Kindness Stories

I am only one;
but still T am
one. I cannot do
everything, but
still T can do
something. T will
not refuse to do

the something

[ can do.

November 5, 2006
Kapadia Baby Shower




Father and Son (etting Home, by Wes

A few months aqo, while drivin3 home from work, I was thinking about my long tiring day
at work and worrying about my other half, and would he be Ok when I qot home. My
parther of & years, was lying in bed at home, sick and facing a long illness and possibly
death.

That day several clents had paid for their jobs and ohe of them even paid extra, since
he was very Fleased with our 3ra/7hics ¢ Pho-rojraphy work.

On the way, I sroF/?ed at a gas station (5Ii3h-rly ovt of my way) to gas vp My car
before headinj home. When I went in to pre—pay for my gas, I saw a ian with his son
ahead of wme in the line. They were a little dirty from working {f painting at a local job
site. The clerk behind the counter seemed annoyed and not interested in talking to
them.

From their conversation, it seems the man had lost his wadllet, was almost ovt of gas
ahd still had 1.5 hours drive to get himself ahd his son home. He was wahting to write
the clerk a check and post date it for 2 days later.

The mah was obviously tired, worried and frustrated. He knew the money in his account
wash't avaiable yet ahd without cash, he and his son would not be able to sleep in their
owh beds that night.



The clerk asked them to move aside and let me vp to the regster. I qave the clerk
two 30 dollar bils ahd told him to put $20 on my pump and to pre—pay $30 on their
pump also. When I went back out to fil my gas tank, the teenage son approached me
at the car to express his gratitude. His father was too emotiondl, so he stayed inside
the store til I was gone.

They asked if I would accept a check from them for the money, but I declined. I
told the teenager to keep the check and to "pay it forward". Help someone in a bind
when you see them.

They were so thankful, I had a feelng that the weight of what I'd done to help was
much more thah what it appeared.

I cried half the way home, not sad tears, but tears of relef and joy for them.
J-eﬁ-inj home after work can mean muvch more than Just havihj a beer and uJaTchil’lj
TV. It cah mean being there for someone who heeds you.

~Bharles Kingaloy



Do | Have Enough? By Sharon

| was doing some last-minute shopping in a toy store and decided to look at Barbie
dolls for my nieces.

A nicely dressed little girl was excitedly looking through the Barbie dolls as well, with
a roll of money clamped tightly in her little hand. When she came upon a Barbie she
liked, she would turn and ask her father if she had enough money to buy it He usually
said "yes," but she would keep looking and keep going through their ritual of "do |
have enough?"

As she was looking, a little boy wandered in across the aisle and started sorting
through the Pokemon toys.

He was dressed neatly, but in clothes that were obviously rather worn, and wearing
a jacket that was probably a couple of sizes too small He too had money in his hand,
but it looked to be no more than five dollars or so at the most

He was with his father as well, and kept picking up the Pokemon video toys. Each
time he picked one up and looked at his father, his father shook his head, "No."

The little girl had apparently chosen her Barbie, a beautifully dressed, glamorous doll
that would have been the envy of every little girl on the block



However, she had stopped and was watching the interchange between the little boy
and his father. Rather dejectedly, the boy had given up on the video games and had
chosen what looked like a book of stickers instead. He and his father then started
walking through another aisle of the store.

The little girl put her Barbie back on the shelf, and ran over to the Pokemon games.
She excitedly picked up one that was lying on top of the other toys, and raced
toward the check-out, after speaking with her father. | picked up my purchases and
got in line behind them. Then, much to the little girl's obvious delight, the little boy
and his father got in line behind me.

After the toy was paid for and bagged, the little girl handed it back to the cashier
and whispered something in her ear. The cashier smiled and put the package under
the counter.

| paid for my purchases and was rearranging things in my purse when the little boy
came up to the cashier. The cashier rang up his purchases and then said,

"Congratulations, you are my hundredth customer today, and you win a prize!"

With that, she handed the little boy the Pokemon game, and he could only stare in
disbelief.

It was, he said, exactly what he had wanted!



The little girl and her father had been standing at the doorway during all of this, and
| saw the biggest, prettiest, toothless grin on that little girl that | have ever seen
in my life. Then they walked out the door, and | followed close behind them.

As | walked back to my car in amazement over what | had just witnessed, | heard the
father ask his daughter why she had done that Ill never forget what she said to him.

"Daddy, didn't Nana and PawPaw want me to buy something that would make me
happy?" He said, "Of course they did, honey."

To which the little girl replied, "Well, | just did"
With that, she giggled and started skipping toward their car.

Apparently, she had decided on the answer to her own question of, "Do | have
enough?"

WWWM,MMMW,WW "%ﬂ/l‘lfﬂ/l‘ﬂsz&-&’ﬂ«?/@&:@



Look/'hy For Josep/\s, by Della

Slhe stood (ook/'hj at every fay on the tree for over an hour. Ten years old
and a heart of jo(d, she decrded that she would 9/'Ve vp one of her Christmas
j/'f‘fs' to the 507 hamed Jos'e/)A who needed clothes but warted a skateboard.

Mo;—\e«/ was ‘f/'j/\‘tf rn our housebold but her A}’y(ﬂmeht was Mom, | have a lot to
be thankful for; mm/ée he doesn't have that much." That year when she
wnwrapped her emp‘fy 9/’7“6 box, she read the word Jos‘e/)/\ rn rt. le damy/\‘fer

somlled ber beauntrful smile and we cried.
Ten years (ater, | lost that a/amy/\fer Ih a car acctdent.

[t's been 9 years and each Christmas [ stand rn front of the tree of Ahjé(f at
the store for an hour, Searcﬂ./'hj for the "Jos'ep/\s'" who wrll 9e1f her 5/'7"65.

Onre year, a /5 year old j/'r/ wrote, "M7 éaéy brother needs clothes more than
[ need a photo albom and Frim." So /jo'tf her box of scrapbook and photo
Smp/)[/'es and [ bhope ‘fAey had as much fun with 1t as | had S/\op/)/'hﬂ for bLer.

| Know my Ahje[ 7/';'[ was wafal\/'hj over we that year. The 9/?('5 hame was

Johanrna ... the same as my a’amy/\‘fer.



Parle-G Biscuits and Grains, by Ragh

We live in a small flat in in India. While all the families in the society live in flats, many
families economic prosperity is not much better than many living in slum. One such
Family lives behind us. A couple lives with their son and the husbands brother and
mother in a small inherited two room flat, that is 8 feet by 15 feet in size. The entire
household subsists on the daily wages of’ the daily wages the male earns from doing labor
work (20 to 30 rupees/ day).

During Diwali, like all the other families, the wife was cleaning the home. Since they did
not own a table, she stood on a tin box to clean the fan. Losing her balance, the tin
slipped from underneath her and she fell on the back of head and had a brain hemorrhage.
She was admitted to Civil Hospital, a government hospital, where she was treated at
minimal cost. Once she returned home, the household was in turmoil. With only one
income-generator and that too 20-00 rupees a day, daily earnings were all used for
medicines and food for the woman. The rest of the family went hungry.

Hearing of their plight, I could not sit and do nothing. I immediately went to my mother
with my desire to do something. My mother works as a peon at a school and since it
was Diwali, many people give her grains and food to mark the occasion. She immediately
agreed with my decision to help and suggested that we give the food she had just
received.



We can buy our own food. If we give this food to the family, then those who gave it to
me will get even better karma for their actions. With these words, she gave me the food
(still in its original packaging) and 10 rupees to buy Parle-G

biscuits for the son.

The f’amily could not believe their eyes when they Saw me
at their door. Their happiness knew no bounds. The son had
been eating 4 parle-g biscuits a day as it was all these could
afford. Now Lhey was adequate food for the entire f’amily.

After that, I went to Manav Sadhna and collected some money. For the next week, even
though I fell sick, I went out and bought the family fruits each day.

Today whenever I see the man, even though he has little or no money, he always asks
me if I want coffee or tea. Qur interactions have made an imprint on both of our hearts.

wovrtécl; i/ndu/cl, ot@tllawbly«tﬁwwa?t/tatﬂaa "J/{a/r?a/r%./{/{,zwd



Pustander No HMore, 1y Michele

T was with ny odest son and we were on the |ookovt for an oPen Parking sPace In
ouy jan—Packed s},o?Ping center, e sPotted a ?erfect one in the negt Tow of spages,
and ] manevvered ovr van arcuvnd the tvrn, all the while },oPing no one else would spot
it and grab it before T covld, And, as |k would have it, a |ady was wheeing her
SBOPPinQ cart Tidht b front of vs, and it leoked like it was dettind away from her —
cranmed with bags and cartons of soda uvnderneath, She herself was carroing three
extra bags 10 her hands while trying to Push the cart adainst a strond sPring wind,
and |ooked frazzled, She noticed vs and T ceould tell she was troing {0 move over {o the
side s0 we could pass,

At that moment, some of the |ighter ?ackages blew off the top of her cart, and she
noved to catch them, I relled down my windew and asked if she was alright, "Yes™,
she said, Tl be ovt of gour way in just a seecond,” She Pickeo( up the two stragdiing
Packages and hadn't done but a few stops when one of the soda cartons on the botton
rack had fallen off and then broken open,

At that Point T felt something spap in me, T ]avued the van [nie an uvhleading zone
and told Ty son to wait for a moment, T rushed over to her and the first thing she
did was o aPoLogize several times, heLPed her dather everything up, fook the extra
bags fitmly from her hands, and walked her to her car,



She told Te she was trying o hurry heme fo her sop’s thirteenth birthday party and
her whole day had been "'jvst one of those days™, ] heLPed her load the dreceries, and
she 5’50?P6d and looked at me and jvst said, "] hank gov so mueh™, I smiled and said,
"I anm a mother of three and do you think no one has ever heLPeo[ e ovi? ] an jvst
reiurning the fayoer” She sniled and said, “Ged bless gou™ and got [n her car,

T walked the Tow over to my van where Ty son was waiting and had been watching,
"Whe was that, Mon?™ he asked me, "She was a Ton too, $rying to det home for her
son’s birthday party, She needed ovr heLP," ] said, And I jvst knew he vnderstood

with that clarity children all seery o have,

We fovnd a good spot and walked todether towards the stere, A8 we were walkidd, Iy
sop took Ty hand, Tt was the most touching desture of all, and ] realjzed mere than
ever that ovr children are always watching,

Kindness can become its swn meotive. MWWW%WW "8%%%



Chocolate Insanity, by keymaker

It was a rovtine trip. We, my wife and I, are walking back home from the grocery store when we
spontaneously decide to walk into a coffee shop. As my wife orders a small cup of coffee at the
counter, I huddle our grocery bags under our table and get ready to share some hot coffee on this
unusually cold day.

Just then, my eyes catch glimpse of a young woman in her thirties escorting a rather frail Mexican
woman into the shop. Maybe it was the gentleness of their encounter or a vague familiarity with
the circumstances, but something about them grabs my full attention. I immediately feel an impulse
to do something for them. Anything. Unfortunately, before I can gather my wits, they leave the
coffee shop without ordering anything!

When my wife returns, I tell her of my silent encounter. But I missed the chance to do something
for them,” I say with the angst of a window shopper reading a “closed” sign on the front door.

Strangely enough, though, they come back into the same coffee shop five minutes later.
Unbelievable! “This is my chance,” I think out loud as my wife shares some creative possibilities. The
two women order, take their table placard, and disappear out of our visuval range.

After quickly finishing up the coffee, we walk up to the counter and ask the smiling cashier --
"What is your most popular dessert?” Chocolate Insanity Cake it is. With a childlike glee, my wife
makes an vnusual order. “Can I buy a piece for the two women that were just here before vs? But
don? tell ‘em it was from vs. Just give ‘em this card,” she says while taking ovt a smile card.



The cashier, a young girl in her early twenties, cant believe it.
"Wow. Yes, of course.” "Table number 28, wasn? it?" "Yeah, those
two ladies that were just here” "Yeah, that's right.

She peeks at the smile card just enough to read the “smile’ in
big font, and attracts the attention of her co-worker. Do you
guys do this all the time?" she asks, rather lost for words. "Not
all the time. Just whenever the heart calls for it," I respond
with a natural smile. And I make an offer they simply cant
refuse —- ‘I think we might have an extra smile card or two.
Would you like one?" "Oh yeah, heck ya. Well do something kind
too.

And to think they hadn? even delivered the Chocolate Insanity Cake yet.

We, my wife and L, are people of modest means. Tonight, we were planning on doing our once-in-a-
while dinner at a restavrant. But walking out from that coffee shop, both of us stand vpright with
our brown grocery bags in tow and say, ‘Let’s eat at home today.’

It's more filling to give a chocolate cake than it is to eat it.

%mrhrdﬁmméwmé/ww@/»o{ﬁ% We are but one thread within it.



Three Homeless Wan, by mike

Tdlking dioout beautifil .. yesterday T was witness 10 such a heartwarming random
act of kindness. Tt will forever be imprinted in my) mind. 1 had to run downtown to
help Bornie out for a4 few hours (it was not part of my origindl plans for Wonday).

On ) bus ride back, to the train station, we were in gridlock, traffic right by the
opera house. As 1 stare out my) window a handsome Young man (25ish to 30ish)
walks out of the side door of the Opera House. Tt's cold and windy outside. He has
on 4 heavy awy-issued jacker and a scart wrapped arowd his neck. As he's
walking towards the briddge there are three homeless men wth their cups, each
sitting manoe 15 feet from one other. The young man goes to the first begger, Aigs
into his pocket and pulls out some monel) ~ he says a tew words to the first homeless
man and puts the mongy) in his cup.

The young man starts walking and now sees the second hameless begger. He pavses
for a minute, digs into his pocket, savs a few words and then gives this second man
A condy) bar. After it is accepted and ackpowleddged the Young man moves on. Tow
he sees the third homeless man.



The third man is shivering and cold. The yowng man now stops by him, pavses for a
brief second and removes his scart and wraps it arownd the begders neck, in a very
loving way) and with a huge smile says a few words and moves on.

Well T must say T dont know who was smiling more. ... me who witngssed this
beavtifil moment, the Young man who gave so willingly from his heart, or the
toothless bedgder who was grinning ear to ear and for a brief moment was feding
that someone dervindly cared and that he wattered. And just like any old crazy

lady., my) eves filled with tears and T sent all those men a praver filled with love
and blessingg.

" Nebson Henderson



An Unforgettable Birtholay Gift) oy Loxsm

My ala.uﬂhfu-'s birthaay is May 29. She was b by then As it was Monday, we prefeved
to celebrate it ecovliev, ie. on Satuwday 27 May. This was easier for me as Tm free on
Satuvrdays. On Thursday the entive Fa,milﬂ was busy pacKing the presents and putfﬁv«b
funny pins on them. T promised my itte princess that T would wake hev up La.rlg in the
Momiug and distribute the presents to hevr classmates.

T woke up at 0s30. Aftev T took a bath, T planned to wake her up ... but.... as T
came out from the bathroom, T vealized that an cavthouake struck. T seveamed to
woaKe My husband up and asked him to cavvy my daughter; and van out of ow house.
we weve Wa.fc,hiuﬂ our house swawing from outside. Tt happened for just 3 minutes, but...
the piano thumbled down, tiles came down, some evacks appeaved on the wall

Mevertheless, as we had planned, T went to My aLa.uﬁhfLr's school at 08:00 but no one
was there except the teacher who wavned us to 3u‘ bocK to ow house as tsunami m@hf
come soon. T was stunned, and drove my car home. On the way home T heard o police
evieod out loud: “Sfa.g calm, no tsunam it's onlg issvu.‘.‘.“

Avvived at my house, T was wondering about the presents: to whom we should deliver?



After some diseussion, we decided to gve them to the childven in hospital. Enteving the
hospital, T was rw.llg stnned. There were thousands of people blu.olivxﬂ ool lgim\g outsioe
the vooms.

A boy come up with o bandage on s heao. He staved at me with his ouestioning eves as
i€ he wanted to soy “c,oulot T have om,?“ G.uicklg T handed over one present to him. He
veeeived it then van to his mom, shoutedl: “Mommﬁ...fm,rz,'s o tuwtle pin on it dis Lyes
glittered. God, T cont ever forget his glittering eyest!

what o PRECTOUS PRESENT You've gven mey, my Lovd! T eried silently while continding to
distribute the presents to othev chilolren.



Lessans F rom My Daddy, sy mi:-
well, im millie, im /'S years old, amnd /m g90/mq to tell you about my daddy =)
. dont see bim much anymore, but / learnt so much when  was with b/m.

¢ remember ome time, dad, my /’ttle brother amnd / were orn our way back to sydrey on
g plame..we were stuck /mns'de the plame for am hour and a half after we /anded
because some tra/ler wouldm t work. anyway, 8@ little g;rl and ber brother were sttimg
‘m frount of us, they were dbout 4 or 5, and they were afra’d of be/rq stuck /r» the
plare... the /ittle 9'rl was crying. 50 my dad started to do "maqg/'c” tricks, he had g yo-
yo dnd wds making /t “d/ssapedar amd makimg furnry faces, in re time at all, my dad,
me, dnd my /'tt/e brother had a small audience, the peaple pext ta us and the people
bebirnd amd /r front.

the parents of the kids thanked us, arnd we havenr t seer them s'mce, but . learnt from
my dad that day...Laughter /s the best med/c/me.

world. waﬂua/w/opa/r%



Sandals at Train Station, vy ms

Many people spend. their New Years Eve, getting dressed vp and daneing their
way to midnight. We decided to do things a bit differently. Filling a backpack
with elothes, shoes and other goodies, we headed to the railway station.

The first person we spotted was a 15-16 year old boy picking vp discarded. plastic
bottles on the platform. We called him and started vp a conversation, while
diseretely taking a look at his hands. Noticing his long fingernails, two of vs
began cvtting them and telling why it was important to keep short nails (studies
have shown that disease oceurrence in the poor can be redueed by 30% by
keeping short fingernails). We then gave him a chocolate bar, which made him look
at vs suspiciovsly. (In India, there is a fear that people cast spells on food. and
then lure children away). Finally after talking to him and eating some of the
chocolate ourselves, he took the bar and began telling us his story.

After Ra jus mother passed away, his father remarried. His stepmother did not
treat Ra ju well. Among other things, as punishment, she would. tie vp Ra jus arms
and.legs, pour melted. jaggery on him and put him cutside in the sand, where red
ants would feast on the jaggery and subsequently bite Ra ju, covering his body
with red marks. Unable to deal with the maltreatment, Ra ju ran away from home
and. has been living on the streets for 3 years, collecting and selling disearded.
plastic bottles.

When we met Ra jv, his elothes were torn and he wasnt wearing any shoes. One



Quick look into our backpacks and we found what we were looking for. When we
dressed him in a pair of Nike sandals, Ra jus eyes and face completely lit vp and
his Aappiness was knew no werds. Touched by our actions, he too wanted to do
some serviee work. He joined us as we walked around and identified these who
were truly in need in and around the station.

While deing service with us, a train came into the station. Promising to be back in
a few minvtes, he ran towards the train to collect plastic bottles {rom the
compartments. When he came back to join us, somehow his smile was even bigger
than before.

These sandals are so awesome. When I run, nothing hurts my feet. I ean run so
fast, that Im the {first one in the compartments and I can quiekly pick vp all the
bottles. Thank you so mueh!



10" Birthday, Car Washes, and $62.82, » =

It was Nei's 10th birthday party. After a dozen close friends super-soakRed each other with
water and stuffed themselves with food and cake, this sunny August morning party would be
about a different Rind of fun -- fun of giving.

Today, we decided to "tag” people with free car washes. First up were the &
signs. TaRing all the art supplies and glitter and fancy colored pens, the Rids FE
sprauled all over the ground to create couple of large "Free Car Wash”
Signs; no matter how hard they tried to color inside the lines, these signs
had "we are Rids” written all over it.

Soon enough, we gathered up the sponges, towels and soap and headed to the driveway

"Free Car Wash,” we practiced our cheer on practicaly every car that drove by To get
our act together, though, we roled in one of our own cars on the driveway. "OR -- who is
the pre-rinse team?” It was a sily question because the Rids were busy pre-rinsing each
other; everyone is the rinsing team! Eventualy, we split up into pre-rinse, soap, rinse, drying
and glass-cleaning teams. "I wamna to do the tires,” Art proclaims with a sponge that was
three times the size of his right hand. "OR, fine, Art, you do the tires.” We hadn't thought of
detailing, but why not?

"Wait, don't waste all that water,” one of the adults said with a smie that Rnew that if he
repeated that sentence he would be doused with water. Yet another adult professed the
virtue of quality control to no avail Adults realy didn't Rnow how to play with water. Couple
of Rids went to a nearby street intersection to dance and sing their newly copyrighted "car-
wash is good for the soul” jingle.



Just as we were about to finish with our trial car, a Toyota Four Runmner shows up with a
60-something-year-old driver named Arthur. We were al so excited for our "first customer”
that Arthur was all smies before he even roled up his windows.

As all the Rids scrubbed and cleaned and sprayed the car, Arthur asked, "So why are you
doing free car washes?” "Oh, it's one of their birthdays and they thought of doing something
Rind for someone else. Here taRe a smie card and remember to pay-it-forward.” "Jee, that's
realy nice.” With a big glee, he watched his car turn clean; you just Rnew that he was going
to reach home and say, "Son, guess what happened today?” By the time it was time for him
to go, we were almost friends. Kindness has a funny way of turning strangers into friends.
"Would you mind taRing a photo with the Rids?” "Oh, sure. Why not?” He flashed his smie card
in the left hand, a big smie on his face and the Rids huddled all around him with foamy
sponges, dirty towels, and acrobatic poses!

Dave was waiting in line. Same dril. His 1991 Nissan Maxima, we al concluded, looRed like a 1992
Maxima. by the time we were done with it. And Dave also became our friend. With « smie-
card, he tooR a photo with the Rids.

And So on it went.

We washed about 6 cars in the hour we were out there. Throughout the hour, we yeled at
each car with "Free” "free” "free” -- even at the postman's van, we flashed the banners in
ways that would makRe Vanna White looR wimpy. Parents tooR photos, Rids made up songs,
and neighbors came outside to cheer on the charade, and everyone was either drenched or
would "accidentaly” get drenched. :

Such car washes do cleanse your soul We cleaned up quickly and got ready for @

round 2 of fun -- ice creaml &
o | -



The plan was not only treat all the Rids to ice-cream but have them treat random
strangers to some ice-cream. So we al drove down to a nearby BasRin-Robbins and tried to
explain the concept to the two high-school girls behind the counter. Understandably, they
were confused. "Jou mean, you are going to pay for all the customers that come in?" "Yeah,
just Reep the tab rumning. See this guy, here .. it's his birthday and instead of giving him
gifts, he and his friends are learning about generosity today.” Neil was smiing, siently proud
of doing this on his 10th birthday

"OR, So you want us to take orders from customers, give the ice-cream to the Rids who wil
then give it to the customers and explain why it's free?” "dup.” The two girls, Annie and
Rianna were happiy elated to partake in a "never seen anyone do this before” adventure.
Even their boss came outside to see what was going on. :

First up, a young, Russian couple who didn't speak fluent English. One of the Rids went up to
him and tried to explain it -- "It's my friends birthday and we want to make others smie, so
this ice-cream is for you and this,” he says by handing him a smie card. Happiy, the buffed-
Up guy looRs to the board and orders the most-expensive item -- a banana spilit. :

Two middle-school Chinese boys show up next with their allowance money in their hands. They
try to refuse our offer but when you have Rids saying, "We are trying to learn about
generosity by treating you to ice-cream”, even shy customers succumb. Not only that, they
flashed their newly earned smie card and tooR a group photo with everyone.

Customers Rept coming in, and each of the Rids would take turns in coming up to them and
trying to explain the pay-it-forward concept and just give these strangers ice-cream. It
was absolutely the cutest thing. One woman said she couldn't accept it because she was
getting a 35-dollar birthday cake for her son's 13th birthday but she was going to go home
and share the story with them. Some customers, who were probably parents themselves,
would taRe the time to interact with the Rids, ask counter questions and tel them things like,
"Jou Rnow, I don't think anyone unknown to me has ever bought me anything. Thank you.”



Annie and Rianna, the two girls behind the counter, were totaly floored. They Rept a whole
stacR of smie-cards themselves; "We're gonna give this to al our friends. I have never
ever seen anyone do this .. or in fact, I have never even heard of anyone doing this. This
iS So cool” Both Annie and Rianna became our best buddies too. They Said our total was
$62.82 but quite honestly, I felt ike they must've given us some Rind of a employee discount
or something because BasRin-Robbins ice-cream never felt this affordable. :

Before we dispersed, we talRed about small things that all Rids could do. The Rids chipped in

their lofty, imaginative ideas : and with that energy, we went bacR to our cars. On the way

bacR, Art -- the Rid who was detailing the tires during the car wash -- tels me that it's the
most fun he's had at a birthday party

Me too, Art. I saved the $62.82 receipt as Neil's 20th birthday gift. I'm sure he'l remember.



Encouraging a Pirate, by rRoger

My wife and I were at Disneyland taking the shuttle back to the hotel, when
this boy —— 1 guess he must"ve been 4 or 5 years old —— gets on the shuttle bus
with his pirate sword and eye patch.

He was looking real tough in his gear so I decided to yell out to every one on
the bus, ""Stand back! There is a pirate on the bus."

As fast as the words came out of my mouth the boy pulls off his eye patch,
drops his swords, and yells back, ""No, no, no. It's just me. I am a little kid,
Nnot a real pirate." Everyone on the bus had a great laugh.

The next day his mother savw me in the hotel lobby and stopped me to thank
me. She told me that 1 had made her son"s day and that he talked about
scaring the big guy on the bus all that night.

P.S. 1 am 63" 280 lbs.
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Twenty Bucks And A Smile, i, cu.

| was shopping and next to me in the meat aisle, was a woman in 2 too-thin
winter coat. Her little boy sat in the cart seat, quietly. | noticed his thin legs,
older clothes that were too small for him and his shy smile. That cart was
painfully empty. A small bottle of milk and a loaf of the cheapest bread was all
that | covld see.

As 1 mulled over my selection, | watched the woman ovt of the corner of my eye.
She picked vp -~ and put down -~ the same wrapped pot roast three times.
Finally, she turned away, without any meat for her cart. Withouvt thinKing, 1 put
my hand in my pocKet to see if | had any change. To my astonishment, | pulled
ouvt 2 $20 bill | didv’t Know 1 had.

| walked vp to the woman, tapped her on the shovlder and said, "Excuse me, ma’am,
but this just fell ovt of your coat pocket.” She stared at the $20 like it was a
thouvsand dollar bill. Then we looKed at each other. She Knew that bill had not
dropped ouvt of her coat but | just said, "Have a nice day,” smiled at her little boy
and walked away.



At the next aisle, | peaked bacK and watched her walk over, picK vp the roast and
place it in her cart.

Since that day, | have joined Feed the Children and Teel nothing but joy each time
l write my check. | just ordered Smile cards and intend to use them to spread the
joy around! After reading several more Kindness stories, | decided that each
payday, a fresh, crisp $20 bill will be in my pocket and | will be on the lookovt for
my next ‘victim.

“The cwergday kindness of the back reads mere thar makes wh far the act of greed



A ROSQ. NO't Lost wn TYO\V\S(O\"U\OV\ - b(ﬁ, STV\%(estep

A wowan on o poavewent with on oarmtoul of rosestosell and o tired expression Tn
hey eyes. She Ts surrounded b(* people who ore very wot bu%m% roses tonight. We
wolk past her. ovd then walk back T love flowers. but roses are far from being o
Lowvorite Howers. Tlr\e(* are toowritten about. Too poetn‘dzed\. Too pe%ect But this
wos Wot obout the roses. We bu(* ten buds. some ﬁ%kﬂ% wropped up T thewselves,
others just starting to open. Give her one he soys. just lond enough so 1 con hear
and she cont. T pull onelong stewmed bemt% out of the bunch ovd give Tt to her

for the PYT(.Q(QSSV\QSS of o sudden smile.

We walk on vxew(%-bu\rdevxeo\. one down wine Yoses to go. Do we
havd thew out to random strangers? Or wait to stuwble
across someone sod-foced ownd TV\-V\eeo\-ofr-exact(%-teww\‘vxus-ome
roses? No- we decide tnstead to let the vest of the evening
decide for us

Wa(km% NOV\% o bYT%ktl%-(Tt street, [ined with slr\op wivdows full of very wice anad
very unneccessry tkTV\%s. we  turn Tw\\)u(s\‘ve(% onto o sidestreet. No wore slr\op

windows, ovx(ci, w\ostk% dorkened office bu?(o\\‘w%s, except for one (\‘%kteo\ door throu%h



which we see an older woman with o duster W her hovnd avd wo tdea that she is
{DQTV\% wotched as she works. She s c(eavﬁvx% up atter o (OV\% o\m*. Toworrow peop(e
will walk tkrou%h thot door, \)erhm\)s tlr\e% will votice the Spot(eggmess. perkaps not.

The evening hos wode Tts dedsion I cross the street ond knock on the locked door.
She opens Tt with o Puzz(ed\ expression thot o\eet‘)evxs when 1 tell her that 1 just
wownted to give her these Howers! For %ou.' L soy. becouse we were wa(k\‘vx% b‘ﬂ’ oang
SOW Gou vonkTV\% so hord owng tkou%k't You (Mn‘%kt ke to toke these home with %ou.'
Her foce enses Tnto o swile. she s locking at the Yoses v o woy thot wokes thew
seem wore beoutiful thow Td thought thew o were wivute ago. Thovk You' she says
W her (ilting. accented Bnglish

And then we walk on. Unsure thot she will be able to unmderstond the (ittle cord
hidden owong the buds. but knowing  without doubt thot the spirit behivd Tt wos

not lost v tronmslotion

MWQW%WMW,Q%%WMW LBhwurchill



My First Anonymous Act of Kindness, by motamas:

Per your inwvitation card LwS'"'ru.cJ'Lows, T decided to do My fwj"" "'rwﬂq
anonymous act of kindness as my baby-shocer af:fe,rén.g.

For Junior, I wanted to crochet & recelving blanket and T ju.ﬂ- learned
Cr'oa(«.e;('énﬁ. Then I realized cohat both of ouw had asked for was an
Anonimous act of kindness. T decided to do it for someone unknown. T 50"-
cwhite Yarn and started c.roc,(«.e"'c',wg with a5 much 5¢>o<:l wishes and bQ&S‘stgs
as possible for an unknown baby. T came out beautiful with a center area
of shaded blue And T muyself fetd a Litle bit attached to it by the time it
CWAS com—PQd'ec.l.' But I remembered cwhat yow had asked for.

So I asked 4 friend to AccomPane] me. She had no experience of this sort
either. First coe decided to 50 to a remote "\-OS?(.—“‘JLQ in Oakland on 4
Saturday. But my car broke docwn and had to be in the shop over the
weekend and My friend does not Like to drive much and so coe a(«a.n.qed the
plan to a coww&"o’ koSPL"‘a.Q in Santa Clara ga:"u.réﬁv, morning she
called to change the day to §u.n.c‘4w, and §u.m§m, morning she was stitld ot
comfortable o drive within Santa C(lara But she 5ra.o&fu.uv) showed up on
Sunday morning and handed me her car key. I dont adapt well to other
cars and would worwm.uu, avoid it Bw‘- "'oc]a.u,, THAT WAg IT.



My daughter-in-Lacw wrote a nice note and we put it L the bag alongewith
& Smile card. First coe reached Hhe reception area and asked for the
volunteer desk But T Hhought I should explain to the receptionist. She first
told me that the volunteer area is closed on gu.wc.‘a.u,s. Then I told her 'T
have a niece cwho (s Pre,gn,a,ni-. For her Baby Shocoer she does not cwant any
5(’.ﬁ'5 other than an Ao mous act of kindness. T have crocheted this
receiving blanket and wanted to offer it to & new born She looked at i and
asked, "You made 47 Whey dont qou sell 4?7 T {old her, "No, no, this is not for
sale. This is for my niece And she il be 54@:«4-&-«5 G necw 5awar-a.4-¢ow L owr
fa.mLQv,. $o T coant to give 4o a baby anonymously.” She cwas touched and
gave us all the information to PICU a5 well a5 Pediatric.

Both of us ended wp at a door which reQu,LreA 4 key access ondy. The door
opened up for us and & staff member asked us if we wanted to 5o in. So we
wend tn, and wend to PICU. HaS’PL"'aQS make me nervous, and I was aware of
that -- so i coas nice to have My fr(,&n_c‘ ot me.

We reached the nurse station And approached a nurse I vepeated the same
words. She cas clearly blown acway. She said "Oh My 5003:/\.&55.' You made
Som.e‘('(ulwq coith youwur hands that youw want to give awan? And Hiis is
absolutely beautiful .. T will have to decide which baby to give it to .. T
dont have words .. This is not even mine .. And do ow want to leave our
name? T told her "No. T has o be anonymous.



She asked me cwohen My niece was due, and T +o0d L\&VJ&LMVV,. She gave her
blessing: "May God bless her and her baby. ... I feel So 5o0d about this and
the blanket is not even mine .. May God bless youw and the mother and
baby.

$o your dea of having PeoFQe 5Lﬁ- you with an Ao mous act of kindness
has really affected so many pecple, Lchu.c‘Lng me. Thank qou for asking for
such a4 5&\4 -- owr blessings are coith Yow, &S are many others cwho Yow may
not even be acoare of!



More kindness stories and ideas:
www.k&ﬁpd-ke.rs.arﬁ



