5 Heartwarming Stories of Love

Two Nickels and Five Pennies

In the days when an ice cream sundae cost much less, A 10-year-old boy entered a hotel
coffee shop and sat at a table. A waitress put a glass of water in front of him. "How
much is an ice cream sundae?" he asked. "Fifty cents," replied the waitress.

The little boy pulled his hand out of his pocket and studied the coins in it. "Well, how
much is a plain dish of ice cream?" he inquired.

By now more people were waiting for a table and the waitress was growing impatient.
“Thirty-five cents," she brusquely replied.

The little boy again counted his coins. “I'll have the plain ice cream," he said.

The waitress brought the ice cream, put the bill on the table and walked away. The boy
finished the ice cream, paid the cashier and left. When the waitress came back, she
began to cry as she wiped down the table. There, placed neatly beside the empty dish,
were two nickels and five pennies. You see, he couldn't have the sundae, because he had
to have enough left to leave her a tip.

Obstacles in Our Path

In ancient times, a King had a boulder placed on a roadway. Then he hid himself and
watched to see if anyone would remove the huge rock. Some of the King's' wealthiest
merchants and courtiers came by and simply walked around it. Many loudly blamed the
King for not keeping the roads clear, but none did anything about getting the stone out
of the way. Then a peasant came along carrying a load of vegetables. Upon approaching
the boulder, the peasant laid down his burden and tried to move the stone to the side of
the road. After much pushing and straining, he finally succeeded. After the peasant
picked up his load of vegetables, he noticed a purse lying in the road where the boulder
had been. The purse contained many gold coins and a note from the King indicating that
the gold was for the person who removed the boulder from the roadway. The peasant
learned what many of us never understand! Every obstacle presents an opportunity (to
grow, or gain).

Giving All

Many years ago, when I worked as a volunteer at a hospital, I got to know a little girl
named Liz who was suffering from a rare & serious disease. Her only chance of
recovery appeared to be a blood transfusion from her 5-year old brother, who had
miraculously survived the same disease and had developed the antibodies needed to
combat the illness. The doctor explained the situation to her little brother, and asked
the little boy if he would be willing to give his blood to his sister. I saw him hesitate for
only a moment before taking a deep breath and saying, "Yes I'll do it if it will save her."



As the transfusion progressed, he lay in bed next to his sister and smiled, as we all did,
seeing the color returning to her cheek. Then his face grew pale and his smile faded. He
looked up at the doctor and asked with a trembling voice, "Will I die right away, or how
soon?" The boy had misunderstood the doctor; he thought he would have to give his
sister all of his blood in order to save her.

Wrong Funeral

Consumed by my loss, I didn't notice the hardness of the pew where I sat. I was at the
funeral of my dearest friend -- my mother. She finally had lost her long battle with
cancer. The hurt was so intense, I found it hard to breathe at times. Always supportive,
Mother clapped loudest at my school plays, held a box of tissues while listening to my
first heartbreak, comforted me at my father's death, encouraged me in college, and
prayed for me my entire life. When mother's illness was diagnosed, my sister had a new
baby and my brother had recently married his childhood sweetheart, so it fell on me, the
27-year-old middle child without entanglements, to take care of her.

I counted it an honor. "What now, Lord?" I asked sitting in church. My life stretched out
before me as an empty abyss. My brother sat stoically with his face toward the cross
while clutching his wife's hand. My sister sat slumped against her husband's shoulder,
his arms around her as she cradled their child. All so deeply grieving, no one noticed I
sat alone. My place had been with our mother, preparing her meals, helping her walk,
taking her to the doctor, seeing to her medication, reading the Bible together.

Now she was with the Lord. My work was finished, and I was alone. I heard a door open
and slam shut at the back of the church. Quick footsteps hurried along the carpeted
floor. An exasperated young man looked around briefly and then sat next to me. He
folded his hands and placed them on his lap. His eyes were brimming with tears. He
began to sniffle. "I'm late," he explained, though no explanation was necessary.

After several eulogies, he leaned over and commented, "Why do they keep calling Mary
by the name of 'Margaret?" "Because that was her name, Margaret. Never Mary. No one
called her 'Mary," I whispered. I wondered why this person couldn't have sat on the
other side of the church.

He interrupted my grieving with his tears and fidgeting. Who was this stranger anyway?
"No, that isn't correct,” he insisted, as several people glanced over at us whispering,
"Her name is Mary, Mary Peters." "That isn't who this is." "Isn't this the Lutheran
church?" "No, the Lutheran church is across the street." "Oh." "I believe you're at the
wrong funeral, Sir."

The solemnness of the occasion mixed with the realization of the man's mistake bubbled
up inside me and came out as laughter. I cupped my hands over my face, hoping it
would be interpreted as sobs. The creaking pew gave me away. Sharp looks from other
mourners only made the situation seem more hilarious. I peeked at the bewildered,
misguided man seated beside me.



He was laughing, too, as he glanced around, deciding it was too late for an uneventful
exit. I imagined Mother laughing. At the final "Amen," we darted out a door and into the
parking lot. "I do believe we'll be the talk of the town," he smiled. He said his name was
Rick and since he had missed his aunt's funeral, asked me out for a cup of coffee. That
afternoon began a lifelong journey for me with this man who attended the wrong
funeral, but was in the right place.

A year after our meeting, we were married at a country church where he was the
assistant pastor. This time we both arrived at the same church, right on time. In my time
of sorrow, God gave me laughter. In place of loneliness, God gave me love. This past
June we celebrated our twenty-second wedding anniversary. Whenever anyone asks us
how we met, Rick tells them, "Her mother and my Aunt Mary introduced us, and it's
truly a match made in heaven."

Last Wish of a Fireman

In Phoenix, Arizona, a 26-year-old mother stared down at her 6 year-old son, who was
dying of terminal leukemia. Although her heart was filled with sadness, she also had a
strong feeling of determination. Like any parent, she wanted her son to grow up and
fulfill all his dreams. Now that was no longer possible. The leukemia would see to that.
But she still wanted her son's dreams to come true.

She took her son's hand and asked, "Billy, did you ever think about what you wanted to
be once you grew up? Did you ever dream and wish what you would do with your life?"
"Mommy, I always wanted to be a fireman when I grew up." Mom smiled back and said,
"Let's see if we can make your wish come true."

Later that day she went to her local fire department in Phoenix, Arizona, where she met
Fireman Bob, who had a heart as big as Phoenix.

She explained her son's final wish and asked if it might be possible to give her six-year-
old son a ride around the block on a fire engine.

Fireman Bob said, "we can do better than that. If you'll have your son ready at seven
o'clock Wednesday morning, we'll make him an honorary fireman for the whole day. He
can come down to the fire station, eat with us, go out on all the fire calls, the whole nine
yards! And if you'll give us his sizes, we'll get a real fire uniform for him, with a real fire
hat - not a toy one, a yellow slicker like we wear and rubber boots. They're all
manufactured right here in Phoenix, so we can get them fast."

Three days later Fireman Bob picked up Billy, dressed him in his fire uniform and
escorted him from his hospital bed to the waiting hook and ladder truck. Billy got to sit
on the back of the truck and help steer it back to the fire station. He was in heaven.
There were three fire calls in Phoenix that day and Billy got to go out on all three calls.
He rode in the different fire engines, the paramedic's van, and even the fire chief's car.



He was also videotaped for the local news program. Having his dream come true, with
all the love and attention that was lavished upon him, so deeply touched Billy that he
lived three months longer than any doctor thought possible. One night all of his vital
signs began to drop dramatically and the head nurse, who believed in the hospice
concept that no one should die alone, began to call the family members to the hospital.
Then she remembered the day Billy had spent as a fireman, so she called the Fire Chief
and asked if it would be possible to send a fireman in uniform to the hospital to be with
Billy as he made his transition.

The chief replied, "We cando better than that. We'll be there in five minutes. Will you
please do me a favor? When you hear the sirens screaming and see the lights flashing,
will you announce over the PA system that there is not a fire? It's just the fire
department coming to see one of its finest members one more time. And will you open
the window to his room?"

About five minutes later a hook and ladder truck arrived at the hospital and extended its
ladder up to Billy's third floor open window. Sixteen firefighters climbed up the ladder
into Billy's room. With his mother's permission, they hugged him and held him and told
him how much they loved him. With his dying breath, Billy looked up at the fire chief
and said, "Chief, am I really a fireman now?"

"Billy, you are, and the Head Chief, Jesus, is holding your hand," the chief said.

With those words, Billy smiled and said, "I know, He's been holding my hand all day,
and the angels have been singing." He closed his eyes one last time.

(all stories can be found originally posted here - http://www.websites-
host.com/insp/istories.html )
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