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Introduction 

“. . . anybody can serve. You don’t have to have a college degree to serve. You don’t have to make your subject and verb agree to serve. You only need a heart full of grace. A soul generated by love.”

—Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. 

I’ve always found it interesting that most religions and spiritual belief systems implore us to “love one another,” to love not only our family and friends but also our neighbors. Some ask us to love strangers, even our enemies. And some cast the love net even farther—to encompass all sentient beings, the Earth itself, and the vast universe beyond our telescopes and our imaginations. Many of these faiths (for lack of a better, all-encompassing term) also call upon us to nurture and protect children and nature, to care for those who cannot care for themselves, and to show compassion for “the least among” us—the sick, the poor, the lost, the fallen, the weary. It is a tall order. It is also, in my humble opinion, the key to making the world a better place.

Love alone  is not the answer. Love is not all  we need. Solving the world’s problems and righting the world’s wrongs also takes understanding, compassion, resources, and courage. But love lights the fire of “loving-kindness” (the desire to “do good”) in our bellies and fuses together all of those other components into a powerful force for good. For, when we truly love someone or something, we can’t help but care. We strive to understand. We find the strength and the resources to help, to comfort, to heal, to give. We endeavor not  to harm or hinder. And we do not, cannot, just look away or walk away; our heart and our conscience simply will not allow it.

While love is charity’s catalyst, it seems that fear, greed, and ignorance are its inhibitors. It has been said that “the confused mind says no.” As it turns out, so does fearful or glutinous thinking. When someone doesn’t recognize or understand someone else’s problem (or a problem they think is someone else’s but, in reality, also adversely affects them), they are less likely to care about and do something about it. Same goes when someone is afraid that there is not enough of whatever it is—food, money, medicine, good will—to go around, that giving to others might deprive or somehow jeopardize them or theirs. And the greedy, well, if they cared about others, if they loved others as they love themselves, they would be giving rather than gobbling everything up with little or no thought to the world around them.

So it is up to the rest of us to do our parts, individually and collectively, to make a positive difference in the world—or in the life of a single other person or being—and to encourage others to do the same. One way to inspire kindness and charity is to share personal stories about random acts of kindness and about people who are helping to make the world a better place. And who knows? Maybe such stories will open the minds and hearts of some of those folks who “say no” to giving out of fear, ignorance, or greed. I hope so.

And I hope the stories in A Cup of Comfort® for a Better World  warm your heart and light the fire of loving-kindness in your belly.

—Colleen Sell 


You Bought Me Sleep 

The idea of volunteering in another country has long been considered the province of students and recent graduates; images of intrepid, twenty-year-old Peace Corps workers in a remote Sierra Leone village might spring to mind. Today, however, the idea has reached far beyond and become an accessible and highly popular pursuit among travelers of all ages and backgrounds. Volunteer travel has grown so popular that a term has even been coined for it: “voluntourism.” Foreign destinations are luring American citizens who want to sightsee while simultaneously engaging in community service. Companies and websites specializing in voluntourism have sprung up by the hundreds, and volunteer vacations can be found in all parts of the world, doing all kinds of activities—from digging wells for clean water in South America, to protecting the elephant population in South Africa, to working with children living in orphanages.

It was this last type of volunteer vacation that hooked me. In 2004, I became involved with a nonprofit based in Austin, Texas, called The Miracle Foundation, which manages orphanages in India and recruits sponsors and donors to support the children living there. I began volunteering for the foundation and sponsored a ten-year-old boy named Santosh, living in the state of Orissa in northeastern India. Caroline Boudreaux, founder of the organization, soon invited me to accompany her and a group of other volunteers to Orissa. So it was that in March 2005, I found myself in India for the first time, on a ten-day volunteer trip that I was to make, it turned out, many more times over the years since.

The village is remote, and it took forty-eight hours of exhausting travel to reach the ashram where the children live. By the time we arrived, all ten volunteers in the group were suffering from sleep deprivation and culture shock: The overwhelming throngs of people. The new sights, smells, and sounds that awakened all the senses at once. The frantic streets filled with bicycles, rickshaws, cars, and cows, with the constant beep-beep of horns blaring above it all. And, especially, the relentless poverty that does not let you rest.

Caroline had briefed us well on both India and on what to expect during our week at the orphanage. But nothing could have prepared me for what I felt when we entered those gates. Dozens of children were lined around the drive in a semi-circle, waving and chanting “welcome” over and over. I climbed out and they swarmed all over me, reaching for my hands and touching my feet in blessing. I was inundated, lost in the sea of small bodies—smiling, barefoot children who asked nothing from me other than simply being there.

As I would soon learn, in India these “invisible” children are everywhere; they fill the streets, the railway stations, the villages. Thirty thousand Indian babies are born HIV-positive each year; many become orphans when their mothers succumb to AIDS. Indeed, millions of Indian children are orphaned by AIDS, malaria, or simple infections. Some are orphaned due to nothing more than poverty; their parents cannot afford to feed them. Orphanages and other institutional homes are overflowing, leaving many kids to live alone on the streets, parentless and homeless. Amidst the growing prosperity of India, there is an entire generation of children growing up without parents— more than 25 million in all. A shocking number of them are trafficked as indentured laborers or prostitutes. Others are forced into child labor or prostitution by their own parents to pay off debts or feed the family.

But there in Choudwar, a small town about 100 miles south of Calcutta, one man named Damodar Sahoo has dedicated his life to providing a home and family for some of these children. Before The Miracle Foundation, he constantly lacked enough food, clothing, and supplies to adequately provide for those he had taken in—children who had nowhere else to turn.

On my first trip to India, Mr. Sahoo, known to everyone simply as “Papa,” greeted the volunteers heartily, chewing the betel nut that turned his teeth red. While he gave us a tour of the compound, the children trailed us, rushing past each other to claim a volunteer’s hand. They were everywhere, always underfoot, craving our attention. As I walked along, four or five clung to each arm; when I sat down, they filled my lap, their slight frames making barely an imprint against my clothing.

I spent the following days just being with the kids, befriending them, playing with them. Our days at the ashram were filled with games, reading, dancing, and laughing. There were puzzles, English flash cards, hopscotch, Frisbee, and the hokey-pokey, which the children wanted to do over and over once it was taught to them. I began to discover their individual personalities, interests, and dreams.

Over that week, I watched the shy ones come out of their shells and their self-confidence blossom. As it did, their best behavior fell away and they became normal kids, not always sweet and perfect, often mischievous as well. When the children thought I wasn’t looking, they would shove each other out of the way or bestow thunks on one another’s heads in annoyance. They used the language barrier to their advantage, pretending at times not to understand when the adult volunteers said it was time to put a game away, reminding me of my daughter when she was young and seemingly deaf to the word “no.”

We began to make friends, and I discovered that the children were just as curious about us and our lives as we were about them. The kids spoke varying levels of English, largely dependent on how many years they had been living in the ashram and attending school. Some had a large vocabulary and good conversational skills; others spoke little more than a few words of English. I found it was surprisingly easy, however, to communicate without sharing even a word of common language. In many ways they were just like other children I’ve known, children with homes and families of their own—except for their neediness, their raw hunger for affection, love, belonging.

In the midst of the games, laughter, and silliness that we engaged in all day long, I would sometimes forget that they were orphans. When that reality came crashing back, it never failed to hit me with the same painful, breathless intensity it had the first time . . . especially when it intruded unexpectedly, as happened one afternoon.

Caroline and Papa had arranged an ice cream party. Two tables were pulled into the courtyard as the frozen cartons were delivered. The kids lined up eagerly, from youngest to oldest, to be handed their paper cups of ice cream as we scooped it out in a battle of time against the sun blazing overhead. As we served the icy treats and listened to the kids slurping away, I noticed that Santosh, the boy I sponsored, was nowhere to be seen. I asked some of the other boys about him, and they pointed toward the top of the stairs. I went up and found him sitting alone, seeming sad and listless. He wasn’t interested in the ice cream.

A house mother named Madhu passed, and I asked her to help me find out what was wrong; I was afraid Santosh was hurt or sick. Madhu took him into the boy’s dorm and talked to him for several minutes.

“He misses his mother,” she said simply when she came back out.

I sat with Santosh on the edge of the concrete walkway outside his dorm room. Draping my arm around his shoulders, I squeezed reassuringly and held him against my side. I knew that his mother had died when he was so young he couldn’t possibly remember her, not really; but to mourn the idea of a mother, that huge absence in his life like a great gaping hole, was another thing completely. We sat together, not speaking, while in the courtyard in front of us the other children slurped up their ice cream.

I felt his loss deep in my heart, and I realized that, although the kids loved us being there, it sometimes only made them miss their own parents. To be sure, they benefited greatly from the attention of all these nurturing surrogate parent figures—Papa, Caroline, the house mothers, the volunteers. But amidst all the caring, love, and joy that filled the ashram, it was sometimes easy to miss the sadness that lingered in the children’s tender souls. I was reminded anew that they all carried grief and damage inside them, often hidden or temporarily forgotten but never erased entirely.

Far from the tourist’s India of the Taj Mahal and yoga retreats, a journey into an Indian orphanage is a difficult one—hard on the body, hard on the heart. Still, these children living under Papa’s care are the lucky ones. In homes like The Miracle Foundation where children are well taken care of, it’s far too easy to forget how many street kids are outside those gates—the children sleeping under plastic roofs beside a sewage-filled canal. In the best institutional facilities for orphans, there is love and community and needs are met on the most basic sustenance levels. There never seems to be enough food, never enough medical care, and never enough room. For every child fortunate enough to live in an orphanage or a home like The Miracle Foundation, there are a thousand more that they do not have the room or resources to take in. A thousand more orphans who have nowhere else to turn but to homes run under vastly inferior, sometimes horrific, conditions. A thousand more kids living on the streets, begging at train stations, working twelve hours a day for pennies or selling their bodies to survive. A thousand more children who have been abandoned and whose childhoods have been discarded.

The beautiful kids at Papa’s home no longer had their own parents, yet they were still joyful and filled with hope. Their optimism and resilience amazed me time and again. Their ability to overcome crippling challenges inspired me. Their generous spirits humbled me. They served us before eating themselves and offered us seconds of their precious food. They rushed to bring water, pull up a chair for us, take our shoes off and put them back on, carry our bags—anything and everything. Even in the most deprived circumstances, they were still just kids. They laughed and played, though perhaps less frequently and lightheartedly than more privileged children. They developed strong bonds and relationships with their surrogate parents and with one another, creating family where none existed. Most of all, they had an enormous amount of love to share.

After spending a week at the ashram—having borne witness to the sorrow and scars the past had carved into the children’s hearts, having discovered the stories behind the names, having come to know and love the personalities behind the faces—I simply could not go on with my life afterward as if they did not exist. And so I embarked on a three-year journey to write a book, The Weight of Silence , to give these children voices and tell their stories. I also continued to return to The Miracle Foundation homes every year to volunteer.

From that first visit, it has been clear to me that Papa and Caroline are doing something special, something more than can be seen with the eyes. Papa, the heart of the ashram, is an almost tangible presence of love. He gave up a far easier life and job as a government official to dedicate himself to these orphans, for which he is paid a small allowance as the director. It is not an easy existence. He doesn’t regard himself as remarkable or noble, however, and appears detached from all things material.

“I am a simple beggar,” he said, earnestly. “I need nothing, except for these children, my family.”

Caroline told me that as she raised money for the orphanage to build a new wing, bunk beds, and bathrooms for the children, she had repeatedly asked Papa to let The Miracle Foundation make some improvements to his small quarters.

“Let me do something for you,” she implored Papa.

“No, no. I need nothing,” he answered.

“Let me buy you something,” Caroline persisted. 

But Papa only shook his head, gesturing toward the new dormitories, the children in their uniforms going to school. “You have already bought me the most important thing,” he said. “You bought me sleep.”

—Shelley Seale 

A version of this story appears in the author’s book  The Weight of Silence: India’s Invisible Children, Dog’s Eye View Media, June 2009.


As You Are Able 

You may have seen her. She’s the little gray-haired lady driving down the road talking to herself. You’ve probably chuckled as you craned your neck to see if someone was sitting beside her; then you probably laughed as her heavy foot shot her car forward as the light turned green. That’s my sister, Norma. She’s on a mission, and she is talking to someone—God. She prays every mile she travels.

If you open her car door, it may smell of Indiana Fried Chicken. She stops frequently to pick up a few drumsticks to take to the people on her list to visit that day. There is always a piece of homemade lemon pie or caramel iced cake, too, to go with the chicken.

Family members laugh and call her the “happy bag lady,” because she always has several in each hand when she arrives at her destination. In an effort to “go green,” some of the local stores are selling cloth bags for ninety-nine cents, and we think Norma has surely purchased every one in town. As she goes about her day, she is apt to say to whomever she visits, “I love these bags, I’ll leave you one.” The bags are easier for her to carry than paper and plastic bags, and she likes to think she is doing her part for the environment.

Her destination might be the health care center, as it is on this particular day. Once inside, she greets the ladies in the entrance hall with, “How are you today?” and gently pats their hands, knowing the importance of a warm touch. She never fails to compliment each of them on what they’re wearing. They often return her compliment, today admiring her dressy black jacket.

The nurses, too, wave to Norma as she heads down the hall to our brother Bob’s room. The oldest of four siblings, Bob has cared for us through the years; now it’s our turn to care for him. She fills his top drawer with all sorts of candy, cookies, and chips, and then stuffs his refrigerator with cheese sticks, soft drinks, puddings, and watermelon.

Bob is just as giving, and he shares what Norma brings to him with others who sit in the hallway waiting and hoping for a visit from someone. She even takes him a huge bag of Dum Dum suckers, which he hands out to the little ones who come with their parents to visit family members. One of the nurses made him a pouch that drapes over the arm of his wheelchair. He stuffs it with suckers. Not only does he delight the children with these treats, he also shares them with his bingo-playing friends.

Today, Norma follows Bob’s motorized chair into the dining room, where three attractive ladies are chatting with each other at a dining room table. Bob reaches out and touches one of them. She smiles nicely, nodding her head toward him as she says, “Why, hello Bob.” He turns to his sister and introduces the ladies as his bingo partners. Norma listens and then makes a note of their names in a little book she carries in her oversized purse.

Later that day, she shows me the names and explains why she jotted them down. “Calling older people by their given name makes them feel special.”

Having noticed another name on the page she held out to me, I ask, “Who is Mason?”

“Well,” she begins, “today we were sitting in the front lobby when this young boy hopped out of a car and came running in. He looked to be about ten years old. I was surprised when he ran right up to Bob and hugged him. He pulled a chair up close, sat down, put his hand over Bob’s hand, and began talking to him as if he knew him.”

Meanwhile, the car and driver that had brought Mason to the center waited in the front of the building. Bob and the young boy laughed and talked to one another, sharing stories. Finally, the boy told Bob he had to go because his dad had left a family reunion to bring him for a visit. They hugged, and Mason kissed Bob on the cheek before waving his hand over his head as he ran to the door.

Bob said to Norma, “What could be more devastating to a ten-year-old boy than losing his best friend, his grandpa?” Then he talked of how most kids spend hours with their grandparents.

Norma says she thought Bob drifted away for a minute as he remembered that our grandmother had died at age fifty-five.

“Age isn’t a factor with a child,” Bob added. “They don’t see the thinning hair, the wrinkles, the shaking hand, the poor eyesight and hearing. They just see the love in their grandparent’s eyes.”

Bob went on to tell of Mason and his mother’s grief when her father died. He had been staying in this same health care center, and the family had come daily to visit with him. They had seen Bob in the hallway when they visited the grandfather and marveled at how much the two older men looked alike.

Bob told Norma that the boy had adopted him as his grandfather after his own grandfather had died.

“He comes every week,” Bob said. “Sometimes twice a week.”

He went on to explain that they shared the soda pop from Bob’s little refrigerator or a piece of candy or a cookie.

As remarkable as Bob’s resemblance is to Mason’s grandfather, so too does Mason bear an uncanny likeness to Bob’s own grandson. Bob’s grandson is now grown and does not get to visit except on special holidays several times a year, so it is natural that these two, the young and the old, would reach out and adopt one another.

Bob’s eyes glistened with tears when he said, “Sis, it’s the secret of giving to one another. The Bible says, ‘Every man shall give as he is able.’ Mason and I are doing just that.”

So is our sister Norma.

As she leaves my home this day, her bright red cloth bags litter my sitting room. She wraps her arms around me and gives me a hug that belies her seventy-eight years. Then she slides into her car and buckles her seat belt. She is already talking to her traveling companion as she pulls from my driveway.

—Joan Watt 


I Always Have Time for You 

I arrived late for the weekly first-sergeant council meeting hosted by our senior enlisted advisor, a grisly, no-nonsense air force chief master sergeant. As I took my seat in the middle of his weekly issues update, I couldn’t ignore his focused stare. Once the meeting wound down, the chief asked me to stay behind. I knew he was unhappy. After giving me his spiel on punctuality and meeting etiquette, he asked me if I had anything to say.

Well, I’ve never been one to sugar-coat anything, so I figured, What the heck, I’m already off his Christmas list; might as well tell it straight .

“Chief,” I said, “whenever a troop knocks on my door and asks me, ‘First Sergeant, ya got a minute?’ my answer will always be, ‘Sure, come on in. I always have time for you.’ Well, that’s what happened this morning. Right before the meeting, a troop stopped by my office with a distressed look on his face and I knew he needed to talk.”

Turns out he was having serious marital and financial problems, and when I’d asked him if he was thinking of suicide, he’d grown silent.

“Chief,” I explained, “he immediately ratcheted up on my priority list. I just dropped him off at the chaplain’s office, and I need to follow up right after this meeting.”

For several seconds the chief stared at me, letting sink in what I had said. After a moment he replied, “Good call.”

Nothing else was ever said about my being late. As with that meeting, I made it a point of never being late for a meeting without a good reason.

It wasn’t a hard call for me. In fact, during the fourteen years I served as a first sergeant, “I always have time for you” was one of my most effective lines. It often opened the door to countless impromptu counseling and mentoring sessions—on the flight line, in hallways, break rooms, chow halls, wherever. I’d like to say that I came up with this philosophy all by myself, but I didn’t; I learned it from the best.

On Christmas Day, December 25, 1990, our airbase in Saudi Arabia, not far from the Iraqi border, was honored with a visit by the legendary Bob Hope and his traditional Christmas show for military personnel serving in harm’s way around the globe. Over the span of several decades, Mr. Hope had built a reputation as a generous, caring, and patriotic entertainer who effectively put politics and even his own personal safety aside to visit front-line troops and entertain them.

Several of the senior non-commissioned officers in our small unit, including myself, volunteered to cover the flight-line operations so that all the junior troops could attend the show. I would have loved to have seen it, but somehow making sure all the non com’s caught the show seemed more important, so we missed it. Mr. Hope’s specially painted and equipped Lockheed C-141 Starlifter was one of the planes we were charged with preparing for departure that day. He was scheduled to leave immediately after the show for another in-theater location to entertain even more troops.

When his departure time approached, I hoped to catch a glimpse of the legendary entertainer. Just as the aircraft’s flight engineer and I were climbing out from under the wheel well, the entourage arrived. Mr. Hope and his wife Delores worked their way through the troops and some press members who had gathered at the aircraft to see him off.

The then eighty-seven-year-old living legend made his way to the aircraft and began climbing the stairs only a few feet from me. Seeing him sign several autographs, I frantically searched my pockets for a scrap of paper. All I could find was a single note of Saudi currency—a riyal note.

Without thinking, I shouted out, “Mr. Hope! Can I have an autograph?”

By then, he was on the top step of the boarding ladder looking tired and aged. His watchful wife shook her head and said, “No, no. Bob’s very tired, and we have to be going.”

To that, before my disappointment could even register, Bob Hope answered in a loud and cheerful voice, saying “Sure! I’ve always got time for you! That’s why I’m here.”

He came back down the ladder, took the note from my hand, and signed it. Then, to my surprise, he put his arm over my shoulder and led me away from the aircraft and the crowd. When we were alone, he asked me my name, how I was doing, and where I was from. He wanted to know about my wife and my three small daughters back home, and for about five minutes, he took a genuine interest in me and my well-being. He finished by telling me how much he admired and appreciated me and all the troops there. Then, looking me in the eyes, he told me to be careful and come home soon. With that, he made his way back to the aircraft and up the ladder, then turned and waved.

I composed myself and, remembering the instamatic camera in my hand, snapped a quick shot of Mr. Hope just before he disappeared into the aircraft. Soon, the engines started, and I marshaled the aircraft out to the runway. As it turned away, I tearfully swelled with pride and saluted. I cannot tell you how special his words were to me and the terrific boost to my morale he provided.

The whole episode was special, of course, but most significant to me was the aged and obviously exhausted entertainer’s declaration, “I always have time for you.” How easy it would have been for him to have yielded to his wise and caring wife’s urging to board the plane and get some rest before the next stop. Instead, Bob Hope put me, a stranger, before his own needs and desires. With a simple gesture and a few moments of his time, he touched me like no one else had and taught me all I needed to know about service before self.

—Wm. Scott Hubbartt 


Angels Afoot 

Like most children, I took my parents for granted. It wasn’t until I became an adult that I realized their desire to make a difference in the lives of others was more than a personal choice; it was an innate part of their personalities. Frank and Millie Ricard performed their angel magic with neither fanfare nor a desire for recognition, which is perhaps why it took so long for me to appreciate and honor it. Because their kindness to others was something I accepted as a matter of course, I might never have evaluated this aspect of their personalities were it not for an event that my mother mentioned in passing.

We were sharing a glass of wine on my back deck, chatting about myriad things as mothers and daughters do, and she commented on this particular occurrence only as a bridge from one topic to another. I, on the other hand, saw it as a sprinkling of my parents’ angel magic in its truest form, and I prodded her with questions, seeking details for a story I sensed was important.

Mama laughed at me and waved her hand as if to say, Anyone would have done the same .

But she was wrong, and I have never forgotten the story she told me that day. 



Arizona in July is synonymous with brutal heat, boasting temperatures that soar well over 100 degrees. It also signals the onset of monsoon season, which was in full swing and just that morning had battered the Southern Arizona desert with severe thunder, lightning, rain, and high winds. Mama and Daddy opted to spend the day wandering the dry, air-conditioned mall, having a bite to eat, and taking in a movie. It seemed a nice way to spend a Saturday afternoon while leaving the storm outdoors.

They chose a casual restaurant for lunch and were perusing the menu when their waitress, a young woman in her mid-twenties, approached the table to introduce herself and take their beverage order. Mama and Daddy noted that her hair, drawn back in a ponytail, was damp, as were her clothes. She was friendly but distracted and seemed, they noted, to be quite frazzled.

Drawing her into conversation, they learned she was a single mother and a college student working two jobs. That particular day had been unkind to her. Her car broke down, forcing her to walk to work in the pummeling rain and wind. She was preoccupied with concerns about how being without a vehicle would affect her ability to care for her daughter as well as the added issue of simply affording vehicle repair and money for required college books. Her frustration was obvious, and the day’s events had certainly left her in a certain amount of despair. Yet, her comments centered on ideas for solving her problems rather than complaining about them. Her attitude pricked my parents’ interest.

They used their dining time to joke with the young lady and to entice smiles and laughs. They noted that she brightened when asked questions about her little girl, and Daddy conversed with her about her coursework at the University of Arizona, from which he had obtained a degree in psychology many years prior.

When Mama and Daddy finished with lunch, they said goodbye to their waitress and wished her well. Her plight and attempt at a positive attitude touched them, and they wondered what they might do to help.

They had time before the movie started to do some window shopping, and their meandering eventually led them into a bookstore. While browsing, they came across a slim volume that discussed the presence of angels on Earth, and they immediately knew what they wanted to do. After purchasing the book, they withdrew money from the bank, tucked the bills inside the book, and put the book into a bag, which they delivered to the restaurant cashier along with the request that it be given to the waitress at first opportunity. No, they said, no need to take their names.

Like a pair of Santa’s elves, they watched with anticipation from a distance as the young woman opened the bag and smiled at each other when she found their gift and began to cry. She glanced around for her benefactors, looked askance at the cashier who could only shrug, and clutched the book to her as if it were pure gold. Her anonymous angels, pleased with their sprinkling of magic, disappeared. 



I asked my mother if they ever returned to the restaurant to tell the waitress that it was they who had eased her burden that day. She told me they did not. It was their desire to offer help that would neither brook a prideful refusal nor require any thanks. They offered the money with a book on visiting angels so the young lady would understand the spirit in which the gift was offered.

I have thought many times of that young woman and how her day changed course because of a kind deed performed by two people who had not set out to do anything more special than spend a pleasant afternoon at the mall. I imagine she suspected who her angels were, but of course she would never know for certain. 



It has been more than a decade since my mother shared this story with me, and in that time, both of my parents have become heaven’s angels. In mourning their loss, I have often wondered what impact their good deed had on that young woman’s life. I like to believe that she moved on after that day with a renewed spirit of faith. Wherever she is, I hope she still remembers my mama and daddy—not for the money that helped to ease her burden but rather for their small act of kindness, with its simple message of hope: Despite the challenges and cruelties we may encounter, the world is yet blessed with human beings who care about others. God’s angels are afoot. They walk among us, sprinkling their magic wherever they go.

—Lisa Ricard Claro 


The Rubber Chicken Cure 

It’s a funny thing about cancer: People don’t know what to say to you. They shuffle their feet. They look away. They mumble. They think you’ll drop dead right in front of them.

Nearly eleven years ago, I was diagnosed with invasive lobular breast cancer. As I underwent surgery, radiation, and chemotherapy, I was slowly sucked into a long, dark tunnel of isolation, withdrawing emotionally, watching through a distant pane of glass as life went on. I could hear people talk; I saw them laugh and plan and enjoy life. But I couldn’t quite connect with what was happening. And, even though loved ones tried to include me in whatever they were doing, there was an invisible barrier between us. My family was worried enough; my friends had no idea what I was going through. I felt very much alone.

Then one day I was invited to Camp Living Springs, a camp for adults who had cancer—any kind of cancer. I’d heard about camps for children with cancer or disabilities before, but never one for adults. This one was sponsored, financed, and run by the caring volunteers of the local hospital auxiliary and some of the hospital’s medical staff. Although I don’t know it for sure, I imagine the whole idea of a camp like this began with someone who had first-hand experience with cancer and what it does to the lives and emotions of most adults. Even if we feel fine physically, inside we feel vulnerable, insecure, and helpless, no longer grown up, but rather suddenly like children again. What better way to dismiss our fears and re-experience childhood than at a sleepover camp planned especially for us.
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