where I grew up：one finger raised from the steering wheel for a moment, then a quick downcut.That was a more than sufficient salutation.When this was ignored, I tried waving, and even ventured a timid“Taxi！”to no avail.Cabs rushed by, all occupied by business people more important than me.Safe and warm-doubtless being taken to dinner.

I crossed the street, walking as fast as I could, but still not quickly enough to get all the way across before the light changed. My knee buckled at odd moments, such as in the middle of the street, and I had to pause to get it to lock in again.

I tried my technique on the other side of the street. I was getting cold and the wheeled suitcase and laptop were heavy.It occurred to me that if I sat down on the sidewalk in despair people would just walk around me.The idea of perishing on the streets of New York didn't appeal to me, so I looked around and spotted a Sheraton with a taxi stand up the street.Desperate, I dragged my suitcase toward the hotel, where a suited gentleman was just emerging from a cab.I threw myself in front of a couple who were approaching the cab, and applied a little New York fi nesse to the situation：“I need to go to Brooklyn.Can you take me?”

Not waiting for an answer from the cabbie, I collapsed in the backseat and prayed he would put my suitcase in the trunk. He did.As we sped toward Brooklyn, I called my business friends already at the hotel.“I had some trouble catching a cab，”I told them.

I arrived at the hotel, checked in, and rode the elevator upstairs, exhausted. Room 440.I gazed at the fl oor plan and realized that my room was at the other end of the floor.Facing a long hallway lined with closed doors, I summoned up my remaining strength and pulled my suitcase toward the room, silently cursing my lovely pointed-toe pink shoes that fell off at least fi ve times during the long trek.

I unpacked my meager business wardrobe, set up my laptop on the desk, ordered a sandwich and a glass of wine from room service, and began to answer e-mail.

I had seen my doctor the previous week for an MRI after almost two years of medical postulating at what could possibly be wrong with me. The nurse had called with the results of the MRI-they hadn't found any problems-so I had e-mailed my doctor to ask if I needed to keep an upcoming appointment.

The waiter knocked at my door and deposited my salmon sandwich on a nearby table, waiting solicitously for me to sign the receipt, including a generous tip. I sat back down at my computer, opened up my e-mail and saw, to my surprise, that my doctor had responded almost immediately.

Yes, the MRI had not shown any lesions, her e-mail said, adding a proviso：“Your history of progressive neurological dysfunction and abnormal spinal fl uid is compatible with a diagnosis of Primary Progressive MS.”

I sat back in my chair gazing out the window over the dark square facing the hotel. At that moment my life changed forever.Not all at once, but slowly, irrevocably.And it is still changing as this insidious disease slowly destroys the myelin surrounding nerves that enable me to walk, write, and speak.

The diagnosis jolted me into action. Always a voracious reader, my greatest ambition was to write a book.Now, my decreasing mobility made it possible for me to devote hours to writing.Just as many people make big changes when midlife hits, I decided it was now or never.

Fortunately, I had an idea. Since 2003，my husband and I had served as volunteer guides in the Frank Lloyd Wright designed Dana-Thomas House in Springfield, lllinois.The house was completed in 1904，and the infamous Springfield race riots, where two black men were lynched, occurred in 1908.I began to wonder if it would be possible to write a novel centering on the experiences of a young black maid employed at the Dana-Thomas House.The idea captured my imagination and I began researching the riots.Over the next two years, I became progressively more disabled but I could still struggle to the second fl oor of the Springfi eld Library to review microfi lm copies of old newspapers and books.It didn't take long to before I was obsessed with telling my protagonist's story.I continued to work full-time, but I spent every evening and weekend at my computer, rewriting the book at least three times.By 2007，I had completed the book and sent it off with high hopes to almost fi fty agents and publishers.No one bit though and by the end of the year I was ready to give up.

I got some encouragement at the right time. At the beginning of 2008，the local newspaper published a generous article about my book, with a tie-in to the commemoration of the race riots.What followed was a year of blessings that would not have occurred if I had not written and self-published my novel, Water and Fire.I experienced things about which every would-be author dreams：a book signing at the Dana-Thomas House, a reading at Abraham Lincoln Presidential Library, presentations to book groups and retiree meetings and an appearance on the local TV station.I even discovered my book on the shelf of the local library.

But sweet as they were, these joys paled in comparison to friendships made and deepened, kind words from co-workers, honest feedback and recommendations from members of my church, and encouragement from the women in my book group. Relatives told me they read the book, boasting about having an author in the family.Total strangers wrote to me with heartfelt comments.

Although I would not recommend MS to anyone, I would not have written the book had I not received the devastating e-mail from my doctor that night in New York. A heartbreaking diagnosis can produce unexpected rewards-even great joy.I still have MS and there are uncharted roads ahead, but God will watch over me and the days will contain more happiness than pain.

——Melinda McDonald

我们改变不了风向，却可以调整风帆。

——逸名

四年前，我出差到纽约，去参加又一系列没完没了的会议。我从拉瓜迪亚打出租车到全国咖啡协会参加会议。在长达几个小时的会议上，我一言未发。我拉着行李箱走在11月的夜色里。“你出去就可以打到出租车，没有问题的。”一位职员向我这样保证。

我也试着打车，用试探性的、中部伊利诺伊州当地的方式。当然，这里的市民都急匆匆地下班往家赶，小心翼翼地避免眼神交流。我敢肯定，我看起来更像是在等自己的汽车司机。

我站在路边，瞪大眼睛，眉头紧锁，望着大街上来往的车辆。当第一辆出租车靠近我的时候，我举起一根手指，因为我从小在农场长大，就模仿着农场主的动作：一根手指从方向盘上举起，然后快速下切。这个动作看起来更像是致敬。因为没有引起足够的注意，我试着招手，甚至小声地喊“的士”，但无济于事。一辆辆出租车匆匆而过，里面都坐着比我更重要的商务人士。又安全又温暖地坐在车里，毫无疑问他们都正忙着赶去赴宴。

我快步穿过大街，但还没来得及过去，交通灯就变了颜色。在这种时候，膝扣经常会松开，像这样在路中间。我不得不停下来扣紧扣子。

来到街道的另一侧，我试着打车。我感觉越来越冷，行李箱和电脑也越来越重。当时我想到，如果我绝望地坐在人行道边，行人都会过来围观。我并不想用这种在纽约街头拼死一搏的方式。因此，环顾四周，我看到一位住在喜来登酒店的人从出租车里出来。我拉着行李箱拼命地往酒店跑，到这位西装革履的绅士刚刚离开出租车的地方。我疯狂地跑在了一对正要靠近这辆出租车的夫妇前面，在这种情况下，用了点儿纽约式的手段：“我要去布鲁克林，你能否送我去那里？”

没等司机回答我，我就稳稳地坐在了后座上，然后麻烦司机把我的行李箱放进后备厢。他照着做了。在开往布鲁克林的路上，我打电话给已经在酒店下榻的生意伙伴，告诉他们“打出租车时，遇上点小麻烦”。

到达酒店后，登记入住，然后乘坐电梯到所住楼层，我这时已经筋疲力尽。440房间。我查看楼层平面图，意识到我的房间在这个楼层的另一端。看着这条长长的走廊，两边是紧闭着的房门，我集中全身仅剩的力气拉着行李箱向房间走去。我在心里默默地咒骂着我这双可爱的粉色尖头鞋子，就在这段路途中，这鞋子竟然掉了不下五次。到了房间后，我打开小型商务橱柜，把电脑放在办公桌上，又向客房服务员要了一份三明治和一杯酒，然后开始回复邮件。

两年前，我的身体检查结果可能有误，所以，一周前我去看医生并做了核磁共振成像。护士根据成像结果显示，说没有发现任何问题。因此，我给医生发了一封邮件，问是否有必要再去做检查。

之后，我听到服务员敲门，他把三文鱼三明治放在了附近的桌子上，殷切地等着我在收据上签字，包括一笔慷慨的小费。我又坐回到电脑前，打开邮件，令人惊讶的是，医生即刻回复了邮件。

的确，核磁共振成像没有显示出任何异样，她的邮件这样说，并附言：“情况不断恶化的神经功能障碍和异常脊髓是可以和原发性、进行性、多发性硬化症共存的。”

我向后仰坐在椅子上，凝视着酒店前方的黑暗广场。在那一刻，我的生活永远地被改变了，并非在一瞬间，而是慢慢地、不可逆转地，并随着潜藏性疾病对神经周围髓鞘脂的破坏，继续被改变着。这些髓鞘使我有走路、写字还有说话的能力。

诊断结果让我不得不立刻付诸行动。作为一个求知欲很强的读者，我最大的梦想就是写作。现在，逐渐减退的行动力让我有足够的时间去写作。正如许多人到了中年做出重大改变一样，我下定决心要写作，就趁现在，不然就不可能实现这曾经的梦想了。

幸运的是，我曾有一个想法。自2003年以来，我和丈夫一直在弗兰克·劳埃德·赖特设计所当志愿者指导，该设计所为伊利诺伊州在斯普林菲尔德设计建造过达纳-托马斯议院，并在1904年建成。臭名昭著的斯普林菲尔德种族骚乱发生在1908年，在这场冲突中，有两名黑人男子被私刑处死。我开始想是否可以围绕一位年轻的黑人女仆受聘于达纳-托马斯议院的经历写一部小说。我脑海中一直萦绕着这个想法，我开始查找有关这场冲突的资料。在接下来的两年里，我的行动能力变得更差，但我仍勉强让自己爬到斯普林菲尔德图书馆二楼查阅有关这个事件的旧报纸和书籍的微型胶片存档。没过多久，我开始专心写关于这位主人公的故事。我继续全职工作，但是每天晚上和周末我都在电脑前，至少将这本书修改三遍。直到2007年，我完成了这部小说的创作，把书稿寄给近50位代理人和出版商，并对比寄予厚望。直到年底没有一个人给我回信，我打算放弃。

然而，在适当的时候，我得到很多的鼓励。在2008年初，当地报纸就我的书发表了一篇中肯的文章，与此同时纪念这场种族冲突。随之而来的一年都很幸运，如果我没有写这部小说《水与火》，并自费出版，这一切就不会发生。我经历了一些每个准作家梦想经历的事情：在达纳-托马斯议院办新书签售会，在亚伯拉罕·林肯总统图书馆办读书会，为读书会和退休的人做演讲，出现在当地电视台。我甚至在当地图书馆书架上发现自己的书。

虽然很甜蜜，但与深厚的情谊、同事们鼓励的话语以及教会成员真诚的反馈和建议，还有读书会妇女的鼓励相比，这些快乐显得苍白。亲戚朋友们告诉我他们读了这本书，并以家族中有位作者而引以为傲。陌生人会给我写信，给一些衷心的评价。

我虽不能向任何人说起多发性硬化症的事，但是如果不是因为在纽约的那天晚上收到医生发来的那封令我震惊的邮件，我不可能去写这本小说。一个令人心碎的诊断结果却带来了意想不到的收获——甚至是天大的喜悦。我仍患有多发性硬化症，前方仍是未知的路，但是上帝会伴我前行，未来的日子里虽有痛苦，但更多的是幸福。

——梅琳达·麦克唐纳

Wake-Up Call

叫醒电话

If you call a thing bad you do little, if you call a thing good you do much.

——Johann Wolfgang von Goethe

Opening the front door, I heard the piercing sound of an alarm in the darkness.

Hurrying toward the unfamiliar sound, I realized it was the newly installed carbon monoxide detector.

“What color is it blinking?”I asked Mike, my husband.

“Red，”he answered. Even before I located the detector's instructions, I knew that couldn't be good.

Maybe that explained why we both hadn't felt well the past couple of days or why my heart suddenly was racing and I was struggling to breathe.

The pamphlet said：“If you hear the alarm horn and the red light is flashing, move everyone to a source of fresh air.”

“Call 911，”I yelled to Mike, as I opened the front door to let fresh air into the house despite outdoor temperatures in the teens.

Paramedics soon arrived and looked at the carbon monoxide detector and the furnace.

“Usually when we get a call like this the detector is malfunctioning，”one of the paramedics said. Suddenly I felt foolish for summoning them on such a cold night.Although I purchased the detector months ago, we'd only had the detector hooked up for a day.

Soon the electric company representative arrived and turned on the furnace, testing the air coming out of several vents. I could hear the rapid beeping of his detector as he leaned over the bedroom vent.

“Sorry folks，”he said.“I've got to tag the furnace and turn it off. Levels of carbon monoxide are four times the allowable limits.”

We watched in shock as he turned off the pilot light and put a red“notice of improper condition”tag on the gas furnace, which had shown no sign of malfunctioning.

After everyone left, the enormity of the situation sunk in. Chances are, since it was a bitterly cold night, the furnace would have been running more than usual.There was a possibility we might not have made it through the night.If four times the allowable limits of carbon monoxide had seeped into the room in a matter of seconds, how much could have fi lled the bedroom during the night?

I shuddered to think what could have happened. Christmas was four days away and it was unsettling to think we might not have been alive to celebrate the holiday with my family.Just what, I wondered, had made me decide to install batteries a day ago?

No doubt someone was looking out for us.

Suddenly I had a newfound appreciation for life. I vowed never to take anything for granted again.Even spending a couple of nights in a bone-chillingly cold house until a new furnace was installed was a bearable inconvenience.

After a welcome weeklong vacation at my family's house over the holidays, I returned to work on January fourth, not even dreading the mountain of work awaiting me.

Soon after removing my coat, the newspaper editor summoned me.“Do you have a minute to come with me?”he asked.

As we walked toward the publisher's office, I said，“Uh oh, this isn't good.”

“It isn't，”he replied.“Layoffs.”

We walked in silence, thoughts swirling through my mind. I'd worked at the newspaper for twenty-six years, as an editorial assistant, librarian and now a copy editor.I'd even met my husband here.But I can't say that I didn't think this day would come.I just wasn't expecting it so soon.I knew the newspaper industry was suffering and journalists nationwide were being laid off.I also knew this newspaper was struggling to reinvent itself to remain a community asset.But my role in that reinvention was no longer needed.

As I sat down in the publisher's offi ce, she handed me a letter and a box of tissues. She explained that the company had eliminated my position due to fi nancial diffi culties.My mind tried to process what was happening in between focusing on snippets of conversation：“Joe（the editor）tried every which way to save your job”……“you've always been a good worker”……“have a lot of talent…….”

After returning to my desk, I called my husband, gathered a few belongings and put on my coat. Co-workers came over to hug me as I numbly made my way to the door one last time.I stood outdoors in the blowing snow, waiting for my husband to pick me up.Once settled in the car, I began to cry again.

The rest of the day was a blur, mostly spent fielding phone calls from concerned former co-workers in between bouts of crying.“You're a smart girl, you'll fi nd something else”……“don't worry, you'll be fi ne”……“you'll fi nd something better”I heard over and over. But the assurance from my former boss that this was a“blessing in disguise”resonated with me.For some inexplicable reason, deep within my consciousness there was a gradual awakening to the notion that this might indeed be a blessing.

The next day, once the initial shock had subsided, I felt like a heavy weight had been lifted. lt was an odd, unexpected feeling of liberation, of-dare I say it?—joy.Suddenly, I really, truly realized that the layoff was a blessing……no longer in disguise.Besides, what could possibly be accomplished bemoaning my fate?It was more important to focus on the future.

This, I felt, was a wake-up call：okay, you still have your life. What are you going to do with it?Life's far too brief to be miserable in your career.Although I had worked at the newspaper for more than two decades, it wasn't a job I particularly enjoyed anymore.I was merely going through the motions, pursuing a paycheck.Now was my opportunity to actually work at something I was enthusiastic about.

Years of frugal living had allowed me to accumulate a fi nancial cushion to see me through some lean times. This safety net further bolstered my determination to take my time embarking on the right career path.Many years ago I realized I could be happy living on much less than most people.Materialism and the endless quest to“keep up with the Joneses，”I firmly believed, was no way to live.Becoming mired in burgeoning debt and the endless pursuit of meaningless“things”wasn't living at all.As long as I had shelter, food and a few other basics, I was content.

Since I had always enjoyed the serenity and increased productivity of working from home when I freelanced years ago, it was apparent that that would be a natural choice. The comfort of working from home was something I often missed during my years in a chaotic, noisy, deadline-driven newsroom.

Furthermore, thanks to the lnternet, freelance possibilities were endless. I could work for a client hundreds, or thousands, of miles away and instead of being beholden to an employer that often assigned me mind-numbingly dull, creativity-bereft tasks, I would be free to pursue whatever interested me.

Instead of slogging through a pile of work within a strict 9 to 5 schedule, I'd be free to work on my own terms at something more rewarding and fulfi lling. As long as I had suffi cient income to pay my bills, I didn't even need to return to full-time work.I could spend some of my time volunteering, relaxing or just“being.”The choice was mine.

How many times had I heard“do what you love and the money will follow”?Whether it be writing, copyediting, indexing books or selling antiques, I would be doing something-for a change-that I wanted to do in the years remaining until retirement. No doubt it would take hard work and motivation to get established, but I was willing to do whatever was required.

Would I have ever had the courage to quit my job to follow my yearning to be self-employed?Not a chance. Being laid off was the prod I needed to fi nally follow my heart.

The carbon monoxide scare and a layoff a week later could easily have plunged me into despair. But I recognized it for what it was.Someone was simply trying to send me a message.All I had to do was listen.

——Debbie Dufresne

如果你认为某事不好，你会毫不上心，如果你认为某事很好，你会竭尽全力。

——约翰·沃尔夫冈·冯·歌德

我打开前门，听到黑暗中一阵刺耳的报警声。匆匆忙忙循着陌生的声音走去，我才意识到是新安装的一氧化碳探测器发出的声音。

“什么颜色的灯在闪烁？”我问我的丈夫迈克。

“红色。”他回应。不用查看探测器说明书，我心里也明白情况不妙。

也许这就是为什么过去几天我们一直感觉不舒服，为什么我的心跳加速，并且感到呼吸困难的原因。

小册子上写着：“如果听到警报声，并且红色灯闪烁，请把人员转移到新鲜空气地带。”

“拨打911。”我向迈克喊道，同时我打开前门，交换新鲜空气，尽管室外温度只有十几度。

救援人员很快就到了。他们检查了一下一氧化碳探测器和炉灶。

“通常情况下，我们接到类似这样的电话，一般是探测器发生故障。”其中一位救援人员说。

我突然觉得在这样一个寒冷的晚上，把他们叫过来有些愚蠢。早在几个月之前我就买了探测器，才刚刚安装了一天。

很快，电力公司的人也到了。他打开炉灶，检测从几个炉灶孔冒出来的空气。当他把探测器放在卧室通风口处，我听到探测器发出“哔哔”的声音。

“抱歉，”他说，“我必须在炉灶上做上标记，关掉炉灶。一氧化碳浓度超过了标准浓度的四倍。”

我们都吃惊地看着他关掉指示灯，并在煤气炉上贴了一张红色的“不当条件”标签，表明没有发生故障的迹象。

大家都离开后，我意识到了情况的严重性。因为晚上很冷，所以炉灶比平常开得要久些。如果不是探测器，我们很有可能活不过今夜。想想在几秒钟的时间内，高达四倍标准浓度的一氧化碳就已经渗透进房子，那么，一个晚上的时间，卧室里会渗入多少？

想到可能造成的后果，我不禁打了个寒战。四天后就是圣诞节，一想到很有可能活不到那天，同家人一起庆祝节日，我就心有余悸。我不知道为什么在一天之前我决定要安装探测器。

毫无疑问，有人在守护着我们。

突然，我对生活充满了感激。我发誓，以后再也不把任何事情当成是理所当然。即使在安装上新的炉灶之前，在刺骨寒冷的屋子里待几天，也是可以的。

假期期间，在家待了一个星期后，我在1月4日回去工作，并不畏惧等待着我的如山的工作量。

刚刚脱下大衣，报纸编辑要见我。“有时间吗？跟我过来一下？”她说。

当我向出版商办公室走去的时候，我说：“天哪，情况不妙！”

“是不妙，”她回答说，“裁员。”

我们默默地走进办公室，脑海里思绪万千。我在这家报社已经工作了26年，从编辑助理到图书管理，再到现在的文字编辑。我甚至在这里遇到我的丈夫。但我不能说我不曾想过会有这么一天，我只是没有想到这一天会来得这么快。我明白报纸行业举步维艰，全国上下的记者都面临失业的危险。我也知道我们公司正努力地重塑自己，以保住公司资产。但是，在公司重塑的过程中，已经不需要我的角色了。

在办公室坐下后，她递给我一封信和一盒纸巾。她还解释说，因为资金困难，公司撤销了我的职位。我正努力理解发生的这一切，还有她的只言片语：“乔（编辑）尽力保住你的位置……你一直以来都很优秀……很有天分……”

回到我的办公桌前，我打电话给丈夫，收拾好东西，穿上大衣准备离开。同事们都过来同我拥抱再见，我麻木地走出公司大门，最后一次。我站在风雪中，等丈夫来接我。上车后，我痛哭了起来。

这一天余下的时间不知是如何度过的，大部分时间我都在哭泣声中回答同事们打来的安慰电话。“你是个聪明的女人，会找到新工作的”……“别担心，你会好的”……“你会找到更好的”……一遍又一遍地听到这些话。但是我前任老板的话给了我很大的安慰，他说的“变相的祝福”与我的想法产生共鸣。不知为何，在意识深处，我逐渐清醒地觉得这也许确实是份祝福呢。

第二天，最初的震惊已慢慢退去，我感觉好像心中的大石头落了地一样。这是一种奇怪的、出乎意料的释放的感觉——我敢说——是一种喜悦的感觉。突然，我真的觉得被裁员是一件幸事……不再是变相了的。再者，抱怨命运，又能怎么样呢？更重要的是着眼未来。

我觉得这就像是个让我清醒的电话：没有关系，你仍有自己的生活。你有什么打算？生活远不是简简单单地在职业生涯中悲惨暗淡。虽然我曾在报社工作20余载，但我并不特别喜欢这份工作。我只是走过场，追求薪水而已。现在是时候选择我热衷的工作了。

多年来节俭的生活习惯让我能够依靠自己的积蓄度过这段困难时期。这一安全保障更增加了我寻求正确的职业道路的勇气。多年前，我知道自己与大多数人相比，物质生活要求并不高，也可以过得很快乐。我坚信，物质享乐主义和无止境地与人攀比不可能快乐地生活。纵使深陷不断累积的债务困境里，永无止境地追求毫无意义的“东西”，那不是生活。只要有遮风挡雨的地方，有吃的和一些基本生活用品，我就很满足。

多年前，我还是个自由职业者的时候，就一直很享受能够在家工作，既宁静又高效。很明显，这也是个很自然的选择。在嘈杂的、吵闹的、被截稿日期追赶的编辑室工作的那几年，我经常想念在家工作的舒适。

此外，多亏了网络，让自由职业有了无限的可能。我可以为数百里甚至数千里外的客户工作，而不是受雇于一个老板，还有完成那些只能让我头脑麻木、丧失创造力的任务。我现在可以自由地追求我感兴趣的工作。

不用每天朝九晚五，勤恳踏实地完成一堆的工作，我可以自由工作，并获得更高的报酬和满足感。只要我有足够的收入去支付账单，我甚至不需要再做全职工作。我可以花时间做志愿者，放松或者“就是待着”。我自己做主。

多少次，我听到“做你想做的，钱自然而然就会赚到”。不管是写作、审稿、编索引或者卖古玩，我想做些什么——改变一下——余下的几年一直到退休，我一直想做这些。毫无疑问，这需要努力工作和坚定的决心，但我愿意为之奋斗，不管需要我做什么。

我曾有过辞掉工作然后做自己想做的勇气吗？没有。失业激励我追随自己的内心想法。

一氧化碳造成的恐慌和一周后的裁员很可能把我推向绝望的边缘，但我明白这意味着什么。有人试着给我传送信息，我所需要做的就是倾听。

——黛比·杜弗兰

Italian Lessons

在意大利学得的经验教训

The only sure thing about luck is that it will change.

——Wilson Mizner

“Wallet stolen-contained passport and credit cards.”At the little police station hidden in a corner of the Stazione Termini, the main train station in Rome, I fi lled out the necessary forms while trying to hold back tears of anger, frustration, and humiliation. Oh, yes, we'd been warned.First by Rita, our ltalian language instructor back in lndianapolis, and then over and over since we had arrived in ltaly ten days earlier.Watch out for pickpockets！Guard your purse.And I had been careful.But they found me, a seasoned traveler, anyway, waiting for a train to the airport.

I felt so foolish. How could I have been so careless?The hotel welcomed us back, but it took several hours to cancel credit cards, notify our cat-sitter, and cover our two-day delay at our jobs.My husband, Jimmy, tried to console me with a reminder that since we were traveling standby with Delta Airlines Buddy Passes, we could board any fl ight with empty seats, but I just felt stupid, stupid, stupid！Later, even one of those long, delicious ltalian dinners didn't alleviate my feelings of incompetency and humiliation.

The next morning we dressed in our traveling outfi ts and headed for the American Embassy to get my temporary passport, intending to make a mad dash for the airport if we fi nished in time.

“Tell me something about lndiana that is unique，”the young woman behind the counter said, looking up from my application.“I have to ask since you don't have a birth certifi cate with you.”

Unique?My home state?“The lndianapolis 500?”I stammered.

She frowned.“Like a state park, anything like that?A famous mountain or beach?”

“I think the state bird is a cardinal. Or maybe not，”I said, my mind a blank.

She must have decided an identity thief would have been better prepared, because ten minutes later we walked out with my new passport.

“Let's stay，”Jimmy said as we waited to cross a busy street.“No one expects us home today.”

“Really?Can we do that?”Suddenly I felt like a kid playing hooky. My depression began to lift.

It was a lovely day. We wandered all over the city, looking at sights we'd thought we would have to miss.Every so often, though, I had flashes of the embarrassment I was going to feel when I explained my carelessness to friends back home.

Our feet finally started hurting as we crossed a bridge near the block of ancient ruins where Julius Caesar was supposedly done in by Brutus. We headed toward a nearby bench.Several times during our stay we'd rushed past the ruins and even had remarked on the number of cats sunning themselves amid the broken columns fifteen feet or so below the level of the sidewalk.However, we'd never noticed the large hand-printed poster with a red arrow pointing down a flight of stairs near the end of the bridge.“Cat Sanctuary, Visitors Welcome.”We couldn't resist.

At the bottom of the stairs was a small garden in front of an arched doorway that seemed to be built into the bridge abutment. Half a dozen cats were sunning themselves in the garden.It smelled like cat food.Okay, it smelled like cat urine, too, but not overwhelmingly.We obeyed the written invitation on the door and entered a large room lined with cages, all with open doors.From the information placards propped up on a long table, we learned the sanctuary serves over 600 cats, some feral, some abandoned.Once the cats are neutered and get shots and identification ear tags, they are free to roam, coming back to the room of cages for shelter and food.We bought a colorful picture book for our cat-sitter about a real-life, one-eyed cat that lived there.The woman who took our Euros told us to get Deborah to sign it and called over the writer, a slight woman with long, tousled hair and an energy force that was almost visible.

Deborah is American, intense, irreverent, and altogether delightful. She came to Rome for a visit sixteen years ago and never left.Helped start the sanctuary.She's passionate about taking care of the cats.The previous year they got 1，000 cats, adopted out 300.

The shelter survives on donations. lt is occasionally threatened with closure by the city government because it doesn't have any legal right to be there.So far Deborah and her cohorts have won each skirmish by e-mailing to their list of donors around the world, which produces an enormous letter-writing campaign to the mayor and the threat of negative PR for the city.

Deborah spotted Jimmy's camera.“We're about to start a campaign，”she said，“to show how we don't just help cats. There are many old people in Rome who spend way too much of their pensions on feeding homeless cats.Some give up food for themselves to do this.The sanctuary helps over fi fty of them, giving them food or taking the cats in.”She nodded at the camera.“We need photos for the posters.”

An old woman, stooped over with osteoporosis, had entered the room.“Here's our model，”Deborah said.“Carla has sixteen cats, lives in an apartment with no heat, and survives on her pension. She comes here for cat food and spends most cold days here helping with the animals and staying warm.”

Deborah picked up two bowls of cat food and led us into the ruins. She set the bowls down and positioned Carla nearby as cats jostled each other for the food.The old woman leaned back to minimize her stoop and smiled into the camera.She was heartwrenchingly beautiful.Jimmy and Deborah worked for over half an hour, snapping shots and then viewing them until they were satisfi ed.As I watched, it occurred to me：this was why we needed to stay in Rome.

“Of course it is，”Deborah said when I told her.“I've had my passport stolen three times and there's always a reason. Can you e-mail the pictures as soon as you get home?”We parted with hugs.

I smiled all the way back to our hotel, all through dinner, and was still smiling the next day as we boarded the plane. Several years later, I still smile when I think about Deborah and her cat sanctuary.She e-mailed to let us know her campaign was a success, bringing in enough to assure the sanctuary another year of compassionate care.

Sure, I know the campaign could have happened without us, but we were there at just the right moment, and for two cat lovers from the U. S.，it was a blessing to be part of something so splendid and noble, so universal.Now when I'm asked to name the best thing that happened to me in ltaly, I always say，“Well, it started with getting my pocket picked.”

——Sheila Sowder

对于运气这件事，唯一可以确定的是它会变。

——威尔逊·米兹纳

“钱包被偷了，里面有护照和信用卡。”在罗马主火车站终点站角落的警察局里，我边填写表格，边强忍愤怒、挫折和屈辱的泪水。我已被提醒过好多次。第一次是丽塔，远在印第安纳波利斯的意大利语老师，在我们抵达意大利10天前，就一遍又一遍地嘱咐我们，一定要盯好口袋！注意保护好钱包。我也已经很谨小慎微了。我虽是个经验丰富的旅行者，在等待去机场的火车站里，还是被盯梢了。

我觉得自己很蠢，怎么能这么不小心！酒店当然欢迎我们回来，却花了好几个小时注销信用卡，告知我们的猫保姆，并向公司请两天假。我的丈夫吉米试着安慰我，提醒我说因为我们一直乘坐达美航空公司旅行，我们可以登上任何有空位置的航班。我就是觉得自己很愚笨！后来，美味的意大利晚餐也没能减轻我的无能感和羞愧感。

第二天，我们带上旅行装备到美国使馆办理临时护照。如果能及时拿到护照，我们准备冲到机场。

“告诉我印第安纳州的特色，”办公桌后面的年轻女子抬起头说道，“因为你没带身份证明，我必须问问以确定你的身份。”

独特之处？我的家乡？“印第安纳波利斯500汽车赛？”我结结巴巴地说。

她皱起眉头：“类似州立公园这样的地方？著名的山或海滩？”

“我记得印第安纳州的州鸟是美洲红雀，又好像不是。”我说，脑子一片空白。

她一定认为身份窃贼肯定准备好了，因为10分钟后，我们拿着新的护照离开了使馆。

“我们留下来吧，”我们正等着穿过一条繁忙的街道时，吉米说，“今天没有人期盼着我们回家。”

“真的？我们可以这么做吗？”突然间，我觉得自己像个逃学的孩子，慢慢地不再感觉抑郁。

真是美好的一天。我们在城市中到处漫步，参观那些我们认为已经错过的景点。偶尔，当我回到家跟朋友解释我的粗心大意时，还是会感到尴尬。

在穿过一座桥后，我们感到双脚有些疼痛。这座桥靠近一片古代废墟，就在这里恺撒大帝被布鲁特斯刺杀。我们走到最近的板凳上休息。在我们来这里的好多天里，有好多次我们匆匆路过这片废墟，匆匆看上一眼，甚至还评论这些在废墟上晒太阳的猫咪。废墟距离下方的人行道只有15英尺远，然而，我们并没有注意到在桥尾的一段阶梯上，有几个大大的手写字“猫咪庇护区，欢迎游客”和一个红色箭头，我们无法抗拒。

在楼梯底端是个小花园，前面正连着一个像是与桥台连成一体的拱形门。六只猫咪在花园里晒太阳。闻起来有猫食味，又像是猫尿味，并不那么刺鼻。根据门上的书面邀请，我们走进一间大大的房子，里面排列着笼子，笼门都敞开着。从一些支撑在长桌上的标语牌中，我们得知这片庇护区有600多只猫，有些是野猫，有些是被遗弃的。一旦小猫绝育，并拍摄照片获得身份标识耳牌，它们就可以自由活动，来到这里寻求庇护和食物。我们为家里的猫保姆买了一本彩色图画书，讲的是一只独眼猫在这里的真实生活。收书费的一个女人带我们找到德博拉签名，随后叫过来这本书的作者，她是一个身材苗条的女人，有乱蓬蓬的长发，充满朝气的面容。

德博拉是个美国人，感情强烈、玩世不恭而且讨人喜欢。16年前她来罗马旅行，从那以后就没有离开过。她开始帮助建立这片底护区，并热心于照顾这些猫。去年一年，他们收养了1000只，300只被领养了。

庇护区依靠义务捐赠才得以存在。有时会面临被市政府关闭的危险，因为它没有获得任何存在的合法权利。到目前为止，在处理就这一问题与政府间的小冲突上，德博拉和同事总是能获得胜利。她们通过发送邮件，告知世界各地每一位捐赠者，从而发起一场致市长信的运动，威胁城市的公共形象。

德博拉看到吉米的照相机。“我们将发起一场运动，”她说，“以说明我们不仅仅帮助了这些猫。罗马有很多老人要花费很多退休金喂养流浪猫。有的甚至自己不吃也要做这件事。我们帮助过50多位这样的老人，送他们猫食或者收养他们的猫。”她对着相机点头，“我们需要照片做海报。”

一位老妇人——因为患有骨质疏松症而有些弯腰——走进房间来。“她就是其中一位，”德博拉说，“卡拉有16只猫，她住在没有暖气的公寓里，依靠退休金维持生活。她来这里领取猫食，还会和动物们在最冷的时候住在这里，帮助照顾这些动物。”

德博拉端起两碗猫食，带我们到废墟。她放下碗，让卡拉站在附近。猫咪们相互推挤着抢食吃。老妇人往后挺挺背，朝相机笑了笑。她有一种让人心疼的美丽。吉米和德博拉工作了半个多小时，捕捉镜头，然后查看每一张照片直到满意为止。我看着这些照片的时候，突然觉得：这才是我们为什么留在罗马的原因。

“当然是，”我告诉德博拉我的想法后，她这么说，“我的护照被偷了三次，总是有原因的。回家后，你可以把照片发送给我吗？”后来，我们拥抱作别。

在回酒店的路上，在吃晚餐的时候，我一直都很高兴。直到第二天我们登上飞机后，我依然很高兴。几年后，一想到德博拉和她的庇护区，我还是会会心微笑。她通过邮件告诉我们运动很成功，保证了明年庇护区可以继续存在。

我知道，即使没有我们，运动还是会发生，但是，我们恰好在那里。对于来自美国的两个猫咪爱好者，这是件被全世界的人们认为崇高并且应该推崇的事，只是我们祝福的一部分。现在，每当被问及在意大利发生的最美好的事情时，我总会说：“嗯，是从我被小偷掏了口袋开始的。”

——谢莉娅·索德

Around the Bend

转角奇遇

In the depth of winter I fi nally learned that there was in me an invincible summer.

——Albert Camus

The snow arrived earlier than predicted as I stuffed grocery bags into the Chevy's trunk and shut the hatch. Several feet of snow already covered our community, and this new storm was another cruel blast.

“It'll probably be the storm of the century，”I grumbled, revving the engine and thinking about the past few difficult years. I'd worked through illness, fi nancial loss, and the deaths of friends, but something else was distressing me-the hopelessness that results from unattained goals and broken dreams.And, now, the seeds of regret, something I'd never nurtured in the past, had sprouted.

“Another storm，”I whispered aloud, usually relishing wintry evenings such as this. Tonight, though, my thoughts lay heavy as I edged toward our country home.

Usually a positive person of faith, I had always viewed life as a series of hurdles to overcome. ln recent years, however, the hurdles seemed endless and more diffi cult to clear.Though I thought I'd handled the adversity well, I hadn't realized that the real me, the one whose passion for life had inspired others, had burned out.

In the past year, I had been faced with unexpected choices. And in my disillusioned state, I'd chosen wrongly, making critical mistakes.Now I was afraid to trust my judgment, afraid to make decisions, and afraid of the future.

The headlights fl ashed along my home's white picket fence. I maneuvered the skidding car around a sharp curve, up the icy slope to our driveway, then parked and shut the engine off.Exiting the car, I lifted several bags of groceries, dropping a package of apples.The plastic bag burst-sending an apple rolling into the snow.Picking up the bruised fruit, I stuffed it into my coat pocket, thankful when my husband, Jeff, hurried out to help.

“I'm glad you're home，”he said.“This storm hit sooner than expected, and that curve on our street freezes quickly. I prayed you'd remember to take that bend cautiously.”

“And I did remember，”I said, thinking of how well I knew the curves of our neighborhood roads. How I wish I knew what lingered around the bend for our future…….

Jeff's hazel eyes studied me.“You've been crying?”

“It's melting snowfl akes，”I joked, attempting a smile.

“You don't have to be strong all the time，”he pointed out later inside our home.

But I do, I reasoned. Too many people depend on me, and I can't afford to make more mistakes.Yet, I'm so tired and in need of a positive surprise.

After putting away the groceries, my children and I settled by the fi replace to play a board game. When nighttime arrived, I prayed with each of them by their bedsides and then returned downstairs.My husband had fallen asleep on the couch, and I covered him with a blanket before moving towards a window to peek outside.The white snow glowed against the dark backdrop of night.

I decided to take a walk in the crystallized world outside, and pulled on my coat and boots and gloves. Outside, my feet seemed to disappear in the endless white as I plodded along snowy fi elds toward the forest a quarter of a mile or so ahead.

The hushed quiet-a peace that only a freshly fallen snowfall provides-encouraged me to surrender my burdens. lt was during heavy snowfalls like these, I'd told my children through the years, that time stood still.

Somewhere along my journey, I realized I'd been crying. Pausing to catch my breath, I felt a moment's panic.I'd somehow traveled off the recognizable path from my home.“Oh, no，”I murmured, uncertain of my location.“Help me, Lord.”

Through the windblown snow I searched for familiar landmarks and found none. lt was symbolic of my life, making mistakes like going for a walk in a snowstorm, and wandering off course.I had fumbled in unfamiliar territory again, and I was suffering the consequences.

Tired and defeated, I slumped to the ground, resting my head on my drawn-up knees. Minutes passed, and then I felt a nudge against my arm.I slowly lifted my head and my breath caught.

A doe stood only a few inches away. She locked her gaze on mine, and then she snorted-sending swirling puffs of steam into the air.I studied her.She seemed thinner than most does I'd seen, and she was alone-an oddity since I'd always seen deer in groups.

My father, an experienced hunter, had told me that during harsh winters, hungry deer ventured closer to residential areas in search of food. Perhaps this was one of those times.

Mesmerized by her beauty, I waited. Her nervousness suggested she'd fl ee at any moment, so why had she approached me?The snowfall eased and peaceful silence seemed to encourage a mutual trust between this mysterious creature and me.

She stepped closer, my heart raced, and then she lowered her head and nudged the right side of my coat. I felt my pocket and realized I still had the apple I had retrieved from the driveway.I offered it to her.

A few moments passed as she sized up both the apple and me. I couldn't believe this was happening.I had walked off the beaten path, gotten lost, and was now experiencing a remarkable moment.

“You've given me what I'd hoped for，”I said to my new friend.“Mistakes can bring positive outcomes, after all.”As if she'd been waiting for me to say that, she took the apple in her mouth and sprinted away into the night.

“Thank you, God，”I whispered, suddenly unafraid as I stood up. I was warmly dressed, not in imminent danger, and so I picked the most logical path to head home.If I made a new directional mistake, perhaps another astonishing wonder waited around the bend.

Just like in life, I told myself. Mistakes, regrets, and incorrect choices……they come with consequences, pain, and fear, but it's the wisdom and willingness to learn from the past and then press onward that can lead to a surprising and joyful future.

Excited by my new insight, I trudged ahead in powdery drifts of snow, growing tired but pressing onward, determined to be just as persistent in life……even if that life contained unfamiliar, unseen bends in the road……because maybe once-in-a-lifetime moments waited just around the corner.

——Karen Majoris-Garrison

即使身处严酷的寒冬，但我知道，在内心深处依旧夏意盎然。

——阿伯特·加缪

雪下得要比预期的早了些，我正把杂货袋往汽车后备厢里装，然后关上厢盖。我们社区早已经被几英尺厚的积雪覆盖了。又是一场严酷的暴风雪。

“这将会是一场世纪暴风雪。”我抱怨道。我启动发动机，回想着过去几年的艰苦岁月。我历经疾病折磨、经济损失以及朋友的过世，但总觉得还有什么让我感到痛苦——目标无法实现以及梦想破灭带来的绝望吧。而今，遗憾的种子，虽然我从未培育过，但已发芽。

“又一场暴风雪，”我嘀咕出了声，以往很享受这样风雪交加的夜晚。而今夜，缓慢地行驶在回家的路上，我的思绪也一起慢慢变得沉重。我总是怀有乐观的信念，一直认为生命的历程就是要克服一系列的困难和障碍。然而，近年来，困难和障碍似乎没有穷尽之日，而且越来越难以克服。虽然，我认为自己已游刃有余地应对困境，却没有意识到，真正的我——激发了别人的生活热情的我早已经消失不见了。

在过去的一年里，我面对过很多意想不到的抉择。就在幻想破灭的情况下，我做出错误的选择，导致了重大失误。现在，我已经不敢相信自己的判断，害怕做决定，更害怕未来。

在我家院子周围，白色尖板条栅栏上的小灯闪烁着。我把车滑向一侧，一个急转弯上了被冰雪覆盖的坡道，到达汽车车道，而后停下车，关闭了发动机。我拿着几袋货物从车里出来，一袋苹果掉在了地上。因为塑料袋子破了，一个苹果滚进了雪里。我拾起这个伤痕累累的苹果，塞进我的大衣口袋里。感谢上帝，我的丈夫——杰夫，赶忙出来帮忙。

“很高兴你到家了，”他说，“这场暴风雪来得比预期的早了些。街道的拐角处很快就结冰了。我祈祷着你能记得拐弯时要小心。”

“我记得。”我说，心里想着自己很熟悉附近道路的拐角。我多么希望自己能够知道未来的转弯处等待我们的是什么。

他淡褐色的眼睛仔细地看着我说：“你哭过了？”

“是融化了的雪花。”我开玩笑说，试着微笑。

“你不需要一直这么坚强。”进屋后他如是说。

但我必须这样，我争辩道。有太多的人依赖我，我不能出更多的错误。虽然，我很疲惫，很需要鼓励。

收拾好货物后，我和孩子们围坐在壁炉旁，玩棋盘游戏。夜幕降临，我与他们每一个人在床边一起祈祷，然后回到楼下。发现丈夫已经在沙发上睡着了。我给他盖上毛毯，然后走到窗前看看外面的情况。白雪在夜幕的衬托之下，闪闪发光。

我穿上外套、靴子和手套，准备到晶莹的雪地里走一走。在外面，我的脚好像消失在这片一望无际的雪里了一样。我朝前方四分之一英里外的树林漫步走去。

周围的寂静——只有刚刚下过雪才能有的平静——让我想向压力妥协。这些年，我曾告诉孩子们，在这样的大雪纷飞的日子里，时间是静止不动的。

一直这样走着，在某个地方我意识到了自己一直在哭。停下来喘口气试着镇定下来，我感到一阵恐慌。我不知不觉中偏离了熟悉的道路，迷路了。“天哪，不要，”我喃喃自语，不知道身处何地，“上帝，帮帮我吧。”

在风雪中，我寻找着熟悉的路标，但一无所获。这似乎是我生命的象征，就像在暴风雪中散步的错误决定，最后迷失了方向。我必须在陌生的领域中摸索，承受后果。

身心俱疲的我重重地坐在雪地上，把头放在高耸的膝盖上。几分钟过去了，我感觉有人轻推我的胳膊。我慢慢地抬起头，屏住了呼吸。

一只鹿就站在离我几英尺远的地方。它盯着我的眼睛，发出哼哼声——呼出旋涡般的热气。我仔细打量着它。它看起来比我见过的大多数鹿要显得瘦些，而且它独自出来——这很奇怪，因为正常情况下，鹿是成群结队活动的。

我父亲是个很有经验的猎人。他曾告诉过我，在严酷的冬天，饥饿的鹿会冒险接近居民区去寻找食物。也许，这只小鹿就是其中的一个吧。

我被它的魅力深深地吸引着，期待着什么。它紧张的表情说明它准备随时逃离，那么，它为什么会接近我呢？雪花开始慢慢滑落，四周一片寂静，似乎是鼓励我要我和这神秘的生物之间产生信任。

它走近我，我的心扑通扑通地跳，然后它低下头轻推我衣服的右侧。我摸了摸口袋，摸到了那个在车道上拾起的苹果。我递给了它。

过了片刻，它打量着我和这个苹果。我简直不敢相信眼前发生的一切，我已经走出了一条不寻常的路，我却迷了路，现在正经历着不可思议的一刻。

“你给了我所希望得到的，”我向这位新朋友说，“失误也可以带来积极的结果。”仿佛它一直等着我说出这些话，之后，它把苹果含在嘴里，消失在夜色中。

“感谢上帝！”我低声说。我站起身来，突然感觉没有什么可畏惧的。我穿得很暖和，没有面临任何危险，之后，我选择一条最合理的路回家了。如果我选错了方向，或许有另一个惊人的奇迹在拐角处等着我。

我告诉自己，这就像生活一样。失误、遗憾以及错误的选择……他们都会带来一定的后果，或痛苦或恐惧，而智慧的人会从过去汲取教训，继续前行，直到看到可喜的未来。

我为自己的新见解而感到兴奋，勇敢地顶着风雪继续前行。即使很累，但我依然坚持……即使生活的道路上充满了未知的转弯……也许在拐角处等待我们的是千载难逢的时刻。

——凯伦·梅捷瑞斯-加里森

If Only I Had Time

假如我有时间

I've got dreams in hidden places and extra smiles for when I'm blue.

——Author Unknown

Sometimes, what at first seems like a negative event actually turns into an opportunity to try something you've always wanted to do. I had the perfect job.Well, the perfect job for me；it was part-time and fl exible.My boss let me fi t work around my kids'school schedule.It was great.I got out of the house, interacted with adults and as an added bonus, I made enough money to help with bills and give my family a little“fun”money.

Everything was great and then the economic downturn hit. Like every other company, my company started to feel the pinch.They specialized in large corporate meetings；once the economy went south, the first thing clients did was eliminate their large corporate meetings.

At fi rst, the company insisted we would weather the downturn just fi ne. A few months later, a couple of employees were let go, but the company assured us remaining employees that they did not intend to let anyone else go.

No one believed them. I was especially worried, and it was only a matter of time before management decided that they no longer needed a part-time“offi ce gal”in their satellite offi ce.Each day, I went to work ready to hear the words“You're fi red.”

After a month of uncertainty, the day fi nally came. I walked into work to fi nd my boss and the district boss huddled together.The minute they invited me into the conference room I knew this was it.

While they both were very nice and it wasn't a total surprise, I was shocked by my sense of loss. I'd worked in some type of job since I was sixteen years old.I went back to work after each child.It was part of my identity-what would I do now?

I cried on the way home, and I spent a few days moping. Then about a week later, I began to see the positives in the situation.Sure, I enjoyed working and goodness knows we could use the extra money, but this was an opportunity for me to relax a little bit.

Like most women, I spent the better part of my life juggling work and home. Now, I could fi nally enjoy myself a little bit.Who doesn't have a list of things to do“if I only had time”?I certainly did.

I could spend more time with my recently retired mom-we could do some cool day trips or just enjoy a long, laugh-filled lunch, something we hadn't done in a long time.

Speaking of the kids, this was a great opportunity to volunteer for more field trips and classroom activities. My kids were young enough to want me involved in school so why not take advantage of my suddenly clear schedule?I didn't have to juggle work and fi eld trips.I could say“yes”on a moment's notice, which I was never able to do before.

Plus, there was something else, a little niggling question-what would happen if I actually dedicated myself to writing full-time?

For the past couple of months, I was doing a bit of writing on the side, squeezing it in between everything else. I wondered if given the opportunity, I could make writing into a full-time career?

I admit I was nervous. Who was I to think I could be a full-time writer?Sure, I published a few pieces in the local paper, but would this translate into a real job?

I continued to toy with the idea, filled with self-doubt, but then I remembered a piece of advice I read on a writers'forum.

“You have to fake it, until you make it.”

On the surface, it is pretty strange advice. lt sounds hokey, perhaps even a wee bit suspicious until you really think about it-you have to believe in yourself and present yourself as confi dent, capable and successful until you really are all of those things.

I wasn't going to become a full-time freelance writer by sitting there thinking about it. I had to go do it.

In order to succeed, I had to try and I had to fail. The trying is a piece of cake；it is the failing that is the hardest part.I had to view every rejection as an opportunity to improve myself.I won't lie to you-maintaining that attitude is easier said than done.

Receiving a rejection is hard. Writing is a very personal endeavor；you are presenting a piece of yourself to the reader.To a writer, hearing the words“Your piece isn't right for us”is akin to hearing，“We don't like you.”

I try to maintain the attitude that a rejection means I tried. You only get what you put into it.I am offi cially a full-time writer；my work is published-not as often as I would like, but I have built up a client base and I do make money from my writing.

Some days I want to give up, but I don't. I keep trying.I am also a lot happier and I still fi nd plenty of time to do the items on my“if I only had time”list.

——Jennifer Flaten

我依然有梦想深埋心底，当我心情低落的时候，我会微笑面对。

——逸名

有时候，表面看起来是件倒霉事，最后，反而变成一次机会，一次可以去尝试你一直想做，但还未做成的事情的机会。我曾有一份完美的工作，对我来说，是份无可挑剔的兼职，时间安排灵活。老板允许我根据孩子的学校时间表灵活地计划工作。我可以离开家门，出去工作，与成年人交流，同时，获得一份额外收入。我可以赚足够多的钱，给家庭增加一份可供出去游乐的收入。

正当一切都很美好的时候，却恰逢经济危机。像其他的公司一样，我们公司开始感到有些拮据。公司主要负责主持大型企业会议，一旦经济情况变得越来越糟糕，客户们首先会取消大型企业会议。

起初，公司坚持认为我们能够安然渡过这次经济危机。几个月以后，有两位员工被解雇了，但是公司向我们保证说，他们不愿解雇任何一位余下的员工。

没有人相信他们这些话。我特别担心，管理层决定解雇一位在附属办公室做兼职的小姑娘，只是时间问题，我每天都带着忐忑的心情去上班，时刻准备被解雇。

不安稳的一个月过去了，终于迎来了这一天。我走进工作室发现经理和所有的区域经理都在一起。他们邀请我到会议室的那一刻，我就已经意识到要发生什么了。他们都很友好，这并不意外。我惊讶的是心里的那份失落感。自我16岁，我就开始工作。每次生完孩子之后，我都会回去工作。工作已经成为我生命的一部分——我现在能做什么呢？

在回家的路上，我哭了起来。接下来的好多天，我都无精打采的。大约一周之后，我开始积极地看待这件事情。当然，我喜欢工作，上帝知道我们也需要这份额外的收入。但对我来说，这是一次放松的好机会。

像大部分女人一样，我大部分时间是要兼顾工作和家庭的。现在，终于可以好好享受闲暇时光。谁没有一件“假如有时间”就去实现的事情呢？我当然也有。

我可以花更多的时间陪伴我退休了的妈妈。我们可以参加一日游，或者只是慢慢地享受充满欢笑的午餐，做一些很长时间以来都未来得及做的事情。

说到孩子，这样也给了我很好的机会，让我有时间自愿陪孩子参加学校的户外实地旅游和班级活动。我的孩子还小，他们希望我能够一起参与其中。所以，我为什么不利用这些闲暇时间呢？我不用必须兼顾工作和实地旅行。我终于可以毫不犹豫地答应了，这在以前是不可能的。

此外，还有一件令我纠结的小事——如果我全职从事写作，会怎样呢？在过去的几个月里，我同时兼顾写作，利用所有零碎的时间。我曾想，如果有机会，我会成为一名全职作家。

我承认自己对此很紧张。我凭什么认为自己可以成为全职作家呢？的确，我曾在当地报纸上发表过几篇文章，但要把写作当成真正的职业，可以吗？

我不自信地一直这样想。但突然记起在读者论坛上读到过的一句话：“你必须装作你可以，直到你真正地可以。”

表面上看来，这真是奇怪的建议。听起来很虚伪做作，甚至有些令人怀疑，直到你仔细思考这句话的真正含义——你一定要相信自己，对自己充满信心，相信自己能够成功，直到你真正做到为止。

我不想坐在那里空想自己将成为一名全职的自由撰稿人。我要付诸行动。

要成功，就要尝试、经历失败。尝试是件简单的事，而接受失败是最困难的。我必须把每次拒绝当成是提升自己的机会。说实话——保持这种态度，说起来总比做起来容易些。

接受被拒绝的事实很难。写作依靠的是个人的努力，作品就是作者把自己的一部分呈现给读者。对作者而言，“你的作品不适合我们”和“我们不喜欢你”一样。

我始终保持这样的态度，即使被拒绝，也意味着我曾尝试过，你只能拥有你所投入的。我现在已正式成为一名全职作家，我的作品已被出版——并没有像我想的那样，但我现在已拥有读者群，我可以通过写作获得收入。

有时候，我想放弃写作，但我没有。我一直不断地尝试。我也很高兴，因为我仍然有很多时间去做“假如有时间”就会做的事。

——珍妮弗·弗拉滕


第四部分　勇往直前

Chapter 4　Moving Forward

The only courage that matters is the kind that gets you from one moment to the next.

——Mignon McLaughlin

唯一重要的勇气就是让你能够从这一刻走向下一刻。

——麦格尼·麦克劳克林

I Feel Like Crap Today

今天我感觉糟透了

Just because you're miserable doesn't mean you can't enjoy your life.

——Annette Goodheart

Positive attitude?Yeah, right. You've got to be kidding, I thought, as my brother recounted his tale of this fabulous guy-who shall be referred to as Oliver Optimist from this point forward-who had multiple sclerosis and a sunny view of the world.

“You'd never even know he had it，”my brother said.“He has the best attitude, exercises, works hard and is really doing great. MS can be manageable.”

My jaw dropped, not literally, but in my mind. My brother must have been the one with the lesions on the brain, to suggest such craziness-this Oliver Optimist as a potential source of inspiration for me.

Just diagnosed with MS, fresh off the precipitous decline from exercising fi rst thing every day, carrying two toddlers around at once, and part-time work at the University of Pittsburgh, to, in just two weeks, having to slide down the stairs with my kids in my lap so I wouldn't fall, with a body so numb I couldn't feel the keyboard to type or tell you if my hand was resting on my leg or the arm of the chair unless I looked. I was not thrilled with my brother's tales of disease contentment.

I was angry at what was happening to me. My sweet brother was only trying to help me see the bright side.He wasn't the only one.As days went by I was introduced to other MS sufferers-everyone knew someone who had MS and every one of them had chipper stories of the way these people dealt with the disease as gracefully as saints, angels, or pixie fairies.

And when I'd hobble home after hearing one of these tales of ease in the face of man-eating myelin sheath, I was left wondering why I could not see lightness, joy or any of that upbeat gratifi cation in my own life.

Frankly, it was nauseating.

Then there were the situations where I met and spent time with people worse off than me. You'd think based on my repulsion at the mere mention of Polly Positive or Oliver Optimism, that I might fi nd a surge of happiness in the presence of people who had negative viewpoints or were severely incapacitated.

But those situations left me petrified beyond words and ashamed that the sight of these people did not evoke compassion in my heart, but instead, thoughts like“I'll never be able to live like that if I'm like her.”

I wanted to live my life as I had for three decades, on my own terms. But I couldn't sleep due to the discomfort of my limbs, which alternated between prickly numbness and intense pain so bad that merely wearing socks felt like walking on needles.I had anxiety and two small children who never slept through the night and never managed to waken at the same time in the night.I think I went six years with only forty-eight hours of accumulated REM sleep.

“The best thing you can do for yourself is get a good deal of rest，”my neurologist said. I think I cackled, looking unstable I'm sure.

“That's it?That's my treatment?Drugs that give me fl u-like symptoms and rest?Please, my good doctor, let me explain to you exactly what my life looks like.”

So, I went on, in excruciating detail, about how rest would not be a visitor in my home any time soon.

Then I waited. I waited for him to pull out a fat file, full of stories of others（Oliver Optimism and Polly Positive were patients of his）who were living grand lives with MS.I waited for him to delineate the ways I was lucky to have the degree of symptoms I did, that I should recognize how bad it could actually be.

But he yanked a box out of a drawer and plucked a Kleenex from it, then another and handed them over to me. He leaned on his arms, toward me, as though he were a friend who asked me over for coffee.And, with the most sincere look on his face, he said，“This really stinks, doesn't it?It's the worst thing I can imagine.I can see how hard all this has been, that your life has been completely upended.I can't pretend to know how awful that is, but I can tell you there's so much that can be done.We'll try everything until you manage the life you want.But yes, for now, it just stinks.”

It was the fi rst time someone didn't try to talk me into either seeing how selfi sh I was for not appreciating that I could be much worse off. He was the fi rst person who didn't tell me glorious stories of people who walk through life with MS as though they don't even have it.

I know how bad all that sounds, how awful of a person I was at that time, but the doctor's words released me from the argument I was having with myself and with others about how to live with this disease.

I realized that although I rolled my eyes at yarns spun à la Oliver Optimist, I was indeed an optimistic person.I may have moved slower than other people, my body changed for the worse, and some days all I could manage was to feed my children and lie on the floor and read with them.I couldn’t show up for all the neighborhood mom activities because sometimes I couldn’t manage anything except taking care of the kids.But every day I woke up and thought“today is the day I’m going to feel the way I used to；I’ll do all the things I want to do，”and every day that didn’t happen, I reshaped what I thought of as“everything I want to do.”

I stopped hiding the fact I felt like hell. lf someone asked me how I felt, I'd say，“I feel like crap.”And they'd look away, that split second revealing their discomfort with my crappiness.And I'd add，“But I'm good.I'm getting used to feeling that way.We went to the grocery store and we played at home.That’s it.And, that is a good day.”

And even though in my mind I knew those were not raving accomplishments, I meant it. I began to understand Oliver Optimist and Polly Positive.Being a positive person isn't shaped by the words that come from a person's mouth, but how they approach their life.By admitting things stink, a person can then control his or her reaction.Being optimistic or hopeful, or happy in the face of something bad requires a deep immersion in the badness, it requires naming the stinkyness, to expose the awfulness of it, so that you can truly rise above it.

——Kathleen Shoop

悲惨不幸并不意味着你不能享受生活。

——安妮特·古德哈特

积极的态度？是的。当哥哥跟我讲述这个富有传奇色彩的伙计的故事时，我想他一定是在开玩笑。这个伙计患有多发性硬化症，对世界仍抱有阳光、乐观的态度，从这点来看他确实可以说是个奥利弗乐观主义者。

“你根本不知道，”我的哥哥说道，“他有最好的态度和锻炼，并且很努力地工作，他做得很棒！多发性硬化症是可以控制的。”

我目瞪口呆，当然不是真的，但是脑袋里确实如此。我的哥哥一定是脑袋有些问题，居然给我提出这样疯狂的建议——把这个奥利弗乐观主义者作为激励我的源泉。

我被诊断出患了多发性硬化症，刚刚从身体机能的迅速衰退中回过神来。原先我每天起床锻炼，可以同时抱着两个孩子，并在匹兹堡大学做兼职。仅仅两周的时间，我就变得不得不把孩子放在腿上滑下楼梯，以防止我摔倒；身体麻木以至于打字时感觉不到键盘，甚至只有看过后才能告诉你我的手是放在自己的腿上，还是放在椅子的扶手上。哥哥讲述的关于疾病要乐观知足的故事并没有给我带来太多的兴奋。

对于发生在我身上的不幸，我很是愤慨。善良的哥哥正试图帮助我看到积极的一面，他并不是唯一这样做的人。时间一天天地过去，有更多的多发性硬化症的患者被介绍给我，每个人都认识患有这种疾病的病人，也都会讲述那些他们如何像圣人、天使或是精灵一样优雅从容地同疾病抗争的轻松愉快的故事。

当我带着一张像吃了髓鞘一样的脸听完一个个故事，并步履蹒跚地走回家后，我总是思考为什么在我的生活里总是看不到光明、快乐或是积极向上的满足感。

诚实地说，这很让人恶心。

有时候我会遇到或花些时间和一些境况比我更糟糕的人在一起。与单纯地讲述积极的波利或奥利弗乐观主义相比，你可以想象或许我能够从与那些态度消极或是严重丧失行动能力的人那里找到一些快乐。

然而，他们的境况却让我备感震惊，哑口无言。我为没有在内心流露出对他们的同情而感到惭愧，相反，我却想着“我绝对不能够像他们那样活着”。

我想要像过去的三十载一样，靠自己的力量活着，但是四肢的不适让我无法入眠。一会儿是刺骨的麻痹，一会儿是剧烈的疼痛，感觉自己好像只穿着袜子在钢针上行走一样。我内心常常焦虑不安。我的两个孩子，从来不睡整宿觉，而且夜里从来不会在同样的时间醒来。我想在过去的六年时间里，我累计也只有48小时的REM睡眠（快速眼动睡眠）。

“你能为自己做的最好的事就是多休息。”神经病学专家对我说。我当时咯咯地笑了，看起来并不坚定。

“就这样？这就是我的治疗方法吗？吃这些让我有像得了流感一样的症状，并且需要休息的药物吗？还要休息？我的好医生，请你听我说说我现在的生活到底是什么样子吧。”

我继续给他讲述那些让人极度痛苦的细节，告诉他为什么“休息”任何时候都不会来我家做客了。

然后我等待着，等着他给我列举出一大摞其他得了多发性硬化症的人如何坚强生活下去的故事（那些奥利弗乐观主义者和积极的波利都是他的病人）。我等待着他跟我描述我现在的症状是多么幸运，而事实上我应该意识到它可能会是多么糟糕。

但是，他拉开了抽屉，抽出一张又一张的纸巾递给了我。他靠着自己的胳膊，面朝着我，就好像是一位邀请我喝咖啡的朋友一样。他说道：“这真是糟糕透了，不是吗？这是我能想象出的最糟糕的事情了。我可以猜想这所有一切有多艰难，你的生活完全被颠倒了。我不能假装知道这有多可怕，但是我可以告诉你，你还有许多事可以去做。我们可以尝试每一种可能，直到你找到自己想要的生活。但是，没错，现在确实是很糟糕。”

这是第一次有人没有劝说我意识到自己到底有多么自私，因我没有庆幸没出现更糟糕的情况。他是第一个没有给我讲那些多发性硬化症病人如何生存的动人故事的人，虽然那些讲故事的人根本没有得这种病的经历。

我知道那时说的话有多么刻薄，那时的自己有多么可怕。但是医生的话让我从跟自己还有跟那些谈论如何与疾病抗争的人的争论中解脱了出来。

我意识到虽然我对奥利弗乐观主义者的故事嗤之以鼻，但我确实是个不折不扣的乐观主义者。我可能会比其他人走得慢，我的身体状况会变得更糟，或许我每一天唯一能做的就是给孩子们喂饭和躺在地板上给他们阅读。我不能够参加任何和邻居妈妈们的活动，因为我除了可以照看孩子们，没法处理其他任何事情。但是每一天当我醒来的时候，我会想“今天我会像过去一样，我要做我想做的所有事情”，每一天当我并没有如愿以偿时，我会重新构思我之前所想的“我要做的每一件事”。

我不再隐藏自己如同生活在地狱一般的事实。如果有人问我感觉怎样，我会告诉他“我感觉糟透了”。然后他们会转移视线，在那一瞬间透露出他们对我糟糕的境况所感到的不安。然后，我会补充说：“但是我还不错。我已经渐渐适应这种方式了。我们一起去杂货店，一起在家里玩。就是这样。日子过得还不错。”

虽然在我心里，我知道这些回答说得并不是很漂亮，但我确实是认真的。我可是理解奥利弗乐观主义者和积极的波利的。做一个积极的人并不是从某个人的口中说话塑造出来的，而是他们如何去生活。接受糟糕的现实，一个人才能够控制他或她的反应。在面对不幸时要保持乐观和充满希望的态度，需要我们对这种不幸有深入的了解，需要我们表达这种厌恶的感受，来揭露出它的可怕之处，以便于你能够真正地克服它。

——凯思琳·舒普

Our Family Motto

我们的家训

Some days there won't be a song in your heart. Sing anyway.

——Emory Austin

One rainy Saturday morning I decided to tackle clearing out my e-mail inbox. Seventy-five e-mails later I came across the subject：THIS WILL BE OUR FAMILY MOTTO.The body contained a popular quotation from an unknown author：“Don't ponder life too much instead devote yourself to those moments that make each day worthwhile.”

“Oh Amanda，”I whispered, following with a silent prayer.

Abandoning the computer, I ran to my daughter's room, grabbed her sketchbook lying at the bottom of the bed and began flipping through the pages. There on page five was the motto again intricately inscribed against the backdrop of the family crest she had designed.

My only child, Amanda, spent two decades battling lupus. There were many bad days but mercifully, at times, not so bad days.When bedridden, she e-mailed and I remember the day she decided we needed a motto.

Our small, non-traditional family-mother, daughter, dog-meant everything to her.

Heroism and illness require sacrifi ce and she made many sacrifi ces over the years. She met every health challenge with grace and optimism.

“Do you ever wish you had a grandchild?”she asked one day out of the blue. This was the only indication I ever had of a crack in her optimism.

For me, envisioning a life different from what I always planned for my child was diffi cult. lncredibly, she found ways to make the transitions required by her declining health easy on me.She wouldn't permit the disease to diminish our life together in any way.

Her disease was systemic so we couldn't obtain health insurance at any cost. Unable to work, she discovered that continuing college provided access to student insurance.Adjustments were made to my work schedule and she selected classes based on the times I could drive her back and forth.

This inconvenience became an adventure, stopping at the fast food drive-thru before parking outside the classroom for an impromptu picnic. We ate while she reviewed her assignments.One afternoon she suddenly burst out singing.She set the title Death of a Salesman to Wagner's Ride of the Valkyries.“Death of a salesman，”she sang over and over.Each verse growing louder.Before I knew it, I joined in.Her enthusiasm was contagious.

“Death of a salesman，”we blared in harmony.

We sang. The car rocked.We sang louder.

At one point, I glanced over and saw her professor staring in the car window, laughing wholeheartedly.“Behind you，”I mouthed with a nod toward the window. Turning, she waved to her professor without missing a beat.Still laughing, he headed into the building.Of course, Amanda finished her song before following.

At a time when most parents of my age were becoming empty nesters, I was getting to know the talented young lady my daughter had become. During a short remission, she worked as a correspondent for a regional magazine covering the Central Florida entertainment scene.She photographed and interviewed recording and television personalities.Scheduled to interview Jerry Seinfeld, she insisted I accompany her.Arriving at the venue, there was only a photo pass at the will call.

She phoned Seinfeld's publicist.“What happened?Where are the tickets for the show?”

“The show's overbooked but your guest can wait backstage and join you for the meet-and-greet after Jerry's performance，”the publicist assured her.

Backstage I found myself in the company of a local news anchor's mother and a dozen parking valets. We enjoyed the show over the PA system and eventually were escorted to the dressing room to rejoin our daughters while the valets scurried back to work.

Seinfeld was more than attentive. My daughter asked him to autograph the photo pass on her left shoulder but much to my dismay he scrawled his signature across the entire left side of her blouse.“Look what you've done，”I yelled.“You ruined her blouse.”

“Men have selective hearing，”he quipped, grinning at me like a fi ve-year-old who knows he's been naughty but likes it.

There was never a dull moment with Amanda.

Our relationship evolved as the disease invaded her kidneys. Becoming care partners, we learned to set up and administer dialysis at home.She spent ten hours a night connected to the machine.

“What are you working on so intently?”I asked her one night when she shoved a journal under the blankets as I entered her room.

“A surprise，”was all she'd say.

On my birthday she presented me with an Advance Reading Copy of a novel she wrote, scheduled for publication that month.

“I took the stories you told me when you came back from walking the dog and turned them into a satirical murder mystery. Set in a deed-restricted neighborhood, I loosely based it on ours，”she explained with a weary smile.

The Tampa Tribune ran a feature on the local author who wrote during dialysis. They arranged a photo shoot and asked her to do a reading of the fi rst chapter for Tampa Bay Online.

Two weeks after a book signing at Barnes&Noble, Amanda was hospitalized. Greeting me with a dazed smile following surgery, she laughed“Do I get a balloon now?”Her body failed her but her spirit remained resilient.

I'd make excuses to leave her hospital room. Collapsing on the floor just outside her doorway, the agony of seeing my child suffer covered me in a cold sweat from head to toe.I didn't want her to discover my hope was replaced by fear.

Every morning we shared a quick breakfast. After work, I'd return bearing Happy Meals and magazines before connecting her for her nightly dialysis.On the drive home my screams fi lled every inch of the car.

I'd rush to exercise the dog before calling her. We'd talk until I'd drift off to sleep, the phone still at my ear.“Mom, wake up，”she'd call into the receiver.“You need to hang up and get some rest.”Those days she was in the hospital were the closest we'd ever been.

Illness has a way of reshaping life but Amanda managed to thrive in the face of adversity. I'll never know if she would have written the book had she been healthy.A quote by Stephan Hoeller sums up her remarkable accomplishment.“A pearl is a beautiful thing that is produced by an injured life.It is the tear（that results）from the injury of the oyster.”

For me, Amanda's accomplishment remains a novel blessing. She greets me with a smile, her picture gracing the cover of her book when I walk among the stacks in the library.She welcomes my visits to Barnes&Noble where she resides in the company of my favorite authors.She gives me strength when I remember her tireless effort every time I hold the literary award bestowed posthumously.And when I listen to the recording of the first chapter of her novel, I hear her unspoken words encouraging me to follow our family motto and not ponder life too much but instead devote myself to those moments that make each day worthwhile.

——Toni L. Martin

有些日子里你的心中不会有歌曲。但无论如何，请继续歌唱。

——埃默里·奥斯汀

在一个阴雨绵绵的周六早上，我决定清理我的电子邮箱。在整理了75封邮件后，我看到了这样一个题目：这将成为我们的家训。文章中引用了一名逸名作者的名言：“不要太多地去思考人生，而是要亲身投入到每一个让生活更加有意义的瞬间。”

“哦，阿曼达。”我低声说道，随后默默地祷告。

我把电脑抛到一边，跑到了女儿的房间里，从床尾匆忙拿起她的随笔，开始翻阅起来。在本子的第五页，这句家训在她设计的家族徽章背景的映衬下，又一次出现了。

我唯一的孩子阿曼达，已经与红斑狼疮抗争了20年。有许多苦难的日子，但是幸运的是，偶尔也会有不那么糟糕的日子。卧病在床时，她常常发电子邮件，我还记得那一天她告诉我：“我认为我们需要一条家训。”

我的非传统意义上的小家——母亲、女儿和狗——就是她的一切。

英雄主义和疾病都需要做出牺牲，而这些年她已经牺牲了很多。她优雅乐观地面对着每一次健康问题的挑战。

“你曾经想过有一个外孙吗？”有一天，她出乎意料地问道。这是唯一一次从她的乐观态度中感受了不和谐的迹象。

对我来说，设想一种我一直为自己的孩子所计划的完全不同的生活是很困难的。不可思议的是，她找到各种方式，让我更容易地去接受那些因为她身体状况下滑而带来的变化。她不允许疾病以任何方式缩短我们在一起的时间。

她的疾病是全身性的，因此我们无论如何都不可能得到医疗保险。由于不能工作，她发现继续完成大学学业能够给她提供学生保险。我调整了工作时间表，她依照我能够开车接送她的时间选择了学习的课程。

这种不便成了一种冒险的体验。我们会先驱车到汽车餐厅，然后把车停到教室外面，来一次即兴的野餐。我们一边吃着，她一边检查着作业。一天下午，她突然开始放声歌唱。她把“推销员之死”唱进了瓦格纳的《女武神》里。“推销员之死，”她一遍又一遍地唱道。歌声越来嘹亮。在我听懂之前，我便加入到了其中。她的热情感染了我。

“推销员之死。”我们高声齐唱着。

我们歌唱着，车跟着我们颤动了。我们便更大声地歌唱。

那一刻，我扫视了一下四周，发现她的教授正目不转睛地盯着车窗里面，真诚地欢笑着。“在你后面，”我对着车窗点头说道。阿曼达也转过头去，伴随着节拍向教授招手致意。他笑着走进了教学楼。当然，阿曼达在跟随他走进去之前唱完了歌。

大多数父母亲在我这个年纪已经进入空巢期，而我才刚开始渐渐了解女儿的才华与天赋。在这段病情缓解的时间里，她在一家报道佛罗里达娱乐现场情况的地方杂志社做记者，她给广播和电视名人拍照并做采访。被安排去采访杰里·宋飞时，她坚持让我陪她一起。到达现场后，我们发现在预售处只有一张照片卡。

她打电话给宋飞的公关人员：“发生了什么事情？演出的票在哪里？”

“演出预订的票超出了实际的席位，但是你的客人可以在后台等候，在杰里演出结束后同您一起参加见面会。”公关人员向她保证。

在后台，我发现自己可以与一名当地新闻主持人的母亲还有十几个泊车员做伴。我们通过广播系统看到了表演，并最终被护送到化妆间与女儿们团聚，而泊车员又开始了忙碌的工作。

宋飞有些心不在焉。我的女儿让他在她左肩的照片卡上签名，但令我失望的是，他把签名潦草地签在了她整件衬衫的左侧。“看看你干的，”我喊叫着说，“你把她的衬衫毁了。”

“男人的听觉是有选择性的。”他俏皮地说道，就像一个五岁的孩子一样咧嘴朝我笑着，知道自己淘气，但是还喜欢这么做。

和阿曼达在一起从来不会有无聊的时候。

当疾病侵害到她的肾脏时，我们的关系有了进一步的发展。我们成为相互照顾的对象，我们学会了在家中进行透析治疗。她每天晚上要花10个小时与机器连接在一起。

“你在那里专心致志地做什么呢？”一天晚上当我走进她的房间时，发现她在毯子下面捧着一本日记。

“一个惊喜。”她说道。

在我生日那天，她给我奉送上了她自己写的小说的预读版本，这本小说计划那个月就将出版了。

“我借用了那些你遛狗回来讲给我听的故事，把它们变成了讽刺的谋杀之谜。以一个受到严密控制的街区为背景，只是宽泛意义上参照我们这里。”她面带略显倦意的笑容说道。

《坦帕论坛报》对这名在透析期间进行写作的作家进行了专题报道。他们安排了专业摄影，并让她在坦帕湾在线节目朗读了书的第一章。

在这本书与巴诺书店签约两周后，阿曼达住进了医院。在进行了外科手术后，她神情有些恍惚，但仍旧面带笑容地向我打招呼。她笑着说道：“我现在可以得到一只气球吗？”她的身体状况欠佳，但是精神状态却始终饱满。

我宁愿找借口离开她的病房。就在她的病房门外，我跌倒在地。看到自己的孩子遭受这样的痛苦，这种折磨让我浑身冒出冷汗。我不想让她发觉我的希望已经被恐惧取而代之。

每天早上，我们都迅速地吃完早餐。下班后，我会带着开心乐园餐和杂志回去，晚些时候再为她进行每晚的透析治疗。在开车回家的路上，我的尖叫声会充满车子的每一个角落。

我常常在给她打电话之前匆匆忙忙地去遛狗。我们会一直交谈到我入眠，电话还仍旧放在我的耳边。“妈妈，醒醒啊，”她对着话筒说道，“你得把电话挂断，然后好好休息。”她在医院里的那些日子是我们最亲近的时候。

疾病会重塑一个人的生活，但是阿曼达在面对困境时努力争取获得胜利。我无法想象如果她身体健康良好，她是否能够完成这本书的写作。可以引用斯蒂芬·霍金的一句话来总结她取得的卓著成果：“珍珠是受伤的生命而造就的美妙之物，它是牡蛎的伤痛所带来的收获。”

对我来说，阿曼达的成就就是一本小说的祝福。当我经过图书馆里的书架时，她用书封面上优雅的笑容向我致意。她欢迎我去巴诺书店，让我看到她与那些我最喜欢的作家为伍。她给予了我力量，让我捧着她在去世后被授予的文学奖时，仍旧能回想起她每一次孜孜不倦的努力。每当听到她朗读小说第一章的录音时，我似乎都能听到她无声的语言在激励我去遵循我们的家训，不要太多地去思考人生，而是要亲身投入到每一个让生活更加有意义的瞬间。

——托妮·L.马丁

Savoring the Sweetness of Life

品味生活的甜蜜

Become a possibilitarian. No matter how dark things seem to be or actually are, raise your sights and see possibilities-always see them, for they're always there.

——Norman Vincent Peale

My ten-year-old brother elbowed me.“C'mon, I'll race you.”I hated that. He ran faster, and being quicker than me, he always won.The race was to get the best water bucket, the one with the larger handle and fewer dents.

Back in 1964 in La Paz, Bolivia, every day at noon the electricity and water would be cut off. We expected and accepted the rationing as part of life.Right at twelve, lights and radio went off.And Abuela（grandmother）would sigh after listening to another dramatic episode of the“Count of lstanbul，”her favorite radio soap opera.The only light bulb hanging from the ceiling went out, making our tiny kitchen even darker.

We followed our routine. Coming home from school, my brother and I took on the task, simple and mundane.With our metal buckets dangling from our hands, we dashed out the rusted gate of our home and skipped down the narrow, dirt hill.The buckets clanked as we placed each foot on the rocks we used as steps.It was steep, dotted with green weeds, uneven spots, rocks and debris.Once on the dusty fi eld, we dodged stray dogs, all scrawny and with matted hair, sniffi ng for food.Then, we jumped over mud puddles and ran to the public faucet.Giggling with the friends we met, we sat our buckets in line behind other neighbors'containers.

The way back was tougher. The full buckets, now heavy, made our trip longer because we stopped often to rest.While the cold Andes Mountains wind cut at our faces, I'd sit on a rock and watch my brother throw dry sticks down the ravine.

At times, thirsty after playing outside, we ran into the kitchen and grabbed the large glass bottle where our family stored boiled water to drink. To our dismay, it was empty.We held it under the faucet, but only a few drops trickled out.Forgetting that noon had passed, we groaned and complained.But Abuela looked up from reading her Bible and smiled at us from her chair.She wore her wool black skirt, thick stockings to match and the brown sweater she had knitted herself.She gazed out the window to the mountain behind our home, called us over and pointed to the small mud huts among the sparse vegetation along the sides.

“We're so fortunate，”she said.“See those folks who live there?They never have electricity, not even a faucet for running water.”She took my hand.“C'mon, you're going to help me.”

I sat beside her at the table in the small kitchen. She handed me a knife and three potatoes.“You need to learn this.”She taught me to peel and chop them for the soup she prepared.Once she placed the contents in the pot, she added water from our cooking reserve.With frail and wrinkled hands, she placed it on a single burner over a fl ame fueled with kerosene.

An hour later, using a large wooden ladle, she stirred, tasted, and paused for a moment.“It's good.”She turned to me.“Let's go.”

I followed her to the old gate at the front of the house. By then, a few peasants had walked from their huts on the mountain and lined up.They sat on the dirt ground and, with dingy hands, held up their worn tin cans.

Abuela scooped ladlefuls of soup and filled their containers.“How are you?”Sometimes she knew their names and when she didn't, she still greeted them with genuine love. With sorrowful eyes in the middle of dark, cracked, wrinkled skin, they gave her their tacit gratitude.

Compassion fi lled me and I sensed new appreciation for the comfort we did have. Years later, after hard work, sacrifi ce and perseverance, Mami and Papi met the requirements imposed by the United States for us to enter her borders.

Our new home offered electricity all day long. Water, hot and cold, available all day-what a dream come true.Adjusting to the luxuries in America diminished the impact of other changes we experienced.Unable to speak English, my parents had to decipher newspaper want ads for jobs.Misunderstanding the picture on the can, we ate cat food, thinking it was tuna.Mami bought bloomers that I wore to gym class thinking they were gym shorts.We thought the name of a street was“One Way.”Papi expressed effusive thanks to a police offi cer as he handed the offi cer his license.Later, we learned he'd received a speeding ticket.

Putting aside the effects of difficult moments, we grew aware of each blessing in our new American home. We committed to hard work.And determined to succeed, our family blossomed and prospered.

As the years passed, adversity touched our lives. Papi lost his sight to a hereditary retinal disease, and at thirty-one years of age, the gene I'd inherited from him caused me to also lose my sight completely.

Just as had occurred at noon everyday in Bolivia, the lights were turned off in the middle of my life, leaving me in physical and emotional darkness.

But God pointed to the mountains where there were those indeed more unfortunate. Those who never had sight.They never saw the beauty of a sunset, the radiant colors that paint a fl ower, or the smile on a child's face.

As I did at twelve, I grabbed my bucket of gratitude and filled it with encouragement, determination, drive and passion. Abuela's legacy lives on.Today, with my own recipe and through my work, I share with others ladlefuls of inspiration.I add large portions of the positive attitude that equips me to fi nd joy each morning.I pour in lots of perseverance to quench uncertainty and insecurity.Often, I stir in a deeper sense of appreciation for things I had taken for granted.And fueled with passion, I sprinkle on top the philosophy that keeps me going：Rather than tasting the bitter fl avor of a blind life, I savor each moment, relishing in the sweetness of life that my eyes do see.

——Janet Perez Eckles

做一名可能主义者吧。不论事情似乎或者确实有多么黑暗，扬起你的目光，你就能看到可能——总能看到它们，因为它们一直都在那里。

——诺曼·文森特·皮尔

我10岁大的弟弟用手肘推开我：“来吧，我要跑过你。”我讨厌这样。他跑得比我快，所以总是赢我。比赛是为了赢得那个最好的水桶，手柄更大，凹痕更少。

回想起1964年在玻利维亚拉巴斯市，每天中午都会断水断电。我们已经把定额配给作为生活的一部分，期盼并接受了它。12点整，灯和广播就会一齐切断。每当听完一段她最喜欢的广播肥皂剧《伊斯坦布尔记事》，祖母就会唉声叹气。天花板上唯一的灯泡也会熄灭，让我们的小厨房变得更加阴暗。

我们遵循着日常的程序。放学回家后，我和弟弟便开始了简单而平凡的任务。我们手中提着摇摇晃晃的铁桶，冲出家里锈迹斑斑的大门，蹦蹦跳跳地走下狭窄的土丘。每当我们在岩石上迈出一步，水桶就会发出“叮叮当当”的响声。土丘十分陡峭，散布着绿色的野草，凹凸不平的地面，有岩石还有瓦砾。一走到这种布满尘土的荒野，我们便开始躲闪那些骨瘦如柴、毛发杂乱、四处觅食的流浪狗。我们会跳过那些泥坑，跑向公用水龙头。我们把水桶排在其他邻居的容器后面，坐在上面和遇到的伙伴哈哈大笑。

回去的路更加艰险。满满的水桶沉甸甸的，我们常常停下来休息，路途也似乎变得更加漫长了。安第斯山脉上的冷风吹过我们的面庞，如同刀割一样，我坐在岩石上看着弟弟把干干的棍子扔进峡谷。

有时，在外面玩渴了，我们就会跑进厨房抓起家里盛白开水的大玻璃瓶喝起来。让我们失望的是，瓶子竟然是空的。我们把它放到水龙头下面，但只滴下来几滴水。我们忘记了已经是午后，开始满腹牢骚地抱怨起来。而正在阅读《圣经》的祖母会把头抬起来，坐在椅子上朝我们微笑。她穿着黑色的羊毛衫，搭配着厚厚的长筒袜，还有她自己编织的棕色毛衣。她凝望着窗外坐落在我家后面的山脉，把我们叫到跟前，指给我们看那些点缀在山的两侧稀疏植被里的小土屋。

“我们太幸福了，”她说道，“看到那些住在那里的人了吗？他们从来不用电，甚至连自来水的水龙头都没有。”她拉起我的手，说道，“来吧，过来帮帮我吧。”

在小小的厨房里的桌子前，我坐在了她的旁边。她递给了我一把刀和三个土豆：“你得学习一下。”她教我怎样给土豆削皮并切开，为做汤提前做好准备。她将一把食材放进锅里，然后把煮饭备用的水加入锅里。她用纤弱而皱缩的双手把锅放到仅有的一个烧柴油的火炉上面。

一个小时后，她用一只大大的木勺搅动着，品尝了一下，停留片刻，说道：“不错。”

她把头转向我：“我们走吧。”

我跟随她走到房屋前面古老的大门前。那时，几个农民已经从山上的小木屋走过来排成了一行。他们坐在布满尘土的地面上，脏兮兮的手里举着破旧的锡罐。

祖母一勺勺地把汤舀进他们的容器：“还好吗？”有时她会记得他们的名字，在她不知道时，她仍然会用真诚的爱去问候他们。透过那黑暗之中忧伤的眼神和那布满皱纹的皮肤，他们默默地给予她感激。

同情与怜悯之情充盈着我的内心，我感到对所拥有的舒适生活又体味到了新的价值。在经过数年的辛勤劳作、奉献与坚持不懈的努力后，妈妈和爸爸终于为我们取得了融入美利坚合众国的条件。

我们的新家全天都有供电，热水和凉水都可以全天供应——梦想就这样实现了。适应美国的奢侈生活缩小了我们所经历的其他改变的影响。不会讲英语，我们的父母不得不翻译报纸上的招聘启事。因为看不懂罐头上的图画，我们吃了猫粮，却还以为是金枪鱼。妈妈给我买了去上体育课穿的灯笼裤，却还以为那是运动短裤。我们还以为有一条街的名字叫作“单行道”。爸爸在递给警察他的驾驶证时感激不尽，之后我们才知道他收到的是一张超速罚单。

抛除这些困难时刻的影响，我们越来越意识到在美国的新家园中每一次幸福的体验。我们继续辛勤地工作，为了获得成功，我们的家人共同发展、繁荣昌盛。

随着时光的流逝，厄运也常常出现在我们的生活里。爸爸因为遗传性视网膜疾病而丧失了视力，我在31岁时也因为从他那里遗传的基因问题而完全失明。

就像在玻利维亚每天所发生的一样，光明在我的生命之中被关闭了，让我的身心都陷入了一片黑暗之中。

但是上帝指向了那些事实上更加不幸的山区。那些从未拥有过视力的人，他们从未见过夕阳的美景、花朵绚烂的色彩，还有孩子们的笑脸。就像12岁时一样，我抓起感激的水桶，用勇气、决心、动力和激情装满它。祖母的遗产被传承了下来。今天，我用自己的秘诀和劳动，与他人分享着满勺的鼓舞与启发。每天早上，我都加入大量的积极心态来武装自己，让我找到幸福与欢乐。我倾入许多毅力与恒心去平息内心的疑虑与不安。我还常常会对那些习以为常的事情融入更深厚的感激。添加激情，喷洒让我坚持下去的哲理：不是去体会失明所带来的痛苦，而是去品味眼之所见的每一个美妙时刻。

——珍妮特·佩雷斯·埃克尔斯

Finding My Religion

找到我的信仰

Religion is not something separate and apart from ordinary life. lt is life-life of every kind viewed from the standpoint of meaning and purpose：life lived in the fuller awareness of its human quality and spiritual signifi cance.

——A. Powell Davies

A few years ago, during a particularly stressful time, I sat down and wrote my own religion. Thumbing through a small, dog-eared dictionary, I came upon this defi nition：“religion：a specifi c system of belief built around a philosophy of life.”According to that definition, my own personal beliefs and philosophies were, indeed, my religion.I jokingly called it“The Religion of Betsy-ism.”

My“religion”ended up being ten pages long, and covered my views on everything from sin, heaven, hell, love, the Golden Rule, life purpose, God and even death. lt isn't very reverent or solemn, but then again, my personal philosophy of life contains a lot of playfulness and humor.But to this day, if I start to feel off-track or uncentered, I can pull out my religion and re-read it and everything falls back into place for me.

To me, religion is a very personal thing, and is not something that is reserved for Sunday services. lt is the rules and guidelines that we choose to live our life by.These philosophies are collected throughout our lives from places like our parents, our churches, books we read, friends.I even think there are some great philosophies in modern advertising or songs that can be incorporated into a personal religion.Some of those song lyrics or advertising mottoes that seem to tug at your heart are probably part of your own personal philosophy……the lines that, if you remembered to try to live by them, would help you to really“be all that you can be.”

I think everyone has a personal philosophy of life. Some people have chosen to believe that life stinks, or life is unfair or it's a dog-eat-dog world.I feel sorry for those people, because I think if that's what they believe, then that's how life is going to treat them.My own personal philosophy is more along the lines of“If you are good to life, life is good back to you.”I guess I just believe that if you lead a really good, kind, unselfi sh life, that life is going to be good, kind and unselfish in return.So far, this philosophy has worked out pretty well for me.When I am abiding by my“religion，”life is pretty darn good.When life isn't going so well, it is easy for me to sit back and see where I have gotten off-track from my own personal beliefs.

I certainly don't claim to know all the answers for anyone else. After years of personal evaluation I do, however, know a lot of the things that work for me.And part of my personal religion is to always keep polishing my own philosophies as I go along in life and learn more about what things work and what things don't and which paths lead to good times and which lead to bad.

So anytime my life runs into another roadblock or obstacle that is trying to knock me down, I may stumble, but I rarely fall. I don't have to fi nd the newest self-help book or run to a therapist and start back at the bottom for guidance.I know right where to turn.I turn to my religion.It's a wonderful reminder of all the progress I have already made in life, and all the wonderful things I have already learned.

——Betsy S. Franz

信仰不与日常生活分离。它就是生活——每一种以意义和目的为出发点的生活：生活得更加注重人类品质和精神意义。

——A.鲍威尔·戴维斯

几年前，在一段压力巨大的时光里，我坐下来，书写自己的信仰。我翻看了一本破旧得卷了角的词典，找到了这样的定义：“信仰：围绕人生哲学而建立的特殊的信念体系。”根据这个定义来看，我自己个人的信念和哲学事实上就是我的信仰。我调侃地把它叫作“贝特西主义信仰”。

我的“信仰”用10页纸才能写完，涵盖了我对罪恶、天堂、地狱、爱、黄金规则、人生意义、上帝甚至死亡等各种事物的观点。我的人生哲学不是庄重严肃的，还包含了许多诙谐与幽默。然而直到今天，开始感觉到自己有些偏离中心了，我就拿出自己的信仰重新阅读，让一切都归为原位。

对我而言，信仰是一件非常个人的事情，并不是用来做礼拜的。它是我们选择用来生活的规则和指南。这些哲学是我们在生活中从父母、教会、书籍或朋友那里随处收集而来的。我甚至认为在当今的广告或歌曲中也有可以包含进个人信仰的精辟哲学。那些触动你内心的歌词或广告语可能就是你自己的个人信仰……那些你试图记住并按其生活的词句能够帮助你真正“成就你一切的可能”。

我想每个人都有自己的生活哲学。有的人选择相信生活糜烂不公、世界残酷无情。我为这些人感到遗憾，因为我认为如果他们相信了这种观点，生活就会用这种方式对待他们。我的人生哲学更倾向于“你若真诚对待生活，生活也会真诚待你”。我只是相信如果你选择善良、宽容、无私地生活，生活也会善良、宽容、无私地回报你。迄今为止，这条哲学对我仍十分受用。我坚守着自己的“信仰”，生活得精彩纷呈。当生活不顺时，我可以很轻松地坐下来，找出自己哪点方面偏离了个人的信仰。

当然，我不可能知道每个人的答案。然而，就多年的自我评价来言，它们大多数都使我受益。而且，我的个人信仰中还包含着这样的观点——随着生活的延续以及对事物利弊和因果的理解而不断更新自己的哲学理念。

所以每当我的人生遇到障碍或是试图把我击垮的困境时，我或许会磕磕绊绊，但是我很少跌倒。我不需要去找最新版的自助书籍，或是向治疗师寻求最基础的指导。我清楚自己应该求助的地方，我求助于自己的信仰。它是我所经历的人生进程中一种绝佳的暗示，是我所学到的最美妙的东西。

——贝琪·S.弗朗茨

The Power of Mark

马克的力量

Courage is not the absence of fear, but rather the judgment that something else is more important than fear.

——Ambrose Redmoon

No-I'm not talking about some supernatural phenomenon. I can't make a chair float across the room or anything like that.Rather, I'm talking about a special gift that I received from my son a few years after he died.

Perhaps I better explain a little about our family first. Mark was the younger of our two boys.Our kids meant everything to Cookie and me, and family always came fi rst.Brian and Mark were less than two years apart in age and were always together when they were young.As they were nearing their teen years, they each developed different interests and identities.

Mark grew somewhat withdrawn and quiet.

During his teen years, we dealt with some“teenage issues”but we all seemed to get through them……or so we thought. He had grown from a skinny little kid into an amazing young man.At 5'9”and 175 pounds, Mark could dunk a basketball and bench press 400 pounds.

As Mark was nearing the end of his senior year in high school, life seemed good. Any problems he had in the past were a distant memory.He was a week away from graduation-and then it happened.On Friday May 28，2004，Mark never woke up.He died from taking a mix of prescription drugs that didn't belong to him.Life as we knew it ended that day！

For several years my life was consumed with heartache, emptiness, sadness, bitterness……and any other emotions that come from losing a child. I no longer laughed or smiled.Whatever friends I had once had were soon gone, and work didn't seem important anymore either.Except for my wife Cookie and our older son Brian, nothing much mattered to me.

Unfortunately, reality set in. With no job, no income, and no health insurance, I needed to fi nd employment.The problem was that the work I had done previously-auditing hospitals and government agencies-was no longer important to me.The only thing that I felt was worthwhile was to teach people about the dangers of drugs-or helping people with substance abuse issues.The problem was that I had no formal training or background in that fi eld.

Then it happened……. I realized one day that I had“the power of Mark.”“What is that?”you're probably asking.It is something that has given me freedom from fears and phobias.It has allowed me to be honest with others……and with myself.It has, in fact, given me the courage to do things that I could never have done before.

Let me explain some of my previous traits and characteristics：Don't make waves……accept“no”for an answer……know your place……understand your limitations……fear failure……understand organizational“hierarchy”……respect people because of their status……etc. One of my biggest fears was talking in front of a group of people.I was so scared of making a mistake or looking foolish.If I knew that I had to talk to more than eight people at a time, I wasn't able to sleep the night before.

It came to me one day about three years after Mark's death.“How can anyone hurt me anymore?”I asked myself. My“baby boy”died-and there is nothing worse than that.“Why should I care what people think?”It gave me a feeling of relief……a feeling of power that I didn't have before.

About this same time, people and organizations began asking me to speak to groups and at conferences to share Mark's story-and to help people understand the dangers of abusing prescription drugs. Over the past few years, I have been a speaker at numerous national and statewide forums（in front of as many as 250 people），worked with TV and radio media, and have written several articles for print media.

In case you're wondering, I am also now employed by a non-profit organization in Pennsylvania-to help build a program to assist people in accessing drug and alcohol treatment. lronically, it was the only job interview in my life where I didn't embellish facts, didn't try to hide my fl aws, didn't lie, and didn't try to appear to be something I’m not.Why was I hired?It wasn’t because of my education, work background, or experience-it was because of my passion and commitment for this cause.

It was, in fact, because I have“the power of Mark”……a true gift from my son.

——Phil Bauer

勇气不是不害怕，而是确定有比害怕更重要的东西。

——安布罗斯·雷德蒙

不——我不是在谈论一些超自然的现象。我不可能让椅子悬浮在屋内或让类似的事情发生。可是，我想说的是一份来自我几年前离世的儿子的礼物。

或许我最好首先说点儿关于我们家庭的情况。马克是我两个儿子中年幼的一个。孩子对我和库琪来说就是一切，家庭永远都是第一位的。布赖恩和马克相差不到两岁，他们儿时都是形影不离的。当接近十几岁时，他们也有了各自的兴趣和个性。

马克变得有些沉默和安静。

在他十几岁的时候，我们要解决那些“青春期问题”，但困难似乎都被一一克服了，至少我们是这样想的。他从一个廋小的小孩儿长成了一个迷人的小伙子。身高5英尺9英寸，能扣篮，还能仰卧举起400磅的重量。

在马克快要高中毕业的时候，生活似乎一直安然无恙。那些他过去有的问题都已经成了过眼云烟。然后就在他还有一周就要高中毕业的时候，厄运却降临了。2004年5月28日，那是个周五，马克再也没有从睡梦中醒来。他死于误食他人的药物。他的生命就在那一天终结了。

在之后的几年里，我在伤心欲绝、空虚无助以及遭受丧子的痛苦中消磨着自己的人生。我再也没有了欢笑。过去的朋友都渐渐疏远我，工作也似乎失去了意义。除了我的妻子库琪和大儿子布赖恩，其他似乎都不再重要。

不幸的是，我终将要回到现实。没有工作，没有收入，没有医疗保险，我需要找到一份工作。问题是我之前为医院和政府机构审计的工作对我来说不再重要了。我觉得唯一有意义的事情就是传授给人们用药的危险——或者帮助那些存在滥用药物问题的人。但是我没有接受过正规培训，也没有这一领域的工作背景。

之后事情就这样发生了……一天我意识到了我有“马克的力量”。“那是什么？”你或许会问道。那是一种让我从忧虑和恐惧之中解脱的力量。它让我能够真诚地对待他人、对待自己。事实上，它给了我以前从未有过的勇气。

让我来解释一下我之前的性格特点：不要打破现状……接受“不”的回答……知道自己所在的位置……知道自己的局限性……害怕失败……理解机构中的“等级制度”……因为地位而尊重别人等，我最大的恐惧是在人群前面讲话，我害怕犯错误或者看上去很傻，如果我知道我要同时对着八个以上的人讲话，我头天晚上便会失眠。

它在马克离世大约三年后的一天浮现在我的脑海中。“别人还能再怎么伤害我呢？”我问自己。我的“宝贝儿子”离世了——没有比这更糟糕的事情了。“我为什么要在乎别人怎么想呢？”这给了我一种解脱的感觉……一种我从未有过的感受。

与此同时，一些个人和机构开始邀请我对团队或在会议上演讲，分享马克的故事——帮助人们了解滥用处方药物的危害。在过去的几年里，我在许多全国的还有全州的论坛上发言（在多达250人面前），与电视及广播媒体合作，并为平面媒体写了几篇文章。

要是你还想知道的话，我现在还被宾夕法尼亚的一家非营利组织录用了——帮助筹建一个帮助人们正确使用药物和酒精的项目。具有讽刺意义的是，那是我唯一一次未加美化事实地参加面试，没有试图遮掩自己的不足，没有说谎，没有假装成并非真的我的东西。我为什么被录用了呢？不是因为我的学历、我的工作背景，或是我的经验——是因为我对这份事业的热爱和奉献。

事实上，是因为我有“马克的力量”……我从儿子那里收到的真正的礼物。

——菲尔·鲍尔

The New Apartment

新公寓

He who fears something gives it power over him.

——Moorish Proverb

The realtor opened the door to the apartment. The fl oor-to-ceiling window in front of me revealed New York's Queensboro Bridge.Drawn to the view, I looked at the magnificent steel structure and then down seventeen stories to the bridge's snarled on and off ramps.All was quiet where I stood despite what I knew was a cacophony below.Yellow cabs, city buses, cars, livery trucks, and vans all jockeyed to be in front.As usual, the busy gears of the city were turning below, but the atmosphere within the apartment was calm.I turned from the window to fi nd my mother's eyes.Hers were on mine already.I smiled, and she smiled back.

It was February and my mom and I were looking at rental apartments together. The previous July, I had been living in another apartment in Manhattan where a man walked thorough my unlocked door and raped me.The attack that took forty-fi ve minutes left me bruised and sore on the outside, eviscerated inside.After the attack I fl ed the city to my mother's house in suburban Connecticut and landed, at age twenty-three, back in my childhood bedroom.The rape made the local news and the company where I worked generously offered me as much time off as I needed.In those fi rst few weeks a team of family and friends, including my divorced parents and stepparents, scooped me up and did what needed doing on my behalf.Most important was starting my recovery.Together we interviewed psychologists, knowing that I would need long-term psychological support.Another day, we talked to rape counselors about how to deal with this type of crime.Despite good emergency room care in the ER after the attack, my parents set up an appointment for me to meet a doctor specializing in AIDS treatment since there was a fear I had contracted the disease.And, as much as was possible, we spent time together in places where I felt safe.

We also spent hours working with the police. Three separate policemen and two detectives interviewed me over the course of two days.I had some memories from the attack, but others were buried deep in shock.I flipped through books of mug shots and stared at hundreds of faces of convicted felons.Despite the hollowness of my soul and the shock that took away my emotion, I wanted the rapist caught, indicted, and imprisoned.Somehow I had the strength-either stored up within me or on loan from someone else.

On day two of working with the police I learned that the crime of rape is about power. The sex is secondary.A rapist's weapon is a body part rather than a gun or knife.When my attacker came from behind me, covered my nose and mouth, and did not let me breathe or move, he took control.I was powerless.I didn't fi ght back.I was crushed by fear.I have no way of knowing how the assault would have turned out if I had fought back.I learned later that he had been released from prison only twelve days before he attacked me.Had I fought back, would I be alive today?I don't know.

Using fi ngerprints found at the crime scene, two days after the attack the police raided the rapist's last known address-his mother's home. After his mother opened her front door, the police found him in bed with another woman.“What have you got me for?”he asked the arresting offi cer.After his capture I picked him out of a line-up and gave testimony at a grand jury.He was indicted and put in prison.

One of the books I read in the weeks following the assault told me that a crucial step in a victim's recovery is both the feeling of safety and regaining a sense of control and power. As the shock wore off and my emotions returned, I realized just how much this man had taken from me.He had rendered me a lifeless bag of skin and bones.Every so often my brain allowed a glimpse of the person I had once been not that long ago.I had been a young woman working hard in her fi rst job out of college.One who easily rode a subway full of strangers to work, ate at the corner falafel stand with co-workers, and went to the Strand to buy used books.I was a woman who loved to travel by herself and play competitive sports, to hang out with friends, and laugh.Those memories made me yearn for“before”—despite fi nding myself deposited in a life-long“after.”Many days I didn't think I would-or could-ever recover.Whoever that woman was before, she was gone.

After about a month I decided to go back to work for a few hours a day in an attempt to not only keep my job, but also to regain some of the cadence of the real world. After a few weeks, I could spend more than a few hours there.It was a relief to deal with clients who didn't see me as“the woman who was raped.”Slowly things changed.One day when someone told a joke I laughed instead of not being able to feel humor.Another day when a friend called to check in on me, I picked up to phone not out of duty, but in a desire to connect.After weeks of feeling no desire for food, I heard my stomach's cries.These small victories came rarely amid the raging internal storm, but they were there.These tiny moments began to build day after day until without me even knowing it, a life was beginning again.

Slowly I realized that my recovery could only be engineered by me. My support system was still there, but only I could do the rebuilding.And it was hell.Moments of every day I was crippled with fear, depression, misery, and despair.Then, just as suddenly, I would see a fl ower and think that if I were dead, I would never see a flower like that again.My mind became an emotional battleground.A vivid, heart-stopping fl ashback would leave me in a fetal position on the fl oor, fi ghting feelings of helplessness and doom.But then I would remind myself what the books said：fl ashbacks were part of posttraumatic stress disorder.They would fade with time.Once my heartbeat became regular and I could breathe normally, I stood up and I found myself back on my feet.

Months passed, and with tri-weekly therapy sessions, love from family and friends, and the passage of time, I healed. I morphed from victim to survivor on the backs of others and an internal strength that I didn't know I had.The time came when I was ready to leave home again.For me, moving forward meant returning to the life I had chosen before the attack.Other options, like moving to another city or fi nding a roommate so that I didn't have to live alone, were actions based in fear.Fear was my attacker's legacy, and I decided that I would not live the rest of my life like that.I was going to do my best to pick up where I left off.

This apartment felt different. The last one was small and dark, and had the charm of a pre-war building.This one was modern.It had light wood fl oors, white walls, track lighting, and huge windows.I knew I could-and would-spend hours looking out at the beautiful bridge and the life buzzing around it.Still standing at the window, I saw yet another line of cars waiting at the stoplight.Suddenly the light turned green, and in seconds the cars were moving forward.Soon I knew I would be too.

——Jennifer Quasha

害怕的人给了它战胜自己的力量。

——摩尔谚语

房地产经纪人打开了公寓的门。我面前从地板到天花板的落地窗外便是纽约的皇后大桥。仔细地观察眼前的景致，我看到了壮观的钢制结构，向下看到第17层以及连接着大桥盘旋缠绕的上下坡道。我所处的地方非常安静，虽然我知道楼下是一片嘈杂。黄色的出租车、城市公交车、小汽车、卡车、大篷车一并挤着往前行驶。像往常一样，城市的齿轮在楼下忙碌地旋转，而公寓里的气氛却很平静。我把视线从窗前转向母亲的眼睛。她的眼睛已经成了我的眼睛。我微笑着，她也朝我微笑。

那是在二月，我和妈妈一起看出租的公寓。去年的七月，我住在曼哈顿的另一间公寓，房间的门没有锁，一个男人走进去，强奸了我。长达45分钟的蹂躏让我身心都受到了重创。在那次遭袭之后，我便从城里逃回了妈妈在康涅狄格郊区的房子。在 23岁的时候，我又回到了童年的卧房。这次强奸成了当地的新闻，我所任职的公司慷慨地为我提供了充足的假期。在开始的几周时间里，我的家人和朋友，包括我已离异的父母及继父母，给我喂饭，为我打理一切所需，更重要的是开始我的康复治疗。我们一起去拜访心理学专家，得知我需要长期的心理治疗的支撑。还有一天，我们与强奸犯罪顾问讨论了如何处理这类犯罪案件。虽然在遇袭后我在急诊室得到了及时的救护，但是我的父母因为担心我感染艾滋病而为我约见了艾滋病专家。我们尽可能地在我感觉安全的地方一起消磨着时光。

我们还花费了许多时间和警察在一起。两天的时间里，有三个单独的警察和两个侦探来找我谈过。我对那次遇袭有些记忆，但是还有一些因为受到惊吓而被深深地埋藏了起来。我翻阅着面部照片的图册，盯着数百张重罪犯的面孔。虽然心灵的空虚和打击带走了我的情感，但我仍旧希望这名强奸犯被逮捕、判刑、送进监狱。不知怎么的，我感到了自己的力量——或储藏在自己身上抑或是借助他人的力量。

在与警察合作的第二天，我得知了强奸罪是暴力，性是第二位的。强奸犯的武器是他的身体，不是枪械或刀子之类。当袭击我的人从后面扑过来，捂住我的鼻子和嘴巴，不让我呼吸或移动时，他便掌控了局面。我无力可施，没有反击。我被恐惧击垮了。我无法知道如果我当时还击，这次遭袭又会是怎样的结果。然后我得知他在袭击我之前刚刚从监狱中释放出来12天。如果我当时还击，我今天还会活着吗？我不知道。

利用在犯罪现场发现的指纹，两天后警察搜查了他最后可能的住址——他的母亲家。在他的母亲打开前门后，警察发现他和另一个女人躺在床上。“你们为什么抓我？”他问逮捕他的警官。在他被捕后，我从一排人中把他辨认了出来，并在大陪审团面前提供了证词。他受到了指控，并被送进了监狱。

在遭袭后的那几周我从读过的一本书中得知，一个受害者复原的关键一步就是安全感和重获控制力及力量。待到打击渐渐消退，情感重新恢复的时候，我才意识到这个人从我的身上拿走了什么。他让我变成行尸走肉。我的脑海中常常会浮现出自己在不久之前的样子。我曾经是一个走出校园为自己的第一份工作辛勤努力的年轻女孩儿。搭乘挤满陌生人的地铁去上班，和同事们在街角的沙拉三明治摊儿一同进餐，去滨河大街购买旧书。我是个喜欢独自旅行、参加竞技运动的女孩儿，是个和朋友一起闲逛并且爱笑的女孩儿。这些记忆让我向往着“过去”——虽然发现自己已经沉沦在很远的“后来”之中。在许多日子里，我以为自己不会——或者说不可能——恢复痊愈。那个女孩儿属于过去，而今她已经消失了。

大约一个月后，我决定回到工作中去，每天工作几小时，不仅为了保住自己的工作，还为了让自己重新适应现实生活的节奏。几周后，我可以工作更长的时间了。与那些不把我当作“被强奸的女人”看待的客户打交道，对我来说是一种解脱。事情慢慢地有所好转，一天，有人给我讲了一个笑话，我大声笑了出来，不再毫无幽默感了。又有一天，一个朋友打电话来问候我，我不再出于职责而接听电话，而是出于交流的愿望。在经历了几周的食欲不振之后，我听到自己的肚子开始叫喊了。这些小小的胜利夹杂在内心狂怒的风暴之中，但是它们确实就在那里。这些细小的细节日积月累，直到我不再有意感觉到它的存在时，生活又重新开始了。

慢慢地，我意识到我的恢复只能由我自己来操控。支撑我的系统依旧在那里，但是只有我自己才能重塑自我。简直糟透了。每一天、每一刻，我都在恐惧、忧郁、痛苦和绝望之中跛行。之后，突然间，我看到一朵鲜花，我想如果我真的死了，我再也不会看到像那样的一朵鲜花了，我的思想便成了情感的战场。一种生动鲜活、令人心悸的重现让我如同胎儿一般卧倒在地，抗争着无助的厄运。而后，我会用书中的话提醒自己：“重现是创伤性应激障碍的一部分。它们会随着时间消失。一旦我的心跳恢复正常，我能够正常地呼吸，我便会起来，发现自己又重新站了起来。”

数月之后，在每三周一个疗程的医治、家人和朋友的爱还有流逝的时光的帮助下，我痊愈了。我从一名受害者变得可以在别人的支撑下幸存下来，我从一种自己从未意识到的内心力量中获得了改变。我已经准备好了再次离开家。对我而言，勇往直前就意味着回到遇袭前我所选择的生活。其他的选择，像是搬去另外一个城市，或者找一个室友以便我不用自己独居，都是基于恐惧的行为。恐惧是袭击者给我留下的印记，我决心不再像那样度过余生。我计划尽最大的努力重拾那个遗失的自我。

这间公寓感觉十分不同。上一间房屋窄小阴暗，有点像战前的建筑。而这一间却非常现代。有浅色的木地板、白色的墙壁、通道指示灯，还有巨大的窗户。我知道我将要花费数小时来欣赏窗外的大桥，还有围绕着它的忙碌生活。仍旧是在窗前，我看到了另外一排在红色交通灯前等候的汽车，灯突然变成了绿色，瞬间，汽车又开始前行。很快我便知道了，我也会同样前行。

——珍妮弗·夸莎

The Miracle

奇迹

It’s so hard when I have to, and so easy when I want to.

——Annie Gottlier

I was twenty-nine in 1974 when I rushed my seven-year-old son to our family doctor. Doug, who was impulsive, had leaped from a swing in the park, somersaulted and landed on his head.The cut on his scalp wasn't serious although it bled profusely.“No worries，”the doctor said calmly, needle in hand.Sure enough, three stitches and a Band-Aid later, the kid was fine.He left the office sucking a lollipop and bragging to his eleven-year-old brother Brad about his“operation.”

I wasn't fine-more like a wreck-sitting anxiously on a stool in the antiseptic smelling offi ce with its paper-covered exam table, shelves piled with cotton swabs and bandages, its container of needles. My fists were clenched, my breathing shallow, and my stomach felt like I'd swallowed rocks.Tears stung my eyes as I turned to leave the office.The doctor noticed and put his freckled old hand on my shoulder.“You're upset, Dorothy，”he said kindly.“What's going on?”

That bit of concern was all it took. Crying now, I sat down again and bored the nice doctor with the entire sad story of my recent split from my husband；how he'd taken off and now I had no husband, no job, and no child support.

Having bitten off more angst than he cared to chew, the doctor smiled and scribbled a prescription.“Here, dear，”he said, handing me the piece of paper about to change my life.“This will calm you down.”

“Couldn't I become addicted?”I asked, eyeing the prescription suspiciously.

“Follow the directions on the bottle，”the doctor assured me.“And relax.”

The prescription was for Valium；ten milligrams for anxiety, every four hours, or as needed. The bottle contained ninety small blue pills, each one providing hours of blissful, chemically induced calm, enabling me to present myself to the world as a functional person.I worked part-time as a substitute teacher, cared for my kids, even started dating.I sighed with relief；I could sleep again.

It took four years to disentangle myself from the drug.

My husband and I divorced in 1975. He and his girlfriend moved to Nevada.I loaded my sons and what possessions I could fi t into Big Bertha, our battered station wagon, and moved across country to San Francisco's Haight-Ashbury district to start over.

Life was good. I made artwork and sold it to the public.I provided for my kids.I dated.I also consumed forty to fi fty milligrams of Valium a day, but was so pleased with my new calm self, I didn't question my habit.

Truthfully, I didn't know I was an addict until I ran out of pills over a holiday weekend and had to wait three days for more. Within hours, my anxiety returned full force, erupting inside me like molten lava preparing to escape a volcano.Every muscle in my body ached.My solar plexus was as tight and hard as a trampoline；my head throbbed constantly-at my temples and between my eyes.I could barely perform routine tasks, like going to the supermarket, or having my car serviced.My moods swung wildly.I couldn't sleep.

I realized then I had a problem. My solution was to never run out of pills again.In the San Francisco of the 1970s, Valium was freely prescribed-easy to come by as alcohol or cigarettes.I had co-workers in the crafts community known as“the Valium for lunch bunch.”They were always good for a few pills for a friend in need.I scored fi fty once, no questions asked, by telling my doctor my bottle fell in the toilet.Another time I bought fi fty from a disabled man who sold his prescription drugs for extra income, to addicts like me.

I wasn't the only rat in the Valium trap. ln 1977 at the Balboa Theater, I saw the fi lm I'm Dancing as Fast as I Can starring Jill Clayburgh, about a longtime Valium addict who fi nally quits cold turkey.She's overwhelmed by anxiety, becomes unable to sleep, feels like bugs are crawling under her skin, goes into convulsions, ends up in a straitjacket, and is carted off to a mental hospital.As a grand fi nale, she has a nervous breakdown.

“Don't attempt quitting without help，”the doctor in the movie warns sternly.“This could happen to you.”

Now I not only knew I was an addict, I feared insomnia, bugs under my skin, convulsions, and insanity if I tried quitting. I don't know what to do.I felt trapped.Getting off this drug would take a miracle.

The miracle happened in February 1978. Stuart, my best friend and lover, thirty-nine years old, was killed when his motorcycle was struck by a car that ran a red light.Devastated, I tried to stay strong for my sons'sake.Stuart was their friend and father fi gure.I saw the hurt and pain in their eyes.

At almost midnight, on the day of the funeral, my sons were asleep in their bedrooms. I sat, wide awake at my kitchen table, with a glass of water in one hand and three Valiums in the other.My intention was to ease my pain.

The thought of Stuart stopped me. He'd known his share of pain-from poverty, harsh parenting, drug use, and bitter divorce years ago, in which he lost custody of his only son.But I never saw him angry, or bitter, or blaming；he always saw the glass as half full.“Sometimes, life knocks you fl at，”he said，“but if you get right up again-and get up smiling-it can't ever beat you down.”

I regarded the pills in my hand. Artifi cial courage, I thought.They cover the fear, but they can't make it go away.I decided I didn't want them any more and felt my mouth curve into a rare smile.I fl ushed the pills down the toilet and went to bed.

I can't account for why there were no withdrawal symptoms the next morning, or the next, or after that. I can't account for how a miracle happened at my kitchen table that night, but thankfully, one did.My addiction to Valium was broken from that night, to now, thirty years later.

I wonder if what it really takes to break an addiction is realizing life has knocked you fl at-and having the guts to get up smiling.

——Lynn Sunday

事情在不得不做时很难，在想做时很容易。

——安妮·高特利尔

1974年，我29岁，带着七岁大的孩子匆匆赶到家庭医生那里。道格的性情有些冲动，在公园玩耍时从秋千上跳了下来，翻了筋斗，头撞到了地上。虽然血流不止，但他头皮上的伤口并不严重。医生手里拿着针，冷静地说：“别担心。”事实确实如此，在缝了三针并贴了一个创可贴之后，孩子就没事了。他舔着棒棒糖走出了医务室，向他11岁大的哥哥布拉德吹嘘他的“手术”。

我却感觉不妙——几乎崩溃——坐在弥漫着消毒水气味的办公室里的长凳上，旁边的检查台上堆放着棉签、绷带和针盒。我的拳头紧握，呼吸微弱，胃里如同吞下了石头。当离开医务室时，泪水还在眼睛里打转。医生注意到了我，用手拍了拍我的肩膀。他善意地说：“多萝西，你有些不安。怎么了？”

他只是稍微地表示出一点关心，而我却泣不成声了。我又坐在那里，不厌其烦地给他讲述我跟丈夫分手的整个故事——他如何离开，而我没有丈夫，没有工作，也没有孩子的抚养费。

在他听了足够多的焦虑和不安后，他笑着给我开了一张处方。“拿着，”他递给了我一张改变我生活的纸片，“它会让你冷静下来。”

“我会上瘾吗？”我疑惑地盯着处方问道。

“按照药瓶上的说明服用，放轻松些。”他安慰着我。

医生开的处方是安定。治疗焦虑须服用10毫克，可根据需要，每四小时服用一次。药瓶里装着90粒蓝色的小药片，每一粒都能给我带来数小时的快乐和化学制剂带来的冷静，让我能够像正常人一样面对世界。我开始做兼职代课老师，帮助照看孩子，甚至开始约会。我长嘘一口气，终于可以睡着了。

我花了四年的时间才摆脱对药物的依赖。

我的丈夫在1975年与我离婚了。他跟他的女朋友搬到了内华达州。我载着儿子们，还有所有能装进大贝莎（我们那辆破旧的旅行车）的家当，驱车穿越田野，到旧金山的海特拉什伯里地区开始新生活。

生活是如此美好。我制作并出售工艺品来供养孩子们。我还出去约会。我每天仍旧要吃50毫克的安定，但是我为一个崭新的冷静的自己而感到高兴，并不会质疑我的这个习惯。

事实上，直到我在一个周末的假期中吃光了药片，不得不等待三天甚至更长的时间时，我才知道自己已经对安定药片成瘾了。每隔几个小时，焦虑的感觉就会全力袭来，如同火山喷涌而出的岩浆一样向外迸发。我身体的每一块肌肉都疼痛不堪。太阳穴神经像蹦床一样又紧有硬，我的头部、太阳穴与眼睛之间的部位不停地抽动着。我连去超市、把车开去检修这样日常的事务都几乎无法完成。我的情绪肆意地波动着，这让我无法入眠。

我意识到了自己的问题。解决的办法就是永远不要把安定药片吃光。在19世纪70年代的旧金山，安定片随处都可以买到——就像酒或香烟一样唾手可得。我有一群在工艺品作坊里被称作“安定午餐帮”的同事。他们总是很乐意为一位急需的朋友提供一点儿药片。我还可以告诉医生药片掉进了马桶，不被怀疑地一次拿到50粒药片。还有一次，我从一个残疾人那里买了50粒，那个残疾人为了挣点儿外快，将自己的处方药卖给 那些像我一样成瘾的人。

我不是唯一对安定片成瘾的人。1977年，在巴波亚剧场，我看了一部由吉尔·克莱布格主演的电影《快舞》，讲述了一个终生安定成瘾者最终突然戒断药瘾的故事。她焦虑不安，不知所措，不能入眠，感觉皮肤下面有虫子蠕动，抽搐不止，后来被穿上束身衣，送进了精神病院，最终以精神崩溃而收场。

“不要在没有帮助的情况下戒瘾，”电影里的医生严肃地警告道，“这可能会发生在你的身上。”

现在我不仅知道自己已经成瘾，我还害怕失眠，害怕皮肤下面有虫子蠕动，害怕抽搐，害怕在试图戒瘾时变成疯子。我不知道如何是好，陷入了绝境。只有奇迹才能帮我摆脱安定片。

这个奇迹发生在1978年2月。我的挚友及爱人，年仅39岁的斯图尔特因一辆汽车擅闯红灯撞上他的摩托车而离世。我近乎崩溃，但为了儿子们，我只能坚强。斯图尔特是他们的朋友，对待他们像父亲一样。我从他们的眼中看到了伤痛。

在举行葬礼的那天凌晨，儿子们已在卧室里入眠。我睁大着眼睛坐在厨房的桌子前，一只手举着水杯，另一只手里拿着三片安定，目的是缓解我的伤痛。

然而一想到斯图尔特，我便停了下来。他遭受了许多苦难——贫困、苛刻的家教、吸毒，数年不幸的婚姻结束后，失去了对唯一的儿子的抚养权。但是我从未见过他愤怒、尖刻或是抱怨，他总是保持着乐观积极的心态。他说：“有时候，生活把你击垮了，但是如果你能自己再站起来，微笑着站起来——它便再也不会把你击倒。”

我思考着手中的药片。我想它们就像人造的勇气。它们可以掩盖恐惧，却不能让它消失。我决定再也不需要它们了，嘴角露出了鲜有的微笑。我用马桶冲走了药片，然后上床睡觉。

我不能解释为什么第二天早上以及之后都没有出现脱瘾症状，我也不能解释那天晚上发生在厨房桌前的奇迹，但是，令人心存感激的是，它真的发生了。从那天晚上起，我戒断了对安定片的沉迷成瘾，直到30年后的现在。

我想如果戒瘾真的需要什么——那就是明白在生活将你击垮的时候，你还有勇气微笑着站立起来。

——琳恩·森迪

Lucky to Be Alive

活着很幸运

We must embrace pain and burn it as fuel for our journey.

——Kenji Miyazawa

I attend college in a small Midwest town and live there year-round as I take classes and work several part-time jobs. The summer life is much different than during the regular school year.College students are more integrated with local young adults than they are during the regular school year.For the most part, everyone gets along pretty well.However, on June 19，2009，I was brutally assaulted and almost killed by a local youth.

That day progressed like every day of the summer. I woke up, worked out at the university recreation center, came home to shower, did homework, then went to work.While I was working the evening shift at a local restaurant, I was invited to a work party.I wanted to get to know more people, since I was relatively new, so I accepted.When people started leaving the party, a co-worker offered my buddy and me a ride home since she was going to drive right past my house.I sat in front and Tyler, my friend, hopped in the backseat.We pulled into the back alley behind my house, and the car door opened.I thought it was Tyler opening my door as I was saying goodbye to my co-worker.But then I noticed that Tyler was still in the backseat and a second later I felt a terrible pain as my nose shattered, sending blood all over the driver and the car.I was immediately knocked unconscious.

As Tyler and my friend and neighbor Kyle recounted to me at the hospital, a local guy named Joshua dragged me out of the vehicle and began hitting me and kicking my head against the pavement. The assault lasted less than two minutes before neighbors who heard the screaming called 911 and pulled the attacker off me.Joshua fl ed the scene and I lay bloodied and broken until the police arrived.It turned out that Joshua was the ex-boyfriend of the girl who had given us a ride home.He admitted to the police when they arrived at his house that he had been stalking us from work to the party and then to my house, and had attacked me in a fi t of jealous rage.

When I arrived at the hospital I was in shock and repeatedly asked Kyle where my mom was. The staff was horrifi ed by the brutality of the assault and reported a severe concussion, broken orbital（eye socket），fractured jaw, broken cheekbone and shattered nose.The police checked on me and assured me that they had the offender in custody.In the months to follow, the case would go to trial where it was noted that this was not the fi rst assault for this man and that this particular one had happened while he was on probation.

The past year has been fi lled with unimaginable physical and emotional pain. I have had three different surgeries to reconstruct my face.I have rarely missed classes even though I have to drive three hours to the hospital/surgeon in my hometown.

Through all this suffering, I felt myself shutting off from the world and keeping more to myself, full of fear and wondering how something like this could happen when I didn't do anything to deserve it. I sunk into a pit of depression every time the assault would come up, whether it was court, another surgery, or stories on the news about the incident.On the outside I acted as if nothing was wrong, but deep down I was lost, depressed, and broken.I couldn't cope with the fact that a human was capable of unleashing so much anger and hate on another human being, someone he had never seen before in his life.

I quickly learned that I was not the only one who was affected by this trauma. lt hurt my family to see me so depressed and my mother broke down more than once when she saw my face.“That man took away my son's joy，”was all she could say.

The words“lucky to be alive”were the fi rst words the surgeon spoke when he saw my X-rays and scans. My nose looked like Corn Flakes inside and he remarked to me that three more kicks/hits would probably have killed me.Those four words remained in my head throughout the next year.One morning I woke up realizing that it was true-I was lucky to be alive and God truly had a plan for me.I realize that I am not the same person I was before the incident.I have used the pain to overcome the tragedy.I am now in the process of rebuilding my life and gaining back my spirit that was so abruptly stolen from me.The love of God and the support of my family and friends who never left my side turned this trauma from a devastating tragedy into a learning experience, one that would bring me closer to those I love.I never hesitate to say I love them and how much I care.

I am learning to let go of the anger I have felt towards Josh. I no longer hate the man who beat me.To this day I have not ever seen his face in the light of day.But through faith and prayer, I am moving on to my own future.

In the end, the attack in that dark alley deeply changed how I view myself and the world. Although I still think about it from time to time, I know that God is protecting me from any other strangers who lurk in the shadows.

——Thomas Schonhardt

我们必须拥抱伤痛，点燃它，当作人生旅途的燃料。

——宫泽贤治

我在美国中西部的一个小城镇上大学，一边上课，一边做几份兼职，常年居住在那里。夏日的时光和通常的学年期间有很大的不同。大学生们在这期间可以更多地融入当地的年轻人中间。大部分时候，大家都相处得十分融洽。然而，就在2009年7月19日，我被一名当地的青年粗暴地袭击了，险些丧命。

夏日的时光就这样日复一日地度过。我起床，去大学生娱乐中心工作，回到家中洗个淋浴，做作业，然后再去工作。然而当我在当地的一家餐厅上晚班时，我被邀请参加一个工作聚会。因为我还是个新人，想要认识更多的朋友，所以我欣然接受了邀请。当大家开始离场时，一个同事邀请我和我的伙伴搭她的顺风车回家，因为她恰好要路过我家。我坐到了前排，我的朋友泰勒坐到了车的后排。我们驶入了我家后面那条巷子，车门打开了。当我跟同事告别的时候，我以为是泰勒打开了车门，但是我发现泰勒仍旧坐在后排的位子上，几秒钟过后，我感到了剧烈的疼痛。我的鼻子粉碎了，血液喷溅了司机满身、满车。我即刻失去了意识。

根据泰勒、我的朋友兼邻居凯尔在医院里向我讲述的情形，一名叫乔舒亚的当地小伙子把我拖下了车，开始袭击我，将我的头向人行道的路面上撞击。这次袭击持续了不到两分钟，听到叫喊声的邻居拨打了911，并把袭击者从我跟前拖开。乔舒亚逃离了现场，我血流不止，精疲力竭地躺在地上直到警察到达现场。后来证实，乔舒亚是搭载我们回家的那个女孩的前男友。当警察找到他家时，他向警察供认，他从我们上班的地方一直尾随到了聚会上，然后跟到我家，在嫉妒的愤怒之下袭击了我。

当我到达医院的时候，我已经处于休克状态，不停地问凯尔我的母亲在哪里。医护人员也为袭击的凶残而感到震惊，我被诊断出严重的脑震荡、眼眶破裂、下巴脱臼、颧骨及鼻梁粉碎。警察核实了我的身份，并向我确保他们已经拘留了这名罪犯。几个月后，这起案件被提交到法院审判。值得注意的是，这不是这名男子第一次袭击他人，而且这次袭击还发生在他的缓刑期内。

过去的一年我饱受着身体及精神上难以相信的伤痛。为了面部重塑，我进行了三次不同的外科手术。虽然我需要驾车三个小时到家乡的医院或诊所，但是我几乎没有缺过课。

经历了所有一切磨难，我感到自己已经与世隔绝，更加沉迷于自我，惶恐不安，疑惑不解怎么会这样莫名其妙地惹祸上身。每一次提起这次袭击，不论是上庭、手术还是关于这次事件的新闻报道，都会让我陷入沮丧。我外表表现得如同一切正常，但表面之下却茫然若失、消沉沮丧。我不能接受一个人竟然会在一个素不相识的人身上发泄如此可怕的怒火，并对他如此愤恨。

我很快意识到自己不是唯一在这次创伤中受到影响的人。看到我如此沮丧，我的家人也受到了伤害，母亲不止一次在看到我的面庞时近乎崩溃。“那个人夺走了我儿子的快乐。”这是她唯一能说出来的话语。

“活着很幸运。”这句话是医生在看我的X光扫描及CT扫描片时说的第一句话。我的鼻子从里面看起来就如同玉米片一样，他说如果再击打三下就很有可能让我丧命。这五个留在脑海中的字让我走过了之后的一年时光。一天早上，当我醒来时，我意识到这是真的——能活着很幸运，上帝真的为我做好了计划。我意识到我不再是发生这次事件之前的那个我了。我用伤痛克服了灾难。我现在正在重塑自己的生活，重新找回那些被突然从我身上夺走的精神。上帝的慈爱，还有不离不弃的家人及朋友对我的支持，让这次灾难性的悲剧转变成一种学习的过程，让我距离那些我所爱的人更近了一些。我不再迟疑地向他们表达我的爱意与关心。

我试图放弃对乔舒亚的愤怒。我不再憎恨那个打了我的人。直到今天，我再也没有在白天见到过他，但是在虔诚和祷告之中，我正在走向自己的未来。

这次在黑夜小巷里的遇袭最终改变了我看待自己和世界的方式。虽然我仍会时常想起这件往事，但是我知道上帝会保护我免受任何潜伏在阴影中的陌生人的侵害。

——托马斯·斯肯哈特

Beauty in Breakdown

失败中的美丽

You have to leave the city of your comfort and go into the wilderness of your intuition. What you'll discover will be wonderful.What you'll discover is yourself.

——Alan Alda

I'm sitting at my offi ce desk trying desperately to hold back my tears. My body is numb and I feel excruciatingly heavy in my chair.There is something in the air today that I can't quite grasp, but I know today is unlike any previous workday.

My boss comes over and asks me to come with him to Human Resources. I have been with this company for four years, and never once have I been called to a meeting with HR and my boss.I'm not due for a raise or a promotion.The only rational reason I am being escorted is because they are going to fi re me.

I become acutely aware of my surroundings. I feel as if I might pass out, so I remind myself to breathe and keep moving forward.I am asked to sit down.As I slowly breathe out, my boss begins to tell me that he is pleased with my positive attitude and that I am always a pleasure to work with, but that the roles of the agency have changed and the demands of my position are no longer being met.

As he talks, I fi nd myself spacing out, watching his lips move, but in my mind hearing only static. I think to myself，“If you are going to give me the ax just do it-cut to the chase.The anticipation is killing me.”Then I remind myself that this might be the most pivotal moment of my entire life.It's time to quiet the inner chaos and pay attention.I force myself to listen.At that point, my boss turns it over to the woman who signed my hiring paperwork, and she says，“This is always so hard to do, but we need to let you go.”

The tears I have been holding in all day rise to the surface. As they look at me with sympathetic sadness, the water pours out.What they don't realize is that these tears do not come from a place of fear or pain.They are tears of relief, of unbounded excitement！It is in this moment that I realize all of my positive thinking and prayers have been answered！It is at this moment that I truly believe miracles do happen！

Let's travel back in time two years. I was walking home from work after working four fi fteen-hour days back to back.This walk was the only thing I had done for myself in the past two weeks.I reminded myself that I had chosen this glamorous advertising job in the big city.As I scanned the Chicago streets, the faces became muddy.I picked up my pace in hopes of getting home quicker, but I couldn't hold the tears back anymore.

I made it home and burst through my front door. As I collapsed to the fl oor I was shaking and terrifi ed.My face was now soaked with tears of grief and exhaustion.I looked around and realized I was not living the life I was supposed to be living.I felt like a foreigner in my own apartment.Everything should have been different.I was living my dream life, but it didn't feel like my life！It was as if I were renting someone else's existence.

From the outside it seemed I had it all. I had a man who wanted to marry me, and I had just received my second promotion in two years.I was travelling the world through my job, working at a big name advertising agency, and living in a gorgeous loft.I had hoped achieving these goals would make me happy and content.I should have felt alive and free.Isn't that what was supposed to happen when people got what they wanted?Instead I only felt trapped, alone and terrifi ed that this was as good as it would ever get！

I prayed out loud.“Help me, please help me. I need you now.”Instantly the air around me changed, and a calm presence filled the space.I sensed angels wrapping their soft arms around me.My tears dried up, and everything was calm.I heard a voice.It was my voice, but it was as if it were coming from above, as if the same angels who were hugging me were guiding me back into the light.The directive was simple：“Follow your heart.”

When I woke up the next day, I took stock of my life. Listening to the voice, I knew I needed to overhaul my life from the inside out.I paid attention to my relationships with others and with me, my job, where I lived-everything.I asked myself how I could possibly make such large-scale changes.The gravity of the undertaking started to feel overwhelming, but I reminded myself that in life we always have a choice.Even if I couldn't see a way out now, the one thing I could control was my thoughts, and I had to choose positive ones.Those thoughts brought me back to safety, and that was how the journey to my true self began.

Like puzzle pieces, I broke apart every aspect of my life, determined to reconstruct it with positive energy and reinforcement. First I made a list of the things I wanted to do in my life, and I started to check them off.Focusing fi rst on my health, I signed up for a triathlon.I lost fi fteen pounds in pursuit of that dream and kept the positive affi rmations coming.I volunteered at animal shelters.I started to travel, read and write more.I prayed and began to meditate daily.Slowly I was peeling off the Band-Aids I had used to cover my crying soul.I was connecting with my true self.

Everything around me began to change. My relationships became deeper, my selfconfi dence was stronger, and I even risked adopting an amazing dog, who became my favorite jogging and cuddle buddy.Even as the positive changes started having an impact, my job kept getting worse.Like a thief in the night, the fear and magnitude crept back in.I started to think that there was something really wrong with me, that I had a mental disorder, or something that was causing me to be so unhappy.I sought out therapy, even visited doctors；I was determined to fi x me.

Despite my efforts, I knew I could no longer ignore the nagging in my heart. One day I stopped crying on the bathroom fl oor and said out loud，“What am I doing here?”I stood up, threw water on my face, looked at myself in the mirror and said，“This isn't you or your life, and this isn't who or what you want to be.So go get it.”I grabbed my red lipstick and wrote my goals for the next four weeks on the bathroom mirror：

1.$10，000（either a raise, or a new job with a pay increase）.

2.I want to live near my family and loved ones in Oregon.

I didn't know how these goals would happen, but I knew in my heart that if I maintained a positive outlook it had to be better than my current state. Every day for the next two weeks I looked at that affi rmation on my bathroom mirror.When I went for jogs on the lakefront, I visualized Mt.Hood and the bridges of Portland instead of Chicago's smoggy traffi c.At work I put up pictures of Oregon, my future home, family members, and interior images of companies I wanted to work for.I thought of this as my mini dream board.

Now, in the place that was causing me the most pain, I had a visual escape. lt was only two weeks after I'd written my midnight affi rmation on the bathroom mirror that I was called into the human resources offi ce to be let go.As part of my release they paid me just over$10，000 as a severance, and less than six weeks later I was in Oregon, living with my family.

I now feel more love than I ever imagined possible. I chose to turn my pain into a positive by focusing on the future.I manifested the life I truly wanted by holding positive thoughts and visualizing the life I needed.There can be beauty in a breakdown, but it is our job to be open to change and trust that miracles do happen.When we follow our heart it will never let us down, and having a positive outlook on life can turn our dreams into reality.

——Shannon Kaiser

你必须离开那个令你安逸的城市，走进你直觉中的荒野。你将会发现妙不可言的东西。你将会认清你自己。

——艾伦·阿尔达

我坐在办公桌前，努力地克制住自己的眼泪。我坐在椅子上，身体失去了知觉，感觉坐在椅子上的我异常沉重。今天的气氛有些难以捉摸，但是我知道这一天有些异乎寻常。

我的老板走了过来，让我跟他一起去人力资源部门。我在这家公司工作已经有四年时间了，从未被叫去与人力资源部门和老板开会。我不会是得到加薪或升职。让我陪同参会的唯一合理理由就是因为他们想要开除我。

我开始敏锐地观察着周围的环境。我想我可能会昏倒，所以我提醒自己做深呼吸，并继续前行。当我坐下来慢慢向外呼气的时候，老板告诉我他为我的乐观态度而感到开心，能与我一起工作，他总是感到十分愉快，但是机构的角色发生了转变，不再需要我这个职位了。

当他说话时，我发觉自己已经有些麻木了，我看到他的嘴唇在翕动，但是脑袋里听觉却停滞了。我心里自言自语道：“如果你要炒我鱿鱼，那就快行动——开门见山吧。这种预感快要折磨死我了。”而后我提醒自己，这或许会是我整个人生至关重要的时刻，到了清除噪声、集中注意力的时候了。我强逼着自己听下去。就在那时，老板把头转向跟我签订雇用合同的那位女士，后者则说：“这很难说出来，但是我们需要你离开。”

我强忍了一天的泪水奔涌而下。当他们用同情和哀伤的眼神看着我时，我的眼泪夺眶而出。他们不知道的是，这并不是恐惧或伤痛的泪水，而是解脱和兴奋的泪水。在这一刻，我真的感觉到我所有乐观的想法和祷告都得到了回应。在这一刻，我真的相信奇迹发生了。

让我们一起回到两年前。我在连续四天每天工作15个小时后步行回家，这是我在过去的两周时间里唯一为自己而做的事。我提醒着自己，我已经选择了在这座大城市里从事光彩绚烂的广告工作。我扫视着芝加哥的街道，人们的面庞变得模糊了。我加快步伐，想要快点儿到家，但是再也不能忍住泪水。

我回到家中，夺门而入。我瘫倒在地板上，感到震惊与恐惧，脸上浸满失望与疲惫的泪水。我环顾四周，意识到我并没有按自己期待的方式生活。在自己的家中，我感觉自己像个局外人，这一切本不应该是这样的。我在按照理想的方式生活，却不像是我的生活！我就如同傀儡一般活着。

从外表看来，我似乎拥有了一切。我有了想要娶我为妻的男友，并且我两年内刚刚第二次升职。通过在一家知名的大型广告公司工作，我得以周游世界，而且还居住在漂亮的阁楼里。我原以为实现这些目标会让我心满意足，我应该感到自由快活。难道这不是人们得到想要的东西时该有的反应吗？相反的是，我感到无奈、孤独与恐惧，而且这种感觉时常伴随着我。

我大声地恳求：“帮帮我，请帮帮我。我现在需要你。”顷刻，周围的气氛发生了变化，静默凝固了这个空间。我感到仿佛有天使张开柔软的臂膀拥抱着我。我的眼泪干了，一切恢复了平静。突然，我听到了一个声音，是我的嗓音，却好像来自天堂，就如同拥抱我的天使一样指引我走向光明。这个指示十分简单：“追随你的内心。”

当我第二天醒来时，我重新评价了自己的人生。追随着这个声音，我知道我需要从内到外彻底地调整我的生活。我更加关注自己与他人的关系，关注工作、住所——所有一切。我问自己如何才能有较大程度的改变。这项事业的重要性让我开始感到不知所措，但是我提醒自己，人生中我们总是要做出选择。即使看不到出路，我还可以控制自己的思想，我必须选择乐观地面对。这些想法让我感到安全，我就这样开始了寻找真实自我的路程。

我把自己生活的每一面像拼图一样拆开，决定用乐观的态度和能量来重新构建它。首先，我把生活中想要做的事情列出一张清单，开始一一核对。首先关注到健康问题，我报名参加了三项全能运动。追随这个梦想我减重15磅，始终保持着随之而来的积极态度。我在动物收养所做志愿工作，开始更多的旅行、阅读和写作。我祈祷，并开始每日冥想。渐渐地，我撕掉了掩盖自己哭泣的灵魂的创可贴。我找到了真实的自己。

我周围的一切都开始改变。我的人际关系更加深厚，自信心更加充足，我甚至冒险收养了一条很棒的小狗，它成了我慢跑和拥抱的最佳伙伴。正在这些积极的改变发生作用时，我的工作却越来越糟。恐惧与压力就像一个夜里行窃的小偷一样悄然潜入。我开始考虑自己是否真的有些问题，我有些神经紊乱，或者有些致使我不愉快的东西。我必须找到治疗的方法，甚至去拜访医生。我下定决心要自我修整。

虽然竭尽全力，但是我知道我无法忽视内心的不满。有一天，我停止在浴室的地面上哭泣，大喊道：“你在这里做什么？”我站了起来，向脸上喷水，看着镜中的自己说：“这不是你，也不是你的生活。这不是你想要的。去追求你想要的吧。”我抓起口红，在浴室的镜面上留了了我四周内的目标：

1.10000 美元（加薪，或更高收入的新工作）。

2.我想要住在俄勒冈州，与家人住在一起。

我不知道怎样去实现这些目标，但是我知道，如果在内心保持乐观的态度，一定会比现在好。随后两周的每一天，我都会在浴室的镜子前看到这些誓言。当去湖畔慢跑时，我看到了胡德山和波特兰大桥，而不是芝加哥乌烟瘴气的交通。工作时我挂起了俄勒冈州、我未来的家、我的家人还有我想加入的公司的室内图像。我把它当作自己的迷你梦想板。

而今，在这个让我最痛苦的地方，我的眼睛走神了。在我在浴室镜面上写下午夜誓言的两周后，我被叫到人力资源办公室遭到解雇。作为解除合同的一部分，他们恰好支付了我一万多美元的遣散费。不到六周后，我就回到了俄勒冈州，同家人住在了一起。

我现在感受到的比想象的还要多。通过关注未来，我选择把痛苦转化为力量。通过保持积极的心态，憧憬并描绘自己真正想要的生活。失败中也会有美丽，但是我们要坚信奇迹一定会发生。跟随着自己的内心，它不会让我们失望，保持对生活乐观的心态，我们就可以把梦想变成现实。

——香农·凯撒


第五部分　感恩

Chapter 5　Gratitude

Gratitude is the best attitude.

——Author Unknown

感恩是最好的态度。

——逸名

The Gratitude Journal

感恩日记

If you want to turn your life around, try thankfulness. lt will change your life mightily.

——Gerald Good

Head down, I trudged around the walking path in the park. I did not want to be here.Actually, all I wanted was to climb back in bed and suffer.Depression can drain all of the zest for life out of you.The doctor had prescribed antidepressants and given me a number of suggestions to help me out of the doldrums.Exercise was one of them.My husband Ted had taken it to heart and practically pushed me out of the house toward the park.

Ted greeted me with a big grin as I plodded up the driveway.“How was it?”

I forced a smile.“Fine. I'm going to bed to rest.”

“At least you can be thankful that you were able to take a walk in this beautiful weather，”he called after me.

Yeah right, I thought. What have I got to be thankful for anyway?Beautiful weather?I hadn't even noticed.I sank into my bed, closed my eyes, and prayed for sleep, blessed relief.But it was not to be.Frustrated, I stared into space, trying not to think, when my eyes fell upon my long unused journal.On impulse, I picked it up and wrote at the top of the page：“What do I have to be thankful for?”Nothing came.

“Oh, for Pete's sake！”I muttered. Writing so forcefully that I almost tore the paper, I scribbled，“I am grateful that I have a roof over my head, food to eat, and clothes to wear！”

“There！”I slammed the journal shut.

Day after day, Ted encouraged me to walk. Mostly I did, just to please him or on some days, just to get him off my back.Sometimes, I'd take a shortcut through the woods.But I did walk.And surprisingly enough, I also wrote.It became my habit to pick up the journal when I came home from my walk.At fi rst, I recorded the biggest, broadest things I could think of, much like my fi rst reluctant try.I was grateful for my husband, my family, my friends.But as time went on, I became more particular.I was grateful for Ted rubbing my back and the call I received from Linda to check on me.

I amazed myself when I began to look for things to be thankful for, things to chronicle in my journal. I saw a tiny yellow fl ower trying to survive in the heat.It was so delicate.Into my journal went the yellow fl ower, along with a brief note to God about how good he was to sustain such a small bit of beauty.A crepe myrtle tree had two different color blooms.It was a lovely combination.So, pink and purple blooms became part of the journal.The more I walked, the more I wrote.The more I wrote, the more I found to be thankful for.The more thankful I became, the more my depression and selfi mmersion lifted.

I noticed that after a while my discovery of things to be thankful for extended beyond my walk. Like the man whose grocery cart was stacked to overfl owing who let me in line ahead of him.Or, the woman who noticed my checkbook had fallen out of my purse and chased me down to return it.Grocery store heroes and heroines were recorded also.This made me more aware of things I could do to be helpful to others.Maybe I could be an item in a gratitude journal.

I began to mutter little“thank you”through the day. Thanks, Lord, for letting me fi nd that jar of pickles I need for my new recipe.The pickles went into the journal.Thank you, God, for letting me see that kid on his bicycle.What a tragedy it would have been if I had hit him.Of course, this one made the journal.

The words“thank you”came easily. I found myself thanking people for things that I had previously taken for granted.There was the nurse that took extra care to straighten out my bedding when I was hospitalized and the dog walker who always waited while I crossed the bridge.Once I tried to write down all the things I had said“thank you”for during the day.I was overwhelmed that there were so many and I'm sure I didn't remember them all.

One morning, taking the short cut through the woods, I was brought to a hasty stop. There before me, standing in a pool of fi ltered, dusty sunshine was a fawn, no bigger than my Golden Retriever.Tiny white spots dotted her coat and ears that looked way too big for her perked high at my appearance.We observed each other for quite some time, and then she skipped off, searching for Mom, I'm sure.It was just too beautiful, mystical even.Tears came to my eyes and I sat down right there and gave thanks for this gift God had granted me.Needless to say, I went home and documented this marvelous event in my journal.

Thus, began my gratitude journals. I have a whole box full of them now.I literally count my blessings each day by writing them down.I look for them.I'm always watching out for the amazing surprises God has in store for me.If I ever doubt that I have anything to be grateful for, all I have to do is fl ip open a journal to see the countless blessings God has bestowed on me.My perspective has become optimistic and anticipatory, very unlike the droopy person that once couldn't think of anything for which to be thankful.Now, one of my frequent entries is“Thank you, Lord, for the gift of gratitude.”

——Nancy Baker

如果你想改变你的生活，试着感激。你的生活将会发生很大的改变。

——杰拉尔德·古德

我低着头，围着公园的小径漫步。我并不想待在这里。事实上，我只想爬回到床上，忍受痛苦。抑郁会将你对生活所有的热情消耗殆尽。医生给我开了抗抑郁的药物，给了我许多摆脱低落情绪的建议，健身运动便是其中之一。我的丈夫特德把它铭记在心，时常把我拉出家门，到公园里去。

当我步伐沉重地走到自家车道时，特德咧嘴笑着欢迎我回来：“怎么样？”

我勉强微笑了一下：“还不错。我要到床上休息一下。”

“至少你应该感激能在这样阳光明媚的日子里散步。”他在我身后说道。

我想，很对。不过，我要为什么而感激呢？晴朗的天气？我甚至都没有注意到。我钻到被窝里，闭上眼睛，祈求快点入眠，渴望摆脱痛苦。但是事实并非如此。我失望地凝视着房间，试图不去思考。突然，目光落到了我那本尘封已久的日记本上。我心血来潮地拿起它来，在页面的上端写道：“我应该感激什么呢？”什么也没有。

“噢，多亏了皮特！”我咕哝道。我用力地写着，几乎要把纸划破了。我潦草地写道：“我很感激有一个栖身之所并且衣食无忧！”

“就到这儿吧！”我合上了日记本。

特德日复一日地鼓励我去散步。大多数时候，我都会照办，仅仅是为了让他开心，还有些时候，仅仅是为了让他不要来打扰我。有时，我会抄近路到树林里去，但是我确实去散步了。更出乎意料的是，我还坚持写东西。散步回来拿起日记本已经成了我的习惯。一开始，我记录那些我能想起来的主要事情，就像第一次不情愿的尝试一样。我很感激我的丈夫、家人以及朋友。而后，随着时间的推移，我记录得更加具体了。我感谢特德为我按摩背部，感谢琳达打电话来询问我的健康状况。

当开始寻找那些值得感激、可以记录进日记的事情的时候，我为自己而感到惊讶。我看到一朵黄色的小花努力地在炙热的天气里存活下来，它是如此地娇嫩精致。在我的日记中，这朵小黄花伴随着关于上帝的简短注释：他如此善良地支撑着这样微不足道的美丽。紫薇树有两种不同颜色的花朵。这是一种赏心悦目的结合，所以粉色和紫色的花朵也成了日记的一部分。我走得越多，写得也越多。我写得越多，感恩得也越多。我感恩得越多，抑郁与自闭就越得到缓解。

之后，我意识到我感激的事物已经延伸到了散步之外。像那个购物车堆得满满的，却让我排在他前面的男士；或是那位注意到我的票簿从钱包中遗落，并追赶上我，将它物归原主的女士。杂货店里的英雄同样被记录了下来。这让我更加意识到我能为别人做些什么。或许我也能成为感恩日记里的一则。

我开始在每天的时光中咕哝那些微小的“感谢”。感谢主，让我找到了新食谱需要的那罐泡菜。泡菜也被写进了日记。感谢你，上帝，让我看到那个孩子还在他的自行车上。假如我撞到了他，将会是怎样的悲剧。当然，这也成了一篇日记。

“感谢你。”这句话很容易说出来。我发觉自己会为那些以前认为理所应当的事情而感谢他人。有在我住院期间对我关怀备至、为我平整被褥的护士，还有当我过桥时总是等候着我的遛狗人。我曾经想记录下在这一天中所有我说过“谢谢你”的事情。我为有如此多的事情而惊讶不已，我确实不可能全部记住它们。

一天早上，我抄近路穿过树林，偶然驻足停留。透过弥漫的阳光，我看到一只麋鹿伫立在我的面前，比我的金毛猎犬大不了多少。白色的斑点装点了它的外衣，对它而言硕大的耳朵在我的面前高高地竖起。我们互相观察了好长一段时间，然后它跳着离开了，我确信它是去找妈妈了。它是如此美丽，以至于神秘莫测。我就坐在那里，感谢上帝赐予我的这份礼物，泪水不禁从眼角滑落。不言而喻，我回到家中，在日记中记录下了这个美妙的时刻。

而后，就这样记录我的感恩日记。现在它们已经有整整一箱了。我每天用记录的方式逐字地点数着自己的幸福。我寻找它们，总是小心翼翼地观察着上帝为我准备的惊喜。如果我怀疑是否有值得感激的人和事，我需要做的就是翻看日记，去体味上帝赐予我的数不尽的幸福。我的态度开始变得乐观而充满憧憬，不再像那种不会感激任何事情的垂头丧气的人。现在，我最常用的词条就是：“感谢你，主，赐予了我感恩这份礼物。”

——南希·贝克

Unexpected Gift

意想不到的礼物

I learned there is a blessing sent from God in every burden of sorrow.

——Sherrie A. Hundley

Asperger syndrome. I had heard of it before, referred to as“mild autism.”I had toyed with the thought of me having it, using it as an excuse to explain my social ineptitudes.But never seriously.So when some friends of mine started talking about it and one of them showed us a website where you could take a quiz for it, I took the quiz mostly out of curiosity, to learn more about it.

I laughed at some of the questions that I knew would score me high on the ASD（autism spectrum disorder）scale. But they were few.

So when I fi nished the quiz and got my score I was shocked. True, an online quiz is not an offi cial diagnosis and they disclaim that all over the site……but my extremely high score was only the beginning of the revelations.“You are very likely an Aspie”was a bit surprising to me, but the amazement kept growing.My neurotypical score was less than seventeen percent.Then I saw the“general breakdown”which listed several areas and divided them into aspies and neurotypical.I was above average on every aspies category except one, and below average on every single neurotypical category.Could I seriously have Asperger's?Could I really have made it through nearly thirty years of life with Asperger's and not known it?

Then I began to read the detailed breakdown. lt was fascinating, though disconcerting.Things I had assumed were“normal”were actually strong signs of Asperger's.No wonder I had so much trouble relating to people！We were working from different assumptions！So I began researching more and more about Asperger's.It was almost like reading my life story.

At fi rst all I could feel was shock and surprise. When the shock began to wear off I was mildly relieved to finally understand the source of my social diffi culties.But that relief was accompanied by a bit of despair.Yet another disorder to add to my list.Asperger syndrome.Me.I have Asperger syndrome.

The shock of this still hasn't worn off completely. Part of my despair is not having known it all my life.This is usually caught in childhood.Perhaps if mine had been caught in childhood as well, I would have been able to learn better how to deal with it, learn how my thinking differs from those around me, inform others so that both sides could understand each other better.Perhaps I wouldn't have lost so many friends if I'd know about it sooner.Perhaps there would have been a lot less hurt.

Part of me wants to curse the syndrome, as I think of all the pain it has caused me and those I love. Much of the damage that has been done is irreparable.All I can do is hope for the future.Making changes at the age of thirty is much harder……but knowledge is power, and now I'm armed with a better understanding of myself and of others.Perhaps it will help.

And yet……despite all the pain it has caused for me……within just a few days of this startling revelation I found myself crying with gratitude for the“gift”of Asperger's. How can this diffi cult syndrome be a gift?

I need only to think of a few very special, very close friends. The few whom I have always been able to understand much better than I could understand others.The few who understand me more than others do.The few most precious friends I would do anything to protect.

These are my friends with autism. And now when I think of them I cry with gratitude for my Asperger's.Whether it's true that it is“mild autism”or not, two things seem clear to me.It is related to autism enough that we understand each other.But it is also different enough that I have been able to communicate with“neurotypicals”much more easily than my autistic friends have been able to.So in myself, at least, I see my Asperger's as a sort of bridge.I had learned years ago that I had the ability to help someone with high functioning autism in a way few others could.I could talk about the way“others”think and act and expect us to, because I had had to study it very carefully myself my entire life.Yes, I still make many mistakes and it has hurt me, but for the everyday simple communications I had learned to cope.And I could pass on this learning, teaching my autistic friends, explaining in ways that made sense to them because they make sense to me.And then I could turn around and explain to others some degree of what my autistic friends are feeling and thinking.I could explain it because I have felt and thought so similarly, but also have the gift of words and communication.

Asperger's just might be a gift to help bridge the wider gap faced by those with autism. And when I see it that way, I weep with gratitude for this gift I was given.

——Susie Bee

我知道每一份悲痛的承受都会得到上帝的祝福。

——雪莉·A.亨得利

阿斯伯格综合征。我之前就有所耳闻，指的是“轻度自闭症”。我并没有认真考虑过我得了这种疾病，只是把它作为解释我不善交际的一个借口，但从来没有引起我的重视。因此，当一些朋友谈论起它，其中一位还为我们提供了测试网址时，出于好奇心的驱使，我参加了测试，并对它有了更多的了解。

看到那些问题，我不禁笑了起来，我知道我一定会在ASD（自闭症光谱）测试中取得高分，但不会高出太多。

完成测试时，得分让我为之一惊。确实，这个在线测试并非官方诊断，并且他们否认在网站上……然而，极高的分数只是这个新发现的开始。“你非常像亚斯伯格症患者（自闭症患者）”这样的评价对我来说有点儿惊讶，我的困惑也愈加强烈。我的精神状态得分低于百分之十七。然而，我看到“一般常见的划分”列举出几个板块，将他们分为亚斯伯格症患者和一般精神状态者。我的得分除一项外都高于亚斯伯格症患者的平均分，而每一项得分都低于一般精神状态者的平均分。难道我真的得了阿斯伯格综合征？难道我真的已经在未知晓的情况下伴随着这种疾病生活了近30年？

然后，我便开始阅读详细的划分。非常有趣，却又让人担心。我原本认为再“正常”不过的事情事实上竟是阿斯伯格综合征的明显症状。我有许多与人相处的困难也就不足为奇了！我们在用不同的思维方式处事！因此，我开始搜索更多关于阿斯伯格综合征的信息。感觉简直就像在读自己的人生故事一般。

刚开始，我感到的只是震惊。当惊讶的情绪渐渐退去，我才慢慢放下心来，为最终找到社交困难的根源而感到欣慰。但是这种欣慰却伴随着一些绝望，另一项紊乱加入了我的清单。阿斯伯格综合征。我有阿斯伯格综合征。

这种震惊还并没有完全消退，人生中的另一种绝望还未明了。这种病症通常是在童年时被发现的，如果在童年时被发现，我就能更好地处理它，知道我的思维如何与周围的人不同，告诉别人，那么我们就能更好地理解对方。如果早些知道这种病症，我就不会失去那么多的朋友，或许伤痛会减少许多。

想到它给我和我所爱的人带来的伤痛，我便想诅咒这种疾病。毕竟许多的伤痛都是无法挽回的。我所能做的只有寄希望于未来。在30岁时改变确实更加困难……但是知识就是力量，现在的我已更加了解别人和自己，这样的武装或许会见成效。

然而——虽然它给我带来了许多的伤痛——在得到这个令人震惊的新发现后仅几天的时间，我便为得到阿斯伯格综合征这份“礼物”而流下了感恩的眼泪。这样严重的病症怎么会成为礼物呢？

我只需要想想那几个特别亲密的朋友。比起对其他人，我对他们更加了解，而他们对我也更加熟悉。我愿意做任何事情来守护我们珍贵的友谊。

他们是患有自闭症的朋友。现在每当我想起他们，我就会为阿斯伯格综合征流下感激的眼泪。不过我是不是真的有“轻度自闭症”？有两件事对我来说是清楚明了的。因为有自闭症的关系，我们彼此更加理解对方。而不同在于，比起那些患有自闭症的朋友，我能更加轻松地与“一般精神状态者”交流。那么，至少在我自己看来，阿斯伯格综合征成了一座桥梁。多年前我已知道，我能够用别人不会的方法去帮助那些患有严重自闭症的人。我可以谈论“其他人”思考和表现的方式以及他们对我们的期待，因为我已经非常认真地研究过自己的整个人生。是的，我还是会犯许多错误，这会伤害到我，但是每一天，我都学着处理一些简单的交流。我必须学会处理。我会传递所学到的东西，教给患有自闭症的朋友，用他们能理解的方式去解释，因为他们对我意义重大。而后我可以转过来向其他朋友解释患有自闭症的朋友在某种程度上的感受与想法。我可以解释，因为我用类似的方式感受和思考，但也有着语言和交流的天赋。

阿斯伯格综合征或许就是缩小与自闭症患者代沟的一座桥梁。当我用这样的方式去看待它时，我为被赋予的这份礼物而流下了感激的泪水。

——苏茜·比

Catching Ants

捉蚂蚁

Turn your face to the sun and the shadows fall behind you.

——Maori Proverb

The North of Uganda has recently suffered from a long and brutal civil war. For the last few years, the area has been peaceful, but the lives of thousands of people are still far from easy.Packed together in“protected villages，”or“internally displaced people's camps，”the residents of this war-torn region are slowly trying to get themselves back on their feet.Agriculture, which had long been neglected due to the danger of being out in the fi elds, is slowly starting again.Schools are being rebuilt, and children who have known nothing but confl ict are fi nally getting an education.But there is still a long way to go.

Recently, I was in one of these protected villages. Home to several thousand people, it is miles from the nearest shop, health centre or church.Families of eight people live in one small mud hut, eating one meal a day if they are lucky.A government army barracks sits next to the camp, in case of further violence.A team from the organization that I work with went to this camp to help build a school and to provide health teaching in the community.In order to relate better to the villagers, we slept in mud huts, fetching our water from the borehole and cooking on a charcoal stove.

The people in the camp were very welcoming, and although we did not speak each other's languages, I soon became friends with several of the women. I began to learn something of the horrors that they had lived through during the war, and I was amazed at the joy and laughter that I saw in these victims.They must have been hungry, but they never complained or begged for food from us.I was truly humbled by their courage and resilience.

One morning in the camp, I woke up early to the sound of screaming. My heart stopped for a moment, and then started again, thudding hard in my chest.I lay silently, convinced that the rebel soldiers had come back.As I heard running feet outside my hut I froze, my blood running cold, but they passed by again.Still I remained where I was, desperately trying to work out what I should do.Was it safest to stay where I was?Or should I try to run to another hut?I did not know, and I was too scared to even think straight.

Then I realised with a start that people were laughing outside. I tried to clear my head, as I heard it again-the sound of children laughing with delight.My fear started to evaporate.The screams, I now realised, were the screams of people enjoying themselves.I jumped up and pushed open the rickety tin door of my hut, eager to see what was going on.

The sight that met my eyes made me laugh out loud. Thousands of fl ying ants, a delicacy in Uganda, had swarmed over the camp at dawn.Every child from the village, as well as most of the adults, were chasing them around, trying to swat them to the ground with tree branches, T-shirts, brooms, and anything else that they could fi nd.Some were running around with containers, collecting the fallen ones.These ants have large white wings, which they shed as soon as they touch the ground, leaving the usually dull dusty place shimmering as the delicate wings caught the early rays of the sun.

I stood watching the mayhem, laughing and waving at the kids as they jumped high in the air, clapping when the ants came hurtling down. Everywhere I looked, people were giggling, guffawing, cackling, and laughing hysterically.Typically sullen men were joining in the fun, lifting their children into the air to better whack the insects to the ground.Tired-looking women forgot their burdens in the race to collect as many of these treats as possible.Soldiers from the adjoining barracks came over to the camp with guns by their sides, attracted by the noise, and soon left their weapons on the ground and jumped into the midst of the chaos.

Even as I stood laughing at the sights, tears rose in my throat. I was overwhelmed that people who had suffered so much pain and loss, and for whom life was a daily struggle for survival, could fi nd such delight in catching bugs.I realised that nothing could truly suppress the sparkling life that was in the people of this region, and that I was privileged to have seen it uncovered for a short while.

That day, the smell of frying ants covered the village, and everywhere I went people called to me to come and eat. Overcoming my natural distaste of eating insects, I joined my new friends, and joyfully shared the feast with them.

——Rachel Spencer

面向阳光，身后即有影子追随你。

——毛利谚语

乌干达的北部地区近来发生了长时间残酷的内战。在过去的几年里，这一地区一直平静祥和，然而解决数千万人的生计问题仍绝非易事。被聚集在“受保护村”中，或是“流离失所人群安置营”，在这个因战争而变得满目疮痍的地区的人民渐渐地重新站立起来。原本因为存在在田间务农遭杀害的危险而被忽视的农业，现在又慢慢得以恢复。学校正在重建，除了武装冲突之外一无所知的孩子们终于可以接受教育了。但是这一切还有很漫长的道路要走。

最近，我就待在其中一个受保护的村里。这个数千人的家园，距离最近的商店、医护中心及教堂有数英里远。一家八口居住在小小的土坯房里，运气好时一天才能吃上一顿饭。为了防止可能的暴力冲突，政府军的营房就坐落在营地旁边。我所工作的组织派来一个团队，帮助他们建造学校并提供社区健康指导。为了密切与村民的联系，我们住到了土坯房里，从地钻井取水，用酒精炉煮饭。

营地里的百姓十分热情，虽然语言互不相通，但我很快就和几名妇女成了朋友。我开始了解他们在战争中所遭受的惊恐，为从这些战争受害者身上看到的欢笑而感到惊讶。他们饱受饥饿，却从不抱怨或向我们乞讨食物。我真切地为他们的勇气与豁达而感到谦卑。

在营地中的一天清晨，我被尖叫声惊醒。我的心脏在一瞬间停止了跳动，我用力地捶打胸部，才恢复正常。我安静地躺在那里，以为反政府武装部队已经来到了这里。当我听到有脚步声跑到我的屋外，我僵住了，浑身血液冰凉。然而他们只是经过。我仍旧原地不动，拼命地思考自己该如何是好。待在原地是最安全的？或者我应该跑到别的屋子里去？我没有答案，被吓得无法进行连续的思考。

然后，我听到了屋外传来的一阵欢笑声。我试图让头脑保持清醒，我又一次听到了孩子们愉快的笑声。我的恐惧感灰飞烟灭。这才意识到，刚才的尖叫声是这些自娱自乐的人发出的。我跳了起来，推开屋子摇摇欲坠的铁门，急切地想要知道发生了什么。

眼前的景象让我不禁笑出声来。数千只乌干达的飞蚁在黎明时聚集到营地上空。村子里的所有孩子和许多成人正四处追逐着它们，试图用树枝、T恤衫、扫把和任何他们能找到的东西，把这些蚂蚁打落到地面上。还有些人拿着容器，四处奔跑着收集那些掉落的飞蚁。

这些蚂蚁有着大大的白色翅膀，一经落地便会伸展开来，精致纤弱的翅膀映射着清晨的几缕日光，让这个尘土飞扬、阴暗无趣的地方变得光彩熠熠。

我站在那里看着这种混乱的状态，放声笑着，向在空中跳得老高的孩子摆手，为他们击落蚂蚁而鼓掌。我所见的每一个角落，人们或痴痴偷笑，或捧腹大笑，抑或高声谈笑，甚至歇斯底里地笑。通常沉闷的男人们也加入到了欢乐的人群中，把孩子们举在空中，刚好能将这些小昆虫击打在地。疲惫的妇女在竞赛中忘记了她们的重担，尽可能多地收集着她们的成果。临近军营里的士兵被吵闹的声音惊动，带着武器来到了营地，他们很快便放下了武器，加入到这一片混乱之中。

虽然我面带笑容地伫立在这样的场景前，但眼泪还是不经意流到了喉咙。我为这些遭受了如此多的伤痛，终日为生存而挣扎的人，能在捉蚂蚁的过程中寻找到这样的欢乐而感到震惊。我意识到没有任何东西能阻止居住在这里的人们享有欢乐多彩的生活，而我有幸在这短暂的时光里感受到了它的真实面目。

那一天，飞蚁的气味弥漫着整个村落，我所到之处，人们都邀请我前来享用他们的美食。我克服了自己对食用昆虫的厌恶之感，进入到这些新朋友的行列之中，与他们兴致勃勃地共享盛宴。

——雷切尔·斯宾塞

Magic Stains

神奇的污渍

If you have lived, take thankfully the past.

——John Dryden

I am mortified by the myriad of stains on my carpet. lt is so embarrassing when a new friend stops by for a visit.I find myself biting my tongue to keep from shouting out，“I'm really not this gross！Just don't look down！Ignore the nasty carpet！”I've even gone so far as not inviting certain people over, knowing that they would never leave wet Cheerios on their carpet long enough to stick there like super glue.Now, I do have friends that are more like me-too crazy busy to wipe up every spill.One morning, one of those wonderful friends called.

For a while we both griped about the disgusting state of our homes. And we agreed that the Health Department would surely toss us in jail if they came over for an impromptu inspection.

“Maybe we should thank our floors，”she said, out of nowhere. Huh?Where did that come from?She told me about this group of people who conducted a nifty experiment.After they'd use an item, like a rake, they'd thank it for its kind service and gently put it away.Eventually, this community of people discovered that they were quite successful and highly productive.They attributed it to thanking, out loud, their daily tools.

“Perhaps there's something to this thanking thing，”my friend said as she rang off to scrub her sticky kitchen fl oor.

Hmmm……maybe I should give it a try?I felt weird talking out loud to a bunch of inanimate objects, but I could certainly thank God for what I had.

So I went around my teeny home and thanked God that we had furniture and a roof to sleep under and comfy pillows and clean towels（some weeks, anyway）.

Then I came to my living room and the horrifying carpet. I suppressed the fourletter word bouncing around my brain and prepared my tongue to whisper something nice about the beige floor covering.But then I noticed the big, orange stain beneath the dining room table next to my three-year-old's chair.I remembered that we got that stain from dying paper plates with food coloring as an art project.There was a greenish stain two inches from that one and I realized it was dried up play dough from the morning when we spent hours creating snakes and monsters.

I dropped to my hands and knees and inched around my living room and dining room trying to remember what event caused each stain. That one came from a carpet picnic on“family pizza night.”That dark brown one by the couch happened when my coffee spilled because my boys tackled me and a huge wrestling match ensued.And the bluish one that speckled the carpet over by the rocking chair appeared after a fun evening of body painting and pretending we were wild animals.

As I glanced around my house I realized that all the stains represented something far lovelier than a clean carpet might reveal to me. They pointed to the fact that we were living our lives, together, with laughter and tears and messy projects and yummy dinners.We were alive！In our home we don't forbid laughter or the messes that often come with everyday life.Our home isn't sterile or oppressed.It is magical.

As I stood up with the first smile of that day, I whispered，“Thank you God for my stained carpet.”And for that moment, I actually felt thankful for something I'd despised for so very long.

——Nikki Deckon

如果你生活过，那么请感激地对待过去。

——约翰·德莱顿

看到地毯上大量的污渍，我感到羞愧不堪。当一位新朋友顺道前来拜访时，真让人分外尴尬。“我真的没有这么邋遢！不要往下面看！别看那脏兮兮的地毯！”我强忍住这些话，没有把它们说出口。我已经到了不邀请任何人来做客的程度，因为我知道他们绝不会让湿麦圈留在地毯上这么久，要不然它们看起来像强力胶一样粘在那里。现在，确实有些与我很像的朋友——太忙碌了以至于没有时间清理每一处污垢。一天早上，其中一位很棒的朋友打来了电话。

不一会儿，我们就抱怨起家里令人厌恶的状态。我们一致同意如果卫生部来进行突击卫生检查的话，我们一定会被送进监狱。

“或许应该感谢我们的地面。”她莫名其妙地说了一句。嗯？这话是从哪里来的？她告诉我，这一伙人正在进行一项有趣的试验。他们使用了耙子这件工具之后，十分感激它所提供的体贴的服务和便捷的收纳。最后，大家都发觉他们相当成功并且效率极高，而这都归功于他们对耙子的大加赞赏。

“或许这个令人感激的东西有那么点儿价值。”我的朋友挂断了电话，去擦洗她厨房里黏糊糊的地面。

嗯……或许我也应该试一下？我感到十分怪异地对着一堆没有生命的东西说起话来，但是我还是要为我所拥有的感谢上帝。

我环顾了自己窄小的屋子，感激上帝让我们拥有家具，有睡觉的居所、舒适的枕头、干净的毛巾（不管怎样，有几周是干净的）。

然后，我走到了客厅，来到了令人毛骨悚然的地毯跟前。我克制住自己，不让那些肮脏的词汇浮现在脑海里，准备对地上那些浅褐色的覆盖物低声说些好听的话。但是随后我便注意到在餐桌下那巨大的橙色污渍，就在我三岁孩子的座位旁边。我记得这块污渍是一个装着像艺术品一样的食物的纸盘子留下的。在离那块污渍两英寸远的地方，有一块绿色的斑点。我意识到那是我们早上做小蛇和怪兽时留下的橡皮泥。

我低下身来，手膝并用，在客厅和餐厅的地面上一寸一寸地挪动，试图想起每一块污渍的来历。那一块是“家庭比萨之夜”的地毯野餐留下的。沙发旁边的褐色污点是泼溅出的咖啡留下的，因为孩子们打闹，一场摔跤比赛随之而来。那块在石凳旁的蓝色斑点是在一个有趣的人体绘画之夜后留下的，那晚我们都假扮成了野兽。

扫视了房子一圈，我意识到所有的污渍都代表着比干净的地毯对我来说更加令人愉快的东西。它们见证了我们在一起的生活，欢笑、眼泪、杂乱的计划还有美味的晚餐。我们活着！在家里，我们不会禁止伴随每天生活而来的欢声笑语和杂乱无章。我们的家并不枯燥乏味或压抑苦闷。它是神奇的。

当带着那天的第一个微笑站起来的时候，我低声细语道：“感谢上帝让我拥有了这块污渍斑斑的地毯。”在那一刻，我真切地对曾经厌恶已久的东西充满了感激。

——尼基·戴肯

The Color of Gratitude

感恩的颜色

We often take for granted the very things that most deserve our gratitude.

——Cynthia Ozick

Hospitals are life-changing places, for better and for worse. Ten years ago in a New York City hospital a remarkable person gave me an unexpected gift that would forever change my life and perspective.

At the age of twenty-fi ve, I found myself in one of those ruts we sometimes experience in life. The initial excitement of living in Manhattan had worn off and my life was dreary.Working in the public sector, I had started out with fresh idealism but had lost it somewhere along the way in the drudgery of trying to make a difference while seeing little immediate impact.Upon leaving the private sector, I had said goodbye to a cheery apartment and landed in a suffocating small and dank studio with only a sliding plywood panel covering the bathroom.My appendix had recently given out on me and I had never gotten back into exercise after recovering from surgery.My then-boyfriend（now husband）was attending graduate school out of state, so on weeknights I threw pity parties in my tiny apartment, wearing a groove in the bed while I watched hours of TV.At my low point I realized I had seen every last episode of The Golden Girls in syndication.

Around this time a friend invited me to participate in a service club. This opportunity didn't appeal to me much at first；in fact it didn't seem like an“opportunity”at all.I had sacrifi ced seventy-fi ve percent of my pay to work in the non-profi t sector and now I was supposed to use my free time to give back to others as well?Then I realized that perhaps all that“free time”was only worsening my funk.Using that time to help someone else could do me some good.

The service club offered various volunteer opportunities from which to choose. I listed activities helping children as my top preferences, as did apparently everyone else.When I received my placement information, my heart sank.My assignment seemed impossible-spend several hours every week visiting with bed-bound paralyzed adults in a hospital.I felt like I had gotten in over my head.What in the world would we talk about?Why would they want to spend time with me anyway?

Starting day arrived；I rode the subway to the hospital, second-guessing this decision all the way. At my orientation, the volunteer trainer told me that these patients were wards of the state, meaning they had no hope of leaving the hospital because they had no family or ability to live outside the hospital's walls.Volunteers weren't allowed to inquire as to how they became paralyzed.The trainer said that most had been victims of illness or tragic accidents.Volunteers couldn't ask any personal questions at all, but merely provide a（hopefully）positive point in the patient's week.The trainer informed me that my patient buddy, Charles, was paralyzed from the neck down and only able to talk and move his facial features.

With no small amount of trepidation, I headed to my assigned patient room. I remember wishing I had brought some talking points to get the ball rolling, as if this were some sort of staff meeting.Room 115 was upon me already-no time to strategize.I entered the room and introduced myself to Charles.He was lying on his back in bed with his head elevated on a pillow.He had a mop of unkempt hair and some stubble and appeared to be perhaps a few years older than me.

In one quick glance, I took in his constant environs, more claustrophobic than my studio to say the least. He had a tiny black and white television（but he had to rely on busy nurses to change channels or turn it off.）His room had a window, but it was covered with artwork：various papers painted with watercolor in a similar abstract style, all overlapped and taped to the glass.I wondered who had painted these for Charles but didn't ask since we couldn't get“too personal.”He had a corkboard behind his bed displaying a few personal items, including one solitary birthday card.After the initial pleasantries, I stood there wondering what to do next.

“Are you ready to paint?”Charles asked me. My mind raced for a moment；what in the world could that mean?Maybe I was supposed to paint some pictures to hang by his bed, as someone had apparently done before me.I must have looked as clueless as I felt.Luckily, Charles saved me.

“In the cabinet-there's a brush and paints，”he said.“You'll need to fi ll a cup with some water from the sink, too, for changing colors.”Still not understanding his intentions, I opened the locker-style cabinet, the only other furniture in the room, and retrieved a large bucket of well-used watercolor paints and paintbrush. When I saw the paintbrush, it all became clear.On the handle end of the paintbrush, some sort of whistleshaped adaptor had been attached with several rubber bands.Charles painted those pictures with his mouth, I suddenly realized.I busied myself with getting the water and paints ready, wondering how this was all going to work.Very simply, and very gracefully, as it turns out.

Charles explained how to arrange paint colors on a tray and set up a makeshift paper canvas about a foot away from his face. He entrusted me to daubing the paints with the brush, placing the paintbrush in his mouth, and rinsing the brush for color changes.He did the rest, and I watched, fascinated.Charles couldn't speak as he painted, so I chattered about his technique and whatever popped into my head that didn't require a response.Each time he wanted to change colors, he clamped the brush in his teeth and said，“New color, please.”

We spent every Wednesday evening that fall and winter together, working on a fresh piece each week. Charles'passion for painting blew me away.I was amazed at how he didn't get bogged down by his social isolation or physical confi nement to his bed in a dreary hospital room.He had found something that made him very happy：painting.He had that to look forward to, and that was enough.Instead of looking out his window at a world he would never again be a part of, he asked someone to tape his paintings up there because that made him happy and reminded him of something he loved.

That year, I began to appreciate my life with fresh eyes. Small things became bigger：the ability to hold my boyfriend's hand and feel his touch；the ability to run outside and fi ll my lungs with brisk winter air；even the ability to have a job at all.Charles had given me a wonderful gift：he had shown me the joy of gratitude, even for seemingly ordinary things.

Many years and miles separate Charles and me now. But whenever life frustrates or disappoints me, I think of him and tell myself，“New color, please.”I have my family.I have my health.I have my freedom.There is so much to be thankful for.

——Barbara McKinney

我们常常把最值得感恩的东西认为理所当然。

——辛西娅·奥兹克

无论是好是坏，医院都是改变人命运的地方。10年前在纽约市立医院，一个非同寻常的人给了我一份意料之外的礼物，从此永远改变了我的人生和观点。

25岁的时候，我发现自己正处在人生中常会经历的躁动期。最初居住在曼哈顿的兴奋之感渐渐退去，我的生活开始变得枯燥乏味。我满怀着崭新的理想开始了在公共部门的工作，然而却在试图大有作为又收效甚微的苦差中把它们丢失了。离开了私营部门，我便和舒适的公寓告别，搬进了令人窒息的窄小阴暗的房间，那里的浴室的顶部只有一个滑动胶合板窗格。我的阑尾炎发作了，还没有从手术中恢复过来，所以我一直都没有参加运动。我那时的男朋友（现在的丈夫）在别的州读研究生，所以每到周末我会在狭小的公寓里举行一个可怜的派对，精心装扮后坐在床上看数小时的电视。后来我才意识到，在人生的低谷期我已经看过了《黄金女孩》的每一季的每一集。

大约就在这时，一个朋友邀请我加入一个服务性社团。这次机会刚开始并没有吸引我，事实上根本不算是什么“机会”。为了在这个非营利部门工作，我已经奉献出了自己四分之三的收入，难道现在还要把我的空余时间也奉送给他人吗？然后，我意识到或许所有的“空余时间”只会加剧我的恐惧感。用这些时间来帮助别人可能对我更加有益。

这个服务性社团提供各种志愿服务机会供人们选择。明显像大多数人一样，我把帮助儿童的活动作为最佳选择。当我收到分配信息时，我的心沉了下来。我的任务似乎无法完成——每周花费数小时到医院慰问瘫痪在床的成年人。我感觉到我根本做不了。我们究竟要谈论些什么？他们为什么要和我待在一起？

开始服务的日子到了，我搭乘地铁前往医院，一路上都在埋怨自己的这个决定。在对我做情况介绍时，志愿者培训师告诉我这些病人都处于无监护的状态，也就是说他们因为没有家人或没有在外生存的能力等原因，没有任何希望能出院。他们不允许志愿者询问病人瘫痪的原因。培训师说他们大多因为疾病或悲惨的意外而遭遇不幸。志愿者不能够询问他们任何私人的问题，仅仅是在照顾病人的时间里为他们提供（希望如此）一种积极的心态。培训师告诉我，我的病人查尔斯自颈部以下全部瘫痪，只能够说话和改变面部表情。

没有一丝的不安，我前往分配给我的病人的房间。我牢记自己准备好的开始谈话的要点提示，就如同开员工会议一样。115房间到了——没有时间再来制定策略了。我走进房间，向查尔斯做了自我介绍。他的头被枕头垫高，后背倚靠在床上。他蓬头乱发，胡子拉碴，以至于看起来他比我年长几岁。

我快速扫视了一下，观察了一下他的周围。至少比我的房间还要幽闭恐怖。他有一台小型的黑白电视机（但是要靠忙碌的护士来负责换台或开关）。他的屋子有一扇窗户，却被艺术品覆盖着：各式用类似抽象风格绘制的水彩画纸被重叠着粘贴在玻璃上。我很疑惑是谁为查尔斯绘制了这些图画，但是因为不能谈论“太过私人”的话题而没有开口。他的床后有一块软木板，上面摆放着几件私人物品，其中包括一张孤零零的生日卡片。说完开头的几句客套话，我站在那里考虑之后要做些什么。

“你准备好画画了吗？”查尔斯问我。那一刻，我有些不知所措。这究竟是什么意思？或许他想让我画几幅画挂在他的床边，就像在我之前的那个人一样。我看起来一定就像他感觉到的一样愚蠢笨拙。幸运的是，查尔斯救了我。

“在橱柜里有刷子和颜料，”他说，“你还需要用杯子从水池里弄些水来，以便换颜色的时候用。”我仍旧没有理解他的意图，打开那个带锁的橱柜，也就是屋里唯一的一件家具，找到了一大桶用旧的水彩颜料和画笔。我看到画笔时，我明白了他的意图。在画笔的手柄一端，有口哨形状的接合器被橡皮筋绑在上面。我突然意识到，查尔斯是用嘴在作画。我迅速把水和颜料准备好，想知道下面会发生什么。最后发现，事情确实可以简单而美好。

查尔斯告诉我怎样在托盘上调色和在离他的脸部一英尺远的地方支撑起一块临时的画布。他让我把画笔上涂抹上颜色，放到他的口中，并清洗画笔来改换颜色。剩下的事情则由他来完成，我便沉迷地观看着。查尔斯在作画时没法讲话，因此我就喋喋不休地谈论着他的技法和我脑海中所浮现出的任何不需要回答的内容。每当他需要换色时，他就会用牙齿夹紧刷子，说道：“来点儿新颜色吧。”

整个秋季和冬季，我们在一起度过了每个周三的晚上，每周都绘制一幅新作。查尔斯对绘画的热情让我惊叹不已。我惊讶于他虽然待在沉闷的病房里，无法离开床榻，脱离了社会，却并没有为其所困。他找到了能让他快乐的事情：绘画。有了这个期望就已足够。他不再透过窗户观望那个已经不属于他的世界，而是让人在那里粘贴上他的画作，因为这能让他快乐，让他想到他所挚爱的东西。

从那一年起，我开始用新的眼光欣赏生活。渺小的事情都变得重要起来：能够牵起男朋友的手，感受他的触碰；能够在户外跑步，让冬日清爽的空气充满我的肺部；甚至能够工作也算。查尔斯给了我一份精彩的礼物：他向我展示了感恩的快乐，哪怕是看起来似乎最普通的事情。

如今虽然时间和距离将我和查尔斯分隔两处，但是每当为生活感到沮丧失望时，我就会想起他，并告诉自己：“来点儿新颜色吧。”我拥有家人，拥有健康的身体，拥有自由。有太多需要感恩的东西。

——芭芭拉·麦金尼

Simple Joy

简单的快乐

Be content with what you have, rejoice in the way things are. When you realize there is nothing lacking, the whole world belongs to you.

——Lao Tzu

There are times I have sat in my small, cozy home and wished for a larger living room, a tiled kitchen floor with a stainless steel glass-top stove, and a new couch with matching chair and ottoman. But I have come to realize through raising a child and having family and friend gatherings that what matters is not the furnishings of my house but whether love seeps into every corner.

Over the years the hair-shedding dog has slept on the couch in my absence, the latest kitten has repeatedly clawed the corners of the chair and cat pee and spit-ups have been cleaned up a thousand times from rugs, floors and down comforters. After raising our daughter, Aspen, and running a home daycare business, my house has that lived-in look.I admit I went through a period of railing against the universe each time I cleaned up the next mess：Why can't I have anything nice?All I want is simple elegance！Little did I know then that the lessons I needed to learn were just around the corner.

As the recession hit, we have felt lucky our small home is paid for. We have felt deep gratitude for our jobs and for our ability to save money for Aspen's college, although out-of-state tuition was killing us.Then Aspen recently decided to move back to Oregon to live with her partner who has been studying in Portland.Suddenly, our diligent saving made us feel rich.

After going through a clothing and shoe shopping spree, I began reading, meditating, walking, writing. With my daughter gone, our small empty nest loomed large, surrounding me with mothering memories.I had to reinvent myself.I felt overwhelmed by my wants and needs.Yes, let's hire a guy to tile the kitchen floor.Let's redecorate the bathroom.Let's dig up the side garden and put in a new lawn.The house projects became endless and my self-contentment diminished with each new décor I envisioned.

We made a visit to Portland to see Aspen's new living space. We parked across the street from the five-story red brick building.There was an old-fashioned broken buzzer by the locked front door, so we pulled out a cell phone to tell her we had arrived.She came downstairs and led us up to their studio on the second fl oor.

We entered their combined living room/bedroom, which had a bed and a shelf for the non-functional television and their modest DVD collection.

“Remember those large pillows in your bedroom that Grandma made?They might be great for your fl oor in front of the television.”

Aspen's face lit up.“Yeah！”

On the left side of this one open space was a narrow kitchen in which only one person could cook at a time. They had a small, square card table, but no chairs.On the right side was a decadently large（in comparison to the other dimensions of their studio）walk-in closet with two tall dressers and one long wooden rod for hanging their clothes.One had to walk through the closet to get to the tiny bathroom, which had the usual wall sink, toilet and claw-foot tub with a removable shower device.Aspen absolutely praised this bathroom because she had lived in a college dorm where the only bathroom on her fl oor seemed miles down the hallway.

Jenny had spread out a simple lunch for us of cheese, crackers and fresh fruit, plus goblets of mineral water. We had wanted to take them out to lunch, but this thoughtfulness touched us.“We don't have chairs，”they laughed as we sat on the bed or the fl oor to eat.The walls were covered with their own drawings；I recognized Aspen's batik cloth print covering one window shade；the vase of fl owers I brought now added color to a shelf by the stove.

I remembered when my husband and I were starting out in my small studio, even smaller than the one we now ate lunch in. We clicked glasses and made toasts.I swallowed their every loving glance；I drank in their contentment, their bubbling of gratitude for simply being together.

Since their apartment happened to be located in a lovely neighborhood, a walk seemed natural. Bustling, trendy Hawthorne Boulevard was to our right as we walked out the main entrance.We strolled the opposite way through Victorian houses towards a meridian circle rose garden.I was captivated by the lushness of this garden, which was one of four, one at each corner of the tic-tac-toe-like cross streets.The surrounding homes were a combination of well-worn two-story mansions and more modest one-story residences.

Across the garden was one such mauve-colored Craftsman. They were having a garage sale out front and there prominently displayed were a pair of chairs.My daughter and I simultaneously quickened our stride and were practically running to sit in those chairs.Each carved wood chair had a music staff design on the back and deep rosecolored tweed cushions.They were perfect；my daughter and her partner are musicians.“We want to buy them for your apartment，”my husband and I said excitedly.The asking price was$35 for both chairs！What a bargain, we thought as we wrote the owner a check.

We proudly carried the chairs through the rose garden, down the neighborhood streets, through the halls and up the stairs to their studio. We placed the chairs by their table and Aspen and Jenny immediately sat down in them.“We can dine elegantly now，”they teased.I have rarely felt happier than I did at that moment observing the glow on my daughter's face.It is all really so simple, I thought to myself.

When my husband of thirty years and I first met, we packed up all we owned in his van and my station wagon and drove north to Eugene, Oregon. When we rented our cozy one-bedroom duplex, we only had my childhood rocking chair and his childhood bureau drawers.We slept on a foam pad.I bought yarn and braided a rug.We found a used kitchen table, chairs and a loveseat.My husband made my desk by copying one I wanted at a furniture store.I don't think I have ever felt more fulfi lled than I was during those early years.We fi lled our lives with friends.We fi lled our lives with family.We fi lled our lives with love.Sitting in my daughter's Portland studio, watching her radiating happiness, I gratefully remembered and reminded myself to treasure the simplicity in my own life.

——Victoria Koch

满足你现在所拥有的，欣喜事物所存在的方式。当你意识到什么都不缺乏，全世界都属于你。

——老子

许多次，坐在自己舒适的小屋里，我幻想着拥有更大的客厅，铺满地砖的厨房，并且装有玻璃顶的不锈钢壁炉，还有能与椅子和脚凳相搭配的沙发。但是从抚养孩子和有家人朋友相聚的时光中，我感悟到屋子里的家具并不重要，重要的是让爱渗透在生活的每一个角落。

在过去的几年里，那只脱毛的小狗常趁我不在时睡在沙发上，那只新来的小猫则不停地用爪子抓椅子的边角，我成百上千次地在地毯、地板和靠垫上清理猫尿和唾液。自从开始抚养我们的女儿阿斯本，全天候地在家中照看她，我的屋子就成了这幅长期有人居住的杂乱景象。我得承认每当要清理一个残局时，我都近乎要发疯：为什么我不能让每件东西都更好一点儿？我所想要的只不过是简单优雅！我完全没有意识到我需要明白的道理其实近在眼前。

在经济衰退时期，我们为已还清房贷而感到幸运，为拥有工作并有能力为阿斯本上大学储蓄而感激万分，即使非本州学生的学费贵得要死。阿斯本最近决定搬回俄勒冈州，跟她正在波特兰学习的伙伴一同居住。突然间，努力的积攒的积蓄让我们觉得富有了起来。

在进行了一次疯狂的鞋帽采购后，我开始阅读、思考、散步和写作。女儿离家后，我们空荡的小巢显得大了许多，而养育女儿的记忆则常常萦绕着我的思绪。我必须要重新改造自己。我为自己的愿望而感到震惊。是的，先雇个伙计来安装厨房的地砖。重新装修一下浴室。开垦一下旁边的花园，种植上新的草坪。房屋改造的计划无穷无尽，满足感也随着见证每一次新装修而逐渐消减。

我们去波特兰参观了阿斯本的新住所。我们把车停靠在这座五层高的红砖楼的街道对面。在锁住的正门旁边，有一个破旧的老式门铃。我打电话告诉她我们已经到了。她下楼来，带我们到了她们在二楼的房间。

我们走进了她们用作客厅兼卧室的房间，里面摆放着一张床、一个放有坏掉的电视机的架子和她们收藏不多的DVD。

“还记得卧室里奶奶为你做的大枕头吗？放在电视机前的地板上应该很棒。”

阿斯本的脸上浮现出了笑容：“是的！”

在这块空地的左侧是一个窄得只能容下一个人烹饪的厨房。她们有一张小的四方牌桌，却没有椅子。在右侧是一个又大又破的（相对于房间里的其他尺寸而言）步入式衣橱，装有两个高高的梳妆台和一条长长的木质挂衣钩。我们要穿过衣橱才能到达窄小的浴室，里面有常见的水池、马桶、带有旋转式淋浴设备的爪形浴缸。阿斯本对这个浴室大加赞赏，因为在曾经居住的大学宿舍里，她住的那一层唯一的浴室距离门厅特别远。

珍妮为我们准备了奶酪、饼干和新鲜的水果，外加用高脚杯盛着的矿泉水作为简易的午餐。我们原本想带她们出去吃，但是这样的体贴入微却让我们十分感动。“我们没有椅子。”她们看到我们坐在床上和地板上吃饭不禁大笑了起来。墙壁上贴满了她们自己的画作。我发现阿斯本的蜡染布被用作了窗帘，而我带来的花瓶则装点了壁炉旁边的架子。

我回想起和丈夫一起在我那间比现在吃饭的房间还要小的房子里开始新生活的时候，我们“叮叮当当”地搅拌着，制作吐司面包。我感受到了她们每一个充满爱意的眼神，我体味着她们的满足与能够相伴的感激。

她们的公寓恰巧在一处环境优美的社区里，所以饭后的散步显得自然而惬意。走出正门出口，在我们的右侧便是熙熙攘攘的霍桑大道。我们沿着与维多利亚式房屋相反的方向漫步，来到了一个子午圈玫瑰园。我被花园中的繁茂景象所吸引，它是十字街口四角花园中的一个。周边古老的二层楼房和朴素的一层民居交相呼应。在花园的对面有一个穿着淡紫色衣服的工匠。他们正在车库前出售物品，其中的一对椅子显而易见。我和女儿同时加快了步伐，想要赶快试坐一下。每一把雕纹木椅的背部都装饰有音乐符号和深玫瑰色的花呢靠垫。真是太好了，我的女儿和她的同伴都是音乐人。“我们想为你们的公寓购置这两把椅子。”我和丈夫兴高采烈地说。两把椅子的要价只有35美元，多划算啊，我们一边签支票，一边在心里盘算着。

我引以为豪地把椅子搬过了玫瑰园，经过社区的街道，穿过门厅，搬到了她们的房间。我们把椅子摆放到桌子旁，阿斯本和珍妮立即坐了上去。“我们现在可以坐在这里优雅地吃晚餐啦。”她们打趣地说道。我很少有比在那时看着女儿神采奕奕的面庞更愉快的时刻。我心里想，原来就是这么简单。

当丈夫30岁时，我们初次相逢，把所有的家当装进他的厢式货车和我的旅行车，我们驾车向北到了俄勒冈的尤金。我们租住了舒适的单卧房复式公寓，我们只有我儿时的摇椅和他儿时的五斗柜抽屉。我们睡在一张海绵垫上。我买了纱线，编织地毯。我们找到一张二手的餐桌、椅子，还有双人小沙发。丈夫仿照我在家具店里看中的那款书桌为我做了一张。我觉得没有什么比那几年的光阴更加让我满足了。我们用朋友、家人和爱充实了我们的生活。坐在女儿在波特兰的房间里，看着她脸上洋溢出的幸福，我回想起自己，不胜感激，提醒自己要珍惜生活中的这一份简单。

——维多利亚·科赫

First Class Attitude

最好的态度

People are not disturbed by things, but by the view they take of them.

——Epictetus

A few years ago, looking to open an inspirational bookstore, a friend and I attended a booksellers'course in New York. After a busy few days filled with learning and sightseeing, we were ready to get home to our families.We left the convention center looking to hail a cab with what felt like plenty of time to make our fl ight.

No sooner than leaving the building it began to rain.“A little rain never hurt anyone，”we thought. Besides we were about to embark on a business of inspiring people, so we couldn't let a little bad weather steal our joy.After a short while with no luck finding a vacant cab, it suddenly dawned on us，“It's fi ve o'clock in New York City！This is rush hour traffic.We may never get a cab.”My friend then remembered she had saved the card of the van company that had driven us in from the airport several days prior.As the rain began to pick up we scurried to a nearby awning and gave them a call.Over an hour later, our van fi nally arrived and shuttled us to the airport.

We arrived at the airline ticket counter with little time to spare, only to discover the airline could not locate my fl ight reservation. We looked at each other in disbelief yet somehow managed to maintain a smile as we worked with the attendant to fi nd a solution.Fifteen minutes before take-off we were fi nally able to resolve the issue.Doubtful of making the fl ight, yet refusing to lose all hope, we headed through security and made a mad dash towards our fl ight gate.

A sigh of relief came upon us when we arrived at the gate to discover the fl ight had been delayed half an hour. Not only did we not miss the fl ight but now we had a few minutes to collect ourselves and grab a quick snack before boarding.About twenty minutes passed and we eagerly headed back toward the gate.Much to our dismay however, upon reaching the gate we discovered the delay had been extended another hour due to bad weather in another state.Although we were tired and ready to get home, we refused to end our trip on a sour note.Instead, we decided to make the most of our wait and grabbed a nearby seat on the fl oor to relax and chat about our trip.

We ended up sitting near a gentleman who at some point joined in on our conversation. After a bit of talking, the conversation turned to the gentleman sharing with us some struggles he was experiencing in his life.My friend and I, being women of strong faith, were then able to share some experience, strength, and hope with him that we believe infl uenced him in a positive way.

My friend and I talked afterward about how delays in life can be frustrating, but you never know why they may be happening. There could be some underlying purpose for them that you don't realize in the moment.Maybe it's to alter your life course for the better, maybe it's to afford you an opportunity you would not have had otherwise, maybe it's to share hope with someone in need, maybe it's to stop you from making a huge mistake, or maybe it’s to protect you or someone else from harm’s way.

We continued to sit and chat as announcement after announcement trickled in informing us each time that our delay had been extended. Being that we were sitting near the airline counter we also were able to hear passengers approach the airline employees and express their dissatisfaction and frustration.We were impressed with the empathy and style with which the airline handled each customer's concern.I admit, at this point, we were fi ghting ourselves to not let the frustration get to us, yet somehow we managed to keep smiling.This furthered our conversation on how good it felt to make the most of the situation.

Well into the middle of the night, airline employees began bringing out refreshments to the passengers. My friend hopped up and offered to help.I jumped up after her, agreeing it sounded like a good idea.We then proceeded to pour cups of juice and water and offer them to weary passengers.We found ourselves sitting and sharing stories with some, while just offering smiles and encouragement to others.

Once all the passengers were served, we sat back down and continued our conversation. We talked about how great it felt to see frowns turn into smiles and how encouraging it was to us to sit and listen to others.We were truly realizing what it meant to look at the glass half full and what can happen when you chose to make the most of every opportunity.Life is going to throw you lemons sometimes.Will you make a sour face or add a little sweetener and drink up the lemonade?Sometimes we want so badly for our reality to change.Yet what we don't realize is that sometimes in order for our reality to change our perception must change.We may not be able to control the things around us, but we can control our attitude and sometimes that makes all the difference.

As my friend and I sat and chatted some more, an airline attendant walked over to us and bent down. He thanked us for our help and told us how much the attendants had appreciated our positive attitudes.He then asked for our boarding passes, telling us the airline wanted to upgrade us to First Class！Shortly after exchanging our tickets our plane was fi nally ready for take-off.We boarded the plane with a new enlightened perspective on how big an impact our attitude can truly make.

——Mandie Maass

人不是受到事情的困扰，而是受到他们对这些事情看法的困扰。

——埃皮克提图

几年前，因为希望能开办一家启发人心的书店，我和一位朋友到纽约参加了一个售书商的课程。结束了几天忙碌的学习和观光后，我们打算回家和家人团聚。我们离开了会议中心，正要打一辆出租车，似乎还有很充裕的时间让我们赶上飞机。

没等我们离开大楼，就开始下雨了。“一点儿小雨不会影响任何人。”我们想。而且我们正打算开始经营一项鼓舞人心的事业，所以不会为这有点儿糟糕的天气而扫兴。然而过了一会儿，还是没有找到空车，我们才突然意识到，现在是纽约市的下午五点钟！正是交通高峰时间。我们根本不可能打到出租车。我的朋友想起她保存了前几天从机场接送我们的那家汽车公司的名片。雨开始越下越大，我们赶快跑到旁边的雨棚下，给他们打电话。过了一个小时，我们的车才到达，然后把我们送往机场。

我们到达航空公司售票处时，剩余的时间已经不多了，却发现航空公司无法找到我们预订的机位。我们难以置信地互相看着，然而在配合乘务员找到寻找解决的办法时，我们仍旧保持了笑容。在起飞前15分钟，我们终于找到了解决的方法。我们怀疑是否能赶上航班，但是不要放弃希望，直冲过安检通道，向登机口狂奔过去。

当到达登机口，发现航班被推迟了半小时后，我们长舒了一口气。我们不仅没有错过航班，而且在登机前还有空余的几分钟时间来收拾一下，吃点儿小吃。大约20分钟过去了，我们急切地返回登机口。然而让人沮丧的是，因为另一个州的天气原因航班起飞的时间又被推迟了一个小时。虽然我们疲惫不堪，准备好了回家，但也不想这样别别扭扭地结束我们的旅程。相反，我们决定充分利用好等候的时间，找到就近的座位坐下来，畅谈一下我们的旅行。

我们最后坐在了一位先生旁边，我们正聊着时，他加入了我们的谈话。聊了不一会儿，话题就转到了这位男士与我们分享他在生活中经历的磨难上来。我和我的朋友都是有着强烈信念的女性，我们能够与他分享一些经历、力量和希望，相信会给他带去一些积极的影响。

我和朋友之后谈论到生活中这些让人沮丧的延误，但是从不知道它们发生的原因。或许会有一些在那一刻并不了解的深层原因。或许它会让你的生活变得更好，或许它为你提供了一个不期而遇的机会，或许它让你与需要的人分享希望，或许它阻止了你犯下弥天大错，或许它让你或他人免受伤害。

广播一遍遍地通知航班再次被推迟，而我们就坐在那里继续聊天。因为坐在航空公司服务台的旁边，我们能够听到乘客们走到航空公司员工跟前，表达他们的不满与失望。航空公司细致入微地为每位顾客排忧解难的工作方式给我们留下了深刻的印象。我必须承认，在那一刻，我们努力让自己不要沮丧失落，至少我们成功地保持住了笑容。随后我们谈话的内容进入到了充分处理好这种情况所带来的快乐上来。

接近半夜的时候，航空公司的员工开始为乘客们发放点心。我的朋友跳了起来，想要帮一下忙。我也随后站起来，赞同这个不错的主意。接着，我们倒果汁和水提供给疲惫的旅客。我们发现自己坐下来，与一些人分享故事，还给其他人带去了笑容和勇气。

为所有的乘客提供了服务后，我们又坐了回去，继续畅谈。我们谈到了让那些愁眉苦脸的人露出笑容是多么让人兴奋不已，还有坐在那里听别人讲述他们的故事是多么鼓舞人心。我们真正意识到保持乐观心态和利用好每一次机遇的意义。生活常常会让你体味到心酸与苦恼。那么你是摆出一副闷闷不乐的表情，还是在心酸与苦恼中为自己增添一点儿快乐呢？有时候我们迫切地希望改变现实。但是我们没有意识到的是为了改变现实，我们必须改变自己的看法。我们无法控制周围的事物，但是我们可以控制自己的态度，有时这让一切变得不同。

当我和朋友坐在那里继续交谈的时候，航空公司的乘务员走近我们，弯下身来。她为我们提供的帮助表示感谢，并告诉我们乘务员对我们积极的态度十分欣赏。然后她让我们拿出登机牌，告诉我们航空公司希望为我们升级到头等舱！更换机票后不久，我们终于准备好起飞了。带着对态度能产生巨大影响的新的顿悟，我们登上了飞机。

——曼迪·马斯

Adopting a Positive Outlook

树立积极的人生观

As your faith is strengthened you will find that there is no longer the need to have a sense of control, that things will flow as they will, and that you will flow with them, to your great delight and benefi t.

——Emmanuel Teney

I tried not to peek at the pregnancy test. This was the sixth month in a row that I was sure I was pregnant.The test was negative.I fell to the floor, distraught.“It's never going to happen, God，”I sobbed, thankful my husband wasn't home to hear my pity party.“My dream is never going to come true.I don't know why I keep trusting in you！You aren't hearing me, God.”

In the midst of my anger, I felt a weird similarity to Hannah in 1 Samuel. I remembered reading about how she cried out to God over the same issue of not being able to have children.“But God, how did she have the strength to give it over to you?How could she leave it at the altar and then choose to be happy?”None of this made sense to me, but I felt a strange pull to fi nally get rid of this awful burden that I had been carrying for so long.

“I don't think I can live without having children……I mean, this has been my heart's desire since I was a little girl. God, I want to give this over to You.I want to fi nally have peace.I'm so tired of being disappointed over and over again.”

As I prayed, I felt God speak a simple sentence to me that impacted my life tremendously.“Will you still love me if I never give you children?”I thought about that challenge and wondered if I would have the strength to get through life without children.

“If You give me strength, God, I will. I will love You even if You never give me children.But God, I will be turning thirty on my next birthday.I know that will be a hard time for me, especially if I'm not a mother yet.Please help me through that.”Stunned by my own words, I immediately felt a sense of relief as the burden lifted from me.

Over the next few weeks and months, I no longer counted out days on the calendar and took pregnancy tests. lnstead, I left it in God's hands.But yet, part of me wondered what He was doing and if He would ever bless us with children.

A few months later, as my husband, Kirk, and I were talking, we suddenly started discussing the possibility of becoming foster parents.“Would you actually be open to doing that?”I was stunned that he even was entertaining the idea.

“Well, of course，”Kirk said sympathetically.“Right now we have two extra bedrooms and no one to put in them. God hasn't blessed us with our own children yet, so we can use this time to help some kids who are in need.”

I melted at his generosity and a new excitement fi lled my heart. Though I still had a yearning in my heart to have my own children, this open door was an opportunity I didn't want to pass up.

When the day for our foster class finally came, we walked into the building nervously, unsure of what to expect. We were in a class with about six other families, all of whom we had never met before.As the class started, the director came out to greet us.

“I know this class is about foster care，”she started，“but I did want to let you know about something. lf anyone in here is interested in adopting children, we have a sibling group of three children in our area who will be up for adoption in a few months.”

Kirk and I immediately turned and looked at each other. I was totally excited but didn't expect Kirk to be open to the idea of three children at once.“We could do that，”he whispered to me, surprising every ounce of my being.“We have the room.We should look into this.”

Over the next few months, we completed our foster care and adoption classes and began preparing our home. We told the agency of our interest in the children, but we had no idea what would happen.Then we received a call that the three children needed a place to go for one weekend.We had them in our home, and had the time of our lives, but hated to see them leave our house.I didn't realize until after they left that my 30th birthday was just two days later！God had allowed me to be a mother, even if it was just for a weekend！

A couple of months later, they were in our home as a full-time foster care placement, but we still didn't know if we could adopt them. We had the adoption interview, but we knew that two other couples were being interviewed also.As we walked in, doubting our chances, we were stunned to fi nd out that both couples had cancelled their interview.We were offi cially chosen as the adoptive parents and adopted our beautiful children the next year！

As I look back, I wonder what would have happened if God had answered my prayer and given us a baby years ago. Would we still have become foster parents?Would we have our three wonderful children?I am sure that we would not have applied to be foster parents if we had a baby of our own.

God knew our struggles, but more importantly, He knew the special plan He had for our lives！He made our children and set them aside for us, waiting for the perfect time. lt amazes me to think that our son was born before I had even met my husband！

Even though this wasn't the exact plan I had for my life, God knew. He still answered my prayers……just in His own special way！

——Sandi Brown

当你的信念变得强大起来，你会发现不再需要有自制力，事情会按其意志发展，而你会随它而行，得到你的快乐与收获。

——以马利内·泰尼

我努力不去看妊娠测试的结果。已经连续六个月，我都以为自己怀孕了。测试的结果是阴性的。我心烦意乱地卧倒在地。“上帝啊，它永远都无法实现，”我抽泣着，庆幸我的丈夫没有在家里听到我的哀诉，“我的梦想永远都不会实现。我不明白我为什么还要相信你！你根本就没有倾听我的夙愿，上帝。”

在一阵愤怒之中，我感到与《旧约·撒母耳记》第一章中的哈拿有一种莫名其妙的相似之处。我记得曾经读到她向上帝哭诉自己同样不能拥有孩子。“但是上帝啊，她怎么有勇气把这件事托付给你？她怎么能把这件事留在了祭坛上，从此选择了快乐？”这些对我而言都没有意义，但是我却感受到了一种异常强烈的愿望，摆脱这承受已久的可怕负担。

“我觉得没有孩子我没法活下去……我的意思是，这是我从小就有的埋藏在内心深处的愿望。上帝，我想要把它托付给你。我想要获得最后的安宁。我已经因为一次次的失望而疲惫不堪了。”

在祈祷的同时，我感到上帝做了一个简短的宣判，而这将会颠覆我的生活：“如果我永远无法赐予你孩子，你依旧会爱我吗？”我思索着这样的挑战，怀疑自己是否有勇气过没有孩子的生活。

“上帝，如果你赐予我力量，我会的。即使你无法赐予我孩子，我也依旧会爱你。但是上帝，我马上就要30岁了。我知道这对我来说将会是一个艰难的时刻，尤其是如果我还没有成为母亲。请帮助我渡过这一切吧。”我为自己所说的话目瞪口呆，立刻感到如释重负。

在之后的几周，甚至几个月里，我不再计算着日历牌上的日期进行妊娠试验。而是把它交到了上帝的手中。但是，另一个我还是会想他正在做什么，他是否会赐予我们孩子。

几个月后，我和丈夫柯克在聊天，我们突然开始讨论收养孩子的可能性。“你真的能接受那样的做法吗？”当我意识到他很愿意考虑这个主意时，我惊讶不已。

“当然了，”柯克同情地说道，“现在我们有两个空余的卧室没有人住。上帝还没有赐予我们自己的孩子，那么我们可以用这段时间来帮助那些需要的孩子。”

我被他的慷慨所融化，内心充满了兴奋之感。虽然我仍旧渴望拥有自己的孩子，但是这扇大门为我提供了一个不愿错过的机遇。

当参加收养看护课程的那一天到来时，我们惴惴不安地走进了大楼，不知道将会发生些什么。我们和其他六个素未谋面的家庭在同一个班级里。课程开始了，主任前来欢迎我们的到来。

“我知道这门课程是关于寄养看护的，”她开始说道，“但是我还是想让你们知道一件事。如果你们任何人有意收养儿童，我们这里有三个兄妹将要在未来的几个月被收养。”

柯克和我立刻转过头来，互相望着。我十分激动，但是没有期望柯克会马上同意收养这三个孩子的想法。“我们可以收养他们，”他低声对我说，让我彻头彻尾地惊讶，“我们有地方。应该考虑一下。”

几个月的时间过去了，我们完成了收养看护课程并开始在家做准备。我们告诉了儿童寄养机构我们对这些孩子的兴趣，但是无法预料会发生什么。之后我们接到电话，这三个孩子需要一个地方来度过周末。我们就把他们接回家，与他们共度了美好的时光，却不愿他们离开。直到他们离开时，我才意识到距离自己的30岁生日只有两天的时间了！上帝让我成为了母亲，哪怕只有一个周末的时间！

几个月后，他们已经被全天寄养在了我们家里，但我们不知道是否可以收养他们。我们要参加收养面试，但是得知其他的两个家庭也同样在接受面试。我们走进房间，充满疑虑，却惊喜地发现另外两个家庭都取消了面试。我们被正式推选为养父母，再过一年就可以收养这些可爱的孩子了！

回首往事，我不知道如果上帝几年前回应了我的祷告，给了我一个孩子，事情会是怎样。我们还会成为养父母吗？我们还会有三个这样好的孩子吗？我想假如我们拥有了自己的孩子，就不会申请成为养父母了。

上帝知道我们的痛苦与挣扎，更重要的是，他对我们的生活有特别的安排。他创造了我们的孩子，把他们留给我们，等待着那个美妙的时刻到来。让我惊讶的是，我们的儿子在我和丈夫相遇前就已经出世了！

虽然，上帝知道，这不是我为自己设计的生活，但他还是回应了我的祷告……用他自己特殊的方式！

——桑迪·布朗

Waiting with a Smile

在微笑中等待

The world always looks brighter from behind a smile.

——Author Unknown

I had no idea what the day would bring. I went to the dentist for my routine cleaning.The staff was friendly and happy as usual.After my cleaning, I visited the restroom as usual before embarking on my other errands for the day.

As I opened the restroom door heading out into the lobby, the thing I fi rst became aware of was that it was extremely quiet and dark. At fi rst, I thought there must have been some kind of power failure.I stepped forward and whispered a meek“hello，”and then I uttered another“hello.”No response.It was then that I realized that I was alone and that the staff had most likely gone to lunch.No problem, I told myself.I'll just let myself out, thank you.

The door wouldn't open. I tried a few times, but it was locked tight.I felt a mild panic but I reasoned I only had to occupy myself until they returned.After all, it wasn't a real emergency.I had what I needed：a whole cooler full of water, and the bathroom was nearby.What else could I need except for maybe a bottle of champagne while I was waiting?

I found a light switch, made myself comfortable on the waiting room couch and pulled out all those photo albums I never have time to browse through. They consisted of before and after photos of people who had their teeth transformed from crooked, uneven and discolored to straight, white and dazzling.As I turned the pages observing the changes in all the people, young and old, male and female, I began to wonder about the nature of a smile.I knew what people said about the eyes, that they were the windows to the soul.What about a smile?

I noticed that all the people who had undergone this transformation said that it improved their self-confidence drastically. I wondered how that happened.When you smiled at someone, you couldn't really see yourself smile……unless you saw your smile returned to you on someone else's face.So, I reasoned, a smile lightens the spirit of the receiver, if they are open to it.At least that's the way I felt when someone smiled at me.In returning to the sender, a smile is a message of warmth that most of us take for granted.

I began to think of all the unforgettable smiles in my life. I just closed my eyes and waited for the smiles that popped up in my mind.

The first was the unforgettable smile my son had on his face at nine months, the fi rst day he started to walk. lt was an amusing smile, as though it had been drawn on his face with a crayon.He was obviously very pleased（and surprised）at his newfound ability.I will never forget it.

The next smile that came to mind was my grandmother's as she stood at the threshold of her kitchen door, waiting for us to arrive after a few hours on the road, ready to fi ll our stomachs, growling with hunger for her homemade tortillas, beans and rice and delicious salsa that no restaurant could ever duplicate. She would have her apron tied around her with the blue rickrack trim and her fl owery, button-front dress, her hair in loose curls peppered with grey that hugged her head and that we loved to touch.

The last smile that rose to the surface from my memory was my own faint smile refl ected in the mirror in the middle of the night. I had undergone chemo for breast cancer and had been bald for more than six months.I had no eyelashes or eyebrows.Who could guess that such small things would mean so much in a time of crisis?Many times I would get up and look at my eyes and brows, examining them for any hint of hair.When there wasn't any, I would usually cry myself to sleep.

But one night, I had my magnifying glass in my hand as usual, when I saw the tiniest shoot of hair on my eyelid. lt was so small, so fragile；it was white in its faint emergence.I drew back just a bit and I smiled at myself.I saw my smile in the mirror.It was one of relief.That night I cried myself to sleep, but this time, they were tears of joy.

When I emerged from my ruminations about smiles, I realized that nearly an hour and a half had passed. Knowing all the while that I could pick up the phone and call 911 at any time, the situation in which I had found myself appeared to be more interesting.I roamed around wondering if they had a refrigerator.I came to a small room and found a brownie.Not a bad meal for a surprise stay at the dentist's.（It would be a good excuse for going off my diet.）Thank God for little blessings！I was still thinking it might be nice to have some champagne when I heard the sound of car doors slamming.

I looked outside and saw my dentist and the entire staff emerging from two cars and heading for the offi ce.

When the dentist opened the door, his ever-present smile disappeared as he saw me sitting in the waiting room calmly flipping through magazines as though I were waiting to be called in for my cleaning. lt took him a second to realize what had happened.

The rest of the staff was on his heels, stopping abruptly at the door, and when it dawned on them that I had been in the office the entire time, they apologized again and again. lt really was a good little reprieve, I told them.They all stood around, stunned and speechless, but I told them I had a chance to think about what a smile really means and that I just might write a story about it.

While the staff was still a bit disoriented, repeatedly offering apologies, I realized that I felt very, very good about just smiling. When I had them fi nally laughing about it, I headed for the door, going on to my other errands.

I was thinking that everyday inconveniences can transform themselves into unusual opportunities if we remain open to them.

Just then, I noticed a plaque on the wall that read：“A smile is over in a fl ash, but the memory of it lasts a lifetime.”So, true, I thought to myself as I walked out the door……so true.

——Leah M. Cano

透过微笑看到的世界总是更加美好。

——逸名

我不知道这一天将会发生什么。我去了牙医那里做定期牙齿清洁。职员们如同往常一样友好和开心。做完清理，我一如既往地去了卫生间，然后再开始处理一天中的其他事情。

当我打开卫生间的门，走向大厅时，我首先感受到的就是极其的安静和黑暗。我起先以为一定是断电了。我向前走去，小声说道“您好”，随后放大声音又说道“您好”。我没有收到回应。然后我意识到只有我自己在这里，其他的员工很可能去吃饭了。我告诉自己，没有关系，我会把自己弄出去的，谢谢你。

门打不开。我试了好几次，锁得很紧。我感到有些惶恐不安，但是有理由相信我要一直忙碌到他们回来。还好，这不是真正的紧急情况。我有了需要的东西：满满一大杯凉开水，还有近在咫尺的卫生间。在我等候的时候，或许除了一瓶香槟，还需要什么呢？

我找到了电灯开关，让自己舒适地坐在休息室的沙发上，拿出所有那些我之前没有时间浏览的相册。里面有那些牙齿从先前歪歪斜斜、参差不齐、污渍斑斑变得平整笔直、洁白闪亮的顾客的前后对比照片。当我翻看相册，观察这些男女老少的变化时，我开始思考微笑的本质是什么。我知道人们如何评价眼睛，把它们比作心灵的窗户。那么微笑呢？

我注意到所有进行牙齿整形的人都说这极大地增强了他们的自信心。我想知道这是怎样做到的。当你对别人微笑时，你不可能看到自己的笑容……除了看到别人面庞上回应给你的笑容。所以，我相信如果收到笑容的人愿意，笑容就能照亮他的心灵。至少，当别人对我微笑时，我是这样感受的。作为回应，笑容传递了我们大多数人不言而喻的温暖。

我开始回想那些人生中难以忘怀的笑容。我闭上双眼，期待着那些笑容浮现在我的脑海中。

第一个难以忘怀的笑容来自当时我的九个月大的儿子，那是他学会走路的第一天。那真是一个有趣的笑容，就好像用蜡笔在他的脸上画上的一般。他显然对自己的新本领非常满意（而且惊讶）。这个笑容，我永远都无法忘怀。

下一个浮现在脑海里的笑容来自我的祖母。她站在厨房的门槛上，等待着在路上奔波了几个小时的我们赶快回家，准备用她亲自制作的玉米饼、豌豆、米饭，还有没有任何餐厅可以匹敌的美味沙拉来喂饱饥肠辘辘的我们。她会穿着带有蓝色荷叶边的围裙和前排纽扣的花裙子，她略显灰白的松散鬈发簇拥在脑袋上，我们总喜欢去触摸一下。

最后一个从记忆中浮现出的笑容是我午夜时分站在镜子前看到的自己浅浅的微笑。我曾经因为乳腺癌进行过化疗，有六个多月的时间毫发不生。我没有睫毛，也没有眉毛。谁能知道这些微小的东西在那段危难的时间里意味着什么？无数次，我从睡梦中醒来，看着自己的眼睛和眉骨，查找是否有毛发生长的迹象。没有任何发现时，我便会哭着睡过去。

然而一天晚上，当我像平时一样把手中的玻璃杯当放大镜时，我发现自己的眼睑上长出了短短的睫毛。它们细小而纤弱，微微泛白。我向后退缩了一下，对着自己露出了微笑。我在镜子里看到了自己的笑容。这是一种释放。那一夜我哭着睡了过去，但这一次，却是喜悦的泪水。

从对微笑的沉思中走出来，我意识到已经过去将近一个半小时了。我知道随时都可以拿起电话拨打911，但是我发现自己现在的境况似乎更加有趣。我在屋里四处游逛，想知道是否有冰箱。我走进一间小屋，发现了一块核仁巧克力饼。这不错的一餐算是在牙科诊所里的意外惊喜（这是我不用节食的一个好借口）。感谢上帝的小小恩惠！我还在想着如果再来点儿香槟就更好了，突然传来了汽车“砰”的关门声。

我向外望去，发现我的牙医还有所有员工正从两辆汽车上下来，朝办公室走来。

当医生打开门时，他始终保持的笑容消失了，因为他看到我正坐在休息室中平静地翻阅着杂志，就像等候叫到名字去做牙齿清洁一样。他用了几秒钟的时间才意识到发生了什么。

其他的员工紧跟在他身后，在门口突然停了下来，当他们明白过来我一直待在办公室时，便一遍又一遍地道歉。我告诉他们，这是一次不错的短暂休憩期。他们都站立在一旁目瞪口呆。但我却告诉他们我恰好有了一个机会思考微笑的真正含义，而我还有可能要写一篇关于微笑的故事。

当员工们还有些不知所措，不停地向我道歉时，我意识到微笑是最好的回应。最终，我让他们对此一笑而过，而我也直奔出门，继续去处理其他事情了。

我想如果你愿意接纳它们，生活中的麻烦也会变成不同寻常的机会。

就在那时，我注意到墙上的一块牌匾上写着：“微笑瞬间即逝，但是记忆一生永存。”是的，我边想边走出门去……千真万确。

——利娅·M.卡诺
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Debbie Acklin lives in Alabama with her husband, two children, and Duchess the cat. She enjoys outdoor activities, gardening and travel.Debbie is planning to collaborate with her daughter on a book of travel stories.E-mail her at d_acklin@hotmail.com.

黛比·阿克林与丈夫、两个孩子还有他们的猫公爵夫人居住在亚拉巴马。她喜欢户外运动、园艺和旅行。黛比打算与女儿合作创作一本游记。请发电子邮件到d_acklin@hotmail.com与她联系。

Barbara Blossom Ashmun has written six garden books, most recently Married to My Garden, about her love affair with plants. She's been writing“Garden Muse，”the garden column for the Portland Tribune since 2004，and has also contributed to many garden magazines, especially Fine Gardening.

芭芭拉·布洛索姆·阿什曼已经写了六本关于园艺的书籍，最近的一本叫作《嫁给我的花园》，讲述了她与植物的爱恋。她自2004年以来坚持写作《花园缪斯》，是《波特兰论坛报》的一个园艺专栏，并向许多园艺杂志，特别是《精致园艺》大量投稿。

Nancy Baker resides in College Station, TX with her husband and Golden Retriever. After retirement, she pursued her lifelong love of writing and has been published in numerous national magazines and anthologies.She has three children, eight grandchildren and nine great-grandchildren, all of whom are an inspiration to her.

南希·贝克与丈夫和金毛猎犬居住在得克萨斯州的大学站。退休后，她便致力于自己毕生钟爱的写作，并已经在大量国家级杂志及选集中发表。她有三个子女、八个孙子孙女、九个曾孙，他们都会给她带来灵感。

Shinan Barclay is the editor of Align with Global Harmony, and the co-author of The Sedona Vortex Experience and Moontime for Kory. Her work has been translated into five languages and appears in numerous anthologies.A ceramic artist, she lives on the Oregon Coast.Contact her at www.facebook.com/shinanbarclay or www.shinanbarclay.author@blogspot.com.

世南·巴克利是《世界和谐联盟》的一名编辑，也是《塞多纳的旋涡经历与科里的月色时分》的合著者。她的作品已经被翻译成五种语言，出现在大量选集当中。作为一名陶器艺术家，她居住在俄勒冈海岸。请登录www.facebook.com/shinanbarclay或发邮件至www.shinanbarclay.author@blogspot.com与她取得联系。

Roy A. Barnes writes from southeastern Wyoming.His travel-related works have been published by Transitions Abroad, Travel Thru History, ln Flight USA, Northwest Prime Time, Live Life Travel, C/Oasis, BootsnAll.com, and others.His works of poetry and prose have been published by Poesia, Skatefic.com, Literary Liftoff, Conceit Magazine and others.

罗伊·A.巴恩斯在怀俄明州的东南部写作。他的与旅游相关的作品已经由《国外中转》《穿越历史》《飞越美国》《西北黄金时间》《生活旅行》《C/绿洲》及网站BootsnAll.com等发表。他的诗作及散文已经在Poesia, Skatefic.com, Literary Liftoff, Conceit Magazine等发表。

Since the tragic death of his younger son, Phil Bauer speaks nationally on the issue of drug abuse prevention. He and his wife Cookie have been married for twenty-nine years.They enjoy spending time with their son Brian, daughter-in-law Lauren, and the grandkids.Please e-mail Phil at pbauer1@comcast.net.

自从年幼的儿子不幸离世，菲尔·鲍尔开始就药物滥用问题在全国进行演说。他和他的妻子库琪已经结婚29年了。他们非常享受与儿子布莱恩和儿媳劳拉以及孙子孙女在一起的时光。请发邮件到pbauer1@comcast.net与菲尔取得联系。

Garrett Bauman has recently retired as a professor of English at Monroe Community College in Rochester, NY and is the author of a book on writing, ldeas and Details，7th edition published by Cengage. He plays tennis, kayaks, gardens and writes about his students and family.He can be contacted via e-mail at mbauman@monroecc.edu.

加勒特·鲍曼刚刚从纽约州罗契斯特市门罗社区大学英语教授职位上退休。他还是《想法与细节》这本书的作者，该书已经由圣智出版集团出版到第七版。他喜欢打网球、划橡皮艇、种植花木和就他的学生和家人进行写作。你可以通过发电子邮件到mbauman@monroecc.edu与他联系。

Susie Bee loves writing many styles, including poetry. She also loves arts and sciences, and really loves animals.She understands animals so well that some have called her an animal whisperer.You can e-mail her at SusieSusieBee@gmail.com.

苏茜·比喜欢进行包括诗歌在内的不同风格的写作。她还喜欢艺术和科学，特别喜欢动物。她对动物非常了解以至于有人称她为动物的倾诉者。你可以发邮件到SusieSusieBee@gmail.com与她联系。

James Scott Bell has been called a“master of suspense”（Library Journal）and a writer of“heart-pounding”fiction（Publishers Weekly）. He earned a law degree from the University of Southern California and practiced several years in Los Angeles before turning to writing full time.Visit his website at www.jamesscottbell.com.

詹姆斯·斯科特·贝尔被称作“悬念大师”（《图书馆杂志》）和“惊悚”小说作家（《出版商周刊》）。他从南加利福尼亚大学取得法学学位后，在洛杉矶从业数年，最后转行成为全职作家。请访问他的网页www.jamesscottbell.com。

Jennifer Berger currently resides in Queens, NY with her husband Aaron and her three-year-old son Josh. A former editor and freelance writer who loves to read and write, Jennifer is currently a stay-at-home wife, mother and full-time advocate for her child.

珍妮弗·伯杰现与丈夫阿伦还有三岁的儿子乔希居住在纽约市皇后区。她热衷于读书、写作，之前从事编辑和自由撰稿工作，现在是一名家庭主妇，帮助和支持孩子的全职母亲。

Janet K. Brennan（aka JB Stillwater）is a poet, author, and book critic.She has released three books of poetry and two novels.She co-owns Casa de Snapdragon Publishing LLC, a traditional, independent book publisher.Her short stories and articles have been published in periodicals worldwide.

珍妮特·K.布伦南（aka JB Stillwater）是一位诗人、作家及书评家。她已经出版了三本诗集和两部小说。她与人共有金草鱼之家出版公司，这是一家传统独立的出版商。她的短篇故事与文章在全球的期刊上大量发表。

Sage de Beixedon Breslin, Ph. D.is a Licensed Psychologist and lntuitive Consultant, and an accomplished author.Her latest publications have been written to inspire and touch those who have struggled with life's challenges.Her books, stories and chapters are available on her website at www.HealingHeartCenter.org.She can be reached at Sage@HealingHeartCenter.org.

圣布雷德·布雷斯林博士是具有从业资格的心理学专家和顾问，同时还是一位造诣颇深的作家。她最新的作品旨在启迪那些与人生中的挑战做斗争的人。你可以在www.HealingHeartCenter.org上找到她的书籍和故事章节。可以通过Sage@HealingHeartCenter.org与她取得联系。

Elaine L. Bridge worked in the woods on the West Coast as a forester before becoming a stay-at-home mom to her three boys.Now living in Ohio she works part-time in a grocery store and is devoted to developing her relationship with God, caring for her family and writing inspirational material.

伊莱恩·L.布里奇在成为三个男孩的全职妈妈之前是西海岸树林中的一名护林员。现在她居住在俄亥俄州，在一家杂货店做兼职工作，并投入到与上帝对话、照顾家人以及创作励志作品中。

Sandi Brown is a pastor's wife and worship leader at Refuge Assembly of God in Bloomfield, IN. She enjoys freelance writing, as well as spending time with her family.Visit her blog at http：//sandibrown.blogspot.com or e-mail her at safehouseministry@hotmail.com.

桑迪·布朗是一名牧师的妻子，也是印第安纳州布卢姆菲尔德市的神召会带领会众敬拜的信徒领袖。她喜欢自由创作和与家人待在一起。可以访问她的博客http：//sandibrown.blogspot.com或发邮件到safehouseministry@hotmail.com与她联系。

Lydia Calder's writing experience includes articles and personal essays published in a number of magazines. A former preschool teacher she now spends much of her time tending to a very active granddaughter.In the quiet times she writes.

莉迪娅·考尔德的作品包括在众多杂志中发表的文稿及个人随笔。她之前是一名幼儿园教师，现在则用更多的时间照看她顽皮的孙女。她还会在闲暇的时候进行写作。

Leah M. Cano received her BA in Spanish at University of California, lrvine and a Masters in Education at University of California, Santa Cruz.She teaches Spanish and French in Laguna Beach, CA, designs women's clothing and enjoys traveling, playing guitar and writing.

利娅·M.卡诺从加利福尼亚大学欧文分校取得了西班牙语学士学位，并从加利福尼亚大学圣塔克鲁斯分校取得了教育学硕士学位。她在加利福尼亚的拉古纳海滩教授西班牙语和法语，设计女士服装。她爱好旅行、弹奏吉他以及写作。

Brenda Dillon Carr lives in Enid, OK, with her husband Patrick, and children, Landry, Kelley, Carissa, and Aliceyn. Shane is now twenty-three years old and lives on his own in Enid.She is an avid football fan for the Nebraska Cornhuskers and enjoys sewing, writing, reading, and spending time with her pets.

布伦达·狄龙·卡尔与丈夫帕特里克，孩子兰德里、凯利、卡丽莎、艾莉森一同居住在俄克拉何马州的伊尼德市。谢恩现在23岁，独自居住在伊尼德市。布伦达是内布拉斯加玉米队的超级球迷，并喜欢缝纫、写作、阅读以及饲养宠物。

Matt Chandler is a former chef who has always had a passion for writing. He is a reporter with Business First newspaper in Buffalo, NY and most importantly, he is a proud daddy to his daughter Zoey and son Oliver.Please e-mail him at matthewchandler@hotmail.com.

马特·钱德勒之前是一名厨师，但一直热衷于写作。他是纽约州布法罗市《商业先驱》报的一名记者，更重要的是，他是一位被女儿佐伊和儿子奥利弗引以为豪的父亲。请发电子邮件到matthewchandler@hotmail.com与他联系。

Emily Parke Chase survived her jungle training and now speaks at conferences and retreats across the country. She is the author of six books for teens about relationship issues, including Why Say No When My Hormones Say Go?Visit her at www.emilychase.com.

艾米丽·帕克·蔡斯在丛林训练中幸存下来之后，现在在全国各地出席会议、发表演讲并修身养性。她写了六本关于青少年问题的书籍，包括《为什么激素说行动的时候我却要说不？》。请访问她的网页www.emilychase.com。

Jane McBride Choate has been writing her whole life. She is the author of more than twenty-five novels and hundreds of articles and short stories.She is also a loving mother and grandmother.Jane is thrilled to see her work appear in Chicken Soup for the Soul.

简·麦克布莱德·乔特一生都致力于写作。她创作了超过25部小说和数百篇文章及短篇故事。她还是一位和蔼可亲的母亲和祖母。简为她的作品出现在《心灵鸡汤》中而欣喜若狂。

Shawn Decker educates at colleges in the United States about HIV/AIDS alongside his wife, Gwenn Barringer. The couple happily lives together in Charlottesville, VA.In 2006，Shawn's humorous memoir, My Pet Virus, was published.He's currently working on his second book.You can find Shawn at www.shawnandgwenn.com.

肖恩·德克尔在妻子格温·巴林杰的陪伴下在美国的大学中进行艾滋病宣传教育。这对夫妻愉快地生活在弗吉尼亚州的夏洛茨维尔市。在2006年，肖恩诙谐幽默的回忆录《我的宠物病毒》出版了。他现在正在进行第二本书的创作。你可以在www.shawnandgwenn.com找到他。

Nikki Deckon lives in the Northwest with her husband, two spunky sons and three spirited cats. Her writing desk is right in the middle of all the action-the kitchen.Some day she hopes to be more like Mother Teresa and a woman that her boys admire.You can e-mail her at reachnikkideckon@yahoo.com.

尼基·戴肯和丈夫、两个朝气蓬勃的儿子还有三只活泼可爱的小猫生活在西北地区。她的写字台就放在所有活动的中心——厨房。有时她希望像特蕾莎修女一样，成为儿子们所崇拜的女性。你可以发电子邮件到reachnikkideckon@yahoo.com与她联系。

Gerald L. Dlubala has been a freelance writer in St.Louis, MO for over sixteen years.He looks at life's everyday occurrences through a unique perspective, and shares his thoughts with family, friends, two loyal dogs, and anyone else that will listen.You can contact Gerald via e-mail at gldlubala@swbell.net.

杰拉尔德·L.德鲁巴拉来自密苏里州的圣路易斯，他从事自由写作已经有16年了。他通过一种独特的视角关注日常小事，与他的家人、朋友、两只忠诚的狗以及所有愿意倾听的人分享他的想法。你可以发电子邮件到gldlubala@swbell.net与杰拉尔德联系。

Debbie Dufresne earned a master's degree in library and information science from Syracuse University. After many years working for a newspaper, she is now a freelance copy editor/proofreader/writer.She is a New York Yankees fan and also enjoys reading and searching for antiques and collectibles at auctions, estate sales and flea markets.Email her at Debduf@localnet.com.

黛比·杜弗兰从锡拉丘兹大学获得图书馆情报学硕士学位。在报社工作多年后，她如今成为一名自由编辑、校对员及作家。她是纽约扬基队的球迷，同时还喜欢阅读和在拍卖会、财产销售会、跳蚤市场上收集古玩及收藏品。

Although blind, Janet Perez Eckles thrives as a Spanish interpreter, international speaker, writer and author of Trials of Today, Treasures for Tomorrow-Overcoming Adversities in Life. From her home in Florida, she enjoys working on church ministries and taking Caribbean cruises with husband Gene.She imparts inspirations at www.janetperezeckles.com.

虽然双目失明，但是珍妮特·佩雷斯·埃克尔斯作为一名西班牙语口译员、国际演讲家、作家，以及《今天的尝试，明天的财富——战胜人生中的困难》的作者，卓有成效。她的家乡在佛罗里达州，喜欢为教会工作和与丈夫吉恩搭乘加勒比邮轮。她通过www.janetperezeckles.com传递她的启迪与灵感。

Terri Elders, LCSW, lives near Colville, WA, with two inspirational dogs and three narcissistic cats. Over thirty of her stories have appeared in anthology series, including several Chicken Soup for the Soul books.She can be friended on Facebook and contacted via e-mail at telders@hotmail.com.

特里·埃尔德斯，作为一名临床社区工作者，居住在华盛顿州的科尔维尔附近。她饲养了两只忠诚可信的狗和三只自我陶醉的猫。在文选系列中，发表过30余篇她的故事，其中包括几本《心灵鸡汤》系列书籍。可以通过脸谱网与她成为朋友或发邮件到telders@hotmail.com与她联系。

Shawnelle Eliasen and her husband Lonny raise their five boys in an old Victorian on the Mississippi River. Her work has been published in Guideposts, Angels on Earth, Marriage Partnership, MomSense, Hearts at Home magazine, Ourprayer.org, and several anthologies including Chicken Soup for the Soul, Christmas Miracles, and Praying from the Heart.

肖恩艾里·埃利亚森和丈夫朗尼在密西西比河岸的一座维多利亚时期的老房子中共同抚养五个儿子。她的作品已经发表在《路标》《天使在人间》《婚姻伴侣》《母亲情结》《心灵家园》等杂志，Ourprayer.org，以及包括《心灵鸡汤》《圣诞奇迹》和《心的祷告》等选集中。

Jean Ferratier holds a degree in Psychology and a Masters in Early Childhood Education. Her passion is learning and sharing information through inspirational stories for children and adults.She enjoys teaching and spiritual mentoring.Dancing and participating in the arts are her special interests.Please contact her via e-mail at jferratier@gmail.com.

简·费偌蒂尔拥有心理学学位及早期儿童教育硕士学位。她热衷于将励志故事中所传递的信息与孩子和成人们分享。她喜欢教学和心理辅导。她对跳舞和参加艺术活动情有独钟。请发电子邮件到jferratier@gmail.com与她联系。

Inspired by her grandmother, Kris Flaa obtained an M. A.in Gerontology before she left corporate management to write, see the National Parks, and spend more time with her family and friends.She recently completed her first novel and lives near Minneapolis with her partner and their charming Westie.E-mail her at kmflaa@comcast.net.

在祖母的影响下，克里斯·弗拉在先前获得了老年病学的硕士学位。在离开公司管理工作的岗位后，她开始写作、参观国家公园，并与家人及好友共同度过美好的时光。她近期完成了自己的第一部小说，与她的同伴和可爱的小狗一同居住在明尼阿波利斯市。请发电子邮件到kmflaa@comcast.net与她联系。

Jennifer Flaten is a freelance writer living in Wisconsin with her husband and three children. ln her spare time Jennifer enjoys gardening and jewelry making.Please e-mail her at flaten5@sbcglobal.net.

珍妮弗·弗拉滕是一名自由作家，与丈夫和三个孩子居住在威斯康星州。在闲暇的时候，她喜欢种植花草和制作饰品。请发送电子邮件到flaten5@sbcglobal.net与她联系。

Betsy S. Franz is a freelance writer and photographer specializing in nature, wildlife, the environment, and both humorous and inspirational human interest topics.She lives in Melbourne, FL with her husband Tom.You may visit Betsy online at www.naturesdetails.net or by email at backyarder1@earthlink.net.

贝琪·S.弗朗茨是一名自由作家，爱好为自然、野生动物、环境以及幽默诙谐并具有启发意义的人文话题摄影。她与丈夫汤姆居住在佛罗里达州的墨尔本市。你可以访问贝齐的网页www.naturesdetails.net或发送电子邮件到backyarder1@earthlink.net。

Erin Fuentes received her B. A.from Converse College and enjoys facilitating a support group for the caregivers of Alzheimer's patients.She lives with her husband, daughter, and multiple pets in Atlanta, GA.She has a collection of children's stories.Please contact her via e-mail at erinc.fuentes@gmail.com.

艾琳·富恩特斯从肯弗斯学院获得了学术学位，热衷为一个照顾老年痴呆症病人的组织提供帮助。她与丈夫、女儿及各种宠物居住在佐治亚州的亚特兰大。她已经出版了一部儿童故事集。请发电子邮件到erinc.fuentes@gmail.com与她联系。

Mei Emerald Gaffey-Hernandez graduated from the University of Redlands in 2002 with a BA in Economics and double minors in Music and Religious Studies. She currently lives in San Luis Obispo, CA with her husband（Papi）and two sons（Chelo and John）.Please e-mail her at meigaffey@yahoo.com.

梅·埃默拉尔德·加菲-埃尔南德斯2002年毕业于雷德兰兹大学，获得了经济学学士学位，并辅修了音乐及宗教研究。如今她与丈夫（帕皮）及两个儿子（车罗和约翰）居住在加利福尼亚州的圣路易斯奥比斯波县。请发电子邮件到meigaffey@yahoo.com与她联系。

Heather Gallegos is a married mother of three, wanna be runner, life saver and recreational writer. This is her first published work.Connect with her and find out how the story ends at http：//elevenminutes.wordpress.com.

希瑟·加莱戈斯已婚并已经是三个孩子的母亲。她想要成为运动员、救生员和娱乐作家。这是她第一次发表作品。请通过http：//elevenminutes.wordpress.com与她联系并了解故事的结局。

Grace Gonzalez is a young woman living with a terminal illness and wishes to share her story with others. She wants to make a difference in this world before her time comes.

格雷丝·冈萨雷斯是一名身患绝症的年轻女子，她希望与他人分享她的故事，她想要在离去之前有所作为。

Cindy Gore lives with her husband and family in El Cajon, CA. She enjoys writing, working at her church, and gardening.She enjoys a variety of writing styles, and is working on a young adult book called Beatrice Fort aka Roxie-All Time Rootbeer Champ.E-mail her at cjgore01@yahoo.com.

辛迪·戈尔与丈夫和家人居住在加利福尼亚的埃尔卡洪市。她喜欢写作、在教会工作和种植花木。她喜欢不同风格的写作，并且正在创作一部叫作Beatrice Fort aka Roxie-All Time Rootbeer Champ的青春小说。请发电子邮件到cjgore01@yahoo.com与她联系。

Carol A. Grund is a previous Chicken Soup for the Soul contributor.She has also published stories, articles, poems and plays for children.Her novel for ages 8-12，called Anna Mei：Cartoon Girl, was published in April 2010.Two sequels have been scheduled for 2011.Read more at www.CarolAGrund.com.

卡罗尔·A.葛伦德之前就是《心灵鸡汤》的投稿人。她已经发表了大量儿童故事、文章、诗歌及剧本。她为8到12岁的儿童创作的小说《安娜·梅：卡通女孩》于2010年4月已出版。两部续集在2011年完成。详情请见www.CarolAGrund.com。

Lee Hammerschmidt is a graphic designer/writer/songwriter/troubadour who lives on the fringe of Portland, OR. His work has appeared in Gumshoe Review, Page Forty-Seven, Short-Story.Me, Untied Shoelaces of the Mind, Chicken Soup for the Soul：Runners, and more.Check out his hit parade on YouTube！

李·哈默施密特是平面设计师、作家、词作者兼民谣歌手。他居住在俄勒冈州的波特兰。他的作品刊登在《私家调查》《四十七页》《短篇故事与我》《解开思想的鞋带》《心灵鸡汤：奔跑者》，等等。请到YouTube网站了解他的最新情况。

Melanie Adams Hardy received her BS with honors from Spring Hill College in 1984，and her JD from Concord University in 2007. She is an attorney and works for Cunningham Lindsey USA.Melanie enjoys cooking, Pilates, volunteering, and spending time with her husband and children.Please e-mail her at rhardy212@charter.net.

梅勒妮·亚当斯·哈代1984年从斯普林希尔学院获得理学学士学位，2007年从康科特大学获得法学博士学位。她是一名律师，为美国的坎宁安·林德赛公司工作。梅勒妮喜欢烹饪、普拉提运动、做义工，以及与丈夫和孩子待在一起。请发电子邮件到rhardy212@charter.net与她联系。

Julie A. Havener, PLMHP, is a counselor and curriculum developer at Friendship Home, a domestic violence shelter in Lincoln, NE.Julie enjoys helping empower individuals and groups through discovery and development of their unique strengths.If you wish to contact Julie, please e-mail her at jdhavener5@aol.com.

朱莉·A.哈夫纳，临时许可心理咨询师，是友谊之家（内布拉斯加州林肯县的一个反家庭暴力机构）的顾问及课程设置者。她喜欢通过观察和发挥他们的特长去帮助那些个人和群体获得权利。如果你想联系朱莉，请发送电子邮件到jdhavener5@aol.com。

Ruth Heidrich is a six-time lronman Triathlon finisher and has set age-group records in 100-meter dashes, ultramarathons, pentathlons, and triathlons. She holds a master's in psychology and a doctorate in health education.Author of Senior Fitness and A Race for Life, as well as cookbooks, she has an“Ask Dr.Ruth”column on her website, www.RuthHeidrich.com.

露丝·海瑞克曾六次完成铁人三项运动，并在百米赛跑、超级马拉松、五项全能及三项全能运动中刷新同龄组纪录。她拥有心理学硕士及健康教育学博士学位。她著有《老年人健身》《为生命而赛跑》以及烹饪书籍，并在个人网页www.RuthHeidrich.com开设了“咨询露丝博士”专栏。

Miriam Hill is a frequent contributor to Chicken Soup for the Soul books and has been published in Writer's Digest, The Christian Science Monitor, Grit, St. Petersburg Times, The Sacramento Bee and Poynter Online.Miriam's manuscript received Honorable Mention for lnspirational Writing in a Writer's Digest Writing Competition.

米里亚姆·希尔经常为《心灵鸡汤》丛书投稿，已经在《读者文摘》《基督教科学箴言报》《沙砾》《圣彼得堡时报》《萨克拉门托蜜蜂报》和《波因特在线》发表过文章。她的作品在读者文摘写作竞赛中获得励志写作荣誉奖。

Erika Hoffman has authored many inspirational non-fiction narratives for several anthologies and magazines. ln addition, she has penned a novel：Secrets, Lies, and Grace, published by Comfort Publishing.

埃丽卡·霍夫曼在众多文选及杂志中发表了非小说类励志文学作品。除此之外，她还创作了由康福特公司出版的小说：《秘密，谎言与宽恕》。

Jennie lvey lives in Tennessee. She is a newspaper columnist and the author of three non-fiction books.She has published numerous fiction and non-fiction pieces, including stories in several Chicken Soup for the Soul books.

詹妮·艾维居住在田纳西州。她是一家报社的专栏作者，并创作了三本非小说类文学作品。她发表了大量小说和非小说类文章，其中包括《心灵鸡汤》丛书的故事。

Shannon Kaiser received her BA in Journalism and Communication from the University of Oregon. She just moved back to Oregon, where she loves to write, hike, bike, run and reconnect with herself and family.She lives with her favorite jogging buddy, her dog Tucker.Contact her at Shannon.kaiser@mac.com.

香农·凯撒从俄勒冈大学获得了新闻与传媒学士学位。她刚刚回到俄勒冈州，在那里她喜欢写作、远足、骑车、跑步，并能与家人团聚，找到原本的自己。她和自己挚爱跑步的好伙伴——她的狗塔克居住在一起。请通过Shannon.kaiser@mac.com与她联系。

Paul Karrer has been published in the San Francisco Chronicle, The Christian Science Monitor and many Chicken Soup for the Soul books. He was North Monterey County's LULAC Educator of the year for 2009.He is a fifth-grade teacher and union negotiator in Castroville, California.He frequently gives talks on education or writing matters.

保罗·卡勒已经在《旧金山纪事报》《基督教科学箴言报》和多本《心灵鸡汤》丛书中发表文章。他是北蒙特瑞县拉美裔美国公民联合会评选出的2009年年度教育家。他是一名五年级教师和加利福尼亚州卡斯特罗维尔的工会谈判员。他经常进行教育与写作方面的演讲。

Jean Kinsey resides in Brooks, KY, where she enjoys church, travel and grandchildren. Her creative non-fiction stories have been published in Chicken Soup for the Soul and A Cup of Comfort anthologies.Her award-winning fiction short stories are found in various periodicals.She is in the process of writing two Christian novels.E-mail her at kystorywriter@yahoo.com.

简·金赛居住在肯塔基州的布鲁克斯，在那里她喜欢做礼拜、旅行，还有照看孙子孙女。她富有创意的非小说类故事发表在《心灵鸡汤》和《一杯惬意》文选中。她的获奖短篇故事在各种期刊中随处可见。她正在创作两本关于基督教的小说。请发电子邮件到kystorywriter@yahoo.com与她联系。

Victoria Koch received her Bachelor of Arts and Standard Secondary Teaching Credential from the University of California, Santa Barbara. Victoria has taught high school language arts and works with teen mothers and cancer students in their homes.She loves writing hopeful and true essays.Please e-mail her at victoria.a.koch@gmail.com.

维多利亚·科赫从加利福尼亚大学圣芭芭拉分校获得了文学学位和标准中等教学证书。维多利亚在中学教授语言文学，并给未成年妈妈和身患癌症的学生上门授课。她喜欢创作积极乐观、真实感人的随笔。请发电子邮件到victoria.a.koch@gmail.com与她联系。

Maggie Koller is a high school teacher in Charlotte, NC, a graduate of Eastern Michigan University, and was previously published in Chicken Soup for the Soul. She thanks her mom for telling her to write this story down, and her students who hear this story every year.Please e-mail her at scrappymags@yahoo.com.

玛吉·科勒是北卡罗来纳州夏洛特市的一名中学教师。她毕业于东密歇根大学，之前已在《心灵鸡汤》中发表过作品。她感谢自己的母亲告诉她记录下这些故事，同时也感谢那些聆听她故事的学生。请发送电子邮件到scrappymags@yahoo.com与她联系。

Jeannie Lancaster, a freelance writer from Loveland, CO, celebrates blessings and delights in the beauty of simple things. She dedicates her story to her husband, who has danced with her through thirty-nine years of rain and sunshine, joy and sorrow.You can e-mail her at bjlancast@msn.com.

珍妮·兰开卡斯特是一名来自俄亥俄州拉夫兰德的自由作家，她赞美平凡小事中的恩赐与欢乐。她把自己的故事奉献给与自己经历39年风雨阳光、同甘共苦的丈夫。你可以发送电子邮件到bjlancast@msn.com与她联系。

Linda L. Leary is mother, grandmother, and former business owner and now a freelance writer including short stories, poetry, editing, ghost writing and magazine articles.She is actively involved in the international alternative justice movement called Restorative Justice and women's leadership groups.Please contact her via e-mail siouxlu@comcast.net.

琳达·L.利里是一位母亲，也是一位祖母。她之前是一位企业家，现在从事自由撰稿，包括短片故事、诗歌、编辑、代写以及杂志文稿。她积极地参与到国际替代司法——恢复性司法运动和女性领导组织中。请发送电子邮件到siouxlu@comcast.net与她联系。

Patricia Lorenz is the author of a dozen books including The 5 Things We Need to Be Happy. She also has stories in over fifty Chicken Soup for the Soul books.She's a professional speaker, willing to travel the country to deliver her inspirational messages.Visit her at www.PatriciaLorenz.com.

帕特里夏·洛伦茨创作了包括《让我们快乐的五件事情》在内的许多书籍。她还在超过50本《心灵鸡汤》丛书中发表了故事。她是一名职业演讲家，喜欢周游全国，发表励志演说。请访问她的网站www.PatriciaLorenz.com。

Mandie Maass is a certified life coach who has dedicated herself to motivating and encouraging others to become their very best person. She loves reading, writing, and most of all spending quality time with her husband and three boys.She is currently writing a book on experiencing fullness of life.

曼迪·马斯是一名资深生活导师，致力于激发和鼓励他人实现自我突破。她喜欢阅读、写作，最喜欢与丈夫和三个儿子共享惬意时光。她正在创作一本关于体验完整人生的书籍。

Karen Majoris-Garrison is an award-winning author, speaker, and editor, whose stories appear nationally in Barbour Publishing, Woman's World, Chicken Soup for the Soul, and other publications. Karen credits God and her family as her inspiration.For more information, please visit：www.soothingsouls.org.

凯伦·梅捷瑞斯-加里森是一名获奖作家、演讲家、编辑，她的故事发表在享誉全国的巴伯尔出版公司、《女性世界》《心灵鸡汤》以及其他出版物中。卡伦把上帝和家人视为她创作的源泉。更多详情，请访问www.soothingsouls.org。

Shawn Marie Mann spends her time researching the history of amusement parks, reading, and being with her husband and three children. Shawn loves traveling the state looking for new and unusual places to visit with her family on mystery trips.She plans to write as long as she has something to share.E-mail her at shawnmariemann@yahoo.com.

肖恩·玛丽·曼把大部分时间花费在娱乐公园的历史调查，阅读，以及和丈夫、三个孩子在一起上。肖恩喜欢周游全国，探寻全新的、不同寻常的地方，与家人共享神秘之旅。她打算通过写作来分享自己所有的经历。请发送电子邮件到shawnmariemann@yahoo.com与她取得联系。

Kids, critters, and country music give Annie Mannix plenty of raw material to inspire her tales about the sparks and giggles of everyday life. More of her stories can be found at www.anniesway.blogspot.com, and you can contact her via e-mail at eitman@mindspring.com.

孩子、动物和乡村音乐给了安妮·曼尼克斯许多日常生活中的灵感与欢乐来进行故事创作。你可以在 www.anniesway.blogspot.com找到更多她的故事，还可以发送电子邮件到eitman@mindspring.com与她联系。

Toni L. Martin, Wesley Chapel group leader for the Florida Writers Association, brings innovative workshops to the community through American ldol-style pitch contests critiqued by celebrity authors.Up next, she's arranged for a publishing house to judge a one-page synopsis contest with the winner receiving a full manuscript read.

托妮·L.马丁是佛罗里达州作家协会卫斯理教会的领袖，她通过美国偶像式的名人点评比赛将极富创意的研讨班引入社团。下一步，她准备成立一家出版社，进行作品简要提纲评选，为获胜者审阅全稿。

Melinda McDonald earned a journalism degree from lowa State University and was a reporter/photographer before starting a career in business communications. Until early 2010，she managed marketing communications for a manufacturer in Springfield, IL.Melinda lives near Springfield with her husband Ron and writes historical fiction.E-mail her at Melinda_mc_2000@yahoo.com.

梅琳达·麦克唐纳从艾奥瓦州立大学取得了新闻学学位。在从事商务谈判工作前曾经是一名记者兼摄影师。直到2010年初，她开始为伊利诺伊州的斯普林菲尔德的一家制造商从事营销传播工作。她与丈夫罗恩居住在斯普林菲尔德附近，并创作历史小说。请发送电子邮件到Melinda_mc_2000@yahoo.com与她联系。

Barbara McKinney graduated cum laude from Duke University with majors in economics and French. She received her Master of Business from Harvard University.Barb enjoys sunny days spent with family, creative expression through writing and art, and volunteer work.She may be reached at barbaraboston@hotmail.com.

芭芭拉·麦金尼以优异的成绩毕业于杜克大学，她主修经济学和法语。她从哈佛大学取得了工商硕士学位。她喜欢与家人一起享受阳光明媚的日子，通过文学和艺术实现自己的创意，并做义工。你可以通过发电子邮件到barbaraboston@hotmail.com联系到她。

Donna Milligan Meadows is the mother of six adult children-including triplets. She worked for many years as an elementary school librarian and hopes to write a children's book someday.She loves reading, traveling, gardening and especially reading to her grandchildren.Please e-mail her at meadowsdonna@hotmail.com.

唐娜·米利根·梅多斯是六个孩子的母亲——其中包括一个三胞胎。在小学图书馆担任图书管理员多年，希望有朝一日能创作一部儿童文学作品。她喜欢读书、旅行、种植花草，尤其喜欢为她的孙子孙女们读书。请发电子邮件到meadowsdonna@hotmail.com与她联系。

Beth Morrissey was diagnosed with, and underwent a thymectomy for, myasthenia gravis in 2009. She continues to run her own freelance writing, researching and tutoring business and can be visited on the web at www.bethmorrissey.com, or followed on Twitter where she is@HOHWWriter.Drop by and say hi！

贝丝·莫里西在2009年被诊断患有重症肌无力并进行了胸腺切除术。她此后继续从事自由创作、研究及家庭教师的工作。你可以登录她的网页www.bethmorrissey.com或在@HOHWWriter上访问她的微博。快去打个招呼吧！

Kathleen M. Muldoon is an instructor with the lnstitute of Children's Literature, as well as author of several children's books in the educational market.She recently adopted a shelter cat, Walter, and Kathleen's earnings go toward satisfying his tuna cravings.You can e-mail them at fxzwdx5805@sbcglobal.net.

凯瑟琳·M.马尔登是一家儿童文学研究所的教员，同时也是教育领域中几本儿童书籍的作者。她最近收养了一只叫沃尔特的庇护所的猫，凯瑟琳花费自己不少的收入来满足这只猫对金枪鱼的需求。你可以发送电子邮件到fxzwdx5805@sbcglobal.net与她联系。

Linda Newton is a counselor in California, and the author of two devotional books filled with stories, Better Than Jewels, Sapphires from Psalms, and her first book，12 Ways to Turn Your Pain lnto Praise. A popular speaker at women's events, you can visit her online at www.LindaNewtonSpeaks.com.

琳达·牛顿是加利福尼亚州的一名顾问，是《比珠宝更好》《诗篇中的蓝宝石》两部有关虔诚的祈祷故事的图书的作者，她的第一部作品是《12种将痛苦变成赞扬的方法》。她还是一位在妇女事业中声望颇高的演讲者。你可以访问她的网页www.LindaNewtonSpeaks.com。

Lindsay Nielsen is an author, psychotherapist, public speaker and athlete（2000 Paralympics）and was the first female amputee to complete an lronman Triathlon. Lindsay is completing a memoir：If You're Not Dead, lt's Not Too Late！An amputee's triumphant run through love, loss and world records.Please visit her website：www.lindsaynielsen.com.

林赛·尼尔森是一位作家、心理治疗师、公众演说家以及运动员（参加过2000年残疾人运动会），第一位完成铁人三项的女截肢运动员。林赛正在完成她的回忆录《只要活着，为时不晚！一位截肢者在爱、失败与世界纪录之中的成功穿越》。请访问她的网页：www.lindsaynielsen.com。

Hailing from Copperas Cove, TX, Jennifer Oliver owes her inspiration to househubby, Stephen, and to their magnificent creative life forces：Cody, Ethan, Matthew, and Madison. Her stories have appeared in several Chicken Soup for the Soul books and other heartwarming publications.

珍妮弗·奥利弗来自得克萨斯州的科帕拉斯寇弗，她把自己的灵感归功于丈夫斯蒂芬还有他们生命的杰作——科迪、伊桑、马修和麦迪逊。她的故事出现在多部《心灵鸡汤》丛书以其他一些感人至深的作品中。

Saralee Perel is an award-winning columnist/novelist and multiple contributor to Chicken Soup for the Soul. Her book, The Dog Who Walked Me, is about her dog who became her caregiver after Saralee's spinal cord injury, the initial devastation of her marriage, and her cat who kept her sane.Contact her at sperel@saraleeperel.com or www.saraleeperel.com.

萨拉莉·佩莱尔是备受赞誉的专栏作家及小说家，《心灵鸡汤》的一位作品颇丰的投稿人。她的书《陪我散步的狗》是关于在她脊髓受伤后，她的狗成了自己的看护者，以及婚姻出现危机，自己的小猫让她恢复理智的故事。请通过sperel@saraleeperel.com或www.saraleeperel.com与她取得联系。

Kay Conner Pliszka is a frequent contributor to Chicken Soup for the Soul books. She has been a guest speaker in lllinois, Wisconsin and Florida using her stories for motivational and inspirational material.Kay enjoys golf, bridge and music.To contact her please e-mail kmpliszka@comcast.net.

凯·康纳·普利斯克经常为《心灵鸡汤》丛书投稿。她经常在伊利诺伊州、威斯康星州和佛罗里达州客座演讲，用她的故事激励和鼓舞人们。凯喜欢打高尔夫球、打桥牌还有听音乐。请发电子邮件到kmpliszka@comcast.net与她联系。

Jennifer Quasha is a freelance writer and editor who loves reading, and writing for Chicken Soup for the Soul books. You can check out her website at www.jenniferquasha.com, and see some of what she's been doing since she went freelance in 1998.

珍妮弗·夸莎是一名自由作家、编辑，她喜欢读书以及为《心灵鸡汤》丛书写作。你可以查看她的网页www.jenniferquasha.com，了解她从1998年开始自由撰稿后的情况。

Deb Roloson of Woodstock, Ontario has had a lifelong career working with people with special needs. She is the mother of four adult children and married to the wonderful Bob.She enjoys spending time with family and friends, playing volleyball and going on vacations.She is thrilled to have her first story published in Chicken Soup for the Soul！

黛比·洛路逊来自安大略的伍德斯托克，她一生都在从事与特殊需要人群有关的工作。她嫁给了出色的鲍勃，是四名已成年子女的妈妈。她喜欢与家人和朋友在一起打排球或者度假。她很开心看到自己的第一个故事发表在《心灵鸡汤》中。

Theresa Sanders is honored to be a frequent Chicken Soup for the Soul contributor. An award-winning technical writer, she managed a documentation and training department before turning to creative endeavors.She lives with her husband near St.Louis, where she is completing a novel.Theresa welcomes e-mails at TheresaLSanders@charter.net.

特雷莎·桑德斯因为经常为《心灵鸡汤》投稿而享有盛名。作为一名技艺精湛的作家，她在进行创作型写作前曾从事文档管理及培训部门的工作。她和丈夫居住在圣路易斯附近，并在那里创作小说。特雷莎欢迎大家发送电子邮件到TheresaLSanders@charter.net。

Jessie Miyeko Santala is a photographer who lives in Longmont, Colorado with her husband, Mike. She spends too much time at Starbucks because she just can't give up tall Americanos.Please e-mail her at J.Santala@yahoo.com.

杰西·美弥子·桑塔拉是一名摄影师，与丈夫迈克居住在科罗拉多州的朗蒙特市。她大部分时间都待在星巴克，因为她实在难以割舍大杯美式咖啡。请发送电子邮件到J.Santala@yahoo.com联系她。

Linda Saslow is a freelance writer and journalist. She has published three books and was a reporter for The New York Times for more than twenty years.She continues to write for several publications and non-profits, while also enjoying exercise, yoga, volunteerism and spending precious time with her two granddaughters.

琳达·萨斯洛是一名自由作家兼记者。她已经发表了三部作品，并在《纽约时报》从事记者工作20余年。她继续为一些出版物及公益事业进行写作，同时还喜欢做运动、瑜伽、志愿服务以及与两个孙女在一起。

Donna F. Savage teaches women how to meet life's challenges with faith and joy.A pastor's wife and popular speaker, she's published hundreds of articles in print and online.Donna and her husband, Hoyt, live in Las Vegas, NV.They have two young adult sons.Visit her at www.donnasavage.blogspot.com.

唐娜·F.萨维奇告诉妇女如何用信仰和欢乐迎接生命中的挑战。她是一名牧师的妻子和深受欢迎的演讲家，她已经通过出版物及网络发表了数百篇文章。唐娜和她的丈夫霍伊特居住在内华达州的拉斯维加斯。他们有两个已成年的儿子。请访问她的博客www.donnasavage.blogspot.com。

Kathi Lessner Schafer is a Chicago native and lives in North Carolina with her daughter, husband, and two ungrateful cats. ln addition to homeschooling their daughter, she is actively involved with local wildlife conservation groups and natural habitat preservation.

凯西·莱斯纳·谢弗是芝加哥本地人，现与女儿、丈夫和两只高傲的猫居住在北卡罗来纳州。除了在家教育女儿外，她还积极参与当地的野生动物以及自然栖息地的保护工作。

Thomas Schonhardt recovered fully from the assault and is planning on graduating from Truman State University in May 2011. He owes much of his success to the support and love he received during the tough time from his friends and family.Feel free to contact him via e-mail at tms2618@truman.edu.

托马斯·斯肯哈特已经从那次遇袭中完全恢复，并计划在2011年5月从杜鲁门州立大学毕业。他将自己的成功归结于在那些艰辛的日子里从朋友和家人那里得到的支持与关爱。欢迎发送邮件到tms2618@truman.edu与他联系。

Tom Schumm is an inspirational speaker who received a BA from Alma College, and an MBA from the University of Michigan. He enjoys boating, travel, opera, and collecting antique fruit jars.He is currently writing a book about his journey with brain cancer.Please e-mail him at tomschumm.pma@gmail.com.

汤姆·舒姆是一名励志演讲家，他从艾尔马学院取得学士学位，而后又从密歇根大学获得工商管理硕士学位。他喜欢划船、旅游、歌剧和收集古董水果罐。他现在正在写一本与脑癌相伴经历的书籍。请发送邮件到tomschumm.pma@gmail.com与他联系。

Jodi L. Severson earned a Bachelor's degree in Psychology from the University of Pittsburgh.She resides in Wisconsin with her husband and three children.Check out her other stories in these Chicken Soup for the Soul books：Sister's Soul, Working Woman's Soul, Girlfriend's Soul, and Shopper's Soul.Reach her at jodis@charter.net.

朱迪·L.西弗森从匹兹堡大学取得心理学学士学位。她与丈夫和三个孩子居住在威斯康星州。你可以在《心灵鸡汤》系列丛书《姐妹心灵》《职业女性心灵》《女友心灵》《购物者心灵》中找到她的其他故事。可以通过jodis@charter.net与她联系。

Kathleen Shoop earned her Ph. D.at the University of Pittsburgh-Go Panthers！She takes care of her children, writes, works with teachers and adores housekeeping.She is occasionally sweet to her husband！Please e-mail Kathie at jakenmax2002@aol.com.

凯思琳·舒普获得了匹兹堡大学的博士学位——黑豹队加油！她照看孩子，写作，和老师们一起工作，并喜欢做家务。她时常给自己的丈夫带来惊喜。请发送电子邮件到jakenmax2002@aol.com与凯思琳联系。

Deborah Shouse is a speaker, writer and editor. Her writing has appeared in Reader's Digest, Newsweek, and Spirituality&Health.She is donating all proceeds from her book Love in the Land of Dementia：Finding Hope in the Caregiver's Journey to Alzheimer's programs and research.Visit her website at www.thecreativityconnection.com.

德博拉·肖斯是一名演讲家、作家及编辑。她的作品出现在《读者文摘》《新闻周刊》《精神与健康》等刊物上。她现在正在将自己的书作《痴呆症患者爱的港湾：在看护者的历程中发现希望》的全部收入捐献给阿尔茨海默病项目用于其研究。请访问她的网页www.thecreativityconnection.com。

Alyssa Simon received her B. F.A in Theatre from Florida lnternational University.She lives in New York with her wonderful fiance Lynn Berg and their cat 180.She acts and writes theatre reviews for www.nytheatre.com.

阿莉莎·西蒙从佛罗里达国际大学取得了艺术学士学位。她现在与恩爱的未婚夫林恩·伯格还有他们的猫180居住在纽约。她为www.nytheatre.com演出并写戏剧评论。

Tulika Singh is a freelance writer and copy editor. She has earlier worked with leading lndian dailies including Hindustan Times and The Times of lndia.She currently divides her time between the two loves of her life-writing and her four-year-old twins.Please e-mail her at tulika20@hotmail.com.

图里卡·辛格是一名自由作家和文字编辑。她之前为印度知名日报《印度斯坦时报》和《印度时报》工作。她现在把自己的时间安排给生命中的两个宝贝——写作和四岁大的双胞胎。请发电子邮件到tulika20@hotmail.com与她联系。

Sheila Sowder's stories and essays have appeared in anthologies and literary journals. She received an lndiana Arts Commission lndividual Arts Grant and the Rose Voci Fellowship for lndiana women writers.Currently, she and her husband travel and occasionally work at resorts from New England to Death Valley.E-mail her at sksowder@aol.com.

谢莉娅·索德的故事和随笔出现在文选和文学期刊中。她获得了印第安纳艺术委员会个人艺术奖学金以及为印第安纳女作家罗丝·伍西设立的奖学金。现在她与丈夫一同旅行，并偶尔在新英格兰到死谷间的景区工作。请发电子邮件到sksowder@aol.com与她联系。

Rachel Spencer is a qualified nurse who recently spent three years working in East Africa. She now works with mentally ill children in the UK.Rachel loves to write and is currently working on her first novel.She also enjoys reading, travelling, playing piano and singing.Please e-mail her at rachel.rnld@gmail.com.

雷切尔·斯宾塞是一名合格的护士，近三年一直在东非工作。她现在在英国照顾护理患有精神疾病的儿童。雷切尔喜欢写作，如今正在创作她的第一部小说。她还喜欢阅读、旅行、弹钢琴以及唱歌。请发送电子邮件到rachel.rnld@gmail.com与她联系。

Spring Stafford grew up in Hawaii where she received her college degrees.She is currently applying to work in Japan and has just finished her first novel.

斯普林·斯塔福德在夏威夷长大，她在那里取得了大学学历。她如今正在申请到日本工作，并且已完成自己的第一部小说。

Diane Stark is a wife, mother, teacher, and writer. Her work has been printed in dozens of publications.She writes about the important things in life：her family and her faith.She is the author of Teachers'Devotions to Go and she can be reached via e-mail at DianeStark19@yahoo.com.

黛安娜·斯塔克是一位妻子、母亲，同时还是教师及作家。她的作品在众多刊物中发表。她记录下生活中重要的事情：家庭和信仰。她是《老师未完成的奉献》的作者，你可以发送电子邮件到DianeStark19@yahoo.com与她联系。

Debbie Stumpf is an entrepreneur who has a passion for coaching people to success while building lasting relationships. Debbi has been blessed to work with amazing mentors, bestselling authors and people from all walks of life.She supports business owners and authors through social media volunteering within the community.

黛比·斯顿夫是一位热心指导人们如何建立持久关系的同时获得成功的企业家。黛比有幸与杰出的导师、畅销书作家以及来自各行各业的人一起共事。她通过社会媒体义务帮助社团中的业主及作家。

Joyce E. Sudbeck recently retired and is enjoying her free time by writing.She has been published in Chicken Soup for the Soul books, Liguorian magazine, and has two more stories pending for fall 2010—Good Old Days magazine（Oct.）and Thin Threads（Nov）.She won 2009&2010 poetry contests.

乔伊丝·萨贝克刚刚退休不久，她在写作中享受自由的生活。她已经在《心灵鸡汤》、Liguorian杂志中发表过作品，并有两篇故事发表在2010年秋季出版的《美好的往日》杂志（10月）以及《细线》（11月）上。她曾在2009年及2010年诗歌比赛中获奖。

Lynn Sunday holds a BFA in fine art and a BA in education from Syracuse University. She is a professional artist turned writer.Her passions are animals and the natural world.She lives in Half Moon Bay, CA, with her husband and dog, Hootie.

琳恩·森迪取得了锡拉丘兹大学的艺术以及教育学学士学位。她曾是一名职业艺术家，而后转行从事写作。她对动物及自然界充满激情。她与丈夫以及小狗霍提居住在加利福尼亚州的半月湾。

Annmarie B. Tait lives in Conshohocken, PA with her husband Joe Beck and Sammy their Yorkie.Annmarie has contributed to several Chicken Soup for the Soul books, Reminisce magazine and the Patchwork Path anthology series.She also enjoys cooking and singing and recording American and lrish folk songs.E-mail her at irishbloom@aol.com.

安玛丽·B.泰特与丈夫乔·贝克以及约克小狗萨米居住在宾夕法尼亚州的肯肖霍肯。她已经多次为《心灵鸡汤》丛书、《往昔》杂志、《岔路》系列文集投稿。她还喜欢烹饪、唱歌以及录制美国及爱尔兰民谣。请发送电子邮件到irishbloom@aol.com与她联系。

Writer, speech therapist, memoir teacher, wife and mother, Tsgoyna Tanzman credits writing as the supreme“therapy”for raising an adolescent daughter. Published in numerous Chicken Soup for the Soul books, her humorous essays and poems can be read on More.com, motheringmagazine.com, and in The Orange County Register.E-mail her at tnzmn@cox.net.

作为一名作家、语言治疗师、专题报告老师，身为妻子和母亲的茨古娜·坦茨曼，将写作视为培养自己正处于青春期女儿的良方。除了在《心灵鸡汤》丛书中，你还可以在More.com, motheringmagazine.com以及《橙郡纪事报》中读到更多她诙谐有趣的随笔和诗歌。请发送电子邮件到tnzmn@cox.net与她联系。

Jo Weinert lives in North Carolina. She enjoys hiking, traveling, water and snow skiing with her husband.

乔·韦纳特居住在北卡罗来纳州。她喜欢与丈夫一起登山、旅行、滑水、滑冰。

Lois Wilmoth-Bennett has a Ph. D.from Kent State University.After many years in special education administration and in private practice as a psychologist in Ohio, she moved to Central Florida.She is publisher/co-owner of Fireside Publications and has published two novels, and a non-fiction book, Essays on Living with Alzheimer's Disease.E-mail her at loisnett3@gmail.com.

洛伊丝·威尔莫斯-班尼特取得了肯特州立大学的博士学位。在从事了多年特殊教育管理工作和在俄亥俄州一家私营机构从事心理学专家工作后，她搬到了佛罗里达州中部。她是炉火出版公司的出版商及合伙人，已经出版了两部小说、一部非小说《与阿尔茨海默病相伴的日子散文集》。请发送电子邮件到loisnett3@gmail.com与她联系。

Beth M. Wood lives in St.Louis with her three beautiful children and one three-Iegged Boxer.She is a marketing professional by trade, a writer by choice, a devout reader and semi-fanatic editor who will occasionally sneak a red Sharpie into restaurants to correct glaring, grammatical errors on the menu.

贝丝·M.伍德与三个可爱的孩子还有一只三条腿的拳师犬居住在圣路易斯。她是一名贸易营销专家、一名业余作家、一位忠实读者、一个近乎痴狂的编辑，以至于偶尔会溜进餐厅里纠正菜单上明显的语法错误。

Dallas Woodburn is the author of two collections of short stories and a forthcoming novel. Her non-fi ction has appeared in Family Circle, Writer's Digest, and the Los Angeles Times.She is the founder of Write On！For Literacy, an organization that encourages youth to discover confidence through reading and writing：www.writeonbooks.org.

达拉斯·伍德伯恩是两部短篇故事集以及一部即将出版的小说的作者。她的非小说作品出现在《家庭天地》《作家文摘》以及《洛杉矶时报》中。她是“为文学而记录”的创办者，一家鼓励年轻人通过阅读及写作寻找自信的文学机构。该机构的网址为：www.writeonbooks.org。

Deborah Zigenis-Lowery positively delights in retelling folktales and writing young adult novels when not engaged in writing inspirational non-fi ction. She loves reading, writing, teaching, and learning.Check out her blog at http：//Iiteratelives.wordpress.com where she strives to nurture a reading/writing lifestyle for you and your family.

德博拉·滋根尼斯-洛厄里在从事励志非小说创作之余，热衷于复述民间故事以及创作青年小说。她喜欢阅读、写作、教学以及学习。请到http：//literatelives.wordpress.com访问她的博客，她会努力为你和你的家人培养出一种阅读和写作的生活方式。


Meet Our Authors

见见我们的作者

Jack Canfi eld is the co-creator of the Chicken Soup for the Soul series, which Time magazine has called“the publishing phenomenon of the decade.”Jack is also the coauthor of many other bestselling books.

Jack is the CEO of the Canfield Training Group in Santa Barbara, California, and founder of the Foundation for Self-Esteem in Culver City, California. He has conducted intensive personal and professional development seminars on the principles of success for more than a million people in twenty-three countries, has spoken to hundreds of thousands of people at more than 1，000 corporations, universities, professional conferences and conventions, and has been seen by millions more on national television shows.

Jack has received many awards and honors, including three honorary doctorates and a Guinness World Records Certificate for having seven books from the Chicken Soup for the Soul series appearing on the New York Times bestseller list on May 24，1998.

You can reach Jack at www. jackcanfield.com.

杰克·坎菲尔德是《心灵鸡汤》系列丛书的策划人之一，该系列曾被《时代周刊》赞为“十年来出版界的神话”。杰克同时也是其他很多畅销书的合著者。

杰克是加州圣塔芭芭拉市坎菲尔德集团的总裁，加州卡尔弗市自尊基金会的创始人。他给二十三个国家超过一百万人就成功原则举办过多次有关个人和职业发展的研讨会，在一千多个企业、大学、专业会议和大会对成千上万人做过演讲，在全国电视节目上的出色表现更是让数百万人一睹风采。

杰克曾获多项奖项和荣誉：他曾获得三个名誉博士学位，也曾因七本《心灵鸡汤》系列丛书同时荣登《纽约时报》1998年5月24日畅销书名单而获得国际吉尼斯世界纪录证书。

杰克的网址：www.jackcanfield.com。

Mark Victor Hansen is the co-founder of Chicken Soup for the Soul, along with Jack Canfield. He is a sought-after keynote speaker, bestselling author, and marketing maven.Mark's powerful messages of possibility, opportunity, and action have created powerful change in thousands of organizations and millions of individuals worldwide.

Mark is a prolific writer with many bestselling books in addition to the Chicken Soup for the Soul series. Mark has had a profound influence in the field of human potential through his library of audios, videos, and articles in the areas of big thinking, sales achievement, wealth building, publishing success, and personal and professional development.He is also the founder of the MEGA Seminar Series.

Mark has received numerous awards that honor his entrepreneurial spirit, philanthropic heart, and business acumen. He is a lifetime member of the Horatio Alger Association of Distinguished Americans.

You can reach Mark at www. markvictorhansen.com.

马克·维克托·汉森和杰克·坎菲尔德一起成立了《心灵鸡汤》编辑部。他是位广受欢迎的演讲者、畅销书作家及销售专家。马克强有力地向世人传达了关于可能性、机会和行动的信息，为全世界成千上万个机构以及数百万人带来了巨大的改变。

马克著作颇丰，除了《心灵鸡汤》系列外，他还著有许多畅销书。马克在人类智慧、销售成就、财富积累、出版奇迹和个人与职业发展方面著书立说，通过音频、视频和文章在人类潜力领域带来了巨大影响。他同时也是米加研讨会系列的创立者。

马克荣获多项大奖，表彰他的企业家精神、慈善之心以及商业头脑。他是霍雷肖·阿尔杰杰出美国人协会的终身成员。

马克的网址：www.markvictorhansen.com。

Amy Newmark is the publisher and editor-in-chief of Chicken Soup for the Soul, after a 30-year career as a writer, speaker, financial analyst, and business executive in the worlds of finance and telecommunications. Amy is a magna cum laude graduate of Harvard College, where she majored in Portuguese, minored in French, and traveled extensively.She and her husband have four grown children.

After a long career writing books on telecommunications, voluminous financial reports, business plans, and corporate press releases, Chicken Soup for the Soul is a breath of fresh air for Amy. She has fallen in love with Chicken Soup for the Soul and its life-changing books, and really enjoys putting these books together for Chicken Soup's wonderful readers.She has co-authored more than two dozen Chicken Soup for the Soul books and has edited another two dozen.

You can reach Amy through the webmaster@chickensoupforthesoul. com.

艾米·纽马克是《心灵鸡汤》系列的出版者和主编，之前的三十年间，她是位作家、演说家、财政分析家以及财政和电信领域的商业行政主管。艾米是哈佛大学的优等毕业生，主修葡萄牙语，辅修法语，游历甚广。艾米与丈夫一起抚养了四个孩子，他们皆已长大成人。

艾米曾长期为电信学撰写书籍，也写了大量财务报告、商业计划和企业新闻稿。对艾米而言，《心灵鸡汤》系列像是一丝新鲜空气。她爱上了《心灵鸡汤》编辑部，很喜爱这改变人生的书籍，也以编辑这些书奉献给《心灵鸡汤》的读者为乐。她是三十多本《心灵鸡汤》的编者之一，还编辑了三十多本其他的书籍。

艾米的邮箱：webmaster@chickensoupforthesoul.com。


About Deborah Norville

德博拉·诺维尔简介

Bestselling author Deborah Norville credits many of the successes in her life to a positive mental attitude. The anchor of lnside Edition, the nation's top-rated syndicated news magazine, the journalist is a two-time Emmy winner.

Deborah is also the author of a half-dozen books including the New York Times bestseller, Thank You Power：Making the Science of Gratitude Work for You. Thank You Power brought together for the first time the growing body of academic research proving the benefits of gratitude.Similarly, The Power of Respect presented research detailing the benefits of respectful behavior with real life stories.

A lifelong seamstress and crafter, Deborah recently introduced The Deborah Norville Collection, a line of fine hand yarns for knitting and crochet, available at craft stores nationwide.

Deborah Norville is a summa cum laude（4. 0）graduate of the University of Georgia.She is married and the mother of three.

Deborah can be reached via her website www. DeborahNorville.com.

畅销书作者德波拉·诺维尔将人生中的多数成功归因于积极的心态。德波拉曾两次获得艾美奖，是国家顶级电视节目《新闻内幕》的节目主播。

德波拉还是几本《纽约时报》畅销书的作者，其中包括《谢谢你力量：让感谢的学问为你所用》。《谢谢你力量》首次用渐渐发展的学术研究证实感谢的益处。同时，《尊敬的力量》用研究向我们具体展示了真实故事中尊重行为的益处。

除此之外，德波拉还是女裁缝和手工艺人，她最近引进了德波拉·诺维尔系列，即可用来编织和钩边的精细手工纱线，在全国各地的手工店都有出售。

德波拉·诺维尔是佐治亚大学的优等毕业生，已婚，并育有三个孩子。

德波拉的网址：www.DeborahNorville.com。


Thank You

感谢词

We owe huge thanks to all of our contributors. We know that you pour your hearts and souls into the thousands of stories and poems that you share with us, and ultimately with each other.We appreciate your willingness to open up your lives to other Chicken Soup for the Soul readers.

We can only publish a small percentage of the stories that are submitted, but we read every single one and even the ones that do not appear in the book have an influence on us and on the final manuscript.

We want to thank Chicken Soup for the Soul editor Kristiana Glavin for reading every one of the thousands of stories that were submitted for this book, and narrowing down the candidates for final selection, as well as for her assistance with the final manuscript and proofreading. We also want to thank our assistant publisher, D'ette Corona, who works closely with all the contributors, and our editor and webmaster Barbara LoMonaco for their expert editorial, proofreading, and organizational assistance.

We owe a very special thanks to our creative director and book producer, Brian Taylor at Pneuma Books, for his brilliant vision for our covers and interiors. Finally, none of this would be possible without the business and creative leadership of our CEO, Bill Rouhana, and our president, Bob Jacobs.

我们非常感谢所有投稿的人。我们明白，你们与我们、与大家分享的这成千上万篇故事和诗歌中有你们的心血。为了帮助别人，无论是多么痛苦的经历或是多么私人的故事，你们都愿意将自己的人生经历与《心灵鸡汤》读者分享，这让我们十分感激。

我们只能刊登一小部分收到的故事，但我们读过每一篇投稿，那些未能刊登在书中的故事也对我们和这本书的终稿都有很大影响。

我们想要对《心灵鸡汤》的编辑克里斯蒂娜·格拉文表示感谢，她阅读这本书里数千份来稿中的每一篇，缩小候选篇目范围，并帮助确定终稿及校对工作。我们还要感谢出版助理蒂戴特·科罗娜，她与所有的投稿人密切沟通，还有我们的编辑及网络管理员芭芭拉·罗莫娜卡，感谢他们专业的编辑、校对及组织协调工作。

我们还要特别感谢我们的创意总监和本书制作者，费尤玛出版社的布莱恩·泰勒，他对封面和本书内部的设计可谓别出心裁。最后，感谢我们的首席执行官比尔·洛哈纳和总裁鲍勃·雅各布，若没有他们的前瞻领导和商业眼光，就不会有这本书。


Chicken Soup for the Soul

Improving Your Life Every Day

《心灵鸡汤》每天改善你的生活

Real people sharing real stories-for 17 years. Now, Chicken Soup for the Soul has gone beyond the bookstore to become a world leader in life improvement.Through books, movies, DVDs, online resources and other partnerships, we bring hope, courage, inspiration and love to hundreds of millions of people around the world.Chicken Soup for the Soul's writers and readers belong to a one-of-a-kind global community, sharing advice, support, guidance, comfort, and knowledge.

Chicken Soup for the Soul stories have been translated into more than forty languages and can be found in more than one hundred countries. Every day, millions of people experience a Chicken Soup for the Soul story in a book, magazine, newspaper or online.As we share our life experiences through these stories, we offer hope, comfort and inspiration to one another.The stories travel from person to person, and from country to country, helping to improve lives everywhere.

真实的人物分享真实的故事——这么做已经十八年了。现在，《心灵鸡汤》已经不仅仅是书店里的一本书了，而是全世界致力于改变人生的领袖。通过书籍、电影、光盘、网上资源和其他方式，我们将希望、勇气、灵感和爱带给世界各地数不清的人们。《心灵鸡汤》的作者和读者是世界上独一无二的，他们分享建议，互相帮助，为彼此提供指引、慰藉和知识。

《心灵鸡汤》系列故事已经被译成四十多种语言，可以在一百多个国家读到它。每天，数百万人通过书籍、杂志、报纸或网络资源感受《心灵鸡汤》的魅力。我们通过这些故事分享人生经历，为彼此提供希望、慰藉和灵感。这些故事在人们之间传递，在国家之间交流，帮助世界各地的人们拥有更美好的生活。


Share with Us

与我们一同分享

We all have had Chicken Soup for the Soul moments in our lives. lf you would like to share your story or poem with millions of people around the world, go to chickensoup.com and click on“Submit Your Story.”You may be able to help another reader, and become a published author at the same time.Some of our past contributors have launched writing and speaking careers from the publication of their stories in our books！

Our submission volume has been increasing steadily-the quality and quantity of your submissions has been fabulous. We only accept story submissions via our website.They are no longer accepted via mail or fax.

To contact us regarding other matters, please send us an e-mail through webmaster@chickensoupforthesoul. com, or fax or write us at：

Chicken Soup for the Soul

P. O.Box 700

Cos Cob, CT 06807-0700

Fax：203-861-7194

One more note from your friends at Chicken Soup for the Soul：Occasionally, we receive an unsolicited book manuscript from one of our readers, and we would like to respectfully inform you that we do not accept unsolicited manuscripts and we must discard the ones that appear.

我们人生中都有可以写进《心灵鸡汤》的时刻。如果你愿意与我们以及世界各地数百万人分享你的故事或诗歌，请登录chickensoup.com，点击“Submit Your Story”（提交故事）按钮。你或许可以帮助一位读者，同时可以出版你的作品。之前一些投稿人就从在我们的书籍上刊登故事开始，走上了写作和演讲之路！

我们的投稿量与日俱增——大家的投稿质量和数量都非常高。我们只接受网站投稿。通过信箱或传真投稿将无法接收。

若需就其他事宜联系我们，请给我们发邮件至webmaster@chickensoupforthesoul.com，或者给以下地址发传真或写信：

心灵鸡汤编辑部700信箱

康涅狄格州，科斯科布（Cos Cob）

邮编：06807-0700

传真：203-861-7194

《心灵鸡汤》编辑部的朋友们注：有时我们会收到读者未经联系、擅自寄来的书稿，我们敬告您，我们不能接收此类书稿，收到后不得不将之丢弃。

（全书完）
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