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MY DAD’S FAVORITE MOVIE was The Shawshank Redemption.  

Must’ve watched it two dozen times if he watched it once. He never 

tired of the storyline, the bromance between Andy and Red, or the 

breathtaking plot twist.

I loved pretty much anything my dad loved. Over time, I came to appreciate 

the film for its humor, its quotable quotes, and its message of hope. Dad 

wasn’t as specific in his assessment. I asked him once why he liked the movie 

so much. Perhaps it was the theme of redemption and freedom? “I suppose,” 

he said. “It’s just a very, very good film. Besides, I’d watch Morgan Freeman 

in anything.”

Who wouldn’t?

Today, four years after my dad died, if I’m missing him or feeling blue,  

I will rummage through the cable listings and settle in. I’m inevitably  

captivated. I don’t remember when I learned what I should have known all 

along: that the movie is based on Stephen King’s novella Rita Hayworth and 

Shawshank Redemption. (I’m a writer, for crying out loud!)

I was thinking about all of this as we sorted through years of remarks  

by Stephen King for our new column, Choice Words. Every 

month, Choice Words will feature a curated chat with a  

renowned figure who has a lively mind and a way with words. 

I believe one of the most popular and prolific writers of our 

time—not to mention the guy who wrote the story that be-

came my dad’s favorite movie—fits that bill. Enjoy the romp, 

and do write me with any suggestions for future subjects.

Until then, I give you this, my favorite quote from the film’s 

Andy Dufresne (Tim Robbins): “Remember, Red, hope is a good 

thing, maybe the best of things, and no good thing ever dies.” 

It reminds me of Dad.

Editor’s Note

Dad, Hope & Andy Dufresne

I invite you to e-mail me at liz@rd.com and 

follow me at facebook.com/lizvaccariello  

and @LizVacc on Twitter.
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The Sound We Live For
Your Editor’s Note made my day! My 

dad used to read to my sister and  

me back when comic books were  

actually funny. Dad would laugh  

at their antics until tears ran down 

his cheeks. He would have to stop 

reading and wipe his eyes before he 

could continue. What a pleasant 

memory from 70 years ago. 

GEORGE DAVIS, Wat e r v i l l e ,  Ma i n e

Bad Judges
These judges put a bad face on our 

justice system and are part of the 

reason so many people in America 

do not trust it. The people should 

have more of a voice on this issue 

and should be able to vote these 

judges out of their positions.

S. P., v i a  e -m a i l

Effie’s Compound Interest
This story made me laugh and cry.  

A person like Effie lives in each of us: 

We can all make similar impacts on 

people’s lives, no matter how small 

or large. Thank you for this story  

and for reminding us of how fortu-

nate we are! P. U., v i a  e -m a i l

Letters
COMMENTS ON THE NOVEMBER ISSUE

What Your Doctor’s  
Really Thinking
I laughed out loud when I saw the  

juxtaposition of “I run late for good 

reasons …” and “But you’d better  

have a good excuse if you’re tardy.”  

I have never been late for or skipped an 

appointment with a doctor. However, 

I’ve spent literally hours in waiting 

rooms until well past my appointment 

times. Are there two different  

standards for courtesy?

ANNE HEITZ, Fo r t  Ma d i s o n ,  Io w a 

R
D
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U

D
IO



rd.com   |   02•2015   |   7

Madina & Zunu Say Goodbye
Deliberately choosing to break  

the law for 15 years, then driving  

under the influence—this is not 

about immigration policies. This is 

about character and respect for the 

law. I take issue with those who  

enjoy all that our country has to offer 

yet don’t respect us enough to do the 

right thing—especially when they 

have over 15 years to do so! 

T. C., v i a  e -m a i l

I cannot imagine putting my husband 

on an airplane knowing I might  

never see him again. We are both 

U.S. citizens, but love crosses all 

boundaries. This story broke my 

heart and gave me an entirely differ-

ent view of our immigration laws.  

I will keep this couple in my prayers. 

CINDY KERSTETTER, Ne w n a n ,  G e o r g i a

Giving Is Great. Giving 
Smart Is Better
I have to disagree with the author.  

If I had been given a tub of candied 

fruitcake ingredients when I was 

homeless and hungry, I would not 

have considered it an “outlandish  

reject” or thrown it out. I would have 

eaten it thankfully.

BARBARA CISSELL, L o u i s v i l l e ,  Ke n t u c k y

Deb Martinson’s advice is right  

on point. I managed a community 

food bank several years ago and  

was amazed by what people donated. 

Another useful donation is trial-size 

toiletries—they are perfect for the 

homeless to carry in their limited 

personal storage.

NONDA MARKS, We i s e r,  Id a h o

English (According to  
the World)
My husband and I loved this sweet 

article. The funny interpretations  

reminded us of our six-year-old 

daughter: As she was learning to  

talk, she created her own words.  

Our favorite was flower-feather (for 

flower petal), which we added to  

our own vocabulary. 

VERONICA GIAMANCO, Es condido,  Cali f ornia

Alive Day
I was brought to tears when Alex 

Leonard said he had done the best he 

could with the situation given to him. 

He volunteered willingly, knew what 

he was getting into, and would do it 

again with the same outcome. There 

are no words to adequately express 

my gratitude to him and all the others 

who have sacrificed for my freedom. 

CLAUDIA RICE, C h e s a p e a k e ,  Vi r g i n i a

Send letters to letters@rd.com or Letters, Reader’s Digest, PO Box 6100, Harlan, Iowa 51593-1600. Include your full name,  

address, e-mail, and daytime phone number. We may edit letters and use them in all print and electronic media. Contribute Send 

us your 100-word true stories, jokes, and funny quotes, and if we publish one in a print edition of Reader’s Digest, we’ll pay you 

$100. To submit your 100-word stories, visit rd.com/stories. To submit humor items, visit rd.com/submit, or write to us at Jokes, 

Box 6226, Harlan, Iowa 51593-1726. Please include your full name and address in your entry. We regret that we cannot acknowl-

edge or return unsolicited work. Do Business Subscriptions, renewals, gifts, address changes, payments, account information, 

and inquiries: Visit rd.com/help, call 877-732-4438, or write to us at Reader’s  Digest, PO Box 6095, Harlan, Iowa 51593-1595.
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Despite a tragic accident, Collin Smith  

was determined to succeed. He got an extra  

push when a stranger stepped in.

They Beat the  

Odds Together

AFTER A CAR CRASH left 

14-year-old Collin Smith paralyzed, 

doctors told him he had a 20 percent 

chance of finishing high school. The 

opportunity to attend college seemed 

even slimmer. Yet eight years later, 

Collin earned a bachelor of arts  

degree in communications from High 

Point University. Collin had achieved 

the nearly impossible—with the help 

of a benevolent man five decades his 

senior.

Dial back to 2005. Ernest Greene,  

a retiree, and his wife, Catherine,  

attended Asheboro Baptist Church, 

the same church attended by Collin 

and his parents, Janet and Michael,  

in Asheboro, North Carolina. The  

families were not acquainted—the 

Greenes had moved to the area 

just nine months earlier. But when 

Ernest heard about Collin’s acci-

dent and the fact that his parents 

would not be able to care full-time 

for their son, Ernest says, he felt a  

calling. “The Lord was leading me to 

help,” he says. He had time to spare. 

Ernest approached Collin’s  

HEROES
EVERYDAY

➸

BY  ANDY  SIMMONS



“Without Ernest,  

I never would 

have gotten where 

I wanted to be,” 

says Collin Smith. 



E V E R Y D AY  H E R O E S   
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parents with the idea that he look  

after the boy while they were at work. 

The Smiths gratefully accepted.  

Collin, now 23, says it was hard  

for him to understand then “how 

someone I didn’t know would drop 

everything to help me.”

Ernest sought training to care for 

Collin and then began arriving at  

the Smiths’ home early on weekday 

mornings. He would help Collin  

get out of bed, wash, and dress. He 

would help him have breakfast. Then 

he’d drive Collin to school. And at  

3 p.m., every day, Ernest would drive 

back to pick him up. Then, while the 

two waited for one of Collin’s parents 

to get home, “we played a lot of  

Monopoly,” says Ernest with a laugh. 

At first, the age difference was a  

challenge—one liked rap, the other 

didn’t. But they learned to compro-

mise. “Older folks are just older  

versions of you,” says Collin. “Same 

people, great stories.”

Some days were better than  

others. “He can’t do for himself, so 

he can be demanding,” says Ernest. 

But he attests that Collin’s strong 

will got him through tough times.

Collin graduated from high school 

with the rest of his class and was  

accepted to nearby High Point.  

Ernest accompanied him to every 

class. “The first year was interesting,” 

Ernest recalls. “Collin didn’t want to 

stick out.” Ernest, on the other hand, 

says he took full advantage of the  

opportunity, jotting down notes and 

often commenting in class. 

On graduation day, Ernest  

received an honorary degree in  

humanities. 

“I was floored,” he says.

Collin wasn’t surprised. “Ernest is 

a godly example of the way a man 

should live—calm, humble,” he says.

Today, Collin works as an assistant 

basketball coach at High Point and 

gets daily support from a certified 

nursing assistant, while Ernest spends 

most of his time with his family. The 

two intergenerational friends don’t 

see as much of each other. But “Collin 

and I will always have a relationship,” 

says Ernest. Collin agrees. “We were 

together 14 to 16 hours a day,” he 

says. “You get close to somebody.”

TEENS RECORD HISTORY 

For the past two years, my ninth-grade daughter, Morgan Roelke, and 

her classmates Gary Griepentrog, Bailey Wakefield, Mary Baumgartner, 

and Jake Julius have interviewed World War II veterans and Holocaust 

survivors and given the recordings to libraries, schools, and museums. The 

students’ efforts will allow future generations to celebrate and remember 

these heroes and survivors.  KARYN ROELKE, Hartland,  Wis consin

READER 

HEROES

To nominate your hero, e-mail the details and your name and location to heroes@rd.com.
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Bode Beirdneau, now ten, started riding 

snowmobiles with his father at age four. 

Hospital, the rescuers stabilized his 

leg. Within an hour or two, he was  

receiving surgery for a broken femur 

and internal bleeding. 

Today, John’s leg has healed 

enough for him to take Bode out on 

dirt bikes. Father and son now carry 

extra gear on their treks, including a 

walkie-talkie with an emergency but-

ton. “I’m still a little afraid to go out 

[on a snowmobile],” says Bode. “But 

I’m starting to feel better about it.”

Tisha Shaw, Bode’s mother, says 

her son’s courage and quick thinking 

have led her to treat him as more of  

an adult. She lets him stay up later at 

night because “I trust his judgment,” 

she says.

Courage in the Cold

ON A CRISP DAY last 

April, as Bode Beirdneau, 

then nine, and his father, 

John Taylor, 54, wrapped 

up their afternoon of 

snowmobiling around the 

Lake Tahoe backcountry, 

a twig jammed in the 

throttle of John’s vehicle. 

Unable to slow down, 

John careened toward  

a pine tree. He moved  

to jump off the vehicle  

before it crashed, but his pant leg 

caught underneath it. John felt his  

leg snap. As he sunk six inches into 

the powdery snow, he could tell his 

ribs and shoulder were injured too. 

Bode rushed to dig out his father,  

but John stopped him. They had no  

water, little food, and no cell phone 

service. “Get on your snowmobile,” 

John told Bode. “Follow the road,  

and try to find help.” 

After a 20-minute ride, Bode  

spotted a tour group and asked the 

guide to radio for help. The El Dorado 

County Sheriff’s Search and Rescue 

Unit and firefighters quickly appeared 

on the scene, and Bode led them 

through the white wilderness to his 

dad, who was pale and in pain.

While waiting for a helicopter to  

airlift John to nearby Barton Memorial 

BY  MEERA  JAGANNATHAN





THERE WAS NO NEED to check 

the caller ID. I knew it was him. I 

could tell by the ring—it grabbed 

you by the shoulders and spun you 

around. Even the phone seemed to 

panic, sprouting arms and legs and 

scurrying down the counter. “Pick  

it up! Pick it up!” it implored. “He 

hates to wait!”

“Hello?”

“Adam?”

“Hey, Dad.”

“OK, listen very carefully. Your 

mother bought a new cereal that’s 

the best cereal I’ve ever had in my 

Dad Has 

Something 

To Say

BY  ADAM  RESNICK  

FROM THE BOOK WILL NOT ATTEND

Department of Wit

➸

ILLUSTRATION BY STEVE WACKSMAN

VIEWSVOICES
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life. It fortifies your whole body. 

You’ll never eat another cereal again 

as long as you live.” 

“Wow. What’s the name of it?” 

“The name of what?” 

“The cereal. What’s it called?” 

Brief pause. Obscure questions like 

this annoyed my father. 

To himself: “Uh ... What’s the thing 

called?” Then to me: “It’s got a 

helluva box. You should see all the 

literature on the back. It’s very edu-

cational. I’m just trying to remember 

the name of the thing ... Hold on.” 

Muffled crushing sound. His  
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D E PA R T M E N T  O F  W I T   

Some more rustling as the receiver 

made its bumpy pilgrimage back to 

his hand. 

“Adam?” 

“Yeah?” 

“I got it right here. Just hold on ...” 

Beat. 

 “OK, you there?” 

“I am.” 

“You listening?”

“Completely.”

“It’s called ... Frosted Mini-Wheats.”

Six weeks later, the telltale ring 

sounded again. My startled tele-

phone, frantic and disoriented, 

jumped up and hurled a pepper 

grinder through the kitchen window. 

I ran in and lunged for the receiver.

“Adam?”

“Hey, Dad. How’s it going?”

“Do you have a minute?”

“Yeah. What’s up?”

“OK, well, your mother and I have 

decided we want to die together. I 

don’t want to get morbid or anything, 

I’m just—did I interrupt your dinner?”

“No, no, I’m fine.”

“Listen, we’ve been together a long 

time. I could never live without this 

woman. And if I go first, I can prom-

ise you, she won’t last long. She’ll 

will herself to die. Are you sure 

you’re not eating?”

“Positive.”

“OK, now point two: no funeral. 

We want to be cremated, and we 

want to go in the lake. You know, the 

lake behind the neighborhood here.” 

“Right. I know.” 

massive hands were slaughtering  

the mouthpiece. 

“Joyce?”

Beat.

“Joyce?”

Another beat.

“JOYCE!”

My mother, responding from a 

cave in Tora Bora, issued an unintel-

ligible squawk.

“Adam’s on the phone! He wants to 

know the name of that cereal!”

“Arrayrrrkkkk?” It was impossible 

to understand her. She was in the 

other room, and the TV was blaring.

“The name of that cereal you 

bought!”

We were getting close to launch.

“Warrakkaa?”

“THE CEREAL! WHAT’S THE NAME OF 

THE CEREAL YOU BOUGHT TODAY?” 

Liftoff.

“DO I HAVE TO BUY A BULLHORN TO 

HAVE A CONVERSATION WITH YOU? OR 

SHOULD I SEND UP SMOKE SIGNALS?” 

To me: “She won’t be happy till she 

blows my voice box out. If you want 

to know the truth, she’d love to kill 

me. Then she can eat all the cereal 

she wants with her next husband. 

Hold on. Let me get the box.”

He dropped the phone on the 

counter. It slid off and bounced on 

the floor a few times. I heard the 

sound of slamming cabinet doors 

and a snatch of conversation as my 

mother entered the room. 

Joyce: “Calm down. It’s over 

there—two feet in front of your face.” 
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“We’ve been 

married  

60 years. Next  

to us, Romeo  

and Juliet  

were morons.” 

“So here’s how it works: Whoever 

dies first, they get incinerated and put 

in the closet. When the second one 

goes, mix us together and put us in 

the lake.” 

“We won’t have to deal with this 

for a long time ...” 

“And I want the cat in there too.” 

“You want the cat in where?” 

“I want the cat  

cremated and mixed in 

with us.” 

“Oh. So Mom’s OK 

with that?” 

“Hey, she knows what 

that cat means to me. 

Here, ask her yourself.” 

He called for my 

mother. 

“Joyce!” 

A hush. 

“Joyce!” 

Radio silence. 

“JOYCE!” 

She hollered back from the laundry 

room: “What?” 

“Adam’s on the phone! Tell him 

about the cat!”

“What about the cat?”

“The ashes! When we’re dead! 

Never mind!” To me: “I told you  

she lost her hearing aid again, 

didn’t I? They have a shrine to her 

at the hearing aid factory. Listen, 

once we’re all dead, mix me, your 

mother, and the cat together. Then 

put us in the lake. Just dump us in 

by the bird feeders.”

My mother entered the room.

“Here comes Seattle Slew. They 

built the Panama Canal in the time it 

takes her to move from one room to 

the other.”

“Why are you yelling? You know  

I can’t hear you from back there.”

“You couldn’t hear me if we were 

Siamese twins locked in a trunk.”

“Don’t give me night-

mares,” she said, picking 

up the other phone.

Me: “So you’re OK 

with the cat, Mom?”

Joyce: “If it makes him 

happy.”

Merv: “Listen, Adam. 

We’ve only been mar-

ried 60 years. If that’s 

not love, everyone can 

go screw themselves.  

I mean, next to us,  

Romeo and Juliet were a couple of 

morons.”

Me: “It’s quite a love story.”

Merv: “I almost had a heart attack 

the first time I laid eyes on your 

mother, she was so beautiful. She’s 

gotta be the kindest human being 

who ever lived.”

Me: “I agree.”

Beat.

Merv: “I told you she bought me 

those Mini-Wheats, right?”

WILL NOT ATTEND, COPYRIGHT © 2014 BY ADAM RESNICK, IS PUBLISHED BY BLUE RIDER PRESS,  

A MEMBER OF PENGUIN GROUP (USA) LLC, PENGUIN.COM.

Adam Resnick is a screenwriter and  

a former staff writer for Late Night with  

David Letterman. 
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SCENE: Me using the Siri app on my 

iPhone.

Me: Siri, call my wife.

Siri: Samantha McLaughlin is not in 

your contacts.

Me: Samantha Gibbs is my wife.

Siri: I’ve added Samantha Gibbs as 

your wife.

Me: Call my wife.

Siri: Which wife?

TAYLOR GIBBS, Vi s a l i a ,  C a l i f o r n i a

MY YOUNG SON ran to me, crying. 

“Daddy, I stubbed my toe,” he 

sobbed.

“Let me kiss it and make it better,” 

I said. “Which toe was it?”

“The one that has no roast beef.”

GARY NEAL, C l e a r w at e r,  F l o r i d a

AH, MARRIAGE. I was standing in 

front of the bathroom mirror one 

evening admiring my reflection, 

Life
IN THESE UNITED STATES

SEEN AT THE SCIENCE FAIR
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when I posed this question to my 

wife of 30 years: “Will you still love 

me when I’m old, fat, and balding?”

She answered, “I do.”

MICHAEL JORDAN, Mo s s  P o i n t ,  Mi s s i s s i p p i

THE WATER I WAS HEATING for 

pasta refused to boil, and if my 

12-year-old son was right, I wasn’t 

helping by constantly checking on it.

“It’s like that old saying,” he said. 

“ ‘A watched website never loads.’ ”

HELEN RUSS, Me d f o rd ,  O r e g o n

WHEN I BOUGHT BEER at the  

grocery store, the clerk asked for  

my birthdate.

I said, “10-3-60.” 

Her next question: “Is that ‘19’ 60?”

DAVID PHENIX, C o l u m b i a ,  S o u t h  C a r o l i n a

A LONG LINE leading to the ladies’ 

room greeted my friend’s wife. Since 

desperate times call for desperate 

measures, my friend took her  

into the empty men’s room, then 

stood guard. When she exited a few 

minutes later, a man waiting his turn 

called out, “I hope you remembered 

to put up the toilet seat.”

RAYMOND V. PACKOUZ, L a k e  O s w e g o,  O r e g o n

MY FRIENDS gave their science- 

loving son a small rocket powered  

by vinegar and baking soda. The boy 

and his friend went outside and 

launched and relaunched the rocket 

until they ran through all the white 

vinegar. Rummaging through the 

SUTF! That’s right, Send Us the Funny—  

it could be worth $100. See page 7 for 

details, or go to rd.com/submit.

MSW?! 

(MOM SAY WHAT?!)

Texting acronyms can stump 

even the best parents:

Mom: Your great-aunt just 

passed away. LOL.

Son: Why is that funny?

Mom: It’s not funny, David! What 

do you mean?

Son: Mom, LOL means Laughing 

Out Loud.

Mom: I thought it meant Lots  

of Love. I have to call everyone 

back. 

Daughter: I got an A in Chemistry.

Mom: WTF!

Daughter: Mom, what do you 

think WTF means?

Mom: Well That’s Fantastic.

Mom: What do IDK, LY & TTYL 

mean?

Son: I don’t know, love you, talk 

to you later.

Mom: OK, I will ask your sister.

 Source: lifebuzz.com

pantry in the kitchen, he discovered 

a bottle of balsamic vinegar. Pulling 

it off the shelf, he told his friend, 

“Let’s break out the good stuff.” 

DEBBIE CAMPBELL, L o u i s v i l l e ,  Ke n t u c k y 
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KATIE CROUCH 

is the 

bestselling 

author of Girls 

in Trucks. Her 

latest novel  

is Abroad.

Joining a community transcends smiles and sweets, 

learns an overly friendly newcomer

Sometimes Casseroles 

Aren’t the Answer

WE LEFT THE CITY in 2012 because there wasn’t another 

option. I had moved into my rent-controlled San Francisco 

apartment eight years earlier—before the 100-pound dog, the 

slightly neurotic and very messy boyfriend, and the miraculous, 

squalling baby. We’d stayed in those tiny rooms for all of it, 

knocking into furniture and one another’s psyches, but it 

wasn’t working. My daughter was three, and we’d gone from 

cozy to crazy.

After much searching, I found a beautiful rental that we 

could sort of afford. The catch: It was in a field in Bolinas,  

California, an hour north of the city, along the winding 

treachery of Route 1. 

Bolinas is a gorgeous, famously strange beach town nestled 

against the Point Reyes seashore. People come from all over  

to surf and slurp down oysters while looking at Mount Tam. 

But! (Isn’t there always a but?) This hamlet hates newcomers.  

Bolinas folks go so far as to religiously take down the sign 

pointing out the nearly invisible turnoff from the highway.  

If you’re an outsider, they really don’t want you there. 

I am from the South—South Carolina, to be exact. This 

means a lot of things, but most relevant is that I must know 

my neighbors, and they must like me. In San Francisco, I  

BY  KATIE  CROUCH  FROM REDBOOK

WORDS OF LASTING INTEREST
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used to host neighborhood potlucks. 

Our informal block association had  

a Facebook page where we posted 

chummy photos. Everyone waved  

a polite hi on the street, and to me, 

that felt like community. 

That first week in Bolinas, I 

trudged up and down our new road 

with baskets of cake and cheap  

Merlot. The reactions were, well, 

terse. Thanks. See you later. When 

the last door didn’t open at all despite 

lights on and voices inside, I left the 

sweets, took the wine, and went 

home to have a couple of glasses by 

myself. Darkness fell. Coyotes howled. 

Oh, God, I thought. What have I 

done?

A few days later, I took my little  

girl to the local preschool. Susan 

Tacherra, the teacher, is a Bolinas  

fixture. Her husband Jim’s family has 

owned the ranch across the street 

from our house for almost 100 years. 

Despite being local royalty, she 

hugged me and asked about the 

move. She was surrounded by happy 

children, brown from the sun. My 

daughter was mesmerized. I felt like 

the clouds had finally broken. 

During those first months, Jim  

and Susan became our life rafts.  

Jim showed us around his lovely, 

ramshackle property and introduced 

us to the chickens and ducks; Susan 

had us over to share their dinner of 
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W O R D S  O F  L A S T I N G  I N T E R E S T   

Shoveling the poop wasn’t great.  

But I had never chased chickens, 

much less at night. I fell in manure 

again and again. Why was this so 

hard? Couldn’t someone else do it?

But … no. No one could. The 

Tacherra family was overwhelmed by 

other farmwork. Susan was running 

the school. It was down 

to their neighbors.

This is what the sign 

stealing is about. It’s 

not that the locals don’t 

want new people; they 

just want people who 

will work a little to be 

here. Bolinas is not  

a cookies-will-solve- 

everything place. We 

are isolated, and we get 

sick and there’s no hos-

pital, and there are wild animals and 

storms, and sometimes metal beams 

fall on our feet. When that happens 

here, there is no one else but your 

neighbors. It’s a new way to consider 

what being a community means. 

I am still an overly friendly neigh-

bor. I still cheerfully suggest potlucks, 

which have yet to happen. But now 

Bolinas has opened up to me. I have 

a few in-case-of-emergency numbers 

scrawled on a piece of yellow paper. 

We don’t have to post pictures in  

an online community to be one in 

real life. You’ll need help someday, 

and so will I. I’m here, so call. You 

can count on me.

When tough 

times happen  

in a place like 

this, there is  

no one else but 

your neighbors. 

meat loaf made from cows they’d 

raised. The Tacherras were so nice to 

us, we started to forget our loneliness. 

Then one day when I dropped off 

my daughter, I was surprised to see 

Susan looking distraught. Jim had 

dropped a 20-foot-long metal beam 

on his leg while repairing a fence. 

His ankle was shattered 

in two, and his doctor 

had ordered him not  

to walk for months. 

What could we do to 

help? My first thought 

was a casserole. But 

this was a farm. Jim and 

Susan depend on sell-

ing eggs to make their 

bills. Without hands  

to help, their income 

would be almost  

nonexistent. 

“OK. What do you really need?”  

I asked Susan. 

“Help with the chickens,” Susan 

said. “Can you take a shift?”

Well, sure. Didn’t I like chickens? 

The answer, in practice: no. They are 

mean. And dirty. And fast. Have you 

ever been in a yard with 500 chickens 

and 150 ducks? It sounds as if you’ve 

walked naked into one of the Baptist 

church picnics of my youth. The 

squabbling! The pecking!

My job was to gather the eggs from 

the angry momma chickens and  

then, at night, to herd them into pens. 

The egg gathering was fine, if feathery. 

COPYRIGHT © 2014 BY KATIE CROUCH, REDBOOK (SEPTEMBER 2014), HEARST COMMUNICATIONS, INC., REDBOOKMAG.COM.
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Mirror Image

I n mythology, humans 

had four arms, four 

legs, and two faces. 

Fearing them, Zeus split 

them into two, forcing 

an eternal search for 

their other half. Zeus 

failed. When my (now) 

husband arrived at my 

house for our first date, I opened the 

door to my other half, dressed exactly 

like me, head to toe: aviator Ray-Bans, 

Levis, Timberland boots, the same 

yellow ski jacket. After our amazed 

laughter, he said, “One of us has to 

change.” I changed my clothes but 

not my mind. I knew we’d be together 

forever.  ELANA PATE, Pa l m  B a y ,  F l o r i d a

My Shining Light 

I volunteered at Ground Zero after 

hometown firefighters responded 

but never returned. Lt. Timothy  

Higgins was one of them. I felt  

Timmy’s presence during dark  

moments, guiding me along every 

path. Working in sight of the burning 

piles, I met a fire marshal named 

Steve. I told him I was from Freeport. 

Steve said he’d been a firefighter 

with a guy from Freeport. I asked, 

“Who?” He replied, “Tim Higgins.”  

I followed this path 

and married Steve 

in 2005. I think of 

Tim every day. He 

must have been a 

shining light. Certainly, 

he was my beacon. 

DEBORAH KAHN SCHRECK,  

S a y v i l l e ,  Ne w  Yo r k 

Destiny at the Dentist

H aving just cemented a new 

bridge, my dental-assistant 

mother said to her patient, “Your girl-

friend’s going to love your new teeth.” 

He replied, “I’m between girlfriends 

right now.” She said, “Don’t go any-

where. I have two daughters, Kathy 

and Vicky. Let me get their pictures 

from my wallet.” Dan was still reclined 

in the dental chair with his bib on  

and wasn’t going anywhere. Rushing 

back, she showed him her daughters’  

photos, saying, “Here is our phone 

number. Give Kathy a call—she’s  

the older one.” He called, and we’ve 

been happily married for 39 years. 

Thanks, Mom! KATHLEEN CURRAN, 

C a ny o n  C o u n t r y ,  C a l i f o r n i a

Your True Stories
IN 100 WORDS

To read more 100-word stories and to 

submit your own, go to rd.com/stories.  

If your story is selected for publication in 

the magazine, we’ll pay you $100.
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student, the employee reported that 

“the deaf/hard-of-hearing individual 

can be successful as both a nursing 

student and a nurse.” Wells, then in 

her mid-20s, was accepted into the 

ASN program in fall 2007. She had an 

American Sign Language (ASL) inter-

preter with her in class, in pre- and 

post-clinical conferences, and for a 

week of rotations with real patients. 

She was also given special equip-

ment, like an amplified stethoscope. 

On January 22, however, just  

before the spring 2008 semester be-

gan, Wells received a letter from the 

school, dismissing her from the pro-

gram. The college asserted that her 

“hearing loss would substantially 

JESSICA WELLS had always 

wanted to be a nurse. In 2006, she  

applied to the Associate Science of 

Nursing (ASN) program at Cox College 

in Springfield, Missouri. Unfortu-

nately, her GPA wasn’t high enough  

to make the cut, so she enrolled as a 

general education student, hoping to 

improve her grades. Wells, who is 

deaf, flourished, thanks in part to the  

accommodations that the college 

provided to her, such as volunteer 

note takers and interpreters who  

accompanied her to class. 

After college administrators asked 

an employee to shadow Wells to  

determine how a hearing-impaired 

person would fare as a nursing  

Can a school deem a 

hearing-impaired person 

unfit to care for patients? 

➸

The Case  
Of the Deaf 
Nursing 
Student
BY  VICKI  GLEMBOCKI

YOU BE THE JUDGE

ILLUSTRATION BY NOMA BAR
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YOU  B E  T H E  JUD G E   

“She’d done just fine in her clinical 

training,” says Wells’s attorney, Rita 

Sanders. “The school’s decision had 

no grounds.” 

The college replied, arguing that 

the need to have interpreters in the 

clinical setting posed a “direct threat 

to the health or safety” of patients. 

Did Cox College discriminate 

against a deaf student by dismissing 

her from its nursing program?  

You be the judge. 

limit (and in some cases completely 

limit) Wells’s ability to safely perform 

clinical rotations.”

On January 21, 2009, Wells filed  

a petition in the Circuit Court of 

Greene County. She claimed that her 

dismissal from the program violated 

the Americans with Disabilities Act 

(ADA) because the school “fail[ed]  

to provide Plaintiff with reasonable 

accommodations so that she could 

participate in its nursing program 

despite her disability.”

THE VERDICT

Cox College filed a motion for summary judgment, and the circuit court 

judge ruled in the school’s favor, basically tossing out the case. Wells  

appealed in the Missouri Southern District Court of Appeals. “The college had 

to prove that Jessica wasn’t able to do the job with the appropriate accom-

modations,” says Sanders. “They didn’t show that.” She also argued that the 

college had not provided any evidence that Wells’s accommodations were 

a “direct threat” to patients. In fact, the appeals court found that Cox had 

actually proved the opposite to be true: “Her successful completion of the 

first semester while using an ASL interpreter during her clinical rotations 

proved the absence of any such threat.” The appeals court reversed the 

lower court’s ruling, then sent the case back to the circuit court for trial. 

In August 2013, after five days in court, the jury ruled in favor of Wells 

and awarded her $50,000 for a violation of the ADA. In a statement to the 

press, the president of Cox College, Lance Ratcliff, explained that “if, in Cox 

College’s reasonable judgment, the physical standards cannot be met with 

or without a reasonable accommodation, patient safety can be seriously 

compromised … [P]atient safety is always our number one priority.” Wells 

is currently enrolled at Missouri State University and is still considering a 

degree in nursing. 

Agree? Disagree? Sound off at rd.com/judge.
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Guaranteed

That’s something even cats fi nd amazing.
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There’s one thing I’m  

sure about. An opening  

line should invite the reader  

to begin the story. It should say:  

Listen. Come in here. You want  

to know more about this.  From the Atlantic 

From a very early age, I wanted  

to be scared. [I think that] I 

wanted an emotional engagement 

with something that was safe,  

something I could pull back from.

From Fresh Air

When I was a kid, I believed  

everything I was told,  

everything I read, and every dispatch 

sent out by my own overheated  

imagination. This made for more 

CHOICE WORDS

than a few sleepless nights, but it 

also filled the world … with colors 

and textures I would not have traded 

for a lifetime of restful nights. 
From Nightmares & Dreamscapes (Pocket Books)

What are we afraid of, as  

humans? Chaos. The  

outsider ... We’re terrified of disrup-

tion. We’re afraid that somebody’s 

going to steal our mushrooms in the 

checkout line. From Paris Review 

Stephen 

King

A curated  

chat with the 

irrepressible 

thriller master
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Even bad guys (most of them,  

anyway) see themselves as 

good—they are the heroes of their 

own lives. Giving them a fair chance 

as characters can create some inter-

esting shades of gray—and shades  

of gray are also a part of life.  
From Writer’s Digest

I do feel a little bit like Walt Disney’s 

evil twin! After all, I’m the guy 

who invented the clown that eats 

children … [But] Disney had his 

Stephen King side—he was the guy 

who gave us the forest fire [in] 

Bambi. And there’s the Evil Queen 

in Snow White.  From Sunday Morning

I choose to believe in God because  

it makes things better. You have a 

meditation point, a source of strength. 

I don’t ask myself, “Well, does God  

exist, or does God not exist?” I choose 

to believe that God exists. From Rolling Stone

I give because it’s the only concrete 

way I have of saying that I’m  

glad to be alive and that I can earn 

my daily bread doing what I love. 

Giving … [puts our focus] back  

where it belongs—on the lives we 

lead, the families we raise, the  

communities which nurture us.
From a commencement address at Vassar College

No kid in high school feels as 

though they fit in. The smartest 

thing that I ever heard anybody ... 

say about high school was that  

“if you look back upon that as the 

happiest time of your life, I don’t 

want to know you.” From Nightline 

I take a book almost everywhere. 

Books are the perfect entertain-

ment: no commercials, no batteries, 

hours of enjoyment for each dollar 

spent. What I wonder is why every-

body doesn’t carry a book around for 

those inevitable dead spots in life.
From Entertainment Weekly

Of all the places in the United 

States, God touches Maine first 

with sunlight every day. Some people 

think it’s so we’ll get up early. I think 

it’s because he likes us best.
From a commencement address at the University of Maine

You know, sometimes people say to me, “Why do  

you choose to write that creepy stuff?” And I usually say, 

“What makes you think I have a choice?” 

FROM NEW YORK TIMES MAGAZINE 

http://rd.com
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Lucky & 
Maureen Cole
OCHOPEE ,  FLORIDA

Lucky: “People  

often ask me when  

I first knew I was in 

love with Maureen, 

and I tell them I’ve 

always been in love 

with Maureen—it 

just took me over 

30 years to find her.”

FACES
OF AMERICA

BY  GLENN  GLASSER



Bring the Family Back 
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Go online today
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and Get Inspired!
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FINISH THIS SENTENCE

Chula Vista, CA

Meridian, ID

San Diego, CA

…no one.
I am happy to just  

be myself!

ROSALIE MARTINEZ

…my autistic 
child, 

just to see the world 

through his eyes.

RITA ALLEE

…my grandma’s next-door

neighbor
 so I could knock on 

Grandma’s door and invite 

her to tea.

LINDSAY SIMPSON

For one day, I would  

� Go to facebook.com/readersdigest 

for the chance to finish the next sentence.

…Bill Gates, 
to make a  

difference in education  

in Meridian, Idaho.

MARIE EDWARDS

…Hugh 
Hefner. 

I love women, and  

pajamas are  

comfortable and fun!

DANNY WOOD
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Union, IA

Dayton, OH

Saraland, AL

Mayodan, NC

Tallapoosa, GA

Canton, MS

San Marcos, TX

Carroll, IA

New York, NY

…my husband, 
to see just how it is to live  

with me. I know I would learn  

a lot of ways to improve!

LINDA LINDY

…the Reverend

Billy 
Graham

 so I can feel his faith!

DANA GOOD

…my heart 
donor. 

I would love to know  

what he or she was like.

ALETA WHITTEN

…a blonde, 
to see if they really  

do have more fun.

ANGELA KILGORE

  like to trade places with…

…an eagle 
so I can have a bird’s-eye 

view of the world.

RAY BROOKS

…my staff 
so they can see  

it’s not so easy  

being in charge.

CHERYL ALBRECHT

…Paris Hilton 
so I could do good things for the 

poor with all the money she has.

NANCI CROCKER
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Disease Study 2 (AREDS2) randomized clinical trial. JAMA. 2013 May 15;309(19):2005-15. National Eye Institute website: http://www.nei.nih.gov/areds2/ 
Accessed October 2013 ©Bausch & Lomb Incorporated ®/TM are trademarks of Bausch & Lomb Incorporated or its affi liates. AREDS2 is a registered 
trademark of the United States Department of Health and Human Services (HHS). US/PV2/14/0030b.
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MUSICOLOGISTS ESTIMATE that for 

every hour of music listening in the 

typical person’s lifetime, 54 minutes 

are spent with songs we’ve already 

heard. Forget the next big thing. We’re 

all suckers for the last big thing.

DEREK THOMPSON,  

e d i t o r,  in the Atlantic

MOST AMERICANS—84 percent—saw 

science as a positive force in society. 

Yet … all age-groups had a rather 

flimsy grasp of simple scientific  

concepts, even those taught in most 

public high schools, such as gravity  

or the structure of the atom.

PRIYAMVADA NATARAJAN, PHD,  

a s t r o n o my  a n d  p hy s i c s  p r o f e s s o r,  

in the New York Review of Books, on a 2009 poll

START-UPS that addressed eye prob-

lems drew $848.9 million [in 2013], 

making eyes the organ that was most at-

tractive to venture capital in [that year].

Points to Ponder

� Think up! Sign up for a daily Points to 

Ponder e-mail at rd.com/ptp.

The stupidest argument to  
have with somebody is when 
you tell them what to like. How 
can somebody argue with  
you about what you like? “Hot 
sauce? How can you like hot 
sauce?” Hey, it’s my mouth.

ANDRÉ BENJAMIN, a c t o r  a n d  m u s i c i a n ,  in Esquire

BRIAN GORMLEY,  

r e p o r t e r,  in the Wall Street Journal

SIT IN ANY AIRPORT LOUNGE and 

look around at the number of people 

who are hunched over, looking at  

a device. The machines have already 

won—just in a way that the  

Terminator films didn’t imagine.

JAMES CAMERON,  

d i r e c t o r,  in Fast Company

THERE ARE 12 presidents in Africa 

who credit a Peace Corps volunteer 

with starting them on the path to the 

presidency.

CARRIE HESSLER-RADELET,  

d i r e c t o r  o f  t h e  P e a c e  C o r p s ,  in the Rotarian
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ALL HAPPY COMPANIES are different: 

Each one earns a monopoly by  

solving a unique problem. All failed 

companies are the same: They failed 

to escape competition.

PETER THIEL,  

Pa y Pa l  c o f o u n d e r,  in his book Zero to One

CHILDREN ESPECIALLY need  

solitude. Solitude is the precondition 

for having a conversation with your-

self. This capacity to be with yourself 

and discover yourself is the bedrock 

of development.

SHERRY TURKLE, PHD,  

s o c i o l o g i s t ,  in Scientific American

All I ever wanted since I arrived 
here on earth was the same 
things I needed as a baby,  
to go from cold to warm, lonely 
to held, the vessel to the giver, 
empty to full. 

ANNE LAMOTT, author, in her book Small Victories

WE HAVE SOUGHT scapegoats [for 

mass shootings] in minority cultures, 

racial groups, and now the mentally 

ill. When we are ready to accept that 

the demon is within us all, we can 

begin to treat the cycle of anger and 

suffering.

LAURA L. HAYES, PHD,  

p s y c h o l o g i s t ,  on slate.com

WHAT WE DO ONLINE [and] who  

we follow … will say more about  

us than we could ever think to tell 

our shrinks. Today, Freud would be 

a big data analyst, consuming all  

we post online as a proxy for our 

dreams.

MARK CUBAN, 

e n t r e p r e n e u r  a n d  i n v e s t o r,  on cnn.com

Politicians aren’t the only ones with 
the power to declare a crisis … 
Regular people can too. Slavery 
wasn’t a crisis for American elites 
until abolitionism turned it into one 
… Sex discrimination wasn’t a crisis 
until feminism turned it into one.

NAOMI KLEIN, j o u r n a l i s t , in her book This Changes Everything
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of LIVINGART

These 22 folks—including 

bestselling authors, cutting-edge 

entrepreneurs, humanitarians, 

educators, entertainers, and  

doctors—answered the question 

“What’s the best advice you ever 

received?” Here, insights that 

will change the way you work, 

love, and play. 

The Best

Advice  

I Ever Got

BY  LAUREN  GELMAN

PHOTOGRAPHS BY YASU+JUNKO

➸

The nation’s  

most interesting  

and accomplished 

people share words 

of wisdom that 

changed their lives 

http://rd.com
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T H E  B E S T  A D V I C E  I  E V E R  G O T   

“No, I mean exactly what I said. No 

matter how the world is treating you, 

if you are caring, loving, and kind in 

the way you treat the world, your 

journey will be easier.”  PAUL WILLIAMS, 

a w a rd –w i n n i n g  c o m p o s e r,  c o au t h o r  o f  

G ra t i t u d e  &  T r u s t

  ON UNCERTAINTY

My parents and I were living in a  

refugee settlement in Vienna after we 

left the former Soviet Union. Every-

thing was uncertain, scary, and pretty 

terrible. This didn’t stop my dad from 

announcing one day that we were  

going to visit the opera house in  

Vienna. I thought playing tourists  

was ridiculous—we had no money, 

no citizenship, and no home. “We 

don’t know if we’ll ever be back here 

again,” my dad said. “Life is short. It’s 

stupid to sit here and wallow in our 

troubles.” Now I realize … he’s right. 

NATALY KOGAN,  

c o f o u n d e r  a n d  C E O  o f  Ha p p i e r,  In c .

  ON ASSUMPTIONS

I grew up in the northern Himalayan 

region of Kashmir. My grandfather 

would take all his grandkids for walks 

in his apple orchards, where he 

would pick apples that had been 

tasted by a bird and carve off the  

opposite side to give to us. I once 

asked, “Why would you not offer the 

ripe-looking apple untouched by the 

bird?” I felt he was such a miser that 

he wanted to sell the “good” apples 

instead of feed them to his grandkids. 

  ON CONFRONTATION

When I was maybe six, I saw  

a photograph in a magazine of a 

young woman holding a bouquet of 

flowers up to a police officer who was 

pointing a gun at her—it was a 1970s  

image from an antiwar protest. Terri-

bly intrigued by the contradiction  

depicted in that photo, I asked my 

mother about it. She explained that 

the woman was trying to win over  

the officer with kindness. Her exact 

words: “Zap them back with super 

love.” I’ve thought of that phrase 

many times over the years in trying 

moments. I’ve never regretted zap-

ping anyone back with super love.

CHERYL STRAYED,  

au t h o r  o f  Wi l d ,  Ti ny  B e a u t i f u l  

Th i n g s ,  a n d  To r c h ,  i n  L i b ra r y  Jo u r n a l 

  ON WINNING

“You don’t want to win the argument. 

You want to get your way.” It was 

from the late Rae Wolf McKenna,  

my first mother-in-law. I have found 

it popping into my head in many 

tense situations over the years, to 

great effect. PAUL STEIGER, 

f o r m e r  m a n a g i n g  e d i t o r  o f  

Th e  Wa l l  S t r e e t  Jo u r n a l 

  ON CARING

Twenty-four years ago, when I quit 

drinking, an old-timer in recovery 

asked, “How are you treating the 

world today, Paulie?” I responded, 

“Don’t you mean ‘How’s the world 

treating me?’ ” He answered quickly. 

http://rd.com
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He rolled his hand over my head  

affectionately. “The bird would only 

eat one that is sweet, so I pick the 

best for you,” he said. “Never assume; 

always ask.” This is my mantra in my 

personal and professional life.

KHURSHID A. GURU, MD,  

d i r e c t o r  o f  r o b o t i c  s u r g e r y  at  R o s w e l l  Pa r k 

C a n c e r  In s t i t u t e  i n  B u f f a l o,  Ne w  Yo r k

  ON LISTENING

From a very young age, my parents 

taught me the most important  

lesson of my whole life: Listen to  

everybody before you make up your 

own mind. When you listen, you 

learn. You absorb like a sponge. 

Your life becomes so much better 

than when you are just trying to be 

listened to all the time.

STEVEN SPIELBERG,  

f i l m  d i r e c t o r  a n d  p r o d u c e r,  

i n  G o o d  Ho u s e ke e p i n g  

  ON BURNOUT

“You can always do more. But if you 

do too much, they won’t get your 

best.” My college roommate’s father,  

a third-grade teacher, told me this 

during my first year of teaching. I was 

staying late every night and getting 

burned out. He helped me accept 

that I couldn’t chase down every les-

son idea or write sentences of expla-

nation for each error. It gave me the 

freedom to focus on interaction with 

kids. That’s made all the difference.

SEAN MCCOMB,  

2 0 1 4  Nat i o n a l  Te a c h e r  o f  t h e  Ye a r

  ON TIME MANAGEMENT

I once interviewed a woman named  

Theresa Daytner, who owns a con-

struction company and has six kids, 

including twins. She told me that  

she never tells herself, “I don’t have 

time.” Instead she says, “It’s not a  

priority.” I could say I don’t have 

time to make handmade valentines 

for all my children’s classmates, but 

if you offered me $100,000, I’d do it 

quickly. Since that’s not going to 

happen, I can acknowledge that this 

is a matter of priority, not time. 

LAURA VANDERKAM,  

au t h o r  o f  Mo s a i c  ( 2 0 1 5 )  a n d  1 6 8  Ho u r s 
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whose husband, John, died from  

Alzheimer’s after battling the disease 

for nearly two decades—has left me 

an indelible memory. GREG O’BRIEN, 

j o u r n a l i s t  a n d  au t h o r  o f  

O n  P l u t o :  In s i d e  t h e  Mi n d  o f  A l z h e i m e r ’s

  ON BEING TOLD “NO”

I wasn’t diagnosed with dyslexia until 

my mid-30s. Long days and nights  

in the library in college produced a 

collection of C’s. Twelve of 13 medical 

schools rejected me. I was told that  

I was the least talented person in  

my residency and advised not to go 

into cardiac surgery. Time and again, 

I was told, “Don’t do it.” But some-

times the best advice is that which 

you don’t take. Instead of listening to 

people who told me to quit, I heeded 

the quote that sits on a small placard 

on my desk: “What can be conceived 

can be created.” I discovered only  

recently that it was from a 1980s-era 

car advertisement. That’s OK, though, 

because it reminds me that dreams 

should be lofty.  TOBY COSGROVE, MD,

C E O  o f  C l e v e l a n d  C l i n i c

  ON OLD FRIENDS

One night I called my longtime 

friend Lydia to escape from moun-

tains of paperwork and errands. She 

said, “Don’t you remember what you 

always used to say? ‘When I die, I 

don’t want people standing around 

my grave saying, “Ohhh, she kept a 

perfect house.” You wanted them to 

say, “Wow, she was a Woman of the 

  ON CONNECTING

Years ago, I shared the stage with my 

hero Zig Ziglar. Before we went on 

(there were 20,000 people in the 

crowd, and I was in way over my 

head), I asked, “How do you work 

with people who aren’t connected? 

How do you get through to those 

who don’t really want to be there?”

What he said changed the way I do 

everything: “Instead of distracting 

yourself by focusing on folks who are 

unwilling and unhappy, give your 

energy to people who came to hear 

what you had to say.” What I learned: 

Shun nonbelievers. Ignore critics.  

Do your best for people who want  

to dance with you.  SETH GODIN, 

b e s t s e l l i n g  au t h o r  a n d  p u b l i c  s p e a k e r

  ON TENACITY

On a wicker chair in a corner of my 

Cape Cod office is a profile I wrote 

about a former Phoenix Superior 

Court judge, who mentored me in 

the late ’70s in the art of court  

reporting. As she rose through the 

judicial ranks, the judge instructed 

me to keep asking questions. Perse-

vere, she counseled me. “Keep at it 

until you get the answers!” Little did 

I know how this training would sus-

tain me in times of great challenge. 

Today, as I fight the demons of early-

onset Alzheimer’s disease, I still  

follow the sage advice of my mentor, 

Sandra Day O’Connor, who became 

the first woman justice of the U.S. 

Supreme Court. Justice O’Connor—

http://rd.com
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my best friend I was born HIV posi-

tive. Classmates called me names 

and left mean notes on my locker. I 

was told to ignore my bullies, which 

I’d done. But as one of the center’s 

counselors explained, sometimes 

you think you’re ignoring hurtful be-

havior when you’re just pretending. 

“Were you hurt, Paige?” the  

counselor asked. Yes. I’d been hurt 

again and again. It was terrifying to 

admit; would acknowledging that 

mean my bullies had won? No. It  

allowed me to move on. Admitting  

I was hurt was the only thing that 

freed me from the pain. PAIGE RAWL, 

H I V / A I D S  a n d  a n t i b u l l y i n g  a c t i v i s t  

a n d  au t h o r  o f  P o s i t i v e

  ON LOVING

I met one woman in Georgia who 

has been married to her husband for 

over 60 years. After being asked for 

her best relationship advice, she 

paused and then said, “Don’t be afraid 

to be the one who loves the most.”

NATE BAGLEY,  

c r e at o r  o f  Th e  L o v e u m e n t a r y ,  a  s t u d y  o f 

t h e  1 0 0 -p l u s  g r e at e s t  l o v e  s t o r i e s  i n 

Am e r i c a ,  o n  b u s i n e s s i n s i d e r. c o m

 
  ON EXPERTISE

Several years ago, I was at a lecture 

by a brilliant speaker, Nido Qubein, 

who said, “If you’re in the presence 

of a true expert, you will understand 

everything they say. If you don’t  

understand what someone is saying, 

they are not an expert.” Often when 

World.”’” I didn’t remember that until 

my friend reminded me. I was struck 

by how relationships connect us to  

a part of ourselves we’ve long forgot-

ten. They remind us who we really 

are, rather than the person that years 

of responsibilities have us thinking 

we should be. MARY C. BOUNDS, 

j o u r n a l i s t  a n d  au t h o r  o f  

A  L i g h t  S h i n e s  i n  Ha r l e m

 

  ON TIMING

When I graduated high school in 

1980, I set a goal to be on Johnny 

Carson’s The Tonight Show within 

ten years. Through early 1990, I audi-

tioned eight times and was turned 

away at each. Only after my ninth 

turn—two months before my tenth 

high school reunion—did I appear 

on Carson for the first time. During 

those years, Jim McCawley, Carson’s 

talent booker, kept saying something 

that was incredibly frustrating, but 

which I later would fully appreciate: 

“When performing for Johnny  

Carson, it’s better to be five years late 

than one day early.” It’s not being at 

the right place at the right time but 

rather about being prepared when 

the time arrives. JEFF DUNHAM, 

v e n t r i l o q u i s t  a n d  s t a n d - u p  c o m e d i a n

  ON PAIN

“Pretending and ignoring are two 

different things.” I was 15 when I 

heard this, checked in to a stress 

center after swallowing a potentially 

lethal dose of sleeping pills. I’d told 

http://rd.com
http://businessinsider.com
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we don’t understand what someone 

who is claiming to be an expert is 

saying, we tend to blame ourselves. 

Now my filters are simple. I cut  

people off if they don’t make sense. 

JULIE MORGENSTERN, 

p r o f e s s i o n a l  o r g a n i z e r

  ON MOTIVATION

My mother and I were riding a  

trolley on a Saturday morning in 

West Philadelphia. I told her how 

much my first-grade teacher Miss 

Invernessy loved me, boasting that I 

was the teacher’s pet. I didn’t know 

that Miss Invernessy’s own mother 

was riding behind us. She heard  

everything. On Monday, Miss  

Invernessy kept me after class. After 

she told me, to my total humiliation, 

what her mother had overheard, I 

expected her to scold me for my hu-

bris. She said, “The important thing 

is that you work for yourself, not for 

my approval. If you feel that doing 

well matters to you, you become 

your most loyal fan as well as your 

most severe critic.” JUDITH RODIN, PHD, 

p r e s i d e n t  o f  t h e  R o c k e f e l l e r  Fo u n d at i o n  o n 

t h e  R o c k B l o g ,  r o c k e f e l l e r f o u n d at i o n . o r g  

  ON YOUR CIRCLE

“You’re the average of the five people 

you associate with the most.” A  

wrestling coach told this to me in 

high school. I’ve never forgotten it. 

TIM FERRISS, 

au t h o r  o f  Th e  4 - Ho u r  Wo rkw e e k ,  o n 

b u s i n e s s i n s i d e r. c o m 

  ON GRIT

My seventh-grade football team had 

just been soundly trounced. Our  

opponent was a bunch of ragtag kids 

from an Oklahoma City Salvation 

Army shelter. Their helmets didn’t 

match. Some wore jeans. The kid 

across from me had put his number 

on his shirt in masking tape. But 

when we snapped the ball, that kid  

hit me so hard, my left shoulder still 

hurts when it rains. After the game, 

my dad told me, “Boy, you just got  

a lesson in the power of desire. The  

difference between winners and  

losers is that winners do things that 

losers just don’t want to do.” If I want 

something bad enough, I better be 

willing to work however hard is  

required. If not, a boy with a taped-on 

number might take it away. 

PHIL MCGRAW, PHD,  

h o s t  o f  t h e  t e l e v i s i o n  s h o w  D r.  P h i l

 

 ON RAISING CHILDREN

Hours after our first child was born,  

a nun at the hospital handed my  

husband a typed poem: 

“Be careful where you go, 

young man, 

Be careful what you do.

Two little eyes are watching 

you now—

Two little feet will be 

following you.” 

It’s easy to overlook that those  

little eyes soak up things you might 

not be aware you’re transmitting. 

Like how family members treat  

http://rd.com
http://rockefellerfoundation.org
http://businessinsider.com
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one another. How often please  

and thank you punctuate the day. 

Whether you come to a full stop at  

a stop sign. The kids might look 

oblivious, but they’re watching. 

PAULA SPENCER, 

j o u r n a l i s t  a n d  au t h o r  o f  Mo m f i d e n c e ! , 

i n  Wo m a n ’s  D ay

  ON FUN

I had three children while I was 

earning my PhD at Harvard. When I 

met with a therapist, one of the first 

things she asked was, “When was 

the last time you read a book for 

fun?” That day, schlepping my pre-

schoolers through the grocery store, 

I picked up a copy of Jurassic Park.  

I read all night. That question  

became a pivotal part of my career 

as a coach and self-help author.  

Inject fun into any joyless portion of 

your life. Everything can change.

MARTHA BECK, PHD, 

s o c i o l o g i s t ,  l i f e  c o a c h ,  a n d  au t h o r

 ON CONTRIBUTING

My no-nonsense mother used to  

say, “Make yourself useful.” It referred 

to clearing the table or taking out  

the trash. But as my ability to  

be useful expanded, so did the  

opportunities. Add something to  

a meeting, a party, or a project.  

Being useful is so widely applicable 

and enormously satisfying. 

KELLY CORRIGAN,  

au t h o r  o f  G l i tt e r  &  G l u e  a n d  

Th e  Mi d d l e  P l a c e

http://www.mycardioviva.com
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What It’s Like ... 
To Be a Chocolate Taster

It’s Not As Sweet As  
You Think
People’s faces light up when I say I 

taste chocolate for a living, but it’s 

not always delicious. I also have to 

taste defective chocolate, which 

might have a bitter or burned flavor. 

I’m usually in a small room, not al-

lowed to talk, and parked in front of 

a computer to log information. 

Sometimes the room has red lighting 

to disguise the appearance of the 

chocolate, so I can evaluate it only by 

taste, not appearance. 

I Don’t Eat; I “Taste”
I can sample as many as 30 choco-

lates per day, so to keep my palate  

BY  ORIETTA  GIANJORIO AS TOLD TO KELSEY KLOSS

FOOD

Ethel and Lucy taste more 

chocolate than they bargained 

for at a candy factory. 

http://rd.com
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vibrant, I spit the sweets back out. 

That’s another not-so-glamorous  

part of the job (although it does  

help make weight gain a nonissue!).  

Between samples, I wait 30 seconds 

to let my senses rest, and I chew half 

an unsalted cracker and drink plain 

warm water (carbonated water and 

ice water numb your senses). 

There’s Real Skill Involved
First I smell the chocolate and log its 

aroma. I also listen: If chocolate 

doesn’t sound crisp when broken, it 

may be a sign it’s old or was improp-

erly stored. Then I place a one-inch 

cube in my mouth and leave it there 

for a few seconds. I press it against 

my palate and let it melt, recording 

the four basic tastes—sweet, sour, 

bitter, and salty. Then I blow out 

short puffs of air through my nose. 

Certain scent receptors in the back 

of our heads are stimulated by  

oxygen (they allow us to smell  

food even when we chew). Exhaling 

sharply can bring out aromas like 

berry, mushroom, black licorice,  

tea, citrus, beeswax, toast, cinna-

mon, and savory spices that are 

sometimes too subtle for the nose  

to catch. I log these attributes, too, 

along with the texture. 

I Still Eat Chocolate Just  
For Pleasure ...
… but not nearly as much. I abso-

lutely love chocolate. The entire  

bottom part of my refrigerator is 

filled with chocolate from different 

parts of the world. I keep it in a  

plastic bag with a paper towel,  

which absorbs just enough humidity 

to keep it fresh. My favorite types  

are very high in cocoa (Ghirardelli 

has great options). But I haven’t 

gone to that stack as much as I did 

before I started tasting chocolate 

professionally.

How to Taste like a Pro 
Many people don’t take enough 

time to appreciate the taste of even 

a small piece of chocolate. Some of 

the worst “chocolates” I’ve tasted 

are popular vending machine bars—

they’re mostly sugar, not chocolate! 

A key sign of high-quality chocolate: 

The first ingredient listed is cocoa. 

But if I give you a 100 percent cocoa 

chocolate bar, you’ll probably push 

it away because you’re not used to 

it. Many American foods are overly 

salty or sweet, which can create an 

unbalanced palate. To retrain your 

taste buds to enjoy better quality 

chocolate, try simple kinds that 

aren’t filled with nuts, vanilla, or 

caramel. As a taster, I want to help 

others do what I do: to look at food 

with curiosity and love and to  

notice colors, aromas, and flavors. 

Then you’ll know good quality. 

Orietta Gianjorio, a chocolate taster for 

the Mars Chocolate-UC Davis Chocolate 

Panel, is also a sommelier and food writer 

in Northern California.

http://rd.com
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3 Survival 
Tools Hiding 
In Your House

■ TUNA-CAN EMERGENCY LIGHT

A power outage left you in the dark, 

and the batteries in your flashlight 

are dead. Quick fix: Stab a small 

hole in the top of a can of oil-

packed tuna, and roll a two-by-five-

inch piece of newspaper into a 

wick. Shove the wick into the hole, 

leaving a half inch exposed. Wait  

a moment for the wick to absorb  

the oil, then light with a match. 

“Your new oil lamp will burn for  

almost two hours,” says Creek  

Stewart, owner of the Willow Haven 

Outdoor School for Survival and 

Preparedness. “And the tuna will 

still be good to eat afterward.”

■ BRA-CUP DEBRIS MASK

If a fire breaks out and air gets 

smoky, cover your face with a bra 

cup to keep harmful particles from 

entering your lungs, says Stewart. 

Most cups are sized perfectly to 

cover the nose and mouth, and you 

can tie the bra straps around your 

head for hands-free use. Once your 

DIY mask is in place, quickly move  

to safety.

■ LIP-BALM SPACE HEATER

Snowed into your car without any 

heat? “It may surprise you to learn 

that a candle can actually raise the 

temperature of a small space a few 

lifesaving degrees,” Stewart says. 

Take the cotton string from a tam-

pon, and using a paper clip, stick it 

into a tube of lip balm, which con-

tains wax that will make your hand-

made wick burn steadily. Light the 

end, and you’ll get an instant candle 

that can burn for hours. Keep the 

plastic tube from catching fire by 

slowly twisting out the lip balm as 

the wick burns down.

BY  TYLER  MOSS FROM OUTSIDE

HOME

OUTSIDE (APRIL 2014), COPYRIGHT © 2014 BY MARIAH MEDIA NETWORK, LLC, OUTSIDEONLINE.COM.

PHOTOGRAPH BY YASU+JUNKO
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The adventures of a courageous wolf 

pup unfold in Lane Franks’ new Christian 

children’s book, 

The Adventures and Life Lessons of 
Wolfy. 

While playing with his friends, Hoppy and 

Tweeter, Wolfy notices a diamondback 

snake waiting to strike Hoppy.  Just as the 

snake goes to bite him, Wolfy leaps out in 

front and sacrifices himself for his friend.

Will Wolfy recover? Find out in this      

delightful new book that teaches 

Christian morals to young readers.

To order, call 1-888-232-4444 or visit www.traff ord.com

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

THE ADVENTURES AND LIFE 

LESSONS OF WOLFY

LANE FRANKS

978-1-4907-2843-8 | Paperback | $15.25  

978-1-4907-2844-5 | E-book | $3.99 

http://www.trafford.com
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Scents from Fun Stores

COZY Like Yankee Candle

Create your own stove-top potpourri 

with a quartered orange, cranberries, 

cloves, and cinnamon sticks in a pot 

full of water. Simmer on low. Replace 

water as needed.

CLASSY Like Williams-Sonoma

To create a fresh, clean scent, let two 

cups of water come to a boil with  

a sprig of rosemary, vanilla extract, 

and the juice from half a lemon. Toss 

in the rind, too—it’ll add zest and 

look pretty.

SWEET Like the Body Shop

Add orange slices, fresh ginger, 

and a spoonful of almond  

extract to a pot; cover with water, 

bring to a boil, and then simmer.

TROPICAL  

Like Tommy Bahama

Take the family on a vacation … 

without leaving home. Just fill  

a saucepan about halfway with 

water; add lime, coconut oil, 

and vanilla; and let it simmer  

for as long as you want. 

WOODSY  

Like Restoration Hardware

Bring a pot of water with cedar or 

pine to a boil. To remove a strong 

odor, try adding two bunches of bay 

leaves to the mixture. 

CALM Like Pottery Barn

To conjure a soothing scent, mix 

dried lavender, anise, nutmeg, whole 

cloves, and a cinnamon stick with 

water; bring it to a simmer.
Sources: Yahoo! News, brightnest.com,  
theyummylife.com, myfrugaladventures.com

BY  ALISON  CAPORIMO
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Alaska is one of the most beautiful
and unforgettable places on earth.
Get your FREE Offi cial Alaska
vacation guide and start planning
your trip today!

TravelAlaska.com/rd

Adventure of 
a Lifetime in Alaska!

Forever Young The Over 40 Probiotic Introducing New 
Fresh Step® Extreme 
Lightweight Litter
The Best Lightweight Litter 
for Odor Elimination

Online Protection For 
Your Digital Life 
MetLife Defender is a 24/7, 
comprehensive solution that proactively 
protects you and your family against 
the full range of today’s Internet threats 
including identity theft, data and credit 
fraud, and cyberbullying.

Get your 30 day free trial, plus get 
15% off when you mention DIGEST14.

MetLifeDefender.com 

855-693-3637

MetLife Defender services are provided by a third-party not 
affi liated with MetLife by agreement with MetLife Consumer 
Services, Inc. MetLife Defender is not insurance. MetLife 
Defender services are subject to the terms and conditions 
of the MetLife Defender End User Agreement. 
© 2014 MetLife, Inc. – All Rights Reserved. © 2014 Peanuts 
Worldwide LLC L0914389881[exp0915][All States][DC]

Tiny New Affordable 
Digital Hearing Aid
MDHearingAid® AIR is doctor 
designed and FDA registered. 
Experience topline natural clarity 
like expensive devices for 90% less.

1.800.873.0541 One Year FREE 
Batteries with code AT88.

MDHearingAid.com/AIR

Carlson Nutra-Support 50+ is 
designed to maintain the health 
and vitality of adults 50 and older. 
This easy-to-swallow liquid is 
packed with omega-3s, 
vitamin A and vitamin D.

Carlson.com

Fresh Step® Extreme Lightweight Litter 
is 30% lighter with the best odor control 
in lightweight litter! Activated carbon 
traps and eliminates urine & feces 
odors while an antimicrobial agent 
fi ghts bacterial odors. Fresh Step® 
Extreme Lightweight Litter is easier 
to lift, carry, and pour, too!

If you’re over 40, Cardioviva is the 
perfect #1 recommended probiotic 
by US cardiologists. Get all the 
benefi ts of a probiotic plus healthy 
cholesterol levels.

MyCardioviva.com

Freshstep.com
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Why I  
Wear Two 
Wedding  
Bands

I HAVE WORN  

two wedding bands  

for more than a dozen 

years. The rings seldom 

get noticed, but when I  

am asked about them, I  

respond, “I have two wives,” 

an answer that is met with a 

chuckle, a groan, or a weird look.

Recently, after leaving a business 

meeting, I stopped in the hallway to 

check text messages on my phone. 

As I was typing, a stranger paused 

and inquired, “Why are you wearing 

two wedding bands?” “I have two 

wives,” I said. This time there was  

no chuckle or groan. “No, really,” he 

said. “Why?” 

I explained that I’d lost my father 

in 1999, shortly before the turn of the 

century, something he was really 

looking forward to experiencing. As 

we were saying our  

final farewells at his 

funeral, my mother, 

his wife of 50-plus years, 

removed his wedding 

band and handed it to 

me. Surprised, I placed 

the gold band on my left 

middle finger, next to my 

wedding band. There it has 

remained. 

I told the stranger that  

I wear my father’s wedding 

band to honor my father 

and my parents’ marriage.  

I also wear it to remind  

myself to be the son, brother, 

husband, and dad that my 

father wanted me to be. I am 

now 60 years old and have 

been married for 30 years. 

The stranger nodded and, without 

a word, turned and walked down the 

stairs to the parking lot. I returned  

to my mobile phone and messages. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed 

the stranger walking back toward  

me. He said, “Sir, you know, I have 

my father’s wedding band in my  

sock drawer at home, and beginning 

today, I am going to start wearing  

it.” I silently nodded, and the 

stranger quietly turned and walked 

back down to the parking lot. And  

I smiled.

BY  PATRICK COONEY

FAMILY

http://rd.com


 Take Osteo Bi-Flex.® It’s specially formulated
 with Joint Shield™  to help nurture and defend 

 your joints, so they’re ready for action.* 

Find it in the vitamin aisle. Learn more @ OsteoBiFlex.com

#ReadyForAction

ARE
YOUR
JOINTS
READY
FOR
ACTION?

Joint
Shield™

© 2015 Rexall Sundown, Inc.   14-OB-1183dr

* These statements have not been evaluated by the Food and Drug Administration. 
This product is not intended to diagnose, treat, cure or prevent any disease.

Individual results may vary.
�Refers to level of key ingredients in each individual tablet.
5-LOXIN® ADVANCED is a trademark of PL Thomas - Laila Nutra, LLC.  U.S. Patent #8,551,496 and patents pending.
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“WHY DID YOU choose a college so 

far from home?” I asked my British 

student. 

She explained that she’d fallen  

in love with the American West by 

watching Westerns. So when it came 

time to apply for colleges, she 

Googled “Western universities.” 

And that’s how she ended up here, 

at Western Carolina University.

BILL SPENCER, Cu l l o w h e e ,  No r t h  C a r o l i n a

MY TEENAGE PATIENT’S MOTHER 

was concerned. “He must have a 

temperature,” she said. “He hasn’t 

taken our motorcycle out all day.”

“Let me ask you,” I said. “Do you 

have a thermometer?” 

“No,” she said. “A Kawasaki.”

CRAIG RAY, Jo h n s  C r e e k ,  G e o r g i a

I FEEL LIKE I WOULD enjoy getting 

out of bed more if I had to do it only 

ALL IN

A Day’s Work

ILLUSTRATION BY NAF

“To make this interview more entertaining, I would like you to take  

a breath of helium before answering the questions.”

http://rd.com
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three times a week. This every-day 

thing is overkill. @POPCORNGODDESS1

THINKING OF SKIPPING WORK? 

Don’t try these real excuses—they 

didn’t work the first time.

 ■ My false teeth flew out the window 

while I was driving down the highway.

 ■ I quit smoking and I’m grouchy.

 ■ My favorite football team lost  

on Sunday, so I needed Monday to  

recover.

 ■ I received a threatening phone  

call from the electric company and 

needed to report it to the FBI.

 ■ I got lost and ended up in a  

different state. From careerbuilder.com

EMPLOYEE #1: I wouldn’t eat caviar. 

That’s fish eggs!

Employee #2: I’d try it. After all, I eat 

chicken eggs.

Employee #3: You eat chicken eggs?!
Source: overheardintheoffice.com

THE HEAD OF THE TSA resigned  

after about four years on the job. 

Here’s how much of America heard 

the news. 

 ■ “[John Pistole retired today.] His 

employees toasted him with less than 

three ounces of champagne. Then 

they gave him a gold watch, and he 

had to take it off and put it in a bin.”

CONAN O’BRIEN, o n  C o n a n

 ■ “He actually stepped down a while 

ago, but he’s been going through  

security for three and a half years.”

JIMMY FALLON, o n  Th e  To n i g h t  S h o w

Sending us a funny work anecdote is a 

piece of cake and could be worth $100. 

Go to page 7 or rd.com/submit for details.

BATTERED CAKES

Clearly, no one follows orders 

better than these bakers.

… And not “Good Riddance,” which  

is what we’re thinking.

So nothing else?

How about C!C! Or C?C? Or C:C: or …

http://rd.com
http://careerbuilder.com
http://overheardintheoffice.com
http://rd.com/submit


BY  DAN  BUETTNER  

FROM THE BOOK THE BLUE ZONES

Welcome to 

The Island 

Where People 

Forget to Dıe

HEALTH
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MORAITIS, A GREEK war veteran  

who had arrived in the United States 

in 1943, considered staying and  

seeking aggressive treatment. That 

way, he and his wife, Elpiniki, could 

be close to his adult children. But he 

decided to return to his native island, 

Ikaria, where he could be buried 

with his ancestors in a cemetery that 

overlooked the Aegean Sea. He and 

Elpiniki moved in with his elderly 

parents, into a tiny, whitewashed 

house on two acres of stepped vine-

yards on the north side of Ikaria. 

At first, Moraitis spent his days  

in bed. On Sunday mornings, he 

hobbled up the hill to a tiny Greek 

Orthodox chapel where his grand-

father once served as a priest. When 

his childhood friends started show-

ing up every afternoon, they’d talk 

for hours, an activity that invariably  

involved a bottle or two of locally 

produced wine. I might as well die 

happy, he thought. 

In the ensuing months, Moraitis 

started to feel stronger. One day he 

planted some vegetables in the  

garden. He didn’t expect to live to 

ONE DAY IN 1976, Stamatis Moraitis of Boynton Beach, Florida, felt 

short of breath. Climbing stairs was a chore; he had to quit working midday. 

After reviewing his X-rays, his doctor concluded that Moraitis had lung  

cancer. As he recalls, nine other doctors confirmed the diagnosis. They gave 

him nine months to live. He was in his mid-60s.

harvest them, but he enjoyed being in 

the sunshine, breathing the ocean air. 

Six months came and went. He 

didn’t die. Easing himself into the  

island routine, he woke up when he 

felt like it, worked in the vineyards 

until midafternoon, made lunch,  

and then took a long nap. In the eve-

nings, he often walked to the local 

tavern, where he played dominoes 

past midnight. His health continued 

to improve. He added a couple of 

rooms to his parents’ home so his 

children could visit. He built up  

the vineyard until it produced  

400 gallons of wine a year.

FOR MORE THAN A DECADE, I’ve 

been organizing a study of places 

where people live longest. In 2008,  

my colleagues Michel Poulain,  

PhD, a Belgian demographer, and  

Gianni Pes, MD, a researcher at the 

University of Sassari in Italy, and  

I began investigating Ikaria. Ninety-

nine square miles and home to almost 

10,000 Greek nationals, the island lies 

about 30 miles off the western coast  

of Turkey. We concluded that people  

on Ikaria were, in fact, two and a  

half times as likely to reach age 90  

as Americans. Ikarian men, in 

particular, are nearly four times as 

Stamatis Moraitis, pictured above left,  

in his late 90s, tending his vineyard on 

the island of Ikaria 

http://rd.com
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likely as their American counterparts 

to reach 90. Ikarians were also living 

about eight to ten years longer  

before succumbing to cancers and 

cardiovascular disease, and they 

suffered less depression and about  

a quarter the rate of dementia.

Seeking to learn more about the  

island’s reputation for long-lived  

residents, I called on Ilias Leriadis, 

one of Ikaria’s few physicians. On  

an outdoor patio, he set a table with 

kalamata olives, hummus, heavy 

Ikarian bread, and wine. 

“People stay up late here,” Dr.  

Leriadis said. “We wake up late and  

always take naps. We simply don’t 

care about the clock.”

Dr. Leriadis also talked about local 

“mountain tea,” made from dried 

herbs endemic to the island, which  

is enjoyed as an end-of-the-day cock-

tail. He mentioned wild marjoram, 

sage, a type of mint tea, 

rosemary, and a drink 

made from boiling 

dandelion leaves and 

adding a little lemon. 

The teas double as  

traditional Greek rem-

edies. Wild mint fights 

gingivitis and gastroin-

testinal disorders;  

rosemary is used to 

treat gout; artemisia  

is thought to improve 

blood circulation. 

When Ioanna  

Chinou, a professor at 

the University of Athens School of 

Pharmacy and one of Europe’s top  

experts on the bioactive properties 

of herbs, tested Ikaria’s most  

commonly used herbs, she found 

that they showed strong antioxidant 

properties. Most also contained mild 

diuretics, which doctors use to treat 

hypertension. Perhaps by drinking 

tea, Ikarians have gently lowered 

their blood pressure all their lives.

ON A TRIP THE YEAR BEFORE, I vis-

ited a slate-roofed house built into the 

slope at the top of a hill. I had come 

here after hearing of a couple married 

for more than 75 years. Thanasis and 

Eirini Karimalis clapped their hands at 

the thrill of having a visitor. 

The couple were born in a nearby 

village; they married in their early 20s 

and raised five children on Thanasis’s 

pay as a lumberjack. Their daily 

This 99-year-old Ikarian man takes a three-mile  

walk uphill every day to tend goats.
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At day’s end, 

you’ll share a 

cup of tea with 

your neighbor. 

You’re never 

entirely alone. 

routine: Wake naturally, work in the 

garden, have a late lunch, nap. At  

sunset, they either visited neighbors 

or neighbors visited them. Their diet 

was also typical: a breakfast of goat’s 

milk, wine, sage tea or coffee, honey 

and bread. Lunch was almost always 

beans, potatoes, greens (fennel, dan-

delion, or a spinachlike green called 

horta), and seasonal 

vegetables from their 

garden; dinner was 

bread and goat’s milk. 

At Christmas and Eas-

ter, they would slaugh-

ter the family pig and 

enjoy small portions of 

larded pork for the next 

several months.

Just after sunset,  

another couple walked 

in, carrying a glass  

amphora of homemade wine.  

The ninety-somethings cheek-kissed 

one another and settled around the 

table. They gossiped, drank wine, and 

occasionally erupted into laughter.

MEANWHILE, MY COLLEAGUES and 

additional researchers fanned out 

across the island and asked nonage-

narians a battery of lifestyle ques-

tions. They were joined by Antonia 

Trichopoulou from the University of 

Athens Medical School, an expert on 

the Mediterranean diet. 

She estimated that the Ikarian diet, 

compared with the standard Ameri-

can diet, might yield up to four addi-

tional years of life expectancy. Low 

intake of saturated fats from meat 

and dairy was associated with lower 

risk of heart disease; olive oil reduced 

bad cholesterol and raised good  

cholesterol. Goat’s milk contained  

serotonin-boosting tryptophan and 

was easily digestible for older people. 

Some wild greens had ten times as 

many antioxidants as 

red wine. Wine—in 

moderation—prompts 

the body to absorb 

more flavonoids, a type 

of antioxidant. Local 

sourdough bread might 

reduce a meal’s glyce-

mic load. You could 

even argue that pota-

toes contributed heart-

healthy potassium, 

vitamin B6, and fiber. 

And because islanders eat greens 

from their gardens, they consume 

fewer pesticides and more nutrients. 

Ikarians’ sleep and sex habits might 

also affect their long lives. A 2008 pa-

per by the University of Athens Medi-

cal School and Harvard School of 

Public Health found that napping at 

least three days weekly was associ-

ated with a 37 percent reduction in 

the risk of coronary heart disease. In  

a preliminary study of older Ikarian 

men, 80 percent claimed to have sex 

regularly, a habit also linked to lon-

gevity. A quarter of that group said 

they were doing so with “good dura-

tion” and “achievement.”

http://rd.com
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WHEN THEA PARIKOS moved from 

America to Ikaria and opened a 

guesthouse, she stopped shopping 

for most groceries, instead planting  

a huge garden that provided most of 

their fruits and vegetables. She lost 

weight without trying to. I asked her 

if she thought her diet would make 

her family live longer. “Yes,” she said. 

“But we don’t think about it that way. 

It’s bigger than that.” 

Although unemployment is high—

perhaps as high as 40 percent—most 

everyone has access to a family gar-

den and livestock, Parikos told me. 

People who work might have several 

jobs. Someone involved in tourism, 

for example, might also be a painter. 

“We may not have money for luxuries, 

but we will have food on the table 

and still have fun with family and 

friends,” she said. “We may not be  

in a hurry to get work done during 

the day, so we work into the night. At 

the end of the day, we don’t go home 

to sit on the couch.”

ASK THE VERY OLD on Ikaria how 

they’ve lived past 90, and they’ll usu-

ally talk about the clean air and the 

wine. Or, as one 101-year-old woman 

put it, “We just forget to die.” They 

have no idea how they’ve lived so long. 

But if you pay careful attention, it 

appears that a dozen subtly powerful, 

mutually enhancing, and pervasive 

factors are at work. It’s easy to get 

enough rest if no one else wakes up 

early and the village goes dead during 

afternoon nap time. It helps that the 

cheapest, most accessible foods are 

also the most healthful—and that 

your ancestors have spent centuries 

developing ways to make them taste 

good. It’s hard to get through the day 

without walking up 20 hills. You’re 

not likely to ever feel the stress of  

arriving late. And at day’s end, you’ll 

share a cup of herbal tea with your 

neighbor. Even if you’re anti social, 

you’ll never be entirely alone. 

THE LAST TIME I spoke to Moraitis 

was in July 2012. Elpiniki had died in 

the spring, and now he lived alone. I 

had one last question: How does he 

think he recovered from lung cancer?

“It just went away,” he said. “I  

actually went back to America about 

25 years after moving here to see if 

the doctors could explain it.” 

I had heard this part of the story 

before. It had become a piece of  

the folklore of Ikaria. Still, I asked, 

“What happened?” 

“My doctors were all dead.”

X X X

Moraitis died in his home on  

February 3, 2013, at the age of 98, 

according to official records. By  

his own reckoning, he was 102. 

THE BLUE ZONES, 2ND EDITION BY DAN BUETTNER. COPYRIGHT © 2008, 2012 BY DAN BUETTNER, IS PUBLISHED BY  

NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC SOCIETY, WASHINGTON, DC, BLUEZONES.COM.

Dan Buettner’s latest book, The Blue 

Zones Solution, reveals how Americans 

can adopt healthier lifestyles. It will be 

published this spring. 

H E A LT H   

64   |   02•2015   |   rd.com

http://rd.com
http://BLUEZONES.COM


Stay Strong, Stay Active
with BOOST®

BOOST® nutritional drinks come in a variety of delicious flavors, and provide  
great nutrition for you and the ones you love. BOOST® complete nutritional  

drink contains essential nutrients including calcium & vitamin D to  
support strong bones and protein to help maintain muscle.

Find BOOST ® in the Nutrition Aisle.

All trademarks are owned by Société des Produits Nestlé S.A., Vevey, Switzerland. © 2014 Nestlé.

NOW WITH

FIBER



66   |   02•2015   |   rd.com

Doctor’s Orders

6 Ways to Be Healthier  
In 2015 (Without Dieting)

1 TAKE A FIVE-MINUTE WALK 

FOR EACH HOUR YOU SIT

Indiana University researchers  

recently found that if people sat for 

just one hour, they experienced a  

50 percent drop in their leg arteries’ 

ability to expand. Over time, this  

impairment can increase the risk of 

cardiovascular problems. But study 

participants who walked for five 

minutes for each hour they spent on 

their duffs had no changes in blood 

vessel function. 

2 MAKE YOUR BED

Bed makers were 19 percent 

more likely to report getting a good 

night’s sleep than people who leave 

their blankets messy in the morning, 

found a poll from the National Sleep 

Foundation. There may be a connec-

tion between feeling good about 

where you sleep and your tendency 

to sleep through the night, according 

to the NSF. 

3 READ FOR PLEASURE, 

WITHOUT DISTRACTION 

Proponents of the “slow reading” 

movement advocate curling up with 

a good book for at least a half hour, 

uninterrupted by text messages or 

Facebook alerts. The practice may 

reduce stress and promote clearer 

thinking. Studies have shown that 

when people read multimedia  

content—say, text coupled with  

images and videos—their reading 

comprehension is lower than when 

they read only text. 

4 STASH DISINFECTING  

WIPES AT YOUR DESK 

How’s this for gross? Fewer than 

four hours after University of  

Arizona researchers swabbed virus 

samples onto common workplace 

surfaces, like tabletops or door-

knobs, they found traces of the 

germs on 40 to 60 percent of other 

frequently touched objects in  

BY  THE  PHYSICIANS OF  THE DOCTORS
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the building. Protect yourself by 

sanitizing your own workspace—

wipe down your desk, keyboard, 

and phone with disinfecting wipes  

frequently. In the study, this  

helped reduce virus spread by  

up to 99 percent. 

5 WATCH ONE FEWER  

TV SHOW A DAY 

The older adults get, the more  

they tend to watch TV. According  

to recent numbers from the media-

ratings company Nielsen, people  

in their 30s and 40s log nearly five 

hours of TV a day on average;  

those in their 50s and early 60s 

watch about six hours daily; and 

adults ages 65 and older spend a 

whopping seven hours in front of 

their television set each day. Too 

much sedentary screen time in 

midlife is linked with type 2 diabetes 

and heart disease. 

6 SHOP FOR A DOC YOU LOVE 

When physicians received 

“bedside manner” training about 

empathy and communication, their 

patients often had significant im-

provements in blood pressure, 

weight loss, or pain manage-

ment, found 2014 research 

from Harvard Medical School 

scientists. If you’re not crazy 

about your doctor, ask 

friends or colleagues for 

recommendations.  

Or speak up about the 

factors that frustrate 

you. Maybe your 

doctor could use 

clearer language or 

give you a little more 

time during visits.   

Cohosts Jennifer  

Ashton, MD, and  

Travis Stork, MD

Reader’s Digest and The Doctors bring America  

the health information that helps you thrive.  

Watch the show daily (check local listings). 
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When Patients Read  
What Their Doctors Write 

THE WOMAN WAS SITTING on  

a gurney in the emergency room, 

and I was facing her, typing. I had 

just written about her abdominal 

pain, when she posed a question I’d 

never been asked before: “May I take 

a look at what you’re writing?”

At the time, I was a fourth-year 

medical resident in Boston. In our 

ER, doctors routinely typed visit 

notes, placed orders, and checked 

records while we were in patients’ 

rooms. To maintain at least some  

eye contact, we faced our patients, 

with the computer between us.

But there was no reason we 

couldn’t be on the same side of the 

computer screen. I sat down next  

to her and showed her what I was 

typing. She began pointing out 

changes. She’d said that her pain  

had started three weeks prior, not the 

previous week. Her chart mentioned 

alcohol abuse in the past; she admit-

ted that she was under a lot of stress 

and had returned to heavy drinking a 

couple of months earlier.

As we talked, her diagnosis— 

inflammation of the pancreas from  

alcohol use—became clear. I won-

dered why I’d never shown patients 

their records before. In medical 

school, we learn that medical records 

exist so that doctors can communi-

cate with other doctors. No one told 

us about the benefits they could 

bring when shared with patients.

Before the Health Insurance  

Portability and Accountability Act, a  

federal law enacted in 1996, patients 

generally had to sue to see their  

records. HIPAA, as that mouthful is 

abbreviated, affirmed that patients 

have a right to their medical informa-

tion. But the process for obtaining  

records was often so cumbersome 

that few patients tried to access them.

In 2010, Tom Delbanco, an inter-

nist, and Jan Walker, a nurse and  

researcher, started an experiment 

called OpenNotes that let patients 

read what their primary care providers 

wrote about them. They hypothesized 

that giving patients access to notes 

BY  LEANA  WEN ,  MD FROM NPR
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would allow them to become more 

engaged in their care.

Many doctors resisted. Wouldn’t 

open medical records inhibit what 

they wrote about sensitive issues, 

such as substance abuse? What if  

patients misunderstood the notes? 

Would that lead to lawsuits? What 

would patients do with all the infor-

mation anyway?

After the first year, the results  

were striking: 80 percent of patients 

who saw their records reported a 

better understanding of their medi-

cal conditions and said they were 

more in control of their health. Two 

thirds reported 

that they were 

better at sticking 

with their  

prescriptions. 

Ninety-nine  

percent of the 

patients wanted 

the program to 

continue. 

That day in 

the Boston ER 

was a turning 

point for me. 

Since I started 

sharing notes 

with my patients, 

they have made 

dozens of  

valuable  

corrections and 

changes, such  

as adding medication allergies and 

telling me when a previous medical 

problem has been resolved. We 

come up with treatment plans  

together. And when patients leave, 

they receive a copy of my detailed 

instructions. The medical record  

becomes a collaborative tool for  

patients, not just a record of what  

we doctors do to patients. When  

patients see their records, there’s 

more trust and more accuracy.

It’s changed my practice and fun-

damentally transformed my under-

standing of whom the medical record 

ultimately belongs to: the patient.

COPYRIGHT © 2014 BY LEANA WEN, NPR (AUGUST 17, 2014), NPR.ORG.

http://rd.com
http://NPR.ORG
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End Nighttime  
Bathroom Breaks
A sedentary lifestyle may mean less 

sleep for men. Middle-aged men who 

were physically active for an hour or 

more per week were 13 percent less 

likely to report nocturia (needing to 

urinate two or more times a night) 

and 34 percent less likely to report 

severe nocturia (needing to urinate 

three or more times) than those who 

didn’t exercise, found a large study 

led by a Loyola University Chicago 

researcher. Physical activity may im-

prove sleep and reduce inflammation 

of the prostate, which can trigger 

middle-of-the-night bathroom trips.

Avoid Unnecessary 
Knee Surgery
Arthroscopic surgery 

for tears in the menis-

cus, the knee’s carti-

lage, doesn’t seem to 

benefit patients with 

age-related tears, a 

new Canadian study 

found. When research-

ers analyzed studies 

randomizing  

805 partici-

pants (at an 

average age of 56) who had such 

tears to receive either surgery or 

more conservative treatment, they 

found no differences in the patients’ 

pain and functioning in either the 

short term or long term. Age-related 

injuries may be better treated with 

options like physical therapy.

Serious Warnings for Stents
Developing a blood clot after a stent 

has been implanted has generally 

been considered a risk in the first 

year after the procedure. However, in 

a recent study in the Journal of Inva-

sive Cardiology, researchers studied 

seven patients who experienced  

major heart attacks from 

stent thrombosis (ST), 

a blood clot in the 

stent. The average 

time between stent 

implantation and ST 

was six years. Re-

searchers urge those 

with heart stents to 

get regular check-

ups, take low-dose 

aspirin or other pre-

scribed medicine, 

and refrain from 

smoking.

NEWS FROM THE

World of Medicine
BY  KELSEY  KLOSS

PHOTOGRAPH BY NICK FERRARI
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Participants improved on tests  
of balance and reported fewer 
accidental falls, and MRI scans 
showed improvements in the 
protective sheath around nerves, 
which helps conduct impulses 
between the body and brain. 

Why Instant Is the Most 
Filling Oatmeal
A recent study at Pennington  
Biomedical Research Center pitted 
three breakfasts head-to-head:  
instant oatmeal, old-fashioned oats, 
and an oat-based ready-to-eat break-
fast cereal. When volunteers ate in-
stant oatmeal with milk instead of 
the boxed cereal, they felt fuller and 
had less of an urge to snack over  
the following four hours. The old- 
fashioned oats slightly decreased 
hunger compared with the boxed  
cereal, but not as much as instant 
oatmeal. Instant oatmeal’s viscosity 
is likely behind its filling effects. 

Clean Hands, Healthy 
Tummy
Travelers in developing or tropical  
areas often encounter diarrhea, but 
clean hands can protect guts. About 
30 percent of people who didn’t use 
hand sanitizer fell sick during travel, 
compared with only 17 percent of 
those who used a germ-killing gel, 
French researchers recently found. 
Sanitizing before meals can help you 
avoid bacteria like E. coli, a common 
cause of diarrhea.

The TV Show  
That Spoils Your Diet 
Distracting, high-action TV—thanks, 
Scandal!—may cause viewers to eat 
more, according to Cornell University 
researchers. Scientists recruited 94 
undergraduates to munch on M&M’S, 
carrots, cookies, and grapes while 
watching 20 minutes of television. 
Students who watched a segment  
of an action movie (The Island) ate 
almost twice as many snacks as those 
who viewed a talk show (Charlie Rose). 

Memory Loss  
Linked to Blood Type 
People with AB-type blood are more 
likely to experience memory prob-
lems with age than those with other 
blood types, a new Neurology study 
found. Researchers followed more 
than 30,000 subjects ages 45 and 
older for three years, giving them 
various memory and thinking-skills 
tests. Participants with blood type 
AB, about 4 percent of the popula-
tion, were 82 percent more likely to 
have memory loss than those with 
other blood types. 

Game to Improve MS 
People with multiple sclerosis (MS) 
may want to try gaming. For 30 to  
40 minutes daily, five days a week, 
MS patients in a recent Italian study 
played with Nintendo’s Wii Balance 
Board, which resembles a scale  
and translates a person’s move -
ments into action on a TV screen. 

NOTE: Ads were removed from this edition. Please continue to page 76.
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BY MICHELLE CROUCH

COVER STORY

We treasure our soldiers for what they do and stand for, yet how many 

of us know more than the basic facts of life in the military? Here are 

the hopes, dreams, doubts, and everyday challenges met by our 

active-duty and former servicepeople—in their own words. 

  Dear
Amerıca

★ Coming Home ★
“My favorite part is the first ten sec-

onds. When you climb out of the F-15 

and see your family for the first time, 

it’s like experiencing a renewal of your 

marriage, the rebirth of your kids. 

You’re so overwhelmed with emotion.”

AIR FORCE MAJ. JEREMY VERBOUT, 37, 

2 0 0 0 –p r e s e n t 

“What I missed most while I was  

deployed was being able to touch my 

wife, especially the casual moments 

of tenderness like her hand reach-

ing for mine, as if to say, ‘I’m here, 

and I love you.’ Do you have any idea 

how hard it is to go a year without a 

hug? When I came back, my wife ran 

toward me, and in the next instant 

we were in each other’s arms. In the 

Our Troops Have Something to Say

http://rd.com


PHOTOGRAPHS FROM  

“A HOMECOMING AT FORT 

BLISS” BY JOE PUGLIESE, 

ORIGINALLY PUBLISHED IN 

TEXAS MONTHLY,  JULY 2013 

“After I got home from 

Afghanistan, my son didn’t 

leave my side. He worried  

that if I went away again,  

I wouldn’t come back.”
ARMY MAJ. MICHAEL CRIBB, 37,  

1 9 9 9 –p r e s e n t ,  w i t h  h i s  s o n  Ja m e s ,  f o u r
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dinner or a walk. Your insistence 

could save his or her life.” 

FORMER ARMY CAPT. STEPHEN CLARK, 43,  

1 9 9 2 – 2 0 0 6

“People think you come back, hug 

your family, and have that reunion 

you see in commercials. That is a great 

moment, but it doesn’t 

end there. I remember 

my son running up to 

me in the airport, but I 

also remember a week 

later that my wife didn’t 

know what to say to me 

and my son wouldn’t 

talk to me, because he 

didn’t know me.” 

ARMY SGT. DAVID TEJADA, 30, 

2 0 0 1 –p r e s e n t

“My best homecoming 

was this last one. I came 

home at 4 a.m. and got 

d r o p p e d  o f f  a t  m y 

house. At the door was 

my wife, Kim, and she handed me our 

new baby. Vivian was seven months 

old, and I held her for the first time. 

Then, after the three of us got into 

bed,  my w ife  went  to  pick up  

a sleeping Sophia, our two-year-old, 

and placed her next to me. Kim and  

I were whispering, and Sophia woke 

up and yelled, ‘Daddy! You came 

back!!!’ I had my whole family there.  

It was the best.” 

MARINE MAJ. DAVE FLEMING, 40,  

1 9 9 2 –p r e s e n t

space of one breath-crushing mo-

ment, I felt like the deployment was 

squeezed out of me.” 

RET. MASTER SGT. DAVID ABRAMS, 51,  

1 9 8 8 – 2 0 0 8 ,  a n d  au t h o r  o f 

t h e  Ira q  w a r  n o v e l  Fo b b i t

“I returned from going to the store 

one Veterans Day, and 

someone had left a mum 

on my doorstep at home 

with a flag and a card 

that said ‘Thank you for 

your service.’ It meant so 

much. To whoever did 

that: thank you.” 

ARMY MAJ. HOLLY CRIBB, 40, 

1 9 9 8 –p r e s e n t

“ W h e n  p e o p l e  s a y , 

‘Thank you for your ser-

vice,’ I sometimes have 

the sense that they don’t 

k n o w  w h a t  t h e y ’ r e 

thanking you for. What I 

appreciated after I got 

back was when people thanked me, 

asked what I did in the military, and 

listened. Even better was when I said, 

‘I was on patrol in Kandahar,’ and they 

knew where it was.” 

FORMER AIR FORCE CAPT. BRIAN CASTNER, 37, 

1 9 9 9 – 2 0 0 7 ,  a n d  au t h o r  o f  t h e  Ira q  

w a r  m e m o i r  Th e  L o n g  Wa l k

“When veterans first return, they’re 

flooded by well wishes and meals, 

but then those stop. That’s when they 

need help. Insist they join you for  

“When we get 

back, we don’t 

need huge parties 

or gifts. We need 

the small things: 

someone to listen 

to us, make us  

a meal, watch 

our kids.” 

RET. ARMY STAFF SGT. APRIL 

MARTINEZ, 34, 2 0 0 2 – 2 0 1 1 

  Dear Amerıca
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★ What We Face ★ 

“Making the transition from the  

military to the civilian workplace was 

tough. Even though I got jobs at big, 

well-known companies, they seemed 

to be completely disorganized com-

pared with the military. I formed my 

own business after I realized I didn’t 

want to work for anyone else.” 

RET. NAVY CHIEF PETTY OFFICER   

MICHAEL MARLOW, 40, 1 9 9 3 – 2 0 1 3

“In the Army, we had a buddy system. 

When you wake up, the guys are there. 

If you go play basketball, someone 

goes with you. It’s hard to adjust to the 

loneliness of the civilian world.” 

ARMY SGT. DAVID TEJADA

“When I came back, I can’t tell you 

how many times I met people who 

said, ‘You’re the first person I’ve 

ever met who’s served.’ It’s very  

easy to feel like you’re completely 

alone.”

FORMER ARMY CAPT. ANTHONY GARCIA, 38, 

1 9 9 9 – 2 0 0 7

“After driving in Iraq, driving in the 

civilian world was really hard. There, 

insurgents hid IEDs in pop cans and 

in trash on the roadside. When I 

came back, I’d see a plastic bag and 

want to slam on the brakes, change 

lanes, or turn around. It took a year 

for me to fight that reflex.” 

FORMER ARMY SPECIALIST  

STEPHANIE MORGAREIDGE, 30, 2 0 0 2 – 2 0 0 5

“The war taught me that all a person 

can do is affect one small thing for a 

short time, like one part of a city for 

a few months. Now I’m much more 

interested in helping an individual 

rather than joining a political party.” 

FORMER AIR FORCE CAPT. BRIAN CASTNER

“Many people don’t know how to talk 

to wounded warriors. What they want 

is for you to treat them like an ordi-

nary person. Don’t try to understand 

what they went through, because you 

can’t understand it unless you’ve  

experienced it yourself.” 

RET. MARINE SENIOR CHIEF HOSPITAL 

CORPSMAN MICHAEL LANGLEY, 49,  

1 9 8 3 – 2 0 1 1

“When we had a job to do in the  

Marines, we did it. We didn’t complain. 

At home, I notice that people complain 

about everything: ‘It’s too hot.’ ‘It’s too 

cold.’ ‘Traffic is awful.’ They don’t real-

ize how easy they have it.” 

FORMER MARINE CPL.  

RAJENDRA HARIPRASHAD, 37, 1 9 9 8 – 2 0 0 2

“The number one question you 

should never ask someone who has 

deployed is, ‘Have you ever killed any-

body?’ Even for those who’ve had to, 

it’s not something they wanted to do, 

and they don’t want to talk about it.” 

RET. MARINE SENIOR CHIEF HOSPITAL 

CORPSMAN MICHAEL LANGLEY 

“The toughest part about adjusting 

to life afterward was the feeling that 

Our Troops Have Something to Say
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“Those cards  

from kids we don’t 

know, full of their 

drawings and 

saying ‘thank you 

for your service’? 

Those are the  

best.”
ARMY SGT. FIRST CLASS 

SHEILA WHITE, 43,  

w i t h  h u s b a n d  Ja m e s ,  4 9 ,  

a n d  d au g h t e r  Ne m a ,  s e v e n
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“People on one end of the political 

spectrum think that only poor kids 

with no options serve; people on the 

other end think everyone joins for the 

noblest intentions. Both are untrue. 

Soldiers join for a variety of reasons: 

college money, patriotism, or the 

chance to participate in history.” 

FORMER ARMY CAPT. MATT GALLAGHER, 31, 

2 0 0 5 – 2 0 0 9 ,  a n d  au t h o r  o f  t h e  

Ira q  w a r  m e m o i r  K a b o o m 

“When civilians think about the mili-

tary, they think about war and com-

bat. But a lot of us were in noncombat 

roles. I was a supply person, and my 

job was to make sure everything got 

ordered, from a screw for an airplane 

door to paint for a warehouse.”

FORMER AIR FORCE TECHNICAL  

SGT. CAROL GEE, 64, 1 9 7 0 – 1 9 7 8 ,  

p l u s  1 4  y e a r s  i n  t h e  R e s e r v e

“If you want to support the parents 

or spouse left behind, find out when 

their soldier’s birthday is. Don’t let 

them be alone on that day; celebrate 

the birthday together with them.” 

ARMY MAJ. ADAM SCHER, 32, 2 0 0 4 –p r e s e n t 

“Sending care packages is a must, 

and it doesn’t matter what’s in there. 

Just getting a box that you know your 

family put together, even picking up 

a bag of chips that you know was 

in your mother’s hand, feels really 

good.” 

NAVY DAMAGE CONTROLMAN FIRST CLASS  

LATRELL BELLINGER, 29, 2 0 0 3 –p r e s e n t 

at age 28, I’d already done the most 

important thing I’d ever do in my life. 

I was in a war that was on the front 

page of the newspaper. I had 60 peo-

ple under me, a $10 million budget, 

and I was in charge of keeping them 

all alive. For me, writing eventually 

filled the hole, but it took several years 

to discover that.” 

FORMER AIR FORCE CAPT. BRIAN CASTNER

 

★ Military Life ★ 

“Serving overseas, we see many peo-

ple who are less fortunate than us. 

During a deployment in Kyrgyzstan, 

we went to schools and rebuilt their 

roofs so the kids could stay warm in 

the winter. It helps you appreciate 

what you have.” 

AIR FORCE CAPT. JOSEPH BRZOZOWSKE, 26, 

2 0 0 9 –p r e s e n t 

“Being in the military makes you 

stronger physically and mentally. You 

gain confidence, and you find out  

you can do things you never thought 

you could do.” 

ARMY SGT. FIRST CLASS SHEILA WHITE,  

2 0 0 3 –p r e s e n t 

“Something that many service mem-

bers struggle with is survivor’s guilt. 

One of the first people who got injured 

in my unit was a mother of five. I was 

18; I had no spouse or kids, no one  

relying on me. I’d think, why not me?” 

FORMER ARMY SPECIALIST  

STEPHANIE MORGAREIDGE
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★ Our Families ★ 

“A deployment can either make your 

relationship better or tear it apart. 

Often when you two are home, you’re 

watching TV together, reading books, 

or playing with the kids, and you don’t 

have to talk. But when you or your 

spouse is deployed, you have to have 

a dialogue. Our marriage is stronger 

as a result.” ARMY MAJ. HOLLY CRIBB

 

“Being deployed is a lot easier for the 

soldier than for the spouse. When 

you’re deployed, you are focused. 

You do your job. You don’t worry 

about homework, sports, and lunches. 

We had two kids the first time I was  

deployed and four the second deploy-

ment, and those were tough times for 

my wife.” 

RET. ARMY LT. COL. MARK MCMILLION, 46,  

1 9 9 1 – 2 0 1 3

“When my wife and I talked while I 

was away, it was mostly small talk.  

I wasn’t going to tell her about the 

horrible things I was seeing, and she’d 

hide the crazy things she was dealing 

with at home. That’s the way it had to 

be in order for us to function.” 

RET. MARINE SENIOR CHIEF HOSPITAL 

CORPSMAN MICHAEL LANGLEY

“When I was deployed, I could make 

a phone call home only once a week. 

Many times, my wife would hand 

the kids the phone, and they didn’t 

want to talk. I understood because 

“What did I really appreciate getting 

when I was deployed? Believe it or not, 

coloring books and colored pencils. 

Coloring is very calming. Sometimes 

I’d do it at night when I couldn’t sleep, 

and I’d share them with other people, 

and we’d all color.” 

NAVY AIRMAN ADA TATE, 25, 2 0 1 3 –p r e s e n t

“When I was a new lieutenant in 

Georgia, I was having dinner one 

night with ten guys after our training 

had finished. At the end of our meal, 

the waitress said, ‘The guy at the next 

table covered your tabs before he left.’ 

We were completely shocked and 

grateful. She said he would come in 

around once a month, find a group of 

soldiers, and pay for their entire table.” 

ARMY CAPT. MATT HOUSTON, 36,  

1 9 9 7 –p r e s e n t

“People think that every service mem-

ber is trained to think one way. But 

the military is trying to develop lead-

ers who know how to think. I continue 

to be impressed by officers who chal-

lenge me to find creative ways to solve 

problems.”  ARMY MAJ. ADAM SCHER

“There’s a lot of discussion in the news 

about the U.S. military: shrinking bud-

gets and whether we’re able to deal 

with ISIS and the Ukraine. But we are 

still the best military on the planet. 

No one can match us. Our unique, 

real strength lies in our people, who 

have strength, determination, and re-

silience.”  AIR FORCE MAJ. JEREMY VERBOUT

    Dear Amerıca
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a U.S. brother or sister, and landing 

safely at home. I miss that high.”  

FORMER ARMY CAPT. ANTHONY GARCIA 

“When I was in high school, my grand-

father died, our family business suf-

fered, and I had to step up and work 

multiple jobs to make ends meet. 

Thanks to the Navy, I’ve 

been able to get my GED 

and even some college 

education. Being in the 

military has given me 

so many opportunities, 

and I try my best to pay 

it back every day.” 

NAVY AIR CONTROLMAN 

FIRST CLASS JORGE MUNOZ, 

29, 2 0 0 4 –p r e s e n t

“In the military, you 

know your place in the 

hierarchy. You see my 

rank, and either you call 

me ‘sir’ or ‘ma’am’ and 

listen to what I say, or I 

call you ‘sir’ or ‘ma’am’ 

and listen to you. In the 

civilian world, a 19-year-

old can cut you off for a 

parking spot, argue with you, or tell 

you off. That lack of respect is hard to 

get used to.”

FORMER ARMY CAPT. STEPHEN CLARK

“I grew up in a small town that was all 

white, all Christian, with little diver-

sity. When I joined the military, I went 

to South Carolina. I’d never eaten  

they were young, and we didn’t push 

them—but it was difficult for me.”  

ARMY CAPT. MATT HOUSTON

“People who live in one place tend 

to accumulate a lot of stuff—not 

us. In the military, you move all the 

time, and because your family is  

often separated, it puts 

into perspective what’s  

important. You learn to 

focus not on possessions 

but on experiences.” 

AIR FORCE MAJ.  

JEREMY VERBOUT

“The first time I was 

deployed, I was young. 

I didn’t have fear. But 

when you’re older and 

have kids,  it ’s  more  

difficult. Before my last 

deployment, I wrote let-

ters to give to my kids in 

case I didn’t come home. 

That was the hardest 

thing I’ve ever done.” 

RET. AIR FORCE MAJ. 

JARROD SUIRE, 46,  

1 9 8 9 – 2 0 1 1

★ How We’ve ★ 
Changed

“I miss the adrenaline rush. There is 

no feeling like strapping yourself to a 

Black Hawk at 0200 under night-vision 

goggles, heading to a landing zone 

with an enemy in the area, picking up 

  

Our Troops Have Something to Say

“One of the biggest 

misperceptions  

is that all 

veterans have 

something wrong 

mentally. But the 

overwhelming 

majority 

transition back 

into civilian life 

seamlessly.” 
RET. AIR FORCE STAFF SGT. 

JOE DAVIS, 59, 1 9 7 6 – 2 0 0 0 , 

a n d  p u b l i c  a f f a i r s  d i r e c t o r, 

Ve t e ra n s  o f  Fo r e i g n  Wa r s
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clear: This is what you do to be pro-

moted. And if you did what they said, 

you moved up. In the civilian world, you 

have to figure out things for yourself.” 

RET. AIR FORCE MAJ. JARROD SUIRE

“I wonder what would have happened 

if I hadn’t enlisted. I learned many 

real-world skills that 

helped turn my life into 

a success. Now I have 

three successful busi-

nesses, and I couldn’t 

have started them with-

out the experience I got 

in the military.” 

FORMER MARINE CPL. 

RAJENDRA HARIPRASHAD 

“Only a small percentage 

of us have seen combat, 

but those who have are 

changed for life. I think 

about Iraq every day. I 

will think about it every 

day until the day I die.” 

FORMER ARMY CAPT. 

ANTHONY GARCIA

“What did I learn from the military? 

To live life to the fullest. I don’t com-

plain about the annoyances, because 

I realize the sacrifices that people are 

making overseas. And I hold even 

the smallest things—like going to my 

child’s play, vacationing with family—

closer to my heart than I did before.” 

FORMER ARMY CAPT. GLENDA OAKLEY, 32, 

2 0 0 5 – 2 0 0 9 

catfish or grits, and the 100 soldiers 

in my unit were from many different 

cultures and religions. And that was all 

before I left the country! I got firsthand 

knowledge about how diverse the 

world is, and that really changed me.” 

FORMER ARMY SPECIALIST  

STEPHANIE MORGAREIDGE

“You miss combat be-

cause it’s so simple. 

There are no to-do lists, 

and you’re not worried 

about doing the dishes, 

walking the dog, or the 

hot water heater going 

out. You just live every 

second, and as long as 

you’re still alive, you 

have this constant feed-

back that you’re doing 

something right.” 

FORMER AIR FORCE CAPT. 

BRIAN CASTNER

“Just like everywhere 

else, the military has 

a smaller budget, so 

they’re asking us to do more with less. 

My experiences here have taught me 

to prioritize my time and think about 

what matters: Should I spend an extra 

hour at work and push out that one last 

paper or e-mail, or should I go home 

and play with my kids? I go home.”   

AIR FORCE MAJ. JEREMY VERBOUT

“In civilian life, no one tells you what to 

do to get ahead. In the military, it was 

  

Our Troops Have Something to Say

“Before I enlisted, 

I bounced from 

job to job, and  

I didn’t have  

any drive.  

The military  

has given me the 

stability I needed, 

the responsibility 

and the focus.” 
NAVY MASTER-AT-ARMS 

FIRST CLASS SARAH DAVIS, 

33, 2 0 0 6 -p r e s e n t 
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ON THE FIRST NIGHT of their  

honeymoon, the husband isn’t sure 

how to tell his bride about his stinky 

feet and smelly socks, while the wife 

is wondering how to break the news 

to him about her awful breath, which 

so far, she’s been able to cover up. 

After some soul-searching, the  

husband gathers his nerve and says, 

“I have a confession.”

She draws closer, peers into his 

eyes, and says, “Darling, so do I.”

Recoiling, he says, “Don’t tell me—

you’ve eaten my socks.”

S u b m i t t e d  b y  JUSTIN EZZI,  

Wi l m i n g t o n ,  C a l i f o r n i a

WHERE ARE average things manu-

factured? The satisfactory.

THE ANNUAL Bulwer-Lytton Fiction 

Contest honors purposely lousy 

Laughter
THE BEST MEDICINE

ILLUSTRATION BY PAT BYRNES

“I invented wax.” 
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IF THE TEN 

COMMANDMENTS WERE 

WRITTEN BY POPULAR 

WEBSITES:

I. What You Need to Know Now 

About the Lord Totally Being God

II. At the Beginning He Had  

Me Confused, but by Minute Two 

I Knew that I Shouldn’t Have 

Other Gods

III. Are You Making This Common 

Mistake with Graven Images?

IV. How I Work: Read This  

Life Hack from God, Your Only 

Creator

V. She Admitted to Doing  

What Every Sunday?

VI. Seven Morning Habits of  

People Holier than You:  

#7 No Killing Before Lunch

VII. 37 Things in Your Bedroom 

That You Need to Get Rid of 

Right Now, Like Adulteresses

VIII. What the Government 

Doesn’t Want You to Know About 

Stealing Your Neighbor’s Servants

IX. This Little Girl Bore False  

Witness, and the Results Will 

Shock You

X. Doctors Hate Her, but You 

Shouldn’t Covet Her

From DAVID TATE, on McSweeney’s Internet 

Tendency, mcsweeneys.net

opening sentences for nonexistent 

novels. This entry from finalist Phillip 

Davies of Cardiff, Wales, gave us a 

very real laugh: “Finally, after 97 long 

days adrift, Captain Pertwee was  

rescued, mercifully ending his miser-

able diet of rainwater and strips of 

sun-dried Haddock—which was  

actually far ghastlier than it sounded, 

what with George Haddock being  

his former first mate.”

DO YOU STILL rock out to eight-

track tapes? Then you’ll dig these 

band names for aging musicians:

 ■ Counting Crows Feet

 ■ R.E.Member?

 ■ Nine Inch Toenails

 ■ Hair Supply

 ■ Minivan Morrison

 ■ The Early Byrds

 ■ WalkDMC 

From DAVE PELL of nextdraft.com, on medium.com

ON AN ICY, BITTER-COLD day, 

Hank visited Lou. “I had a rough time 

getting here,” said Hank. “For every 

step forward, I slipped back two.”

 “If you slid back two steps for  

every one you took forward, how’d 

you get here?” asked Lou.

“I almost didn’t. But then I said to 

myself, Forget it. So I turned around 

and started home.” S u b m i t t e d  b y 

FREDA SLOAT, Tu x e d o,  Ne w  Yo r k

A FARMER counted 196 cows in  

the field. But when he rounded them 

up, he had 200.

Eleventh Commandment: Thou shall send 

thy funny joke to Reader’s Digest. Goeth 

to rd.com/submit for detaileths.R
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BY CHRIS BALLARD FROM SPORTS ILLUSTRATED

A 54-year-old grandmother,  

a 44-year-old adrenaline junkie, and  

a skydive gone terribly wrong 
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few minutes, she’d be attached to him, 

her life in his hands.

“How many times have you done 

this?” she asked.

“A lot,” the man said.

AS THE 23-PASSENGER Super Twin 

Otter ascended to 13,500 feet, Dave 

checked and rechecked his buck-

les at the four contact points. After 

more than 800 jumps, he now did it 

reflexively. He’d long ago gotten over  

any nerves, and he could tell that 

Shirley would be an easy student. She 

had a shy, nervous smile. She’d follow 

directions.

He gave her the patter. They’d spin 

three times so she could see all the 

way to Houston, 40 miles away. At 

5,000 feet, he’d pull the chute and 

they’d settle into a soft glide. The 

whole thing would take two to three 

minutes but feel five times that long. 

In the first moments after Shirley  

and Dave left the Super Otter, all Shirley 

saw was the vast Texas sky, pocked by 

clouds. Then her perspective flipped, 

and she was falling nose first into a 

wind tunnel. Her forehead tightened; 

her cheeks felt as if they were trying 

Dave was tired and sweaty; the Texas 

air was still above 100 degrees, even 

late in the afternoon. But he was 

game. He took a slug of Gatorade, 

grabbed a prepacked parachute off 

the wall peg, and turned to smile at 

his final jumper of the day.

Usually, Shirley Dygert avoided 

risks—she didn’t even like driving 

at night. But here she was, wearing 

a bulky flight suit and preparing to 

jump out of an airplane. What in the 

world am I doing? she wondered. Her 

older son, Will, had invited her down 

to Houston from her home in Teague, 

Texas, 150 miles to the northwest, for 

a barbecue to celebrate both her 54th 

birthday and his brother Joe’s 30th. 

The plan was for Joe and his friends 

to go skydiving, but five minutes be-

fore Shirley arrived, her cell rang. It 

was Joe. A buddy from San Antonio 

had decided not to jump. Did Shirley 

want to come? Here was a chance to 

try something new and to connect 

with her sons. “Sure, I’ll go,” she heard 

herself say.

So now here she stood, looking at 

this tall, fortyish man, a thick para-

chute strapped to his shoulders. In a 

N AUGUST 1, 2009, the Skydive Houston drop zone 

in Waller County, Texas, was crazy busy. Instructor 

Dave Hartsock had made his first jump at 9 a.m. 

and completed five more since. At 4 p.m., he was 

getting ready to clock out for the day when Todd 

Bell, the drop-zone manager, approached him with 

a favor. Can you take up one more jumper?O
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to run off her face. In the first three  

seconds, her body accelerated to  

51 mph; after nine seconds, she and 

Dave had reached 120 mph. As she’d 

been instructed in the brief training 

session before the jump, she threw her 

arms and legs behind her so that she 

fell belly first, allowing Dave to control 

the dive. Time began to slow, and as 

they passed 7,000 feet, Shirley finally 

allowed herself to breathe. She could 

see houses, barns, a golf course. She 

could almost see Will’s house off in 

the distance, where they’d be having  

dinner in a matter of hours. 

AT 5,000 FEET, Dave pulled the 

main chute. As always, the aim was 

for the canopy to meet the three S’s: 

square, stable, and steerable. Then 

it was a sightseeing expedition down 

to the bottom, after which he’d grin 

for some photos, stow his gear, and 

shower before the fun began. Saturday 

nights were epic in Waller. The drop 

zone was in a small private airport 

that had a clubhouse, kitchen, and 

swimming pool. Folks drank Shiner 

Bock and Bud Light, then told stories 

around a bonfire.

Now Dave pulled the rip cord and 

instantly knew something was wrong. 

A parachute release can be jarring as 

you slow from 120 mph to 20 mph, but 

this was different. Dave felt a violent 

jerk and heard a loud pop from above. 

He tried to look up, toward the line, 

but they were already spinning—once, 

twice, then dozens of times, faster and 

faster. Blood began rushing toward his 

feet. He knew the danger: Spin too fast 

for too long, and he could black out. 

And if he blacked out, no one could 

pull the reserve parachute. 

Catching a glimpse of the bow 

tie shape of the parachute above 

him, Dave had an idea of what had  

occurred: either a tension knot or a 

“lineover,” in which the cords con-

nected to the canopy twist on top 

of the parachute instead of below it.  

Either way, the problem was solvable. 

All Dave had to do was cut away the 

main chute and deploy the reserve. 

He closed his eyes to better focus 

and shoved his hand up from his hip 

to grasp the cutaway handle. But the 

handle wasn’t there.

Shirley was becoming worried. This 

was more than three spins. 

“Is it supposed to be like this?”  

Shirley shouted.

“No,” Dave yelled back. “To be  

honest, we have a serious problem. 

But I got it.” 

With every second, they spun 

faster. The world became a blur. She 

wondered what her husband, Bill, was 

thinking, down there on the ground. 

They’d met just after high school, 

in Colstrip, Montana, where their  

fathers had worked together in a coal 

mine. They’d honeymooned in Coeur 

d’Alene, Idaho, and had Will in 1977, 

then Joe two years later. In 1998, 

when the boys had graduated from 

high school, Shirley took a job at 

the post office. She walked 13 miles 
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a day, opening one mailbox after  

another. She liked the routine of the 

job, the predictability. 

Cut away the canopy. That’s all 

Dave was thinking. Normally it was 

easy. He’d just reach over and pull 

the handle, the one that had suddenly 

disappeared. He’d envisioned the ma-

neuver countless times since 2004, the 

year he’d caught the skydiving bug. At 

the end of his first tandem jump at Sky-

dive Houston, Dave had turned to his 

instructor and asked, “What do I have 

to do to be able to do this all the time?”

Dave loved the exhilaration of flight, 

the way it inhabited him. It was elec-

trifying. He became an instructor, and 

then, in 2009, he began taking out tan-

dems. He relished that on every leap 

he was introducing someone new to 

the sport, checking an item off his or 

her bucket list.

Now, however, he was in a bind. 

The canopy malfunction had been so 

violent that it had yanked the cutaway 

handle upward. It was stuck between 

him and Shirley, and he couldn’t 

reach it. As they dropped past 4,000 

feet, Dave knew time was running out. 

He had roughly 20 seconds until the 

point of no return.

There was only one option left. At 

roughly 3,500 feet, Dave pulled the 

reserve chute. He hoped the reserve 

would at least slow them down. Stop 

the spinning. Give him a chance to 

think.

The packet shot behind him and 

into the blue sky and then expanded. 

For a moment, calm returned. One 

hundred mph became 60 mph. Their 

spin slowed. The blood rushed back to 

Dave’s head, and he was able to begin 

playing with the lines, trying to get the 

two semi-inflated  canopies into the air. 

Maybe we’ll get out of this, he thought. 

ON THE GROUND,  Bill  Dygert 

watched with growing concern.  

Shirley’s jump had looked fine at first. 

Then the parachute shot into the sky 

and, instead of blooming, folded in on 

itself, like a popped balloon. Then a 

second chute went up, but Bill could 

tell it wasn’t slowing them down all 

that much. They were streaking toward 

the ground. They’d also drifted way off 

course, headed for a grove of trees. Bill 

felt as if he were watching a car crash 

he could do nothing to prevent. He put 

down his camera and began running. 

Shirley had just regained her sense 

of equilibrium when she felt a jolt. 

And then another acceleration. Above 

her, the two canopies, hungry for air, 

had swung violently to opposite sides. 

Their speed increased from 60 mph 

back to 100-plus.

As they passed 2,500 feet, Shirley 

came to the realization that this was 

the last day of her life. She couldn’t 

believe it. There was so much still to 

do. She thought about Joe, who she’d 

once worried would be a college stu-

dent his whole life. He’d finally gradu-

ated from Texas A&M, then earned his 

master’s at Trinity University in San 

Antonio. He now worked as a financial 
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analyst for the Harris County hospital 

district, near Houston, but was still 

unmarried. Shirley would never meet 

his wife, never know his children.

Then she thought about Will, who 

was down there watching with his 

children—her grandchildren—Brady, 

six; Caylon, four; and Lexi, an infant. 

One thought overwhelmed her: I 

don’t want my kids to have to see this.

DESPERATELY, Dave grabbed at the 

lines to try to slow them down; seven 

seconds at their current speed would 

eat up 1,000 feet. He twisted, pulled. 

They’d reduced their speed but were 

down to 1,500 feet and still plummet-

ing at 60 mph. Worse, they were spin-

ning again. The time to try to fix the 

canopy was over. It was time to start 

looking at the ground.

It was a strange position to be in, 

responsible for someone else’s exis-

tence. Sure, Dave was a good dude 

and the life of the party. But he could 

also be a smart aleck and reckless. 

He’d spent much of his life in pursuit 

of good times. In the past eight years, 

he’d fractured his skull and broken his 

back in serious car accidents, but noth-

ing could keep him grounded for long. 

He’d given up on having kids, on 

a family. He lived for himself now. 

He knew other men who’d become 

“drop-zone bums,” cutting themselves 

off from society and winnowing the 

world down to skydiving. Dave was 

fine with that. He understood that the 

sport might one day injure or kill him. 

That was part of the deal.

That wasn’t the deal that Shirley 

had made, though. This was the only 

jump of her life, that much Dave had 

known. He thought about her family 

on the ground, watching. About what 

would happen upon impact. He knew 

what he needed to do.

As they reached 750 feet, Shirley 

in front and Dave behind, Shirley 

thought about her mom, who’d died 

of cancer in 2000. She thought about 

how they’d see each other soon. She 

thought, too, of her father, a construc-

tion worker and coal miner, who had 

worked himself into the grave, dying 

at 66. Shirley felt a warmth: She’d see 

him again soon too.

They hit 100 feet. This is how I’m 

going to die, she thought. Strangely, 

she was at peace. She was ready. 

The yellow grass came closer. Shirley 

prepared herself. That’s when Dave 

shouted into her ear. “Shirley, I want 

you to pull up your legs now!” he said. 
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“Get ready for a really rough landing.”

As she kicked, Shirley felt her-

self twist upright. Behind her, Dave 

pulled down on the two canopy 

lines, so hard that he dislocated both 

his shoulders. At the same time, he 

kicked his own legs up, inverting 

their positions so that it was he who 

hit the hard Texas dirt first, becoming 

a human cushion for a woman he’d 

met only a half hour earlier.

The impact was so loud, it was au-

dible a quarter mile away. Moments 

later, Shirley opened her eyes, then 

blinked. Above her she saw light and 

sky and clouds. Beneath her she felt 

the inert form of Dave Hartsock.

IT’S BEEN FIVE YEARS NOW, 

and Shirley still thinks about Dave  

every day. She and Bill still live in the 

same ranch-style house just outside 

Teague. Shirley’s hair is tinged with 

gray, and the creases have deep-

ened around her eyes, but she smiles 

broadly and walks without a limp. She 

considers it a miracle that, for some-

one who broke multiple ribs, lost part 

of a kidney, tore her spleen, damaged 

her liver, and broke five vertebrae in 

her neck, she has no lasting effects. 

“Good as new,” she says.

Three days after the accident, 

Bill thought they’d lost Dave. While  

Shirley rested, Bill heard from some-

one at the hospital that Dave had 

passed away in the night. But the report 

was wrong. Dave was still alive. Barely. 

When he came to, on the ground, 

Dave was surprised to be alive. Holy 

crap, he thought, we actually made it. 

Shirley was strapped on top of him, 

and she was trying to get up. He tried 

to rise but couldn’t. He assumed he’d  

broken his back. Later, at the hospital, 

the doctors recited complicated medi-

cal terms, but all that mattered was 

this: Dave was a quadriplegic. He’d 

never walk again.

Two weeks after her surgery, when 

Shirley was back at the hospital for a 

checkup, she arrived early and walked 

a few blocks down to Memorial Her-

mann, where Dave was still in inten-

sive care. She took the elevator up, 

found his room. No one was there but 

the nurse. Dave looked up. He could 

see her, but he couldn’t talk. “David, 

how are you doing?” she said. Then 

she kissed him on the forehead. Dave 

looked at her. He saw her neck brace. 

He began to cry.

“It’s OK,” Shirley said. “We’re both 

going to be walking.” Now she was 

J U M P,  H E  S A I D .  A N D  T H E Y  F E L L  

http://rd.com


rd.com   |   02•2015   |   95

  R E A D E R ’ S  D I G E S T

tearing up too. “Dave,” she continued, 

“I just want to tell you that I love you.”

Dave looked up at her. A tube 

emerged from his throat. His head 

was swaddled, his face puffy, his body 

lifeless. He began to mouth words.  

I. Love. You. Too.

THESE DAYS, DAVE LIVES with his 

76-year-old mother, Viki Hartsock, 

in a small three-bedroom house on 

a quiet residential street near strip 

malls in the northern sprawl of Hous-

ton. In conversation, he is sarcastic. 

The humor comes off as a defense 

mechanism, a way to try to be normal 

when he is no such thing. As for the 

fateful jump, he is matter-of-fact. “I 

did what I felt was necessary for tak-

ing care of my student,” Dave says. 

“That was the most important thing, 

making sure Shirley got down safely. I 

thought, if we do it this way, I’ll either 

get killed or paralyzed from the waist 

down.” He pauses. “And I’m like, OK, 

I can live with that.”

When Dave and Shirley see each 

other, which is often, the warmth be-

tween them is genuine. She touches 

Dave on the arm during conversa-

tion. Dave says he considers Shirley 

a friend. As for Shirley, like many of 

Dave’s friends, she is amazed by how 

positive he remains, by how he’s al-

ways joking and laughing, how he 

signs every e-mail with “God Bless 

and Blue Skies.” She’s not sure she 

could do the same in his position. 

It was, in a strange way, a rare op-

portunity Dave received. How many of 

us have a chance to be tested like that? 

Perhaps we think we couldn’t do what 

Dave did. That we haven’t been heroic 

enough in our lives. But then who says 

you need to have lived a hero’s life to 

be a hero? Why can’t a hero be just 

another normal, flawed human being, 

a guy who likes hot wings and cold 

beer and chasing girls? Maybe that is 

the gift Dave gives the rest of us. The 

assurance that, in that moment, we 

might be able to do what he did. 

SPORTS ILLUSTRATED (JULY 28, 2014), COPYRIGHT © 2014 BY TIME INC., SI.COM.
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THE WORST: I just spent $30 on apples at Whole Foods  

and then dropped both of them!

@MEGANAMRAM

If properly stored, a bag of lettuce will stay fresh in your  

fridge for at least five and as many as eight minutes.
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WHEN I WENT AWAY TO COLLEGE, 

I chose to go to a large school in a 

state other than mine in an attempt to 

disappear into 20,000 coeds and never 

again see the tormentors of my ado-

lescence. These were the popular and 

perfectly mean girls, the ones who 

drove quiet girls like me headlong into 

the comforting arms of dusty books.

If you lived in your head at that age, 

as I did, the campus library was your 

refuge. One person during those years 

reached in and planted something 

that would take decades to flower. She 

was, of course, a writer.

Since I didn’t know a soul at this 

large university, I volunteered for a 

campus club to make friends. That’s 

how I ended up one winter evening 

shivering outside on the steps of the 

student union, waiting for the night’s 

famous speaker to drive up. My  

assignment was to escort her inside 

to the auditorium where her fans—

certainly every English major and 

professor on campus—eagerly waited 

to hear Maya Angelou, author of a 

book that was required reading then,  

I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings.

As showtime neared, Angelou’s car 

pulled up to the snowy curb. When its 

door opened, Angelou and a female 

friend exited, each wearing high heels, 

shining smiles, and, in a sight rarely 

seen on campus, head-to-toe fur coats 

in shades of chocolate and caramel. 

They—the coats and the women—

were spectacular. I nervously ushered 

the pair inside and backstage.

Angelou quickly sized up the venue 

and was ready to sweep onstage. But 

first, there was her fur coat. I meekly 

offered to babysit it backstage to make 

sure it was safe. She shrugged off the 

coat, and I held it in my hands, the 

yards of luscious fur still warm from 

her body. She moved toward the stage 

but then halted and looked back at 

me. She met my eyes square. 

“No,” she said. “No, you need to 

get out there.” She smiled widely and 

looked out at the audience. “You need 

to get out there and live.”

Thirty years later, I can still feel 

the electric short circuitry that fizzed 

through my body as I registered 

what she’d said. With the fur coat 

safely stashed in a dressing room, I 

squeezed into a vacant front-row seat 

and heard, for the first time, a book 

come alive in an author’s own voice. 

Angelou inhabited the passages she 

recited, her voice rising and dropping 

in her unique singsong cadence. The 

audience clapped and howled as they 

went along on the ride of this perfor-

mance, while I sat silent and spell-

bound, eyes likely wide.

W
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on stacks of index cards scripted word 
for word. But as I reminded myself now 
and again, Angelou hadn’t used notes 
when she’d spoken to us after her read-
ing. She’d stood onstage and let her 
words come straight from the heart.

As I came into my 40s, I began to 
change. By then, I’d accumulated 
years of professional experience. I was 
leaning less on index cards and speak-
ing comfortably about what I really 
knew to be true. At around the same 
time, I became a mother. I stumbled 
upon Angelou in the children’s sec-
tion at a Barnes & Noble. Here she 
was again, speaking directly to me—or 
so it seemed with the title of her tiny 
poetry book Life Doesn’t Frighten Me.

Shadows on the wall
Noises down the hall
Life doesn’t frighten me at all.

This time it was a different, middle-
aged me hearing her words. Rather 
than being a nudge out the door, 
they were an affirmation of how I was  
finally beginning to live.

Today, I’m the other side of 50. A 
few times a week, the girl who once 
spent Friday nights in the college  
library stacks now stands on a stage 
in a fitness studio. Scantily clad, I face 
two dozen or so students. I encour-
age them to suck in their abs, lift their 
weights higher, and, always, breathe 
deeply.

I get out there now. I lead, and  
I live. 

I wish I could say that my life 
changed then. But out of college, I 
went deeper into my interior self,  
taking a job that required little hu-
man contact. I was a newspaper copy  
editor, working the night shift and  
silently picking over commas and par-
ticiples, words a comfortable blanket.

From time to time, I remembered the 
warmth of that fur coat and Angelou’s 
injunction: “Get out there and live.” 
In a few years, lured by the promise 
of telling my own stories rather than 
fixing other people’s, I mustered up 
the courage to become a reporter, a 
profession that demands bravado and 
charm. I had to force myself to become 
that person who could ask anyone just 
about anything, unblinkingly. With  
every interview, I felt like I was  
stepping onstage and projecting a  
confidence that I hoped no one would 
see through. Offstage, I’d collapse into 
the shelter of a good book.

I learned. I got out there, even as I 
quaked inside. I rose through the ranks 
to become a newspaper editor. The 
job required talking to many people—
sometimes a group of employees or, 
worse still, an auditorium full of unfa-
miliar faces. For those times, I leaned 

CAROLE TARRANT is  
a former newspaper 
editor. Now she 
raises money for 
community college 
scholarships and 
lives in Virginia. 
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BLIZZARD OF ’77 in Buffalo, New 

York. We had no power; school was 

closed for two weeks. The snow-

drifts were taller than the power 

lines, and driving down the road 

was like driving through a tunnel. 

People really came together, using 

CB radios and snowmobiles to 

help those in need.  JULIA NOLAN

THE BLIZZARD OF ’67 in Gary,  

Indiana. I remember walking on 

top of the snow and putting my 

mitten-covered hands on top of 

our garage.  BUDDY KITTIES

BLIZZARD OF ’69 in Central  

Pennsylvania. My mother was the 

“Cookie Mom” for my Girl Scouts 

troop. The cookies filled every inch  

of the house—and then we received 

30 inches of snow. Nobody could 

come pick up those doggone cookies 

for a week! We made forts out of the 

boxes and also used them for TV tray 

tables while we watched Wide World 

of Sports.  JOANN LONG BENSON

THE OHIO BLIZZARD OF ’51 had  

people burning pianos in their homes 

to keep from freezing!  JIM STERLING

Memorable Moments
“OUR BIGGEST BLIZZARD”

Richard Perry of Bolton, Massachusetts, sent us this photo of his  

family digging out of the blizzard of ’78. We posted it on Facebook, and  

it inspired a trove of snowy recollections from readers.

Produced with our sister publication Reminisce, a nostalgia magazine 

based on readers’ true stories. To join the conversation or subscribe,  

go to reminisce.com. Want to share your memorable moment? Send photos 

to submissions@reminisce.com.
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Don’t be fooled by what you see on TV; in real 

life, forensics is riddled with flaws and fraud 

CRISIS IN OUR
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the series CSI, Law &  

Order: Special Victims 

Unit, Criminal Minds, Blue Bloods, 

Castle, Bones, and Hawaii Five-0  

regularly showcase the triumph of lab 

work over the villainy of criminals.  

Together, TV’s crime labs hammer 

home one message: The science of  

forensics has become so advanced that 

even the most diabolical criminals will 

inevitably be brought to justice. 

If only their real-life counterparts 

were so effective. 

Even as TV viewers see their favor-

ite investigators succeed every week, a 

crisis is unfolding in America’s crime 

labs, which are a linchpin of our 

criminal-justice system. Inadequately 

screened personnel, poor training, lax 

oversight, underfunding, and massive 

backlogs: The evidence of forensics’ 

sorry state has mounted. In one outra-

geous example, an estimated 400,000 

“Abby 

Sciuto Has 

Inspired a Whole 

Generation of Women to 

Dominate Forensic Science.”

The Abby character is a forensics 

superstar. She achieved honors in 

college; triple majored in sociology, 

criminal science, and psychology; and 

also studied criminal science in grad 

school. Sciuto performs all lab work 

herself, preferring to do the job alone. 

She is also fluent in sign language and 

is a skilled computer hacker. If she 

existed, she might be the most over-

qualified forensic scientist in history. 

Today, devotees of blood-spatter  

patterns and advanced DNA analysis 

have no shortage of programs to watch. 

In addition to NCIS and its spin-offs, 

BY JORDAN MICHAEL SMITH 

FROM BUSINESS INSIDER

  CRIME LABS

NATIONAL INTEREST

MOST WEEKS OF THE YEAR, a crime drama is the top-rated 

scripted show on television. On NCIS, actor Pauley  

Perrette portrays forensic scientist Abby Sciuto,  

making her one of prime time’s most  

popular performers. A few years ago,  

a headline on jezebel.com,  

a website for women, 

declared, 

http://rd.com
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rape kits have been administered but 

remain untested in the United States 

because of budgetary constraints. 

Some kits are so old that even if a per-

petrator is identified, prosecution is 

impossible because the period of time 

specified in the statute of limitations 

has elapsed. 

And then there’s criminal activity, 

which has been the cause of many of 

the recent failures in labs. In the past 

year alone: 

● Investigators discovered that  

tampering with and theft of drug  

evidence—heroin, cocaine, mari-

juana, and OxyContin—was rampant 

in the Delaware state crime lab from 

2010 to February 2014, throwing 200 

pending prosecutions and thousands 

of convictions into doubt. 

● A Houston, Texas, police depart-

ment inquiry revealed that a techni-

cian altered evidence and failed to 

follow proper procedures, so DNA 

samples in some 185 cases, including 

51 murders, will be reanalyzed. 

● An analyst at a Santa Clara County, 

California, lab used the wrong chemi-

cal to conduct methamphetamine 

tests. The blood samples from 2,500 

arrestees had to be retested, and seven 

false positives were found. 

● A state crime lab chemist in  

Amherst, Massachusetts, was sen-

tenced to two and a half years in prison 

for stealing drug evidence and tam-

pering with samples to hide her theft. 

● A damning New York state inspec-

tor general’s report found that an  

incompetent New York City techni-

cian, who mislabeled samples and 

overlooked and misplaced important 

DNA evidence in rape cases, was em-

ployed by her lab for more than ten 

years even though numerous superiors 

knew of her “myriad failures.”

But despite these disasters, the 

public’s faith in our crime labs—due 

in part to Hollywood’s heroic portray-

als—is greater than ever. Jim Fisher, 

a former FBI agent and the author of  

Forensics Under Fire, and others call 

it the CSI effect. He explains that the 

public has this idea about forensics 

from what it sees on TV that simply 

does not correspond with reality. Even 

when practiced by well-trained tech-

nicians, forensics can be an inexact 

science. And in the hands of unethi-

cal or sloppy analysts, forensics can be 

misused to catastrophic effect—bad 

lab work can undo criminal cases that 

required months of labor by police  

departments and district attorneys’  

offices, place the innocent behind 

bars, and spring the guilty from prison. 

To understand the havoc wreaked by 

our crime-lab crisis, here’s a look at 

two of the biggest recent scandals. 

 DRUG EVIDENCE FOR SALE 

J
oseph Graves—Joey to  his 

friends—was an important man 

in Florida law enforcement. 

Since 2006, the well-respected Graves 

had handled evidence for some 2,600 

cases in 35 counties in his role as a  

supervisor at the state crime lab in 

C R I S I S  I N  O U R  C R I M E  L A B S    
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bail. In May, based on an additional 

examination of his work, he was re-

arrested and charged with another 41 

counts of trafficking illegal drugs. (He 

has pleaded not guilty.) The Florida 

Department of Law Enforcement 

(FDLE) is now mired in an inves-

tigation of the thou-

sands of cases that 

Graves handled. De-

fense lawyers, arguing 

that their clients’ trials 

were compromised by 

his work, have been is-

suing appeals, and the 

first retrial has been  

ordered. “Because of 

this breach, we have 

a lot of work to do to  

restore the confidence of 

our colleagues and of the Florida pub-

lic,” said FDLE commissioner Gerald 

Bailey at a news conference. 

 THE “FUKUSHIMA OF  

 FORENSICS”  

I
n May 2013, Donta Hood, 22, 

was with friends in Brockton, 

Massachusetts, when he met up 

with Charles Evans, 45, and two pals. 

Something went awry, the groups 

traded words, and Hood grabbed a 

gun from a companion and fired at 

Evans, hitting him in the chest and 

killing him. That evening, Hood was 

arrested and charged with first-degree 

murder. (He has pleaded not guilty.) 

This was not Hood’s first crimi-

nal offense. In 2009, he had been  

Pensacola, and his 

analysis and testi-

mony resulted in 

many convictions. 

So colleagues of the 32-year-old 

were shocked by his arrest last win-

ter. At the lab, Graves was in charge of 

testing suspected drugs and preparing  

certificates with his findings for 

criminal cases. But in January 2014,  

detectives went there to examine 147 

OxyContin pills that were being held 

as evidence. They found only 47 pills—

and they were of an over-the-counter 

anti-inflammatory medication.

After further discrepancies were 

uncovered, Graves was arrested on 

February 4, 2014, and charged with 

22 felonies, including grand theft and 

drug trafficking, mostly of OxyContin 

and morphine. He’d allegedly been 

stealing narcotics with the intent to 

use and sell. He was freed after posting F
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The faces behind two 

major crime-lab failures: 

Annie Dookhan in  

court, January 2013;  

Joseph Graves in his mug 

shot, February 2014.
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misleading investigators, filing false 

reports, and tampering with evidence, 

and was sentenced to three to five 

years in prison. She was driven by the 

very human desire “to be recognized 

as a productive employee,” wrote  

Superior Court judge Carol S. Ball in 

her sentencing decision. “[Dookhan 

is] a tragic and broken person who has 

been undone by her own ambition.” 

Her actions have had huge conse-

quences. In her nine-year career, she 

tested over 40,000 samples. To date, 

more than 600 convicted felons—

called “Dookhan defendants” by the 

press because the evidence that led to 

their jailing was handled by the tech—

have been released or had convictions 

erased or set aside. Of them, at least  

83 have been rearrested, according to 

a Boston Globe investigation. 

Take Jamell T. Spurill. He received 

a three-year jail sentence for drug 

crimes but, because of Dookhan, was 

granted an early release. When he 

ended up in cuffs again in September 

2013 and police asked why, given his 

record, he wasn’t locked up, he re-

portedly said, “I just got out thanks to  

Annie Dookhan. I love that lady.”

“These people [who were released 

early were] not first-time offenders 

or small-time drug dealers” but in-

dividuals with significant criminal 

records, said Boston police sergeant 

James Machado. “Unfortunately,  

innocent people will be killed.” Not 

long after this prediction, Evans 

was shot by Hood. “I’m surprised 

sentenced to five years in prison for 

dealing cocaine, but after serving a 

little over three years, he was released. 

Had a lab tech named Annie Dookhan 

not handled Hood’s 2009 case, he 

wouldn’t have been freed as early and 

Evans might still be alive. 

In 2003, Dookhan was hired as a 

chemist in a state crime lab in Boston, 

and in just a year, she was promoted 

because of her remarkable productiv-

ity. Her colleagues described her as 

a superwoman who could test more 

than five times the number of drug 

samples of a normal chemist. But she 

was unmasked in June 2011, when 

an evidence officer discovered that  

90 samples had vanished from the lab’s 

drug safe. The samples were traced to 

Dookhan, and she was suspended and 

resigned the following March. 

Under questioning by the police, she 

broke down and confessed how she’d 

achieved her output. Rather than run-

ning the required tests on drugs, she 

routinely identified them by eyeball-

ing them. To cover her tracks, if any 

of her samples were retested by other 

labs and found not to contain what 

she’d noted, she added the substance 

she’d originally “identified” and sent 

it back. When she did perform tests, 

sometimes she’d assemble samples of 

similar-looking drugs from different 

cases. She’d test a few of them, and if 

they came up positive, she’d label all 

the samples positive. 

In November 2013,  Dookhan 

pleaded guilty to 27 charges, including ➸
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WHAT'S HOLDING BACK REFORM? 

Given the recent outrages, one 

would expect there to be a public 

outcry about the state of our  

crime labs and calls for change,  

but neither has happened. One  

big reason: Municipalities and  

law-enforcement agencies have  

an incentive to maintain the status  

quo, since an overhaul of the  

system would put past convictions 

in jeopardy. 

Labs also have incentive to keep 

quiet. In many areas, they receive 

money for every conviction to 

which they contribute. For instance, 

statutes in Illinois and North Caro-

lina mandate that crime labs get  

compensation upon conviction  

in certain cases; similar provisions 

exist in at least ten other states.

LACK OF OVERSIGHT 

The other major factor stalling 

change is that no national authority 

oversees the country’s crime labs. 

Depending on a facility’s location,  

it could be run by the state, a local 

agency, or a private organization. 

What’s more, no national laws or 

regulations for labs exist. 

The closest thing to supervision  

is provided by the American Society 

of Crime Laboratory Directors/ 

Laboratory Accreditation Board 

(ASCLD/LAB), a nonprofit group 

that provides accreditation to most 

of the crime labs in the United 

States. A lab must put in significant 

work to meet ASCLD/LAB stan-

dards; the process can take a year 

or more and requires an intensive 

on-site visit.

After being accredited, a lab  

undergoes annual inspections.  

“We have very strong criteria,” says 

Executive Director John Neuner. But 

many of the scandals took place in 

accredited labs, revealing that the 

organization’s scrutiny has its limits. 

“We can’t prevent wrongdoing by 

corrupt individuals,” Neuner says.  

HOPE FOR CHANGE 

One effort under consideration 

could transform our crime labs.  

Last spring, Senator Patrick Leahy 

(D-VT) and Senator John Cornyn 

(R-TX) introduced legislation calling 

for the creation of an office of fo-

rensic science, forming a committee 

of top scientists to determine best 

practices, and requiring labs to hire 

people with scientific credentials in 

order to receive federal funds. 

“This bill will allow us to dramati-

cally improve the efficiency of our 

labs and reduce the number of 

wrongful convictions,” Cornyn said. 

While its bipartisan backing is 

promising, passage won’t be easy. 

Starting a new agency requires  

millions of dollars and Congress’s 

approval, both of which are scarce 

commodities in Washington. 
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working despite being found out? Her 

speed. After years of watching shows 

like CSI, juries expect every allegation 

to be backed by strong evidence; they 

are reluctant to convict if it is lacking. 

Prosecutors tend to overwhelm labs 

with evidence, Fisher 

notes, so labs end up 

rushing their testing at 

the expense of scien-

tific rigor and accuracy.

Dookhan’s case has 

been dubbed the Fu-

kushima of forensics— 

after the site of the 

2011 Japanese nuclear 

meltdown—and like 

Fukushima’s, its fallout 

continues. So far, the 

state has spent more than $8.5 million 

to review her cases and to hold hear-

ings. And while hundreds of the defen-

dants that she’d once helped put away 

are now out on the streets, Dookhan 

is behind bars, serving out her sen-

tence as Massachusetts Department of  

Corrections inmate F81328.

that [a murder] hasn’t occurred 

sooner,” Michael O’Keefe, president 

of the Massachusetts District Attor-

neys Association, said at the time.

The Dookhan scandal might have 

been prevented if the lab had done 

one simple thing before 

hiring her: made a call 

to check her résumé. 

It’s thought that one 

third of forensic fraud is 

perpetrated by people 

who’ve lied about their 

credentials. Dookhan 

told the lab when she 

applied—and stated 

in  cour t  when she 

testified as an expert  

witness—that she had 

a master’s degree in chemistry. But 

the closest she came was applying to 

a school. A coworker discovered this in 

2010, but instead of being disciplined, 

Dookhan removed the degree from 

her résumé—although soon afterward, 

she added it back on. 

Why was Dookhan allowed to keep 

BUSINESS INSIDER (APRIL 30, 2014), COPYRIGHT © 2014 BY BUSINESS INSIDER INC., BUSINESSINSIDER.COM.

After years of 
watching CSI, 

juries expect 
every case  

to be backed 
by strong 
evidence. 

I KID, I KID

Sometimes, at night, after my son has gone to bed,  

I go into my room and finish all my sentences. 

@PAULAPOUNDSTONE

My kids really hate my ice-cream-truck ringtone.

JEFF LYONS @USEDWIGS
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Laugh Lines

Never board  

a commercial  

aircraft if the  

pilot is wearing  

a tank top.
DAVE BARRY

Never be in a  

hurry to terminate 

a marriage. You  

may need this 

man/woman to 

finish a sentence. 
ERMA BOMBECK

Never argue with a doctor; 

he has inside information.
BOB ELLIOTT AND RAY GOULDING

Never try to 

tell everything 

you know. It 

may take too 

short a time.
NORMAN FORD

WELL, I NEVER!

Never keep 

up with the 

Joneses. 

Drag them 

down to 

your level; 

it’s cheaper.
QUENTIN  

CRISP

Never trust a man when he’s in 

love, drunk, or running for office.
SHIRLEY MACLAINE
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Isn’t Winter 
Great?! 

FIRST PERSON

Garrison Keillor Thinks So
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live in Minnesota, which is unjustly famous for 

miserable winters. Buffalo is far more wintry, whereas 

Seattle can bestow a purer, deeper misery than 

Minnesota has available. Our winters tend to be 

brilliantly sunny, cheerful, and aesthetically stunning. 

The tree branches glitter like diamonds, the glazed 

snowdrifts glow from below … but, of course, it’s 

different for a visitor. If you flew into St. Paul in 

January from Boca Raton to, say, scatter Aunt Bertha’s 

ashes after her tragic death in the jaws of an alligator, 

you would need to take precautions. I
Lightweight thermal wear is good. 

Back in the day, we wore layers and 

layers of heavy woolens and kept 

warm by the exertion of carrying it. 

A boy of 13 hauling 35 pounds of wet 

wool on his back does not feel chilly. 

Today you can buy outfits filled with 

gosling feathers as well as thermal 

boots and caps to keep you toasty 

warm. But you know this. 

Now that you are garbed appro-

priately, don’t be a sissy. Get out 

of the car and brave the elements. 

Feel the wind on your skin; feel the 

mucus freeze in your nostrils. You 

will not need a signal beacon, com-

pass, rappelling rope, fire-starting 

kit, any of that. If Minnesotans see 

you trembling and whimpering on 

the sidewalk, they will rush to your  

assistance. The rescue urge is strong 

here: Sneeze three times in a row, 

and you’ll be set upon by burly EMTs 

who will lash you to a gurney, take 

your blood pressure, start an IV, and 

blow your nose. 

Most important, keep repeating the 

words: It could be worse. And that is 

the simple truth. Once it was much, 

much worse, and I am old enough to 

know about it. Today’s winters pale in 

comparison with ones I knew. That is 

why I am so white. The skin remem-

bers bitter cold. Blood does not flow 

where it does not feel wanted. 

When I was a youth and blizzards 

raged daily across the prairie and cars 

were inevitably dead in the morn-

ing and icicles hung like Sidewinder 

missiles from the eaves and cougars 

lurked in the trees and preyed on the 

timid, there was no such phrase as 

global warming. We never got warm, 

not even at night, when we slept  

under heaps of blankets because 

Dad believed that if you couldn’t see 

your breath when you talked, then 

the thermostat was turned up too 
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of hedonistic self-gratif ication,  

lying around on a palm-shaded  

patio nibbling ladyfingers and post-

ing selfies on Facebook. You have 

promises to keep. Miles to go before 

you sleep. Also, a sidewalk to shovel. 

Two inches of compacted snow over 

a layer of ice—you may 

as well set a leg trap for 

the elderly as leave the 

walk unshoveled. 

You have children to 

raise. Pry their fingers 

from their smartphones, 

and lead them outdoors 

s o  t h e y  ca n  ab s o r b  

the wisdom of winter. 

We are mammals. Life 

is  not mainly about  

self-expression. It  is 

about finding food and clothing and 

shelter, about staying warm in the 

face of adversity, about sticking with 

the herd, the pack, the pod, and not 

wandering off. That means you. And 

everyone else is just as cold as you 

are. No complaining. 

Garrison Keillor is a humorist, an author,  

a storyteller, and the host of the radio 

show A Prairie Home Companion. His  

latest book is The Keillor Reader. 

When you  

have survived 

coyotes, then  

the winters of 

today are a walk 

in the park. 

high and you were wasting fuel. So  

45 degrees was room temperature, 

and we wore long woolens to bed. 

As for bed-wetting—we never dared 

consider it an option. 

We arose in the cold, dark dawn, 

ate our Malt-O-Meal, pulled on par-

kas and four-buckle 

overshoes, and trudged 

forth into the blizzard 

to  catch the school 

bus. School was never 

canceled back then in 

Minnesota—once you 

start down that road, 

where do you stop? 

Pretty soon you wind 

up keeping kids home 

if you see frost on the 

windowpane, as they 

do down South. So we huddled by 

the highway, praying for the bus to 

come, while coyotes slunk around 

eyeballing us for signs of sleepiness. 

When you have survived coyotes, 

then the winters of today are a walk 

in the park. 

Enduring winter is only a start—

embracing winter is what you should 

strive for. Winter gives a sense of 

purpose and saves one from a life 

LAWS OF TRAVEL PHYSICS

It takes me 15 minutes to pack before a trip and  

over a year to unpack when I get back.

@SWOLLENVOICE
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PHENOMENON

Professor Jim Tucker thinks that past lives are 

possible. Here are three startling accounts. 

W
HEN I WAS YOUR AGE, I changed your 

diaper,” said the dark-haired boy to his 

father. Ron* looked down at his smiling 

son, who had not yet turned two. He 

thought it was a very strange thing to say, 

but he figured he had misheard him. 

The Children
Who’ve

Lıved
Before

BY STACY HORN 
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*Names of boys and their family members were changed to protect privacy.
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But as baby Sam made similar re-

marks over the next few months, Ron 

and his wife, Cathy, gradually pieced 

together an odd story: Sam believed 

that he was his deceased grandfather, 

Ron’s late father, who had returned 

to his family. More intrigued than 

alarmed, Ron and Cathy asked Sam, 

“How did you come back?” 

 “I just went whoosh and came out 

the portal,” he responded. 

Although Sam was a precocious 

child—he’d been speaking in full sen-

tences from the age of 18 months—his 

parents were stunned to hear him use 

a word like portal, and they encour-

aged him to say more. They asked 

Sam if he’d had any siblings, and he 

replied that he’d had a sister who 

“turned into a fish.” 

“Who turned her into a fish?” 

“Some bad guys. She died.” 

Eerily enough, Sam’s grandfather 

had a sister who had been murdered 

60 years earlier; her body was found 

floating in San Francisco Bay. Ron and 

Cathy then gently asked Sam, “Do you 

know how you died?” 

Sam jerked back and slapped the 

top of his head as if in pain. One year 

before Sam was born, his grandfather 

had died of a cerebral hemorrhage.

IS REINCARNATION 

REAL?

Today 24 percent of Americans—or 

more than 75 million people—across 

all religions believe in reincarna-

tion, according to a Pew Forum on  

T H E  C H I L D R E N  W H O ’ V E  L I V E D  B E F O R E   

Religion & Public Life poll; a separate 

survey reports that roughly one in 

ten people can recall his or her own 

past life. In October, the Dr. Oz Show 

covered the “reality of reincarnation,” 

and two reality-TV series on the topic 

are currently airing (LMN’s Ghost  

Inside My Child, about children with 

past-life memories, and Reincarnated: 

Past Lives, in which people go under 

hypnosis to discover their earlier  

existences). 

Why this fascination? Part of rein-

carnation’s appeal has to do with its 

hopeful underlying promise: that we 

can do better in our next lives. “With 

reincarnation, there is always another 

opportunity,” explains Stafford Betty, 

a professor of religious studies at  

California State University, Bakers-

field, and the author of The Afterlife 

Unveiled. “The universe takes on a 

merciful hue. It’s a great improve-

ment over the doctrine of eternal 

hell.” 

Yet despite the popular interest, few 

scientists give reincarnation much 

credence. They regard it as a field 

filled with charlatans, scams, and tall 

tales of having once been royalty. 

Reincarnation is “an intriguing 

psychological phenomenon,” says 

Christopher C. French, a professor 

of psychology at Goldsmiths, Univer-

sity of London, who heads a unit that 

studies claims of paranormal experi-

ences. “But I think it is far more likely 

that such apparent memories are, 

in fact, false memories rather than  
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accurate memories of events that 

were experienced in a past life.” 

For more than 45 years, a team at 

the Division of Perceptual Studies at 

the University of Virginia (UVA) has 

been collecting stories of people who 

can recall their past lives. And if the 

professors determine that there is 

some merit to these memories, their 

findings will call into 

question the idea that 

our humanity ends with 

our death. 

“MOMMY, I’M SO 

HOMESICK” 

Among the UVA case 

studies is the story of an 

Oklahoma boy named 

Ryan. A few years ago, 

the four-year-old woke 

up screaming at two 

in the morning. Over the preceding 

months, he’d been pleading with his 

bewildered mother, Cyndi, to take him 

to the house where he’d “lived before.” 

In tears, he’d beg her to return him 

to his glittering life in Hollywood— 

complete with a big house, a pool, and 

fast cars—that was so fabulous, he 

once said, “I can’t live in these condi-

tions. My last home was much better.” 

When Cyndi went into her son’s 

room that night, Ryan kept repeating 

the same words—“Mommy, I’m so 

homesick”—as she tried to comfort 

him and rock him to sleep. 

“He was like a little old man who 

couldn’t remember all the details 

of his life. He was so frustrated and  

sad,” Cyndi says. 

The next morning, she went to 

the library, borrowed a pile of books 

about old Hollywood, and brought 

them home. With Ryan in her lap, 

Cyndi went through the volumes; she 

was hoping the pictures might soothe 

him. Instead, he became more and 

more excited as they 

looked at one particular 

book. When they came 

to a still of a scene from  

a 1932 movie called 

Night After Night,  he 

stopped her. 

“Mama,” he shouted, 

pointing to one of the 

actors, who wasn’t iden-

tified. “That guy’s me! 

The old me!”

“I was shocked,” Cyndi 

admits. “I never thought that we’d find 

the person he thought he was.” But 

she was equally relieved. “Ryan had 

talked about his other life and been so 

unhappy, and now we had something 

to go on.”

Although neither Cyndi nor her 

husband believed in reincarnation, 

she went back to the library the next 

day and checked out a book about 

children who possessed memories of 

their past lives. At the end of it was a 

note from the author, professor Jim 

Tucker, MD, saying that he wanted 

to hear from the parents of kids with 

similar stories. Cyndi sat down to 

write him a letter. 

THEY CAME 

TO A PHOTO 

FROM A 1932 

FILM, AND 

THE BOY 

SAID, “THAT 

GUY’S ME! 

THE OLD ME!”
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three years old and stopped by the age 

of six or seven. “That is around the 

same time that we all lose our memo-

ries of early childhood,” Dr. Tucker 

says. When he first learns about a sub-

ject, he checks for fraud, deliberate or 

unconscious, by asking two questions: 

“Do the parents seem credible?” and 

“Could the child have picked up the 

memories through TV, 

overheard conversa-

tions, or other ordinary 

means?” If he can rule 

out fraud, he and his 

team interview the child 

and his or her family to 

get a detailed account 

about the previous life. 

Then the researchers try 

to find a deceased per-

son whose life matches 

the memories. This last 

part is essential because 

otherwise the child’s 

story would be just a fantasy. 

Close to three quarters of the cases 

investigated by the team are “solved,” 

meaning that a person from the past 

matching the child’s memories is 

identified. In addition, nearly 20 per-

cent of the kids in the UVA cases have 

naturally occurring marks or impair-

ments that match scars and injuries on 

the past person. One boy who recalled  

being shot possessed two birthmarks—

a large, ragged one over his left eye 

and a small, round one on the back of 

his head—which lined up like a bul-

let’s entrance and exit wounds. 

THE GHOST HUNTERS 

Dr. Tucker was a child psychiatrist 

in private practice when he heard 

about the reincarnation research be-

ing conducted by Ian Stevenson, MD, 

founder and director of the Division 

of Perceptual Studies at UVA. He was 

intrigued and began working with the 

division in 1996; six years later, when 

Dr. Stevenson retired, 

Dr. Tucker took over as 

the leader of the divi-

sion’s past-life research. 

The UVA team has gath-

ered more than 2,500 

documented cases of 

children from all over 

the world who have  

detailed memories of 

former lives, includ-

ing that of a California 

toddler with a surpris-

ingly good golf swing 

who said he had once 

been legendary athlete Bobby Jones;  

a midwestern five-year-old who shared 

some of the same memories and physi-

cal traits—blindness in his left eye, a 

mark on his neck, a limp—as a long- 

deceased brother ; and a girl in  

India who woke up one day and be-

gan speaking fluently in a dialect she’d 

never heard before. (Dr. Tucker de-

scribes these cases in his book Return 

to Life: Extraordinary Cases of Children 

Who Remember Their Past Lives.) 

The children in the UVA collection 

typically began talking about their 

previous lives when they were two or 

JAMES KNEW 

DETAILS 

ABOUT WWII 

AIRCRAFT  

THAT WOULD 

SEEM 

IMPOSSIBLE 

FOR A 

TODDLER  

TO KNOW. 
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for a toddler to know. For instance, 

when Andrea referred to an object on 

the bottom of a toy plane as a bomb, 

James corrected her by saying it was 

a drop tank. Another time, he and 

his parents were watching a History 

Channel documentary, and the nar-

rator called a Japanese plane a Zero. 

James insisted that it was a Tony. In 

both cases, he was right. 

The boy said that he had also been 

named James in his previous life and 

that he’d flown off a ship named the 

Natoma. The Leiningers discovered 

a WWII aircraft carrier called the USS 

Natoma Bay. In its squadron was a 

pilot named James Huston, who had 

been killed in action over the Pacific. 

James talked incessantly about his 

plane crashing, and he was disturbed 

by nightmares a few times a week. 

His desperate mother contacted  

past-life therapist Carol Bowman for 

help. Bowman told Andrea not to  

dismiss what James was saying and to 

assure him that whatever happened 

had occurred in another life and 

body and he was safe now. Andrea fol-

lowed her advice, and James’s dreams  

diminished. (His parents coauthored 

Soul Survivor, a 2009 book about their 

family’s story.) 

Professor French, who is familiar 

with Dr. Tucker’s work, says “the main 

problem with [his] investigating is that 

the research typically begins long after 

the child has been accepted as a gen-

uine reincarnation by his or her family 

and friends.” About James Leininger, 

In the case of Ryan, the boy long-

ing for a Hollywood past, an archivist 

pored over books in a film library until 

she found a person who appeared to 

be the man he’d singled out: Holly-

wood agent Marty Martyn, who made 

an unbilled cameo in Night After Night. 

After Cyndi spoke with Dr. Tucker, he 

interviewed Ryan, and then the family 

contacted Martyn’s daughter. She met 

with Dr. Tucker, Ryan, and Cyndi, and 

along with public records, she con-

firmed more than 50 details that Ryan 

had reported about her father’s life, 

from his work history to the location 

and contents of his home. Cyndi felt 

tremendous relief when she was told 

that her son’s story matched Martyn’s. 

She says, “He wasn’t crazy! There  

really was another family.” 

PLANE ON FIRE!

Dr. Tucker learned about the best-

known recent reincarnation case study 

from TV producers. In 2002, he was 

contacted to work for and appear on 

a show about reincarnation (the pro-

gram never aired) and was told about 

James Leininger, a four-year-old Loui-

siana boy who believed that he was 

once a World War II pilot who had 

been shot down over Iwo Jima.

Bruce and Andrea Leininger first re-

alized that James had these memories 

when he was two and woke up from 

a nightmare, yelling, “Airplane crash! 

Plane on fire! Little man can’t get out!” 

He also knew details about WWII air-

craft that it would seem impossible 
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planted the memories, saying, “You 

try telling a two-year-old what to be-

lieve; you’re not going to be able to 

give them a script.” 

LONG LIVE HOPE 

Dr. Tucker, too, knows that for most 

scientists, reincarnation will always 

seem like a fantastical notion re-

gardless of how much evidence is 

presented. For him, success doesn’t 

mean persuading the naysayers to ac-

cept the existence of reincarnation but 

rather encouraging people to consider 

the meaning of consciousness and 

how it might survive our deaths. 

“I believe in the possibility of re-

incarnation, which is different from 

saying that I believe in reincarnation,” 

he explains. “I do think these cases 

require an explanation that is out of 

the ordinary, although that certainly 

doesn’t mean we all reincarnate.” 

Does Dr. Tucker believe that in the 

future, there will be a child who is able 

to recall Dr. Tucker’s own memories? 

“Memories of past lives are not very 

common, so I don’t expect that,” he 

says. “But I do hope there’s some con-

tinuation after death for me and for all 

of us.”

French says, “Although his parents 

insisted they never watched World 

War II documentaries or talked about 

military history, we do know that at 

18 months of age, James was taken to 

a flight museum, where he was fasci-

nated by the World War II planes. In 

all probability, the additional details 

were unintentionally implanted by his 

parents and by a counselor who was a 

firm believer in reincarnation.”

Dr. Tucker says that he has addi-

tional documentation for many of 

James Leininger’s statements, and 

they were made before anyone in the 

family had heard of James Huston or 

the USS Natoma Bay. French responds 

that “children’s utterances are often 

ambiguous and open to interpreta-

tion. For example, perhaps James said 

something that just sounded a bit like 

Natoma?” 

Bruce Leininger, James’s father,  

understands French’s disbelief. “I 

was the original skeptic,” he says. 

“But the information James gave us 

was so striking and unusual. If some-

one wants to look at the facts and 

challenge them, they’re welcome to 

examine everything we have.” Bruce 

laughs at the idea that he and his wife 

WHEN THE LEVEES BREAK

Some people say, “Never let them see you cry.” I say, if you’re so 

mad you could just cry, then cry. It terrifies everyone. 

Source: Bossypants by Tina Fey (Little, Brown and Company)
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IN ASIA, dental braces have become  

a sign of prosperity. Whether their 

teeth are crooked or as straight as 

pillars, kids in Thailand, Indonesia, 

and China have been flocking to 

beauty salons to have superficial but 

fashionable braces put in (they aren’t 

as complicated as the real deal). This 

trend is so popular that in Thailand, 

where the phonies are banned,  

a “fake-braces black market” has 

popped up. Source: odditycentral.com 

HIPSTER ALERT! Non-hirsute  

New Yorkers who crave the scruffy 

look are shelling out as much as 

$7,000 for beard transplants.  

During the operation, a surgeon 

takes hair from the scalp or 

chest and carefully inserts it 

into the face. Source: lostateminor.com

NOW, THIS IS THINKING 

outside the box! Under-

takers are posing the  

deceased in death as they 

might have appeared in 

life. At a New Orleans funeral 

home, one late woman was 

seated at a table with a can 

of beer in front of her and  

a cigarette in her hand. At 

another parlor, the body 

of a boxer was arranged standing  

in a boxing ring, and a deceased 

paramedic was propped up behind 

the wheel of an ambulance.
Source: New York Times

UNHAPPY WITH the direction of 

your life? Try plastic surgery on the 

lines of your palms. The operation  

is all the rage in Japan among those 

who believe the lines dictate one’s 

future. According to one doctor, most 

men prefer to change creases associ-

ated with money and business, while 

women seek to alter their love lines.
Source: japandailypress.com 

MISERY TOURS are  

big business. A Mexican 

amusement park offers 

a fake border-crossing 

attraction, complete 

with smugglers and 

guards. And if you’ve 

longed to visit a war 

zone, good news! A 

sightseeing group will 

escort you to war-torn 

Ukraine to witness  

actual combat. Some  

tours even “include an 

armed guard.” Some?

Source: dailymail.co.uk

That’s Outrageous!
OVER-THE-TOP TRENDS 
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How a meeting by the  

Ganges changed five lives

INSPIRATION

KINDNESS
BY LEON LOGOTHETIS  FROM THE BOOK THE KINDNESS DIARIES



126   |   02•2015   |   rd.com

B AT H E D  I N  K I N D N E S S   

W
R

IT
E

R
 P

H
O

T
O

G
R

A
P

H
S

 C
O

U
R

T
E

S
Y

 L
E

O
N

 L
O

G
O

T
H

E
T

IS

set for myself was 

that I would accept  

offers of food and 

l o d g i n g  b u t  n o t 

m o n e y .  I  w a s n ’ t 

looking for a free 

ride; I was looking 

for a shared one. In 

fact, I planned to 

give away money 

to help some of the 

people I met as soon 

as I returned home. 

Ultimately, I wanted 

to reconnect with the 

world and, in some 

small way, help oth-

ers reconnect too. 

By this point, I had ridden all the way 

to New York, then crossed the Atlantic 

on a container ship to continue my 

travels. Some days and weeks were far 

rougher than others, when it seemed 

that no one would lend me a hand. 

Now I sat down by the Ganges River, 

so tired that I could barely remember 

my own name. All I could do was stare 

at the water, the smoke, the bewilder-

ing world I had found myself in.

 An older man walked past and then 

stopped, asking me what I was doing.

I didn’t know how to respond. I was 

tired of asking for help only to be re-

jected. “I don’t know,” I finally replied.

“Coming to India with yellow 

bike is much strangeness!” 

Above: Leon Logothetis 

circumnavigated the globe on his 

motorbike, Kindness One. Previous 

spread: Guide Dilip (left) helps Leon 

cleanse his karma in holy water.

the small man yelled 

as I walked along 

the Ganges. Nearby, 

there was an open 

fire and, within it, 

the body of a re-

c e n t l y  d e c e a s e d 

person. No, that was 

not a typo. A dead 

person was being 

burned in the open 

air before his or her 

ashes were to be 

thrown into the holy 

river. Hindus believe 

that if you die and 

are thrown into the 

Ganges, you will not 

need to be reincarnated. A goal of all 

Hindus, I was told.

This was my final rejection for the 

day, coming on the heels of so many 

others as I had made my way to the 

banks of the famous Ganges. I had 

come to India as part of a quest to cir-

cumnavigate the globe on a journey 

of kindness. A few months before, I 

had left my comfortable home in Los  

Angeles. Now I was riding a vintage 

(often broken) yellow motorbike half-

way around the world, with no food, 

no money, and no place to stay— 

intentionally depending on the good-

will of others. The ground rule I had 
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“One day you, too, will end up like 

this,” he said, referring to the funeral 

pyres burning around us. “Live in-

side this moment, and do not lose 

this time.”

He walked away, quickly consumed 

by the crowds, but his words re-

mained. Those small moments—like 

watching a sunset on a Nebraskan 

farm or having tea with a new friend 

in Turkey—were immortal. 

I stood up. Suddenly, India was not 

a great heaving beast but a collection 

of small steps, of endless stories, of 

magic amid the mayhem. It was my 

job to stay in the moment. I continued 

to walk along the Ganges, and I soon 

met Dilip, a young riverboat driver, 

who offered to take me for a dip. Dilip 

was short and slim, but his arms were 

built up from his days on the river.

In Greek mythology, Charon is the 

name of the riverboat driver who car-

ries the dead souls across the river 

Styx to Hades, the kingdom of the 

dead. As I boarded Dilip’s boat on the 

murky Ganges, intending to swim in 

it, I hoped he wouldn’t be leading me 

to Hades anytime soon.

Because you see, taking a dip in the 

Ganges is not like taking a dip in the 

crisp blue waters of Lake Como. Al-

though it is one of the holiest rivers in 

the world, it is also one of the dirtiest. 

I had seen carcasses floating past me. 

A dog. Two cows. A few unidentified 

objects.

They say that in bathing in the  

Ganges, you cleanse yourself of all 

your pain and suffering, but as Dilip 

and I drove along the dark and dreary 

water, I asked him, “Have you ever  

actually swum in the Ganges?”

“Yes,” he replied, clearly not feeling 

the same agitation that I was. “Many 

people do like this. I am no differ-

ent.” I later found out that Dilip was 

from one of the lower castes in India. 

Though he wasn’t a Dalit, one of the 

“untouchables,” he came low enough 

on the rung that being a riverboat 

driver was nearly akin to being king. 

AT L AST, DILIP  pulled the boat 

over. It was time for us to receive 

purification and, I hoped, not a deadly 

case of typhoid.

“Are you sure this is wise?” I asked, 

feeling the fear move through me as 

we stripped down to our shorts.

“Yes,” Dilip said. “Swimming in the 

Ganges will purify your karma.” He 

offered me a large red scarf to wrap 

around my waist and looked out over 

the water. “This is God. By feeling the 

vibrations, you’re always thinking,  

always changing.”

We said a prayer together, and then 

I stepped apprehensively into the cold 

water. Dilip moved quickly past me, 

submerging himself and splashing the 

water on his face.

I got in a bit farther as I asked Dilip, 

“You do this every day?”

He nodded as I pressed forward, 

saying, “And you don’t get sick?”

Dilip shook his head as I asked, “Do 

you drink the water?”

http://rd.com


128   |   02•2015   |   rd.com

B AT H E D  I N  K I N D N E S S   

that Amrit had been going to school 

but that they’d had to take him out.

“The school is too much money,” 

Dilip said. “And sometimes, I do not 

get enough passengers.” In the West, 

we see school as a right, not a privi-

lege. But in India, education comes 

with fees, even for those who barely 

have enough to eat.

I had taken my own education for 

granted. I hated school, but I could 

never imagine not having it. It was 

there that I fell in love with the stories 

of history. It was there where I spun 

my first globe, looking at all the places 

I hoped to see. And though I failed 

chemistry and algebra, I also learned 

how to meet new people and create 

friendships.

I looked at Amrit and Ashish, and 

I couldn’t bear for them not to have 

that opportunity. The power of an 

education, whether it’s the traditional 

kind or one fueled by imagination, 

could alter the course of a life.

At sunset, I took Dilip and his sons 

for a walk along the riverbank. Dilip 

held Ashish in his arms, bouncing 

him, showering the boy with affec-

tion. It is this love, I thought, that will 

always keep us alive, long past our 

actual mortality. It is children who 

extend us past our deathbeds, car-

rying us into the great beyond. Dilip 

explained how he wanted his boys to 

have a better life than he had. 

“I teach them,” he said, his eyes  

filling with tears of determination. 

 “You teach them yourself?” I asked.

“Yes,” he replied, and then he drank. 

Not far from us, a wedding was  

taking place on a boat. The sun was 

beginning to set as Dilip waded 

deeper. I looked around, and for a 

moment, it didn’t even feel as though 

I was on planet Earth. Instead, I was 

back in the stories of the Greek gods 

that I’d read in school. I thought about 

all the heroes who had traveled across 

the river in Charon’s boat—Heracles,  

Orpheus, Dionysus, and, of course, 

Odysseus. They all returned to the 

land of the living renewed and wiser 

for the journey. If they could do it, 

why couldn’t I?

I TOLD DILIP  as we bathed in the 

river, “I started my journey in Los 

Angeles at the Hollywood sign—the 

place where capitalism thrives—and 

here I am in the Ganges, the holiest 

place for Hindus, with you, someone 

I have just met.”

Dilip stood up and smiled. “Yes,  

because God does good things.”

He gave me a blessing in the river, 

speaking the prayer in Hindi and ask-

ing me to repeat it. We held hands as 

we prayed—two men from different 

sides of the world, standing together 

in the Ganges, cleansing our souls. 

After we got out of the river, Dilip 

asked if I wanted to stay with him and 

his family for the night. We walked to 

where he lived with his wife, Dharmin, 

and their sons, Amrit, who was five, 

and Ashish, who was two.

As we ate dinner, Dilip explained 
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rock back and forth slowly, staring out 

at the water.

I found myself trying to persuade 

him. “You told me that you don’t want 

your children to do what you do. You 

told me that you were kind because 

you never knew what would happen if 

you were kind to someone. You say you 

pray every day to God to change your 

life. So now your children will have the 

opportunity to live an educated life.”

I kept talking until I saw a slow 

smile wash over his face, tears circling 

his eyes as he took it all in. He looked 

me deep in the eyes, and he began to 

laugh. “You help my children? You take 

care of my sons’ future and their edu-

cation? I’m very happy! I tell my wife, 

she’ll be so happy … so happy.”

His excitement was contagious. 

He knew even more than I did what 

that gift could offer, because it wasn’t 

just about giving a gift to one person. 

Like the energy of the village, the gifts 

were music that many might share. 

Just as Dilip had broken the mold 

and become a riverboat driver, so his 

sons would break the mold and go to 

school. Who knew how many times 

that torch would light another torch? 

I hugged Dilip and his two sons and 

asked Amrit to send me a card every 

year telling me how school was going. 

And that’s how I ended up giving the 

one thing I always hated and for which 

I am begrudgingly grateful: school.

“Yes, in the nighttime. I come home, 

and then I teach them. Money’s al-

ways a problem everywhere,” he said. 

“Who doesn’t have money problem?”

I WAS TAKEN ABACK once more by 

how a man with nothing had such 

a deep acceptance of this world that 

has so much. Here was someone who 

had emerged from the caste system 

only to fight for his children to do the 

same. Yet he accepted this, even as he 

struggled against it.

“Because,” he said, “if I am good 

and honest person, God might send 

help for me.”

I thanked Dilip for his help, for his 

kindness, but most of all for showing 

me how to accept the moment I’m in. 

Maybe acceptance and struggle didn’t 

have to be in conflict. Maybe I could 

accept my home and yet be willing to 

question it. Be willing to question my 

own comfort, my own happiness. It 

was in that questioning that I might 

not feel complacent.

I decided to explain to Dilip about 

the other part of my trip, the part 

about giving back. “To me, education 

isn’t just learning things in school. It is 

learning about life. It’s about learning 

how to dream. So what I would like to 

do, if you agree, is to pay for the edu-

cation of both your sons until they are 

18 years old.”

Dilip’s smile disappeared. “Eighteen 

years old?” he mumbled. I worried he 

might be upset.

“It’s hard to take in.” Dilip began to 

The Kindness Diaries by Leon Logothetis 

(Reader’s Digest, $24.99) is available 

wherever books are sold.
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How a horse named 

Baby—and one 

woman’s devotion—

changed the 

racetrack forever

BY JO ANNE 

NORMILE &  

LARRY LINDNER  

FROM THE BOOK 

SAVING BABY

Jo Anne with  

one-day-old Baby 

on her farm

BOOK BONUS

FOR THE 
Love OF A 

HORSE
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grandstand while we all 

went to take our seats.

I did have some rem-

nant of misgivings about 

the state of the track. A 

couple of weeks before, 

the chair of the track 

committee had said the racecourse 

was in bad shape. Two horses had 

broken down on opening weekend 

a month earlier and had to be eu-

thanized. They might have run into 

a groove or dip. It wasn’t clear. But 

when I pressed the track’s top man-

ager, he assured me that everything 

was in perfect shape, so I let it go. 

It was May 25, Memorial Day week-

end, 1996, and with the weather 

a cloudless 78 degrees, the stands 

were full. Our group alone had some  

20 people, including my two daugh-

ters, my sister and brother-in-law, and 

our inner circle of friends. 

A current of anticipation charged 

the grandstand as the announcer’s 

voice boomed over the loudspeaker, 

and the horses, after being paraded 

in front of the crowd with the jock-

eys on their backs, were led into the 

starting gate. 

Baby didn’t start out leading the 

pack, but going along the backstretch, 

he slid into perfect position, with his 

head right off the flank of the first 

horse—exactly where Pam had said 

she wanted him. The rest of the field 

Baby let out a hello honk when I  

entered his shedrow that morning; 

his adorable whinny always made 

him sound more like a Canada goose 

than a horse. I breathed into his nose, 

as horses do with one another (no 

treats—he wasn’t allowed apples or 

carrots on race day), and brushed my 

nose and lips across his velvety muz-

zle. He seemed incredibly alert, right 

on the muscle. “Boy, he’s ready,” I said 

to Jerry, his assistant trainer.

My husband, John, and I walked 

with Baby, Jerry, and Pam, his trainer, 

to the saddling area. I told the jockey 

to come back safe and squeezed his 

hand. Then, while Pam was giving the 

jockey instructions—“You know what 

to do, stay just a bit off the leader”— 

I put my hand on Baby’s neck, moving 

it under his mane. “It’s OK, Baby. You 

be a big boy. We’ll be waiting for you. 

We love you.” I was speaking softly; 

you don’t want to be saying those  

intimate things loudly enough for  

everybody to hear.

I lingered a moment, after which 

Pam gave the jockey a leg up, and 

Baby was paraded in front of the 

I FELT LIKE I WAS ON TOP of the world. 

My five-year-old Thoroughbred, Baby, was 

poised to win his first race of the season at 

the Detroit Race Course, where Seabiscuit 

and other illustrious horses had run.
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jockey continued to hold him 

back. Even so, he was gain-

ing, gaining. Then, suddenly,  

a l m o s t  i m p e rc e p t i b l y ,  h e 

drifted slightly off to the right—

and stopped. “Oh, my God,” I 

cried out. Pam had to hold me 

back from running down to the 

track. “His saddle probably 

slipped,” she said. But Baby 

just kept standing there, his 

jockey beside him, as the other 

horses crossed the finish line. Then I 

saw the horse ambulance come out.

“I’M HERE, BABY. It’s Mommy,” I 

said once I reached him in his shed-

row. Covered in sweat so profuse that 

it had turned into foam that cascaded 

down his neck and chest, he was trem-

bling all over. “It’s OK.” I knew I had to 

stay calm so he could stay calm, and 

his eyes, widened with fear, did relax 

some when he recognized me. 

“Jo Anne, it’s really bad,” the track 

vet said. “His leg is broken.”

They can fix broken legs, I told  

myself. Years ago, maybe not. But 

equine medicine had improved. 

“The tibia in his back left leg is in 

multiple pieces,” the vet was saying. “I 

can’t even count how many. It’s shat-

tered. He can’t be saved.”

Baby had apparently stepped into 

a groove on the uneven track surface. 

“It was like an explosion,” his jockey 

blurted out, referring to the sound 

Baby’s leg had made as it smashed 

into fragments.

was a couple of lengths behind. John 

and I clasped hands.

The race goes by so fast, but in 

those moments of his approach-

ing the turn, I could see our whole 

lives together: Baby’s birth on my 

farm five years earlier, when he’d  

almost died in my arms because the 

amniotic sac hadn’t opened and I’d 

ripped its tough, rubbery surface 

with my bare hands and fastened my 

mouth onto his nostrils to express air 

into his lungs; his first wobbly steps, 

taken before dawn, and then his gal-

loping across the pasture just hours 

later; his tearing around like a giant 

puppy, followed by napping with his 

head on my lap among the dandeli-

ons or climbing the patio steps to the 

kitchen door to ask for a treat. 

About halfway through the race, 

it was clear that Baby would win. I 

could feel my heart beating, even as I 

was yelling as loudly as I could, “Yes! 

Yes! YES!” Everything was happening 

the way it was supposed to, and he 

hadn’t kicked into high gear yet; the 

Baby nuzzling 

his mother, Pat
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“Oh, Baby, oh, Baby.” I watched his 

face as the syringe went in when the 

vet administered euthanasia, shud-

dering as I wept, looking for some sign 

of forgiveness. But by then Baby had 

gone somewhere else. He sank to his 

knees, then rolled over on his side, in 

the position in which he loved to nap.

The days afterward 

are shrouded in a haze 

of sorrow, guilt, and 

misery. I can’t remem-

ber how I got home or 

who came and went, 

but at one point Pam 

brought a ziplock bag 

with a piece of Baby’s 

mane and one of his 

shoes, still grouted with 

sand from the spot on 

the track where he’d 

pulled up. I’ve never opened the bag, 

even to this day, but have always 

kept it with me—on the couch, at 

the kitchen table, on my nightstand. 

Eventually, it came to rest by my com-

puter. I am looking at it now. Pieces of 

sand have fallen to the bottom.

I BROUGHT MY other Thoroughbred 

racehorse, Scarlett, home from the 

track in short order. Scarlett had been 

born on my farm the year after Baby 

and had the same mother. On her  

father’s side, she was a granddaugh-

ter of the great Secretariat. Jerry 

thought she had a good chance  

of winning the $200,000 Sire Stakes, 

but I insisted she stay safe in my 

backyard with my other four horses.

I was right to take Scarlett home. 

An investigation conducted by a track 

expert determined that the soft top 

cushion of clay and sand, which was 

supposed to be about six inches deep, 

was sometimes as shallow as a quarter 

inch—much too shallow to protect a 

horse’s leg from the hard 

limestone beneath. And 

the limestone itself was 

a mess. In some spots, it 

came up like waves. In 

others, there were dips 

and gouges. No won-

der horses were break-

ing down. After I hired 

a lawyer, the track was 

forced to make repairs 

and, in a protracted 

lawsuit, finally ended up 

having to pay me for my loss.

But track conditions weren’t the 

worst of it. In the wake of Baby’s death, 

I learned that most Thoroughbred 

racehorses aren’t gently put to sleep 

with chemical euthanasia if their bod-

ies are beyond repair but rather sent 

in pain to slaughterhouses in Canada 

and Mexico. They’re frequently killed 

even if they could have recovered. In 

fact, perfectly sound horses are killed 

because they’re no longer fast enough. 

Afterward, their remains are sent to 

countries where horse meat is sold 

in grocery stores. I also learned that 

during their racing careers, horses 

are often shot up with performance- 

enhancing drugs and painkillers, 

Every horse, 

utterly 

dependent on 

its owner, 

knows what 

it’s like to love 

and be loved.
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sage, eventing, show jumping. That’s 

what eventually happened with Scar-

lett. She was a magnificent jumper! 

But I also knew that many Thor-

oughbreds were in too rough shape to 

participate in a sport discipline. That 

was OK. People would want these 

beautiful animals for trail riding or 

even just as pasture ornaments to feed 

and pet and watch grazing. 

To get Thoroughbreds straight 

from the track to safe havens, I came 

up with CANTER (Communication 

Alliance to Network Thoroughbred 

Ex-Racehorses). I found people who 

were willing to pay more for the  

former racehorses than the kill buyers 

lurking on the backstretch.

People at the track were suspicious 

of me. Some believed that I must 

have been getting a financial cut, 

which wasn’t true. Others were simply  

distrustful of a new idea and stuck to 

business as usual, selling to slaughter-

houses even though they could have 

made significantly more money and 

saved the horses. 

Still, I fought for as many animals 

as I could and found allies, donors, 

and volunteers. By 2005, we had  

rescued over 4,000 horses in half a 

dozen states, more than any other 

equine rescue group. 

I was proud, but putting in 20-hour 

days at the track—after giving up my 

work as a court reporter—took a toll. 

I began having abdominal spasms 

coupled with ulcers, and my family 

was paying a price as well. The day 

which only make their injuries worse 

as their well-muscled bodies are  

carried on spindly, damaged legs. 

Over the years, I had seen some 

abuses on our low-level track but  

assumed they were anomalies. After 

Baby’s death, I learned that the prob-

lems were endemic, that the majes-

tic steeds who galloped at breakneck 

speed for people’s entertainment were 

often treated like dice or decks of cards. 

When they were “used up”—even if 

they could live happy, pain-free lives 

away from the track—they were dis-

carded, sold for pennies on the pound. 

It made me realize that the Kentucky 

Derby and other high-level televised 

races are the smoke and mirrors  

obfuscating the truth of what goes 

on at the 100 or so racetracks around 

the country. Only one horse wins the 

big race. Many of the others drop into  

increasingly lower-level races until 

they meet a brutal, untimely end. 

I could save Scarlett by bringing 

her home, but how was I going to 

save other horses? Not working to 

protect them would be like leaving 

Baby lying in the dirt. Every horse,  

utterly dependent on its owner,  

understands what it means to love 

and to feel loved. By working to save 

them, I could in some way save some-

thing of what I so loved about Baby. 

FINALLY, A SOLUTION came to me. 

Thoroughbreds, magnificent animals, 

could be retrained for other disciplines 

when their racing days were over: dres-
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I fill everyone’s pails with grain, rake 

the stalls, and remove dirt from their 

hooves, is Marci’s baby, Winnie. She 

loves to tear around the pasture to 

burn excess energy or go exploring, but 

mostly she likes to keep me company, 

nuzzling up against my body or look-

ing for a brisk scratch behind the ears.

Eighteen years have passed since 

Baby died. My daughters have long 

ago worn their wedding gowns, and 

I have four grandchildren. Pat—Baby 

and Scarlett’s mother—passed peace-

fully in 2002. If not for that fateful day 

at the track, Baby might still be with 

us. He would brush alongside his 

companion Scarlett at the trough. The 

two horses would dunk their whole 

heads in the funny, unusual way 

they learned from their mother. But  

today, there’s no distinctive honk, no  

exuberant, stocky pet whom I took 

from his mother’s body and who loves 

to gallop toward me when I clap my 

hands. Some part of me will always be 

waiting.

I was supposed to help my daughter 

Jessica pick out her wedding dress, I 

was called to a track emergency and 

got to the bridal salon an hour late. On 

vacation, the phone rang 24-7, and I 

received more than 100 e-mails a day. 

I knew it was time to turn over the 

reins so I could enjoy my family and 

the beautiful horses in my own back-

yard, including Scarlett, who was alive 

and well. But I also knew that I could 

never forget Baby.

Aware that more than 150,000 

equines of all types are sent to slaugh-

ter every year, including wild horses 

captured on public land, I started Sav-

ing Baby Equine Charity, a smaller 

organization that allows me to have a 

more balanced life.

THESE DAYS when I do my chores 

at the barn behind my house, I take 

pleasure in watching 22-year-old  

Scarlett amble over to the water trough. 

Grazing nearby is Marci, a wild burro I 

rescued. And right by my side, while 

SAVING BABY, COPYRIGHT © 2014 BY JO ANNE NORMILE AND LARRY LINDNER, IS PUBLISHED BY ST. MARTIN’S PRESS. US.MACMILLAN.COM.

POP SONGS FOR PHILOSOPHY BUFFS

�Q “Ain’t No Montaigne High Enough”

�Q “Total Eclipse of Descartes”

�Q “Don’t You (Foucault About Me)”

�Q “Camus Feel the Love Tonight?”

JARRY LEE from mcsweeneys.net
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PHOTO
OF LASTING  

INTEREST

NASA photograph by William Anders
Chosen by Al Gore, c h a i r  o f  t h e  C l i m at e  R e a l i t y  P r o j e c t

“Taken by Apollo 8 astronaut Bill Anders on Christmas Eve  

in 1968, Earthrise showed for the first time the delicate  

balance between our planet’s beauty and the dark void in 

which it resides. This photo had a profound effect on our 

global consciousness and, in turn, gave birth to the modern 

environmental movement.”
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mention a project you’re working on.” 

OUTSMART US: Spot phishing  

e-mails by looking for incorrect or 

unusual URLs (hover over links to  

see the actual URL address), requests 

for personal information or money, 

suspicious attachments, or a mes-

sage body that’s actually an image. 

Unless you’re 100 percent confident 

that a message is from someone  

you know, don’t open attachments 

or click links. 

1 WE SEND INCREDIBLY  

PERSONAL E-MAILS. 

Spear phishing, the act of sending  

targeted e-mails to get you to share fi-

nancial information or passwords, can 

be exceptionally sophisticated. “The 

old-style ones had spelling and punc-

tuation errors, but today, it has really 

become an art,” says Mark Pollitt, PhD, 

former chief of the FBI’s computer  

forensic unit. “They may call you by 

name, use your professional title, and 

KNEWWHO

 20 Things 

Cyber 

Crooks

Don’t Want  
 You to Know 
BY MICHELLE CROUCH
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2 WE’VE GOT ALL THE  

TIME IN THE WORLD. 

Hackers have programs that  

systematically test millions of  

possible passwords. “They go to 

sleep and wake up in the morning, 

and the program is still going, testing  

one password combination after  

another,” says Peter Fellini, a security 

engineer with Zensar Technologies, 

an IT and software services firm. 

OUTSMART US: Instead of a pass-

word, try a passphrase. Use letters 

and characters from a phrase and  

include special characters, numbers, 

and upper- and lowercase letters 

(Mary had a little lamb could become 

mh@Ll, for example). Or consider a 

password manager that generates and 

remembers random, difficult-to-crack 

passwords. (Even then, some experts 

recommend unique passphrases for 

financial accounts in case the pass-

word manager gets hacked.)

3 WE SNEAK WHILE YOU SURF.

A growing number of cyberattacks 

are arriving via “drive-by download,” 

says Giovanni Vigna, PhD, a com-

puter science professor at the Univer-

sity of California at Santa Barbara and 

cofounder of anti-malware provider 

Lastline Inc. “You visit what looks like 

a perfectly harmless website,” he says, 

“but in the background, you are redi-

rected to a series of other sites that 

send you an attack.” Often even the 

website’s owner doesn’t know the site 

has been compromised. Although 

search engines keep blacklists of 

known malicious sites, the bad sites 

are continuously changing. 

OUTSMART US: Make sure you install 

all available updates to your browser, 

or use a browser that automatically 

updates, like Firefox. Vigna’s research 

has found that Internet Explorer users 

are most vulnerable to these attacks.

4 WE CAN INFILTRATE YOUR  

BABY MONITOR OR SMART TV. 

Remember, your smart device is  

essentially a computer—and chances 

are, it’s not a particularly secure  

one. Anything in your house that’s 

connected to the Internet, from your 

smart fridge to your climate-control 

system, can be hacked. In several  

recent incidents, hackers were able 

to hijack a baby monitor and yell at  

a baby. Experts have also shown  

how hackers can turn on a smart 

TV’s camera and spy on you. 

OUTSMART US: When setting up 

smart devices, always change the de-

fault password. Most of these devices 

work from your wireless router, so 

password protecting your Wi-Fi can 

also help. Keep up with firmware up-

dates; many devices will inform you 

when there’s an update available. Oth-

erwise, look for an Update Firmware 

option in the main menu or settings.

5WE EAVESDROP ON FREE 

PUBLIC WI-FI NETWORKS. 

Even if you’re connected to a legiti-

mate public network, a “man-in-the-

http://rd.com
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designed to steal your data or install 

malware on your computer. 

OUTSMART US: Double-check the 

site’s address before logging in with 

your name and password, especially if 

the home page looks different. Check 

for https in the address before typing 

in your credit card information.

8 WE CRACK YOUR PASSWORD  

ON “EASY” SITES. 

A 2014 study found that about half  

of us use the same password for mul-

tiple websites, making a cybercrook’s 

job easy. “A hacker will break into  

a soft target like a hiking forum, get 

your e-mail address and password, 

and then go to your e-mail account 

and try to log in with same password,” 

says Marc Maiffret, chief technology 

officer at BeyondTrust, a security and 

compliance management company. 

“If that works, they’ll look to see if you 

have any e-mails from a bank. Then 

they’ll go to your bank account and 

try that same password.” 

OUTSMART US: Use two-factor  

middle” attack can allow hackers to 

snoop on the session between your 

computer and the hot spot. 

OUTSMART US: Avoid public Wi-Fi  

if possible, especially unsecured net-

works without passwords, advise  

security experts at MetLife Defender, 

a personal data protection program. 

Instead, set up your smartphone as a 

secure hot spot or sign up for a VPN 

(virtual private network) service. If 

you must use public Wi-Fi, avoid  

financial transactions and consider 

using a browser extension like  

HTTPS Everywhere to encrypt your 

communications.

6WE LURE YOU WITH “SHOCKING” 

VIDEOS ON FACEBOOK. 

A friend just posted a video of an 

“unbelievable animal found in  

Africa.” If you click to watch, you’re 

asked to download a media player or 

take a survey that will install malware 

on your computer, says Tyler Reguly, 

manager of security research at the 

cybersecurity firm Tripwire. It also 

shares the video with all your friends. 

OUTSMART US: Type the video’s  

title into Google and see if it’s on 

YouTube. If it’s a scam, someone  

has probably already reported it.

7 WE TAKE ADVANTAGE  

OF YOUR TYPOS.

Fake sites with slightly altered URLs 

like micrososft.com or chse.com 

look surprisingly similar to the real 

site you meant to visit, but they’re  

http://rd.com
http://micrososft.com
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authentication, a simple feature that 

requires more than just your user-

name and password for you to log  

on. In addition to your password, for 

example, a site may require you to  

enter a randomly generated code sent 

to your smartphone to log in. Many 

companies—including Facebook, 

Google, Microsoft, Apple, and most 

major banks—now offer some form  

of this safeguard. (For a list of compa-

nies that offer it, visit twofactorauth 

.org and click Docs under your pro-

vider to learn how to set it up.) 

9WE LOVE YOUR  

BLUETOOTH HEADSET.

If you leave the Bluetooth function 

enabled after using a hands-free 

headset, hackers can easily connect 

to your phone, manipulate it, and 

steal your data. 

OUTSMART US: Always turn Blue-

tooth off after you use it. Set your  

visibility to “off” or “not discoverable,” 

and require a security code when you 

pair with another Bluetooth device. 

10WE CAN EASILY BREAK  

INTO ROUTERS THAT USE  

WEP ENCRYPTION. 

Many older routers still rely on a  

type of encryption called WEP (Wired 

Equivalent Privacy), which can easily 

be cracked with a widely available 

software program that anyone can 

download. 

OUTSMART US: Make sure your 

router uses WPA2 (Wi-Fi Protected 

Access 2), the most secure type of 

encryption, or at least WPA. Click 

your computer’s wireless network 

icon to check the security type. If 

your router doesn’t give you one  

of those choices, call your router 

manufacturer to see if you need to do 

a firmware update—otherwise, plan 

to get a new router. Don’t forget to 

change your preset Wi-Fi password, 

since any good hacker knows the de-

fault passwords for all major routers.

11WE IMPERSONATE 

TRUSTWORTHY COMPANIES. 

You may get a fake financial  

warning from your bank or credit 

card company, order confirmation 

from a retailer, or social networking  

invitation. 

OUTSMART US: Remember, most 

companies never ask you outright  

for your account information. You 

can sometimes spot this type of scam 

by hovering over the address in the 

From field or by hitting Reply All and 

looking for misspellings or strange 

addresses. Also, check to see that the 

http://rd.com
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premium services. “You choose the 

free version of a game, it asks for all 

sorts of access, and you say ‘yes, yes, 

yes’ to all the permissions,” Vigna 

says. “The next thing you know, it’s 

sending premium SMS text messages 

and stealing your money.” 

OUTSMART US: Before installing an 

app, check the ratings and number of 

people who have installed it—hackers 

can fake positive ratings, but they 

can’t stop other posters from warning 

that the app is a trick. Most fake apps 

have to be downloaded straight from 

a website, so make sure you always 

download from an official market like 

Google Play or Apple’s App Store. 

15WE LOVE THAT YOU ALWAYS 

LEAVE WI-FI ON. 

Though it’s convenient to leave Wi-Fi 

turned on while traveling with your 

laptop, tablet, or smartphone, your 

device will constantly try to connect 

to known networks. Attackers can 

identify those and set up rogue  

networks that impersonate them.

OUTSMART US: Get in the habit of 

turning off your Wi-Fi every time you 

leave your home. 

16WE FOOL YOU WITH  

BOGUS SOFTWARE UPDATES. 

You know you’re supposed to update 

your software to protect it, but hack-

ers may send you fake updates that 

actually install malicious backdoor 

programs on your computer. 

OUTSMART US: If you get a pop-up 

e-mail was sent to you and only you. 

If you’re not sure it’s legit, call the 

company instead. 

12 WE DEBIT TINY  

AMOUNTS—AT FIRST.

Cyberthieves may test-drive a  

stolen card number by running  

a small charge under $10 to see  

if anyone notices.

OUTSMART US: Check your transac-

tions online regularly—even daily.  

If you spot a charge you don’t  

recognize, report it immediately  

to your card issuer. 

13 WE HACKED THAT ATM YOU 

JUST WITHDREW CASH FROM. 

Crooks install cleverly disguised 

“skimmers” to steal your card infor-

mation, while a hidden camera or  

a thin skin over the keypad captures 

your PIN. 

OUTSMART US: Try to use ATMs  

inside banks, where it’s tougher for 

criminals to install these devices, 

and inspect the machine carefully 

before you use it. “Whenever I use  

an ATM, I give the area where you  

insert the card a little tug to make 

sure it’s secure and is really a part  

of the machine,” Fellini says. 

14 WE COUNT ON YOUR 

DOWNLOADING OUR FREE, 

FAKE VERSIONS OF POPULAR APPS.

These apps steal confidential infor-

mation or bypass your phone’s secu-

rity settings and subscribe you to 

http://rd.com
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SAFETY IN REAL LIFE

Readers who recovered from or prevented  

a cybercrime share their advice

your information on the black  

market, and other criminals then  

use it to make counterfeit cards that 

can be used for shopping.

OUTSMART US: Don’t save your  

financial information when you shop 

online—check out as a “guest” when 

you can. If you fall prey to an attack, 

ask your bank to issue you a new 

credit card, take advantage of any 

credit monitoring that’s offered, and 

scrutinize your statements.

message about an update, go to the 

software provider’s actual website 

and check to see if it’s real. You can 

also try closing your browser to see if 

the pop-up disappears—if it does, it 

may be a fake.

17WE CAN CRACK SUPPOSEDLY 

SAFE RETAILERS.

Experts say big brands will continue 

getting hacked until retailers can  

better protect their data. Hackers sell 

18Try not to apply for credit cards online. Credit card companies  

require your Social Security number. Once you put that out there, 

it’s out there forever.   CHRISTINE MUMPER, via e-mail

19 Avoid debit cards—they allow hackers much easier access to 

bank accounts than credit cards do. Also, when logging in to an  

online account, never check the box that says “Remember me.” It takes 

only a couple of seconds to type in your username and password each 

time, and you don’t want that information “remembered.”
RICK KANE, C o l l e t t s v i l l e ,  No r t h  C a r o l i n a     

20Consider freezing your credit with the three credit bureaus and 

simply thawing your file when you need to open a new account. 

Keep the passwords you need to thaw the account in a safe place. This is 

free or inexpensive in most states.  FRANK COULMAN, via e-mail

A cybersecurity expert from MetLife Defender helped review  

and select the best reader tips.
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FROM THE BOOK THE WHO, THE WHAT, AND THE WHEN:  

65 ARTISTS ILLUSTRATE THE SECRET SIDEKICKS OF HISTORY

History’s Unknown 

Sıdekicks

WHO KNEW?
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George Washington’s 

Dentist
JOHN GREENWOOD (1760–1819)

Making his inaugural address on 

April 30, 1789, George Washington 

smiled at the crowd with only one  

of his own teeth. 

Much has been written about  

our first president’s  

intellect, work ethic, 

and stature, but when  

it comes to his teeth, 

one historian described 

them as his “feeblest 

physical characteristic.” 

By age 26, Washington 

had survived smallpox, 

malaria, pleurisy, and 

dysentery. Bloodletting 

and ingesting mercu-

rous chloride were 

common treatments, and the latter 

led to significant tooth decay. Wash-

ington sought dentist after dentist 

but didn’t regard their work highly—

until he met John Greenwood.

Greenwood’s father, Isaac, was  

the first American-born dentist, and 

three of John’s brothers followed 

suit. But John signed up to serve in 

the Revolutionary War at age 15, as 

a fife player. After the war, he settled 

in New York and opened a shop 

making nautical and mathematical 

equipment. Even there, he couldn’t 

escape his legacy: His technical skill 

so greatly impressed a physician 

friend that he asked Greenwood to 

extract a tooth for one of his patients. 

This is how Greenwood entered the 

field—with no formal training. In 

fact, the first American dental school 

wouldn’t open for about 50 years. 

Greenwood’s first extraction was a 

success, and by 1786, he was running 

ads for his own dental practice.

His mechanical skill and ingenuity 

as an instrument maker 

soon made Greenwood 

the preeminent den-

ture crafter, and when 

Washington grinned  

on Inauguration Day, it 

was with Greenwood’s 

help. From 1789 until 

Washington’s death in 

1799, the dentist made 

the president four sets 

of dentures, using lead, 

gold, hippopotamus 

tusk, and real teeth (horse, cow, and 

even human). Contrary to popular 

myth, Washington’s dentures were 

never made of wood.

When Washington lost his last nat-

ural tooth, he gave it to Greenwood, 

who cherished it in a special case. 

JOHN LIBRÉ

John Wayne’s Secret 

Weapon
YAKIMA CANUTT (1895–1986)

The future movie star was born  

Marion “Duke” Morrison in Iowa,  

the eldest son of a pharmacist. Hard 

times drove the family to California, 

and after dropping out of college 

due to a lost football scholarship, 

Contrary to 

popular myth, 

Washington’s 

dentures  

were not made 

of wood.
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Duke found work hauling props on 

movie sets.

He didn’t know much about movies, 

and he knew even less about cowboys. 

What he had going for him was this: 

He was handsome and hardworking 

and friends with Yakima Canutt.

Yak was the son of an East  

Washington rancher who broke his 

first wild horse at 11 years old before 

following the rodeo to California. He 

figured he’d teach the 

Hollywood folks a thing 

or two about horses. 

Staging action scenes 

and stunts, he showed 

the early studios what a 

real cowboy was—how 

to walk like a force of 

nature, stare down a 

loaded gun, and speak 

calmer than an oak tree.

By the time they  

met in 1932, Duke had 

worked his way in front of the cam-

era, with minor roles in low-budget 

Westerns. Yak taught him how to ride 

like a cowboy and fall like a rodeo 

star. Neither was a man to pull a 

punch, but together they developed 

rougher, more realistic fight scenes 

than moviegoers had ever seen.

Duke studied Yak’s walk, his  

diction, and his mannerisms and 

built them into the iconic hero of 

the Western genre, John Wayne,  

appearing in more than 170 films.

John Wayne showed America the 

promise of the West, the freedom of  

a lone man on a horse. He went by 

Duke, but his swagger was all Yak.

JOSEPH RINGENBERG

Coco Chanel’s Muse
CAPTAIN ARTHUR EDWARD  

“BOY” CAPEL (1881–1919)

He was always known as Boy, but 

when he met Gabrielle “Coco”  

Chanel, he was coming into his own 

as a man. The son of a shipping mer-

chant, Capel was not 

yet 30 but was already 

a tycoon in the making. 

He ran with the upper 

echelon of Parisian so-

ciety, including Étienne  

Balsan, a wealthy tex-

tiles heir and socialite.

At 23, Chanel was 

Balsan’s live-in mistress, 

or coquette (hence her 

nickname, Coco). But 

when she met Balsan’s 

friend Capel, it was infatuation,  

obsession; he became her muse. She 

adopted some of his sartorial sense 

and borrowed his shirts, blazers, and 

polo trousers. When she began  

designing ladies’ hats, Capel helped 

her open her first shop in Paris.

It’s rumored that he proposed 

marriage and she declined, insistent 

on gaining financial independence. 

Capel eventually married a wealthy 

English aristocrat in 1918, though 

Chanel remained a constant in his 

life. At Christmastime the following 

year, he was riding in his chauffeured 

He was the 

inspiration for 

the little black 

dress and the 

iconic Chanel 

perfume bottle. 
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Rolls-Royce to see her when a tire 

burst. The chauffeur was seriously 

injured; Capel was killed.

Chanel ordered black sheets for 

her bed. She began wearing black 

dresses, declaring that she would put 

the whole world into mourning. And  

so the little black dress was born.

The bottle for Chanel’s first per-

fume took inspiration for its beveled, 

rectangular design from Capel’s  

toiletry bottles—or perhaps his  

whiskey decanter, which she admired. 

One must imagine that every time  

she looked at that exquisitely de-

signed bottle, perhaps when dabbing 

perfume on wrists exposed below the 

sleeves of her little black dress, she 

was reminded of Boy. LAUREN VIERA 

Francis Crick and  
James D. Watson’s 

Unsung Colleague 
ROSALIND FRANKLIN (1920–1958) 
A brilliant and driven scientist from  

a wealthy British family, Rosalind 

Franklin worked in a government 

lab, then moved to Paris, where she 

learned how to use X-rays to study 

the structure of crystals. 

In 1951, she brought her expertise 

to King’s College London. There she 

took 100-hour-long exposures of 

DNA, producing X-ray photos of un-

paralleled clarity. She discovered 

that DNA had two forms: an A form 

and a B form. It was her photo of  

the B form that helped Watson  

and Crick prove that DNA is in 
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Brown to look after the shy 23-year-

old. From their first meeting in 1949, 

Lee and Brown got along famously.

Brown’s satirical songs about real 

figures, such as accused ax murderer 

Lizzie Borden, made him a success.  

In 1950, Brown married Joy Williams, 

a ballerina, and Lee became a wel-

come fixture in their home. “Common 

interests as well as love drew me to 

them,” Lee said. “We took pleasure in 

the same theater, films, and music, 

and we laughed at the same things.”

Michael Brown said of Lee, “She 

was a writer to the depths of her  

soul … She just amazed us.” But to 

make ends meet, she had to work  

as an airline reservationist. By the 

autumn of 1956, Michael had made 

good money writing a show for an 

Esquire magazine production. “Here 

we have this bit of money,” Joy 

Brown said, “so why don’t we see if 

Harper could take some time off?”

On Christmas Day, Lee received a 

note from the Browns that contained a 

year’s wages and read, “You have one 

year off from your job to write what-

ever you please. Merry Christmas.”

Lee made use of the Browns’ gift 

and wrote the first draft of To Kill a 

Mockingbird. Her first and only novel 

won the Pulitzer Prize in 1961 and  

has sold more than 30 million copies, 

making it one of the most read and 

most socially important classics of 

American literature.        JOHN NIEKRASZ

the shape of a helix—for which they  

won the Nobel Prize in 1962. 

But surprisingly, she did not share 

that X-ray with them. Her colleague 

Maurice Wilkins, with whom she  

endured ongoing friction, did so 

without her knowledge. Part of her 

difficulty with Wilkins was seemingly 

caused by a misunderstanding about 

her role. With her superior expertise 

in X-ray crystallography, she be-

lieved that she had been hired as an 

independent researcher; Wilkins 

thought she was to be his assistant. 

In 1953, Rosalind Franklin went  

to work at Birkbeck College and pur-

sued a new line of research studying 

viruses. One of her collaborators, 

Aaron Klug, won a Nobel Prize in 

1982 and praised her in his Nobel 

lecture. In 1956, Franklin was diag-

nosed with cancer, perhaps brought 

on by exposure to X-rays. She worked 

diligently until shortly before her 

death at the age of 37. What more 

she could have accomplished will 

never be known. KRISTI THOM 

Harper Lee’s Patrons
MICHAEL BROWN (1920–2014) AND

JOY BROWN (1927– )

Harper Lee met her future patron  

Michael Brown, a Broadway writer, 

through their mutual friend Truman 

Capote. When Lee left law school  

(because she “loathed” it) and moved  

to New York to write, Capote asked 

THE WHO, THE WHAT, AND THE WHEN: 65 ARTISTS ILLUSTRATE THE SECRET SIDEKICKS OF HISTORY, COPYRIGHT © 2014, BY JENNY 

VOLVOSKI, JULIA ROTHMAN, AND MATT LAMOTH, IS PUBLISHED BY CHRONICLE BOOKS LLC, CHRONICLEBOOKS.COM.

http://rd.com
http://CHRONICLEBOOKS.COM
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JANE HELSER of Ada, 

Ohio, started sewing footballs 

for the Wilson Sporting Goods  

factory in April 1966, almost two years 

before the Green Bay Packers de-

feated the Kansas City Chiefs in Super 

Bowl I. What began as a 19-year-old’s 

ambition to buy a new car spiraled 

into an unlikely football legacy: As 

Wilson’s longest-tenured employee, 

Helser personally stitched more than 

a million official NFL footballs in her 

48 years with the company.

“I feel pride every time I see one  

of my balls on the field,” Helser says. 

“My mother taught me how to sew 

my clothes when I was growing up, 

so I enjoyed the job right away. But 

you know, it’s a lot different sewing 

clothes than it is sewing footballs.”

Helser counts about 25 steps in 

crafting a single ball, three of which 

involve sewing the ball’s leather skele-

ton together out of four strips of 

Illinois cowhide (yes, the 

“pigskin” comes from a 

cow). Behind a Singer lock-

stitch machine, Helser would spend 

three to five minutes on each ball and 

complete 150 a day, contributing to 

the some 700,000 balls—including the 

100 or so used at the Super Bowl and 

10,000-plus official game balls—sold 

around the country each year.

If you’re lucky, she may have sewed 

you one personally. Stitching and sell-

ing balls in open-air mini-factories  

at Super Bowl stadiums, Helser has 

been treated like a hero and even  

met some (in 1999, she kibitzed with  

Ravens kicker Matt Stover without 

even realizing it; two years later, she 

repeated the fumble with his father). 

Helser retired from Wilson in mid-

2014. For her farewell present, Peyton 

Manning—her favorite player—signed 

a football for her. Naturally, she’d 

sewn it herself.

BY BRANDON SPECKTOR

The Betsy Ross of the NFL

WHO KNEW?

http://rd.com
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IN CASE YOU MISSED IT ON

Rd.com

WORD POWER

Commonly 

Misused Words 

You Should  

Get Right

Did you know every 

time you misspeak,  

a kitten cries? OK, 

that’s not true. But 

read our funny guide 

to using terms like 

definitive, actually, 

tortuous, and more, 

and you’ll look 

smarter than ever.

EXTRAORDINARY USES

What Is 

Cinnamon 

Good For?

•Cures acne

•Soothes neck pain

•Repels moths  

and ants

•Treats bug bites

•Helps digestion  

and bad breath

RE LATIONSHIPS

Myths About Sex 

Everyone Thinks 

Are True

No, it doesn’t burn major 

calories: In the book 

Don’t Put That in There!, 

authors Aaron Carroll 

and Rachel Vreeman 

note that one would 

need to have sex 35 

times, for 30 minutes at  

a time, to lose a pound.

MOST  RETWEETS 

ON TWITTER

MOST  POPULAR 

ON FACEBOOK

READ UP AT RD.COM/FEBRUARY

FUNNY STUFF

Quippy Quotes 

About Marriage

“To keep your  

marriage brimming, 

with love in the  

wedding cup, when-

ever you’re wrong, 

admit it; whenever 

you’re right, shut up.”

OGDEN NASH

EVERYDAY WELLNESS

How Unhealthy 

Is Binge 

Watching?

For starters, sitting 

for long stretches  

increases the risk of 

diabetes, heart dis-

ease, and cancer, and 

viewing more than 

three hours of TV a 

day doubles the risk 

of premature death. 

You also might re-

duce the pleasure you 

get from anticipation, 

though a break—even  

a brief commercial—

may help restore it.

http://rd.com
http://Rd.com
http://RD.COM/FEBRUARY
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1. noisome ('noy-sum) adj.— 

A: loud. B: stinky. C: crowded.

2. enervated ('eh-ner-vayt-ed) 

adj.—A: lacking energy. B: refreshed. 

C: feeling anxiety.

3. proscribe (proh-'skriyb) v.— 

A: encourage. B: dispense a medicine. 

C: forbid.

4. nonplussed (non-'pluhst) adj.—

A: baffled. B: cool under pressure.  

C: subtracted.

5. principle ('prin-seh-pul) n.— 

A: interest-earning money. B: basic 

rule. C: school head.

6. flout ('flowt) v.—A: display 

proudly. B: scorn. C: defeat  

decisively.

7. discrete (dis-'kreet) adj.— 

A: separate and distinct. B: showing 

good manners. C: whole and  

undamaged.

8. ingenuous (in-'jen-yew-us)  

adj.—A: showing innocence or  

simplicity. B: extremely clever.  

C: one-of-a-kind. 

9. cachet (ka-'shay) n.— 

A: secret stockpile. B: perfumed bag.  

C: prestige.

10. allusion (uh-'lew-zhun) n.— 

A: misleading image or perception. 

B: crazy idea. C: indirect reference.

11. reticent ('reh-tuh-sent)  

adj.—A: inclined to keep silent.  

B: reluctant. C: backward.

12. bemused (bih-'myuzd) adj.— 

A: entertained. B: puzzled.  

C: inspired.

13. diffuse (di-'fyuz) v.—A: make  

less dangerous. B: come together.  

C: spread or pour out freely.

14. eminent ('eh-muh-nent)  

adj.—A: prominent. B: about to  

happen. C: inherent.

15. apprise (uh-'priyz) v.—  

A: estimate a value. B: promote.  

C: inform of or give notice.

IT PAYS TO INCREASE YOUR

Word Power
Combat conversation miscues with our quiz—which tackles some  

too-frequent examples of verbal misuse (and abuse!). How sure are you 

about these troublemaking morphemes? Answers on next page.

BY EMILY COX & HENRY RATHVON

� To play an interactive version of  

Word Power on your iPad, download the 

Reader’s Digest app.

http://rd.com


156   |   02•2015   |   rd.com

W O R D  P O W E R   W O R D  P O W E R   

1. noisome—[B] stinky. Because of 

its deceptive root, noisome is often 

confused with noisy. 

2. enervated—[A] lacking energy. 

From the sound of it, you’d think  

enervated means “full of energy”—

nope, it’s the exact opposite.

3. proscribe—[C] forbid. Careful: 

Prescribe means “to dispense a drug.”

4. nonplussed—[A] baffled. The non 

is the deceiver here, leading many to 

equate nonplussed with calm.

5. principle—[B] basic rule. A classic 

gaffe. Sibling principal is the head of 

a school (think “pal”) or a capital sum.

6. flout—[B] scorn. Though some 

sources are doing away with the  

distinction, flout doesn’t mean “to 

flaunt,” i.e., “to show off.” 

7. discrete—[A] separate  

and distinct. This is 

a spell-check snafu. 

Its homonym,  

discreet, means 

“prudent.”

8. ingenuous—[A] 

showing innocence 

or simplicity. Not—

we repeat—not  

ingenious, “show-

ing an aptitude.” 

9. cachet—[C] 

prestige. What a 

difference a letter 

makes: Lop off the t, and you’ve got 

“a secret stockpile” or “a short-lived 

computer memory.”

10. allusion—[C] indirect reference. 

Another infamous faux pas. Illusion 

is the one referring to a sleight of hand.

11. reticent—[A] inclined to keep  

silent. It’s in the ballpark with  

reluctant, or “unwilling,” so be reticent 

if you’re unsure of the difference. 

12. bemused—[B] puzzled. As with 

noisome, you may want this to mean 

“entertained.” But as the Rolling 

Stones said, “You can’t always get …”

13. diffuse—[C] spread or pour  

out freely. You defuse a bomb or a 

heated situation, but a photographer 

might diffuse light.

14. eminent—[A] prominent. It’s 

typically mistaken for imminent, or 

“about to happen.”

15. apprise— 

[C] inform of  

or give notice.  

The president is  

apprised of a crisis; 

antiques are ap-

praised (given an 

estimated value). 

Answers

VOCABULARY 

RATINGS

9 & below: Wordsmith
10–12: Grammar geek
13–15: Prof. of English

IS IT IRONIC?

Strictly speaking, irony  

involves a reversal. A traffic 

cop who has 13 unpaid  

traffic tickets is ironic  

because that is not ex-

pected. Rain on a wedding 

day may be dampening, and 

a tall man named Tallman 

might be coincidental—but 

it’s properly ironic only if the 

rain falls on a sun festival  

or if Mr. Tallman is short.

http://rd.com


Kyrobak is clinically proven* to treat lower 
back pain and provide lasting relief. Now, 
IRU�WKH�À�UVW�WLPH�HYHU� Oscillation Therapy and 
Continuous Passive Motion (CPM) technology, 
DV�XVHG�E\�PHGLFDO�SURIHVVLRQDOV��DUH�DYDLODEOH�
LQ�WKLV�GRFWRU�UHFRPPHQGHG��KRPH�XVH�GHYLFH��

3 SIMPLE STEPS TO LASTING RELIEF

STEP 1:  PLUG IN! STEP 2:  LIE DOWN! STEP 3:  TURN ON!

DOCTOR
RECOMMENDED

“What makes Kyrobak 

so eff ective is the 

unique CPM technology 

it provides to muscles 

and joints. This specifi c 

type of motion reduces 

infl ammation and sends 

important signals to the 

nervous system to restore 

muscle tone, balance

and blood supply.”

DR STEVEN GEANOPULOS, 
CHIROPRACTIC  NEUROLOGIST

LASTING
RELIEF from

BACK
PAIN

RISK-FREE FOR 60 DAYS
You have nothing to lose but
the agony of lower back pain!

Try it now!

CALL NOW 1-800-961-3758
or discover more at www.KyroOff er167.com *Data on fi le.

Health | EXCLUSIVE

http://www.KyroOffer167.com
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A MILITARY BASE commander 

called to complain that the weather-

forecasting software our company 

created for them kept reporting  

unexplainable wind shifts. 

“Do you know where the sensor is 

located?” my coworker asked. 

“Of course,” he responded. “It’s 

where we park the helicopters.” 

ANGELO GIORDANO, B e l l e v u e ,  Ne b ra s k a

AIR FORCE TRUISM: The only time 

you have too much fuel is when 

you’re on fire. Source: urcaptainspekin.com

WHEN I SPOTTED a Navy captain  

on the street, I saluted and bellowed, 

“LST 395,” which was the designation 

and number of the ship I served on 

during World War II. 

The captain returned my salute 

and responded, “LMD 67.”

“What’s an LMD?” I asked.

“Large mahogany desk.”

MICHAEL CIAVOLINO, B e l  A i r,  Ma r y l a n d 

Humor in Uniform

Atten-hut! Your funny military anecdote 

might be worth $100! Go to page 7 or 

rd.com/submit for details. That is all. 

ILLUSTRATION BY JON CARTER

http://rd.com
http://urcaptainspekin.com
http://rd.com/submit


LEGAL NOTICE

IF YOU PURCHASED A WELLESSE JOINT MOVEMENT 
GLUCOSAMINE PRODUCT YOU MAY BE ENTITLED TO 

RECEIVE UP TO $15.00 TO $18.00 FOR EACH PRODUCT 
YOU PURCHASED, NOT TO EXCEEED $100.00. 

The United States District Court for the Southern District of California authorized this 
notice. This is not a solicitation from a lawyer.

Para una notification en Espanol, visite nuestro sitio web, www.WELLESSEJMGSETTLEMENT.com

WHAT IS THIS SETTLEMENT ABOUT?

Plaintiff claims that Defendants, Botanical Laboratories, Inc., Schwabe North America, 
Inc., and Botanical Laboratories, LLC’s (“Defendants”), Wellesse Joint Movement 
Glucosamine did not provide certain health benefits as advertised, including joint health 
benefits, mobility, flexibility, and lubrication. Defendants strongly deny the allegations 
made in the lawsuit. The Court has not decided who is right and who is wrong. Instead, 
the parties decided to settle the dispute.
WHAT DOES THE SETTLEMENT PROVIDE?

Each Settlement Class Member who submits a valid claim form may be entitled to receive 
cash payment of up to $15.00 to $18.00 for each bottle of Wellesse Joint Movement 
Glucosamine purchased prior to October 8, 2014, not to exceed one hundred dollars 
($100) in total recovery. Defendants will make payments of $3.1 million into a Settlement 
Fund to reimburse Settlement Class Members for the Wellesse Joint Movement 
Glucosamine they purchased, to pay for costs and expenses of settlement administration 
not to exceed $580,000.00, an award of attorneys’ fees not to exceed $930,000.00, and 
a service award to the Class Representatives, not to exceed $3,500.00. In the event that 
the dollar amount of approved claims submitted by Settlement Class Members exceeds 
the amount remaining in the Settlement Fund after payment of costs and expenses of 
settlement administration, the Court’s award of attorneys’ fees, and a service award to 
the Class Representatives, payments on approved Claims to Settlement Class Members 
shall be reduced pro rata. In the event that the dollar amount of approved claims 
submitted by Settlement Class Members does not meet or exceed the amount remaining 
in the Settlement Fund after payment of costs and expenses of settlement administration, 
the Court’s award of attorneys’ fees, and a service award to the Class Representatives 
as well as the tallied amount of all Authorized Claims, the Settlement Administrator shall 
divide the remaining cash amount equally by the number of Authorized Claimants and 
shall pay each such Authorized Claimant his or her share of the remaining cash amount.
AM I A CLASS MEMBER?

You’re a Class Member if you purchased a Wellesse Joint Movement Glucosamine 
product anywhere in the nation at any time prior to October 8, 2014. 
WHAT ARE MY LEGAL OPTIONS?

To ask for cash and remain in the Class, you must mail, fax, or submit online a completed 
claim form by February 19, 2015. If you do not wish to participate in the settlement, you 
may exclude yourself from the Class by February 19, 2015, or you may stay in the Class and 
object to the settlement by February 19, 2015. Visit www.WELLESSEJMGSETTLEMENT.
com for important information about these options.
HEARING ON THE PROPOSED SETTLEMENT.

The Court will hold a Final Approval Hearing on March 19, 2015 at 11:00 a.m., to determine 
whether the proposed settlement is fair, reasonable, and adequate, to approve attorneys’ 
fees and expenses, and any service award for the Class Representatives. The Final 
Approval Hearing will take place at U.S. District Court, Southern District of California, 940 
Front Street, San Diego, CA 92101. You do not have to attend the hearing.
HOW CAN I GET MORE INFORMATION?

For more information or to view all relevant documents in the litigation, or if you have 
questions, visit www.WELLESSEJMGSETTLEMENT.com, or call 1-877-902-6937.

http://www.WELLESSEJMGSETTLEMENT.com
http://www.WELLESSEJMGSETTLEMENT.com
http://www.WELLESSEJMGSETTLEMENT.com
http://www.WELLESSEJMGSETTLEMENT.com
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Quotable Quotes

I don’t want to be a supermodel; 
I want to be a role model.

QUEEN LATIFAH

Rock bottom 
became  

the solid 
foundation 

upon which I 
rebuilt my life.

J. K . ROWLING

You can fail at what  
you don’t want—so you 

might as well take a 
chance at doing what 

you love.   JIM CARREY

Caution:  
Cape does 
not enable 
user to fly.
LABEL ON A  

BATMAN COSTUME

There isn’t anyone you 

couldn’t love once you’ve 

heard their story.

SISTER MARY LOU KOWNACKI, author

THE WORLD IS NOT 
GIVEN BY OUR 
FATHERS, BUT 
BORROWED FROM 
OUR CHILDREN.
WENDELL BERRY, author

FEAR IS THE LOCK, AND 
LAUGHTER THE KEY TO 
YOUR HEART. 
STEPHEN STILLS, musician
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freedom
touring

enjoy the

of

Reader’s Digest is a registered trademark of The Reader’s Digest Association, Inc. Used under license. CST# 2006766-20 UBN# 601220855 Nevada Seller of 
Travel Registration No. 2003-0279 * Offer is valid on new bookings only made between 1/5/15 - 2/28/15 for travel between 1/5/15 - 4/30/16 on any Collette 
tour. Offers can expire earlier due to space or inventory availability. Space is on a fi rst come, fi rst served basis. Offer is not valid on group or existing bookings 
or combinable with any other offer. Offer savings of up to $400 per couple ($200 per person/pp) is determined as follows (all savings listed are per person): 
Europe savings of $125pp; Africa savings of $125pp; USA & Canada savings of $100pp, except Winter in Yellowstone and Wonders of Newfoundland where 
savings is $125pp (call for offer details on Alaska Discovery); Australia & New Zealand savings of $200pp; Asia savings of $125pp; South & Central America 
savings of $125pp on all tours except: Discover Panama, Tropical Costa Rica, Costa Rica Family Adventure and Rediscover Cuba where the savings is $100pp; 
Royal Horticultural Society tours savings are $100pp except Gardens of New Zealand where savings is $200pp. Spotlights tour savings are $100pp. Other 
restrictions may apply; call for details.

guided by travel

True adventures go beyond incredible destinations or 

inclusive packages. Collette delivers an essential sense 

of possibility across all seven continents. Wake each 

morning on tour with a new experience in front of you 

and let us seamlessly handle the details. With Collette, 

the world is within your reach. 

Special offer for readers of 

Mention “Reader’s Digest” or the offer code: 

Save up 
to

$400
per couple*

160 tours across all seven continents.
See your travel professional or call 877.951.8687 for details.

www.gocollette.com 

KGU2-AA9-975
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Unlike creams and rubs that mask the pain, ThermaCare® has patented 

heat cells that penetrate deep to increase circulation and accelerate healing.

HEAT + RELIEF + HEALING = THERMACARE®

The Proof That It Heals Is You.

Like us on facebook.com/thermacare and visit us at thermacare.com
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