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Exactly how can? Do you assume that you don't need enough time to go for purchasing book Chicken Soup
For The Kid's Soul: Stories Of Courage, Hope And Laughter For Kids Ages 8-12 (Chicken Soup For The
Soul) By Jack Canfield, M Don't bother! Merely rest on your seat. Open your gadget or computer and be
online. You can open up or go to the link download that we offered to obtain this Chicken Soup For The
Kid's Soul: Stories Of Courage, Hope And Laughter For Kids Ages 8-12 (Chicken Soup For The Soul) By
Jack Canfield, M By in this manner, you can get the on-line e-book Chicken Soup For The Kid's Soul:
Stories Of Courage, Hope And Laughter For Kids Ages 8-12 (Chicken Soup For The Soul) By Jack
Canfield, M Reviewing guide Chicken Soup For The Kid's Soul: Stories Of Courage, Hope And Laughter
For Kids Ages 8-12 (Chicken Soup For The Soul) By Jack Canfield, M by on the internet could be truly done
conveniently by waiting in your computer as well as device. So, you can proceed every single time you have
downtime.

From Booklist
Gr. 4^-7. The authors of Chicken Soup for the Soul (1993) offer a compilation of heartwarming stories
directed at children. Among the mix are stories by well-known names such as Shaquille O'Neal and Chuck
Norris; however, most of the stories were sent in to the editors by children from all over the country. The
offerings range from funny to inspiring to dull to, well, schmaltzy. Although it is doubtful that kids will ask
for the book themselves (especially with a title like this), parents, librarians, and teachers will find much here
to use as a jumping-off point for discussions on all sorts of questions and problems children face. Ilene
Cooper

About the Author
Jack Canfield is co-creator of the Chicken Soup for the Soul® series, which includes forty New York
Times bestsellers, and coauthor of The Success Principles: How to Get from Where You Are to Where You
Want to Be. He is a leader in the field of personal transformation and peak performance and is currently
CEO of the Canfield Training Group and Founder and Chairman of the Board of The Foundation for Self-
Esteem. An internationally renowned corporate trainer and keynote speaker, he lives in Santa Barbara,
California.

 Mark Victor Hansen is a co-founder of Chicken Soup for the Soul.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.

Green Salami



That is the best&#151to laugh with someone because you both think the same things are funny.
&#151Gloria Vanderbilt

Sometime during the seventh grade two things happened to me. The first was that I got hooked on salami.
Salami sandwiches, salami and cheese, salami on crackers&#151I couldn't get enough of the salty, spicy
sausage. The other thing was that my mom and I weren't getting along really well. We weren't fighting really
badly or anything, but it just seemed as if all she wanted to do was argue with me and tell me what to do. We
also didn't laugh together much anymore. Things were changing, and my mom and I were the first to feel it.

As far as the salami went, my mom wouldn't buy any because she said it was too expensive and not that good
for me. To prove my emerging independence, I decided to go ahead and eat what I wanted anyway. So one
day I used my allowance to buy a full sausage of dry salami.

Now a problem had to be solved: Where would I put the salami? I didn't want my mom to see it. So I hid it in
the only place that I knew was totally safe&#151under my bed. There was a special corner under the bed that
the upright Hoover couldn't reach and that my mom rarely had the ambition to clean. Under the bed went the
salami, back in the corner&#151in the dark and the dust.

A couple of weeks later, I remembered the delicious treat that was waiting for me. I peered beneath the bed
and saw...not the salami that I had hidden, but some green and hairy object that didn't look like anything I
had ever seen before. The salami had grown about an inch of hair, and the hair was standing straight up, as if
the salami had been surprised by the sudden appearance of my face next to its hiding place. Being the picky
eater I was, I was not interested in consuming any of this object. The best thing I could think of to do was ...
absolutely nothing.

Sometime later, my mom became obsessed with spring cleaning, which in her case meant she would clean
places that had never seen the light of day. Of course, that meant under my bed. I knew in my heart that the
moment would soon come when she would find the object in its hiding place. During the first two days of
her frenzy, I watched carefully to judge the time when I thought she would find the salami. She washed, she
scrubbed, she dusted.. ,  she screamed! She screamed and screamed and screamed.
"Ahhhhhhàahhhhhhàahhhhhh!" The screams were coming from my room. Alarms went off in my head. She
had found the salami!

"What is it, Mom?" I yelled as I ran into my room. "There is something under your bed!"

"What's under my bed?" I opened my eyes very wide to show my complete innocence.

"Something ... something... I don't know what it is!" She finally stopped screaming. Then she whispered,
"Maybe it's alive."

I got down to look under my bed.

"Watch out!" she shouted. "I don't know what it is!" she said again. She pushed me to one side. I was proud
of the bravery she was demonstrating to Save me from the "something" in spite of her distress.

I was amazed at what I saw. The last time I had looked at the salami, the hair on it was about an inch long
and fuzzy all over. Now, the hair had grown another three inches, was a gray-green color and had actually
started to grow on the surrounding area as well. You could no longer tell the actual shape of what the hair
was covering. I looked at my mom. Except for the color, her hair closely resembled the hair on the salami: It
was standing straight up, too! Abruptly she got up and left the room, only to return five seconds later with



the broom.

Using the handle of the broom, she poked the salami. It didn't move. She poked it harder. It still didn't move.
At that point, I wanted to te11 her what it was, but I couldn't seem to make my mouth work. My chest was
squeezing with an effort to repress the laughter that, unbidden, was threatening to explode. At the same time,
I was terrified of her rage when she finally discovered what it was. I was also afraid she was going to, have a
heart attack because she looked so scared.

Finally my mom got up her nerve and pushed the salami really hard. At that same exact moment, the laughter
I had been trying to hold back exploded from my mouth. She dropped the broom and looked at me.

"What's so funny?" my mom asked. Up close, two inches from my face, she looked furious. Maybe it was
just the position of having her head lower than her bottom that made her face so red, but I was sure she was
about to poke me with the broom handle. I sure didn't want that to happen because it still had some pieces of
gray-green hair sticking to it. I felt kind of sick, but then another one of my huge laughs erupted. It was as if
I had no control over my body. One followed another, and pretty soon I was rolling on the floor. My mom
sat down&#151hard.

"What is so funny?!"

"Salami," I managed to get out despite the gales of laughter that I had no control over. "Salami! Salami!" I
rolled on the floor. "It's a salami!"

My mother gazed at me with disbelief. What did salami have to do with anything? The object under the bed
did not look like any salami she had ever seen. In fact, it did not look like anything she (or I) had ever seen.

I gasped for breath. "Mom, it's a salami&#151you know, one of those big salami sausages!"

She asked what any sane mother would ask in this situation. "What is a salami doing under your bed?"

"I bought it with my allowance." My laughter was subsiding, and fear was beginning to take its place. I
looked at her. She had the strangest expression on her face that I had ever seen: a combination of disgust,
confusion, exhaustion, fear&#151and anger! Her hair was standing on end, perspiration beaded on her
flushed face and her eyes looked as if they were going to jump out of her head. I couldn't help it. I started to
laugh again.

And then the miracle of miracles happened. My mom started to laugh, too. First just a nervous release, a
titter really, but then it turned into the full-on belly laugh that only my mom's side of the family is capable of.
The two of us laughed until tears rolled down our cheeks and thought I would pee my pants.

When we finally were able to stop laughing, my mom shoved the broom into my hands.

"Okay, Patty Jean Shaw, clean it up, no matter what it is!" I had no idea how to clean up something and not
look at it or touch it. So, of course, I got my little sister to help me. I could get her to help with anything, as
long as I bribed or threatened her. Since she didn't know what the object was supposed to look like to begin
with, she didn't have much fear attached to helping. Between the two of us, we managed to roll it onto the
evening newspaper (my dad never knew what happened to it). I carefully, carefully carried it outside and put
it into the trash. Then I had my sister remove the remaining fuzz from the carpet. I had convinced her that I
was too large to get into the small corner where it had grown. I ended up owing her my allowance for two
weeks.



My mom never got mad at me for buying the salami. I guess she thought I had already paid a price. The
salami provided a memory of shared, unrestrained laughter. For years to come, all I had to do was threaten to
buy salami to make my mom laugh.

&#151Patty Hansen

¬1998. All rights reserved. Reprinted from Chicken Soup for the KidÆs Soul by Jack Canfield, Mark Victor
Hansen, Patty Hansen, Irene Dunlap. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval
system or transmitted in any form or by any means, without the written permission of the publisher.
Publisher: Health Communications, Inc., 3201 SW 15th Street, Deerfield Beach, FL 33442.
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Chicken Soup For The Kid's Soul: Stories Of Courage, Hope And Laughter For Kids Ages 8-12
(Chicken Soup For The Soul) By Jack Canfield, M. In undergoing this life, many individuals consistently
attempt to do and obtain the most effective. New expertise, experience, driving lesson, and everything that
can boost the life will certainly be done. However, numerous individuals often really feel puzzled to get
those things. Really feeling the minimal of experience as well as sources to be better is one of the does not
have to own. Nevertheless, there is a quite easy point that can be done. This is exactly what your educator
consistently manoeuvres you to do this one. Yeah, reading is the solution. Reviewing a publication as this
Chicken Soup For The Kid's Soul: Stories Of Courage, Hope And Laughter For Kids Ages 8-12 (Chicken
Soup For The Soul) By Jack Canfield, M and also various other referrals can enhance your life quality.
Exactly how can it be?

As recognized, book Chicken Soup For The Kid's Soul: Stories Of Courage, Hope And Laughter For Kids
Ages 8-12 (Chicken Soup For The Soul) By Jack Canfield, M is well known as the home window to open up
the world, the life, and extra point. This is just what the people now need a lot. Also there are lots of people
which don't like reading; it can be a selection as referral. When you actually need the means to develop the
following inspirations, book Chicken Soup For The Kid's Soul: Stories Of Courage, Hope And Laughter For
Kids Ages 8-12 (Chicken Soup For The Soul) By Jack Canfield, M will truly guide you to the way.
Additionally this Chicken Soup For The Kid's Soul: Stories Of Courage, Hope And Laughter For Kids Ages
8-12 (Chicken Soup For The Soul) By Jack Canfield, M, you will certainly have no regret to obtain it.

To obtain this book Chicken Soup For The Kid's Soul: Stories Of Courage, Hope And Laughter For Kids
Ages 8-12 (Chicken Soup For The Soul) By Jack Canfield, M, you might not be so confused. This is on-line
book Chicken Soup For The Kid's Soul: Stories Of Courage, Hope And Laughter For Kids Ages 8-12
(Chicken Soup For The Soul) By Jack Canfield, M that can be taken its soft data. It is different with the on-
line book Chicken Soup For The Kid's Soul: Stories Of Courage, Hope And Laughter For Kids Ages 8-12
(Chicken Soup For The Soul) By Jack Canfield, M where you can order a book and afterwards the seller will
send out the published book for you. This is the place where you could get this Chicken Soup For The Kid's
Soul: Stories Of Courage, Hope And Laughter For Kids Ages 8-12 (Chicken Soup For The Soul) By Jack
Canfield, M by online as well as after having take care of investing in, you could download and install
Chicken Soup For The Kid's Soul: Stories Of Courage, Hope And Laughter For Kids Ages 8-12 (Chicken
Soup For The Soul) By Jack Canfield, M by yourself.
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Norris; however, most of the stories were sent in to the editors by children from all over the country. The
offerings range from funny to inspiring to dull to, well, schmaltzy. Although it is doubtful that kids will ask
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Want to Be. He is a leader in the field of personal transformation and peak performance and is currently
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That is the best&#151to laugh with someone because you both think the same things are funny.
&#151Gloria Vanderbilt

Sometime during the seventh grade two things happened to me. The first was that I got hooked on salami.
Salami sandwiches, salami and cheese, salami on crackers&#151I couldn't get enough of the salty, spicy
sausage. The other thing was that my mom and I weren't getting along really well. We weren't fighting really
badly or anything, but it just seemed as if all she wanted to do was argue with me and tell me what to do. We
also didn't laugh together much anymore. Things were changing, and my mom and I were the first to feel it.

As far as the salami went, my mom wouldn't buy any because she said it was too expensive and not that good
for me. To prove my emerging independence, I decided to go ahead and eat what I wanted anyway. So one
day I used my allowance to buy a full sausage of dry salami.

Now a problem had to be solved: Where would I put the salami? I didn't want my mom to see it. So I hid it in
the only place that I knew was totally safe&#151under my bed. There was a special corner under the bed that
the upright Hoover couldn't reach and that my mom rarely had the ambition to clean. Under the bed went the
salami, back in the corner&#151in the dark and the dust.

A couple of weeks later, I remembered the delicious treat that was waiting for me. I peered beneath the bed
and saw...not the salami that I had hidden, but some green and hairy object that didn't look like anything I
had ever seen before. The salami had grown about an inch of hair, and the hair was standing straight up, as if
the salami had been surprised by the sudden appearance of my face next to its hiding place. Being the picky
eater I was, I was not interested in consuming any of this object. The best thing I could think of to do was ...
absolutely nothing.

Sometime later, my mom became obsessed with spring cleaning, which in her case meant she would clean
places that had never seen the light of day. Of course, that meant under my bed. I knew in my heart that the
moment would soon come when she would find the object in its hiding place. During the first two days of
her frenzy, I watched carefully to judge the time when I thought she would find the salami. She washed, she
scrubbed, she dusted.. ,  she screamed! She screamed and screamed and screamed.
"Ahhhhhhàahhhhhhàahhhhhh!" The screams were coming from my room. Alarms went off in my head. She
had found the salami!

"What is it, Mom?" I yelled as I ran into my room. "There is something under your bed!"

"What's under my bed?" I opened my eyes very wide to show my complete innocence.

"Something ... something... I don't know what it is!" She finally stopped screaming. Then she whispered,
"Maybe it's alive."

I got down to look under my bed.

"Watch out!" she shouted. "I don't know what it is!" she said again. She pushed me to one side. I was proud
of the bravery she was demonstrating to Save me from the "something" in spite of her distress.

I was amazed at what I saw. The last time I had looked at the salami, the hair on it was about an inch long



and fuzzy all over. Now, the hair had grown another three inches, was a gray-green color and had actually
started to grow on the surrounding area as well. You could no longer tell the actual shape of what the hair
was covering. I looked at my mom. Except for the color, her hair closely resembled the hair on the salami: It
was standing straight up, too! Abruptly she got up and left the room, only to return five seconds later with
the broom.

Using the handle of the broom, she poked the salami. It didn't move. She poked it harder. It still didn't move.
At that point, I wanted to te11 her what it was, but I couldn't seem to make my mouth work. My chest was
squeezing with an effort to repress the laughter that, unbidden, was threatening to explode. At the same time,
I was terrified of her rage when she finally discovered what it was. I was also afraid she was going to, have a
heart attack because she looked so scared.

Finally my mom got up her nerve and pushed the salami really hard. At that same exact moment, the laughter
I had been trying to hold back exploded from my mouth. She dropped the broom and looked at me.

"What's so funny?" my mom asked. Up close, two inches from my face, she looked furious. Maybe it was
just the position of having her head lower than her bottom that made her face so red, but I was sure she was
about to poke me with the broom handle. I sure didn't want that to happen because it still had some pieces of
gray-green hair sticking to it. I felt kind of sick, but then another one of my huge laughs erupted. It was as if
I had no control over my body. One followed another, and pretty soon I was rolling on the floor. My mom
sat down&#151hard.

"What is so funny?!"

"Salami," I managed to get out despite the gales of laughter that I had no control over. "Salami! Salami!" I
rolled on the floor. "It's a salami!"

My mother gazed at me with disbelief. What did salami have to do with anything? The object under the bed
did not look like any salami she had ever seen. In fact, it did not look like anything she (or I) had ever seen.

I gasped for breath. "Mom, it's a salami&#151you know, one of those big salami sausages!"

She asked what any sane mother would ask in this situation. "What is a salami doing under your bed?"

"I bought it with my allowance." My laughter was subsiding, and fear was beginning to take its place. I
looked at her. She had the strangest expression on her face that I had ever seen: a combination of disgust,
confusion, exhaustion, fear&#151and anger! Her hair was standing on end, perspiration beaded on her
flushed face and her eyes looked as if they were going to jump out of her head. I couldn't help it. I started to
laugh again.

And then the miracle of miracles happened. My mom started to laugh, too. First just a nervous release, a
titter really, but then it turned into the full-on belly laugh that only my mom's side of the family is capable of.
The two of us laughed until tears rolled down our cheeks and thought I would pee my pants.

When we finally were able to stop laughing, my mom shoved the broom into my hands.

"Okay, Patty Jean Shaw, clean it up, no matter what it is!" I had no idea how to clean up something and not
look at it or touch it. So, of course, I got my little sister to help me. I could get her to help with anything, as
long as I bribed or threatened her. Since she didn't know what the object was supposed to look like to begin
with, she didn't have much fear attached to helping. Between the two of us, we managed to roll it onto the
evening newspaper (my dad never knew what happened to it). I carefully, carefully carried it outside and put



it into the trash. Then I had my sister remove the remaining fuzz from the carpet. I had convinced her that I
was too large to get into the small corner where it had grown. I ended up owing her my allowance for two
weeks.

My mom never got mad at me for buying the salami. I guess she thought I had already paid a price. The
salami provided a memory of shared, unrestrained laughter. For years to come, all I had to do was threaten to
buy salami to make my mom laugh.

&#151Patty Hansen

¬1998. All rights reserved. Reprinted from Chicken Soup for the KidÆs Soul by Jack Canfield, Mark Victor
Hansen, Patty Hansen, Irene Dunlap. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval
system or transmitted in any form or by any means, without the written permission of the publisher.
Publisher: Health Communications, Inc., 3201 SW 15th Street, Deerfield Beach, FL 33442.

Most helpful customer reviews

2 of 2 people found the following review helpful.
Your kids will love these inspirational short stories
By iGemini
I grew up reading chicken soup for the soul and now my 8 & 10 year old daughters love these books as they
all seem to have a moral or lesson at the end of each short story. Great for kids who don't have the patience
to sit and read long chapter books, helps them to find a love for reading. Thanks to these, my 8 yr old has
finally moved onto longer chapter books. I agree with another reviewer that the stories could have been a
little more inspiring, but they're made for kids, and though they might fall a little short for us, they really
enjoy them,

5 of 5 people found the following review helpful.
May be a bit too old
By Decorating mom
Purchased this for my daughter, age 8. After reading through the first couple of stories I truly feel that it is a
bit too old for her age group (though a few storied did bring a tear to MY eye). I think I will hold off another
year or two.

0 of 0 people found the following review helpful.
seems like boys don't really contribute much to this series
By paristexas
most of the stories are for girls. seems like boys don't really contribute much to this series. after reading this
my ten year old asked if girls were nicer and better citizens than boys are? When I asked why, he said, out of
100 stories, only 25 were from boys.

See all 87 customer reviews...
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Sometime during the seventh grade two things happened to me. The first was that I got hooked on salami.
Salami sandwiches, salami and cheese, salami on crackers&#151I couldn't get enough of the salty, spicy
sausage. The other thing was that my mom and I weren't getting along really well. We weren't fighting really
badly or anything, but it just seemed as if all she wanted to do was argue with me and tell me what to do. We
also didn't laugh together much anymore. Things were changing, and my mom and I were the first to feel it.

As far as the salami went, my mom wouldn't buy any because she said it was too expensive and not that good
for me. To prove my emerging independence, I decided to go ahead and eat what I wanted anyway. So one
day I used my allowance to buy a full sausage of dry salami.

Now a problem had to be solved: Where would I put the salami? I didn't want my mom to see it. So I hid it in
the only place that I knew was totally safe&#151under my bed. There was a special corner under the bed that
the upright Hoover couldn't reach and that my mom rarely had the ambition to clean. Under the bed went the
salami, back in the corner&#151in the dark and the dust.

A couple of weeks later, I remembered the delicious treat that was waiting for me. I peered beneath the bed
and saw...not the salami that I had hidden, but some green and hairy object that didn't look like anything I
had ever seen before. The salami had grown about an inch of hair, and the hair was standing straight up, as if
the salami had been surprised by the sudden appearance of my face next to its hiding place. Being the picky
eater I was, I was not interested in consuming any of this object. The best thing I could think of to do was ...
absolutely nothing.

Sometime later, my mom became obsessed with spring cleaning, which in her case meant she would clean
places that had never seen the light of day. Of course, that meant under my bed. I knew in my heart that the
moment would soon come when she would find the object in its hiding place. During the first two days of
her frenzy, I watched carefully to judge the time when I thought she would find the salami. She washed, she
scrubbed, she dusted.. ,  she screamed! She screamed and screamed and screamed.
"Ahhhhhhàahhhhhhàahhhhhh!" The screams were coming from my room. Alarms went off in my head. She
had found the salami!

"What is it, Mom?" I yelled as I ran into my room. "There is something under your bed!"

"What's under my bed?" I opened my eyes very wide to show my complete innocence.

"Something ... something... I don't know what it is!" She finally stopped screaming. Then she whispered,
"Maybe it's alive."

I got down to look under my bed.

"Watch out!" she shouted. "I don't know what it is!" she said again. She pushed me to one side. I was proud
of the bravery she was demonstrating to Save me from the "something" in spite of her distress.

I was amazed at what I saw. The last time I had looked at the salami, the hair on it was about an inch long
and fuzzy all over. Now, the hair had grown another three inches, was a gray-green color and had actually
started to grow on the surrounding area as well. You could no longer tell the actual shape of what the hair
was covering. I looked at my mom. Except for the color, her hair closely resembled the hair on the salami: It
was standing straight up, too! Abruptly she got up and left the room, only to return five seconds later with
the broom.

Using the handle of the broom, she poked the salami. It didn't move. She poked it harder. It still didn't move.
At that point, I wanted to te11 her what it was, but I couldn't seem to make my mouth work. My chest was



squeezing with an effort to repress the laughter that, unbidden, was threatening to explode. At the same time,
I was terrified of her rage when she finally discovered what it was. I was also afraid she was going to, have a
heart attack because she looked so scared.

Finally my mom got up her nerve and pushed the salami really hard. At that same exact moment, the laughter
I had been trying to hold back exploded from my mouth. She dropped the broom and looked at me.

"What's so funny?" my mom asked. Up close, two inches from my face, she looked furious. Maybe it was
just the position of having her head lower than her bottom that made her face so red, but I was sure she was
about to poke me with the broom handle. I sure didn't want that to happen because it still had some pieces of
gray-green hair sticking to it. I felt kind of sick, but then another one of my huge laughs erupted. It was as if
I had no control over my body. One followed another, and pretty soon I was rolling on the floor. My mom
sat down&#151hard.

"What is so funny?!"

"Salami," I managed to get out despite the gales of laughter that I had no control over. "Salami! Salami!" I
rolled on the floor. "It's a salami!"

My mother gazed at me with disbelief. What did salami have to do with anything? The object under the bed
did not look like any salami she had ever seen. In fact, it did not look like anything she (or I) had ever seen.

I gasped for breath. "Mom, it's a salami&#151you know, one of those big salami sausages!"

She asked what any sane mother would ask in this situation. "What is a salami doing under your bed?"

"I bought it with my allowance." My laughter was subsiding, and fear was beginning to take its place. I
looked at her. She had the strangest expression on her face that I had ever seen: a combination of disgust,
confusion, exhaustion, fear&#151and anger! Her hair was standing on end, perspiration beaded on her
flushed face and her eyes looked as if they were going to jump out of her head. I couldn't help it. I started to
laugh again.

And then the miracle of miracles happened. My mom started to laugh, too. First just a nervous release, a
titter really, but then it turned into the full-on belly laugh that only my mom's side of the family is capable of.
The two of us laughed until tears rolled down our cheeks and thought I would pee my pants.

When we finally were able to stop laughing, my mom shoved the broom into my hands.

"Okay, Patty Jean Shaw, clean it up, no matter what it is!" I had no idea how to clean up something and not
look at it or touch it. So, of course, I got my little sister to help me. I could get her to help with anything, as
long as I bribed or threatened her. Since she didn't know what the object was supposed to look like to begin
with, she didn't have much fear attached to helping. Between the two of us, we managed to roll it onto the
evening newspaper (my dad never knew what happened to it). I carefully, carefully carried it outside and put
it into the trash. Then I had my sister remove the remaining fuzz from the carpet. I had convinced her that I
was too large to get into the small corner where it had grown. I ended up owing her my allowance for two
weeks.

My mom never got mad at me for buying the salami. I guess she thought I had already paid a price. The
salami provided a memory of shared, unrestrained laughter. For years to come, all I had to do was threaten to
buy salami to make my mom laugh.



&#151Patty Hansen
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