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‘U) PREFACE

Colleen Sell

The Cup of Comfort anthology series was created at the dawn of the
new millennium to provide a forum by which ordinary people could share
true stories about the experiences and people that have inspired them. My
hope was that these uplifting personal stories would create a bridge be-
tween people of different circumstances and cultures by reminding them of
the universal truths that make us all human and that give us hope and hap-
piness. It is certainly not a new concept.

Since human beings first acquired the ability to communicate, we
have used stories to share humanity's most empowering trutl;s and most
powerful lessons. For hundreds of thousands of years, the uniquely human
gift of story has guided and comforted us, connecting us to our inner spirits
and to one another. And now the stories in this book are reaching across
continents and oceans to connect people in North America with people in

China. The Cup of Comfort authors and | are humbled and honored by this

privilege, and we sincerely hope that these stories bring you comfort and joy.

1



S

Z 9 - IR

2 - EOR (—HRZRD R P B A FHTEFR . ZA BRI
BT —ARRFEE, EBOANT A DI B AT RS, o
RIPLCRREN I A B B, AT N 50 B A TR s o AT HcsR
BRTRPRNOAEFLARNAZMRFNEBRE, RFBZLS
B RRE R RRSL A2 R — B MA@ RO R . AR, UL
BRFAR— IS,

HMAKKB X RABEILE TR, RIS ASREREEREA
BEMNERE, ERBEBENAELE, THER #BEX—ERTF
BN LA IEE I BRI ERER, AR O RAORFE, LR T
fRE RO E R, RERBRINMMAZ FEAH .

ABRRBEER T AR BARE , BT 18, {EA63RA T E AR I
BIAMTERE—E. B (IRER) W& AIEEZ B, AR E,
BNROFEBHORELIRNFEZBEMRE,

4



S
‘O) Introduction

“Love is the history of a woman’s life.”

~Germaine De Stael

The sixteenth-century French poet Louise Labé wrote that “the next
greatest pleasure to love is to talk of love.” So it is that some of the
greatest stories of all time—in mythology, literature, film, and song—are
love stories. Such pleasure is there in talking of love that women, in
particular, so often share their own love stories with their female
“familiars.” Indeed, whenever and wherever women are engaged in
intimate conversation, the talk usually, and naturally, turns to love. How
could it be otherwise, when love is so central to women’s lives, so
integral a part of a woman’s personal history?

Though romantic love alone certainly is not “all you need” (as the
song goes) or“all there is” (as Emily Dickinson wrote), it can, and usually
does, greatly impact a woman’s life. And when women trade stories of
love—whether the real deal or romanticized, whether delightful or
disastrous, whether experienced or observed—it is always fascinating.

It is not, however, always easy to talk of love, to expose our deepest
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longings, our painful losses, our fears, our foibles, our failures in the
name of love. Nor is it always pleasant to hear a beloved friend, sister,
daughter, niece, aunt, mother, or grandmother talk of her heart’s desire,
or disaster, or disappointment, or despair. But in sharing our personal
love stories—even, perhaps especially, the hard-to-tell-and-hear ones—
women comfort and encourage and rejoice and learn from one another.
And when women talk of love that satisfies and stimulates ,that lifts the
spirit and touches the soul, that makes a heart sing and horizons expand,
that is returned as it is given, it fills both the storyteller and the listener
with hope and gladness.

Never is a woman more beautiful, more charming, more interesting,
and more alive than when she is in love—and never are her personal
stories more engaging, enlightening, and entertaining. And when a
woman’s hopes are dashed or her heart broken, never is she more in
need of a sister-friend to listen compassionately to her tale of perfect love
lost or love gone wrong, to assure her that she is still lovable, to
encourage her to dare to love again. | have been blessed with many such
close confidantes in my life, women 1 can trust with my love stories,
women who’ve entrusted me with theirs.

Just as | can trace the chapters of my life by the loves, or lack of, in
my life, so too.can | associate the major movements in the lives of my gal
pals with their love lives. Over wine, over tea, over dinner, in e-mail and

letters and phone conversations, and during those rare and cherished
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gal-pal retreats, we’ve shared the secrets of our hearts and the endearing,
amusing, painful, and thrilling particulars of our love life, right along with
all the other dreams, disappointments, and nitty-gritty details of our lives.
So, when a certain dear friend speaks of her Tom or Dick or Harry phase,
or her sworn-off-men or looking-for-Mr.-Right stage, it immediately brings
to my mind the aggregate of her life during that period. By the same
token, at the mention of a past (or, for that matter, unrequited or current)
romantic interest of mine, my close confidantes could easily fill you in on
where | was—physically, mentally, emotionally, spiritually—during that
specific period in time. Yes, women can fly just fine solo; we can live
happily and fully without romantic love. But there is no denying that
love is a powerful and integral part of our personal histories. So,
naturally, when women talk, we talk of the loves in our lives.

Then there are those great loves that we observe in others, rather
than experience firsthand—those extraordinary romances that intrigue,
inform, and inspire us, that we learn from and aspire to, dream of and
hope for. When you bear witness to such a love, you can believe in its
possibility for yourself and you can hold it up to the women you hold
dear as evidence that it is possible for them too.

My parents have shared such a love, lived such a love story, for
fifty-five years. They're as truly, madly, and deeply in love today as they
were the day they met, as two wide-eyed teens fresh out of high school,

all those years ago. Their passion, attraction, affection, devotion, loyalty,
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respect, friendship, trust, lust, and love for one another is so apparent, so
unshakable, and so powerful it sometimes embarrassed my siblings and
me when we were kids. It also set the bar extremely high when it came
to my own love life.

Like most young girls | dreamed of finding my prince charming and
living happily ever after. Though my imagined prince didn’t look much
like my dad and our castle bore no resemblance to the small suburban
homes that housed my childhood family of eight, the romance of my
dreams oddly resembled the one I'd seen every day of my life in my
parents’ home. My prince and | were to waltz around the house, hold
hands, smooch, snuggle, laugh often, gaze lovingly into each other’s eyes,
go everywhere and share everything together, talk things over calmly and
courteously, and work as a team in raising our children and caring for our
home—just like my parents.

At first (actually, for a long time), the reality of my love story (make
that love stories) wasn’t quite (okay, anything) like that. Oh, there was
love and romance and good times, even marriage and great kids and
lovely homes. But it took some time, and a lot of soulsearching, and not a
little heartache for me to find true love and create my own (mostly)
happily-ever-after love story. Someday, | might even write about it. For
now, I’'m happy to be living it.

And I'm delight ed to present this enchanting collection of love
stories, taken straight from the lives and written straight from the hearts of
real women, gathered here for you pleasure in A Cup of Comfort for

Women in Love.
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Here’s to love.

Colleén S.
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