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			Foreword by Grace Fox

			Life’s challenges often blow in when least expected.

			Some folks attempt to escape the storm, only to discover its gale force winds can’t be outrun.

			Others deny its existence, hoping to restore the day-to-day’s usual and comfortable course by ignoring what’s happening around them.

			Then there are the ones who charge ahead, going against the winds, only to end up exhausted and embittered.

			But a few people rise on the currents and embrace the storm as an opportunity to see life from a heavenly perspective.

			These men and women inspire me. Their stories, told with down-to-earth warmth and vulnerability, urge me to keep the faith. They stir me to see the good in a scenario that, at first glimpse, appears only bad. They encourage me to consider every difficulty a chance to develop perseverance and godly maturity. And they remind me that our trying experiences are designed for more than our personal growth. They’re meant to be told to benefit others—to shine a ray of hope into the darkness, to toss a lifeline to a sinking soul.

			The contributors to A Taste of Hot Apple Cider fall into this category of inspirational men and women. Through poems, fiction, and nonfiction alike, they remind readers that the struggles we face are common to man. Their honest descriptions of wrestling with cancer, caring for and losing aging parents, dealing with a spouse’s dementia, moving beyond one’s fear to tell neighbours about Jesus, and more, show us that hope is very much alive. That hope is able to help us not only survive, but thrive, in the midst of whatever challenges we encounter.

			I trust you’ll find these stories as uplifting as I did. Consider going deeper by inviting a friend or small group to participate in the study questions included.

			If you haven’t already read Hot Apple Cider and A Second Cup of Hot Apple Cider, then now’s the time to order them—you’ll enjoy them, too.

			Read on, my friend. And know you are loved.

			Grace Fox’s passion is to help her audiences connect the dots between faith and real life. She’s a popular international speaker at women’s events in North America, Asia, and Eastern Europe. She’s the award-winning author of eight books including Morning Moments With God: Devotions for the Busy Woman. Together with her husband, Grace co-directs International Messengers Canada, a ministry with 180 career missionaries in 15 countries, and leads several short-term missions trips each year. Visit her website (www.gracefox.com) for more information about her books and speaking topics.

		

	


	
		
			Introduction

			Taking time to sit back and savour a cup of hot apple cider is something that makes most of us slow down and relax. Not only is the drink actually nutritious, but the break, too, is restorative. That’s how we see the Hot Apple Cider series: as offering both nutrition and restoration for our mental and spiritual health.

			So take a break, read a short piece or two, and restore your soul at the same time.

			We trust you’ll not only enjoy this book but also want to share it with others.

			Les Lindquist, partner, That’s Life! Communications

		

	


	
		
			Why We Created This Book

			After we published Hot Apple Cider and A Second Cup of Hot Apple Cider, it was suggested that we should have questions for the stories in them. So we created Discussion Guides for each of those books. Then we felt it would be good to have a smaller book that could offer a sample of the range of stories in the big books as well as a sample of the kind of questions in the two Discussion Guides. So we sent out a call for stories, and the result is A Taste of Hot Apple Cider.

			Purpose of the Discussion Questions

			For each of the 16 stories and poems, we’ve provided a set of in-depth discussion questions to help you:

			
					Think further about the issues raised

					Enjoy stimulating conversations

					Share ideas and meaningful experiences

			

			These questions are the perfect tool either for private study or for study within a group.

			
					Individual Readers: Use the questions to meditate on the issues raised by each article, then write down your responses.

					Book Clubs: The pieces in this anthology are diverse, and everyone in your book club is bound to find something enjoyable. Also, the pieces are short, so you can easily talk about a number of them in one evening. Book club leaders can use some or all of the questions in this guide to drive the discussion about each piece.

					Small Groups: Whichever kind of small group you are in—a discussion group, adult class, men’s or women’s group, or a support group for people facing issues such as illness or bereavement—you’ll find material that will interest and benefit its members. Many stories and questions include scripture references.

					Speakers, Pastors, Teachers: The stories in this book provide wonderful material for a talk, sermon, devotional, or group discussion. The questions in this guide are designed to give you insights and offer additional scripture references that you can use in your talk.

			

		

	


	
		
			Love Has No Limits
 by Donna Fawcett

			Nonfiction

			“So…I was just waiting for Bill to take me to the airport to fly back home when the phone rang. I guess a friend from the old school asked if I had a girlfriend. You know Bill… didn’t even cover the phone…just bellowed out, ‘Ed! You got a girlfriend?’ I told him, ‘No’. This friend of ours said she’d given my phone number to one of her girlfriends—that this girlfriend would likely call me. Her name is Bell. I doubt she’ll call…”

			As I pulled the van out of the Hamilton airport parking lot, I heard the mixture of hope and doubt as his voice trailed off. For a moment I felt as if I’d stepped back in time to the locker-riddled halls of my high school years, but the speaker here, stumbling over tentative words, was no pimple-faced teen. This was my eighty-two-year-old father. 

			Fifty-four years of marriage had abruptly ended in the quagmire of cancer and now, four years later, he still walked, unprepared, through life as a solo act.

			Dad’s visits to Halifax to see his identical twin brother, Bill, and Bill’s wife, May, had been the only thing keeping him interested in life. Together, they attended a weekly jamboree and sing-along during each three-week stay.

			A part of me struggled with the idea of a possible replacement for our mother. Most of me recognized the quiet despair behind Dad’s words. He wore his loneliness like a shroud.

			 Dad’s chatter filled the hour-long drive to our home north of London. I watched him drag his suitcase through the sunroom toward the granny flat we had added to our house for my parents several years earlier, and I wondered if it would become home to a new step-mom. Could I handle that?

			As he unlocked his door, the excitement dimmed a bit and he looked at me through lost eyes. “She probably won’t call, but it’s nice to think she was interested.”

			I put as much enthusiasm into my voice as I could muster. “I think it’s great, Dad. I’m sure she’ll call you.”

			My words brought back the smile and excitement to a face void of those expressions for far too long. What would my siblings think? Would they be upset? Not all of my four brothers and sister were there when Mom had said not to let Dad be alone for long. I didn’t know how any of us would react if the time came to accept a new family member. 

			“If she calls, let everyone else know, okay? They’ll be happy for you, too.” I hoped my words carried the truth.

			Later, I shared my concerns with my husband, Jeff. In his patient wisdom, he reminded me that the best thing I could do was pray and trust in Dad’s judgement. Easier said than done.

			I busied myself with the mundane tasks of housework while my mind churned through “what-if’s.” My heart ached for the man who had once been vibrant and full of zest for life. Since Mom’s death he’d shuffled through the motions of life like an automaton. Having a girlfriend might be a very good thing. He’d begun to look thin—thinner than his slim frame could afford. Maybe she’d fatten him up a bit. I smiled. It might be just what he needed.

			The next afternoon, a knock on our sunroom door told me Dad had come for his regular three o’clock coffee break. The door wasn’t yet all the way open when he burst out with his news. “She called! Bell called! Her name’s really Isabel. She’s my age and she’s been watching me at the hootenannies and—wait ’til I tell you this!” He shut the door, strode to his spot at the kitchen table, and continued tossing out jumbled sentences.

			I poured coffee while he bubbled on. “Bell didn’t even know her friend had called Bill. She’d mentioned she saw me and thought I was handsome. She said she was pretty embarrassed to find out about the phone call to Bill and me. I told her it was okay and I was glad she called. We talked for a long time. It’s amazing how much we know about each other just through common friends. She was married to a soldier too—just like your mother and me.”

			My heart beat a bit faster. I hadn’t seen this much energy pour from Dad since before Mom’s last days. He dithered and shifted, crossing and uncrossing restless legs—drumming nervous fingers to an invisible beat. It was as though his batteries were overcharged. My father, in all his frenetic energy, had awakened from the walking coma he’d lived in for four years. I listened as his animated conversation spilled out every detail.

			“I told her she’d have to send me a picture since I can’t remember what she looked like. She said we met once, but I met a lot of people at those music nights. I don’t recall half of them. She’s going to call again tonight since she’s got a good long distance phone plan.” He grinned—really grinned—and his eyes danced. “I asked her if she’d like a picture of me and she said, ‘No Ed. I see your look-alike every Saturday night when I watch Bill sing and play the guitar.’ I forgot about Bill being there. So she’s going to mail me a picture.”

			I swallowed hard and sat listening to Dad rattle on for the next half hour before he stood to go. “I shouldn’t stay long. You’ll need to get supper on for Jeff and I want to get the barn cats fed early so I don’t miss her call.”

			I watched, shell-shocked, as he breezed back out into the sunroom, marched to his apartment door, and slipped on the battered running shoes he wore in the tractor shed where the cats lived. A brief wave of the hand and he was out the door and cutting across the lawn.

			I glanced at the clock. The hands had just shifted to four p.m. Dad had said that Bell wasn’t supposed to call until nine that night. The cats usually weren’t fed until seven p.m. They wouldn’t know what hit them.

			For the next month and a half, we settled into a routine. Dad would feed the cats early, eat a quick five o’clock supper at his favourite diner, stop by for an evening coffee, update Jeff and me on Bell’s life, and wait in jittery excitement for nine to come. Being old-fashioned, he didn’t feel right about Bell calling him, so he upgraded his phone plan and insisted on calling her.

			I learned much about my father during those coffee breaks. He and Bell had quickly settled into a camaraderie that allowed them to share any subject that came to mind. They talked about their deceased spouses. They talked about gardening. They talked about their faith in God and how He had carried them through the loss of their loved ones. No subject was left untouched. And most of their conversations were shared with us.

			It didn’t surprise me at all when, one afternoon in late October, Dad announced that he was flying back out east. “We’ve become quite attached to each other and figured we should probably meet before we let ourselves get too serious.”

			I fought a smile. I couldn’t decide whether this was a twist to the modern internet dating or a step back into the era of matchmaking. “I think that’s a great idea. When do you want to go?”

			“I have my flight booked for next Thursday.”

			I gripped my coffee cup tighter, fearing I might drop it.

			As though reading my mind, he grinned. “They don’t call me ‘Fast Eddie’ for nothing.”

			I laughed and shook my head. “Have you told the others?”

			“Everyone knows about Bell and they all gave me their approval.”

			The fact that all six of us kids had agreed that Dad needed this was all the confirmation he needed to move forward—something he might not have done if any of us objected. While none of us had yet met Bell, everything Dad had told us about her, combined with his renewed zest for life, assured us that she’d be good for him.

			A week later, I drove Dad to the airport, wondering what would come of his fourteen days away. He figured it would only take that long to be sure she was the one for him.

			He called when he landed to let us know he’d made it. I could hear a new level of excitement in his voice and I threw a prayer heavenward that this wouldn’t be a disappointment for him. I struggled to know how to pray for a relationship which could end in a step-mother trying to fill the void left by my mother. What if Bell wasn’t what she seemed to be?

			The time dragged by, broken only by a couple of brief phone calls from Halifax. I thought often of my father and his romantic adventure. What if it came to nothing? How would I help an eighty-two-year-old recover from rejection?
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			I could barely wait to pick him up from the airport. I’d planned to have lunch with him on the way home so I could find out everything, but before we’d even arrived at the restaurant, I’d already heard enough to know that this was no fly-by-night relationship.

			“I was waiting for Bill to pick me up at the airport,” he told me, “when this lovely, white-haired lady slipped in beside me and said, ‘Hello.’ Bell came to the airport to meet me! I thought it was just the nicest thing she could’ve done. Bill thought I should go back to his place in her car but she insisted that we boys drive together and she’d meet us there. When we got there, she and May really hit it off.”

			Once we were seated at our regular table in the diner we visited on occasion, Dad got right down to business. “What would you think about us getting married?”

			My coffee cup rattled as I set it down. The shock faded quickly, though. What could I say? I knew what Mom would say. Finally, he’s not alone anymore! My tongue came unglued. “I think that would be great, Dad.” 

			“It’s not like we’re teenagers and all mushy with emotion. We’ve talked about everything. I feel like I’ve known her for years. She’s a wonderful lady. I’m lucky.”

			I bit into my burger and nodded my agreement.

			“What would you think about next week?”

			When my coughing fit ended and I’d swallowed enough water to dilute any vestiges of masticated beef patty, I wiped my eyes and chose my words carefully. “Why so soon?” It was probably the dumbest question out of my mouth that day.

			“I’m eighty-two. She’s eighty-two. We’re not getting any younger. If we’re going to have any time together at all, we can’t procrastinate.” 

			Bell’s family had had plenty of time to get to know Dad during his visit east. So they’d decided that when Bell flew to Ontario, she could meet us, get married, and settle into the apartment. Then they’d have a second wedding ceremony in Halifax in the spring.

			I nodded in an imitation of a dashboard bobble-head doll and then sputtered out the only thing I could think of. “You’d better call the family. And you might want to put it off an extra week so we can all get to know Bell first.”

			Dad thought about that and nodded his agreement. “Okay, can we stop and talk to Dave and make some arrangements?” Dave, Dad’s minister, would likely wear the same stunned expression that must have been draped across my features at that moment. I swallowed hard, realizing I was about to have the craziest two weeks I’d ever had. And that it would end with the addition of a second mother plus five new siblings and their spouses, children, and grandchildren to our family.

			Bell arrived a week later, which gave me a chance to prepare our guest room and arrange for the upcoming wedding.

			Jeff and I knew within five minutes of visiting with Bell that God had chosen this wonderful woman to fill the gap in Dad’s world. Her enthusiasm for life gripped us. Her humour delighted us. Her laughter was contagious. I understood immediately what Dad had meant when he’d said he felt he’d known her forever.

			The autumn days sped by and the weather began its shift into lower temperatures. We had a family gathering and Bell won the hearts of us all.

			Bell’s daughter, Cindy, arrived a few days before the wedding, in the wake of winter’s first snow. We didn’t worry too much about the snow since the first winter weather storms seldom stay for long in our area. Jeff knew Cindy belonged the moment he and Bell met her at the airport.

			The banter started when Jeff saw Cindy’s large suitcase, packed for only a four-day visit. As he hoisted her case into the trunk, he queried in his robust teasing banter, “How long are you planning to stay?”

			She laughed and replied, “Oh, just a month.”

			Jeff, Bell and Cindy chatted and baited each other all the way home from the airport. The three of them burst into the house on the music of their laughter and I felt instant relief.

			Cindy and I connected right away, too, and I enjoyed getting to know this member of Bell’s family—this soon-to-be member of my family. We delighted in the retelling of both sides of the romance story between Isabel and Ed.

			I knew for certain the two families would knit together quickly when our youngest daughter schemed with Cindy to decorate a local farmer’s tractor so the wedding couple could go to the church in country style.

			Our earlier lack of concern about the change in the weather soon turned to prayers for reprieve as that first skiff of snow Cindy had flown in on turned into the largest accumulation of snow on record for years.

			On December seventh, my husband drove his four-wheel-drive pick-up truck through four-foot drifts to get the wedding cake. Despite the winter blast, guests came from all over the community and from several counties. Phone calls of congratulations came from the east coast for
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“Refreshing words to quench thirsty souls:”
From the foreword by Grace Fox
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