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What People Are Saying About
Chicken Soup for the Soul . . .
Stories for a Better World 

“What a splendid anthology of stories that tell so eloquently how each of us can make a difference as a peacemaker; sometimes spectacularly on the international level, but more often no less spectacularly, on an intimate personal level.”

Archbishop Desmond M. Tutu
Nobel Peace Prize laureate 

“I am proud to have my story included among dozens of other vibrant and inspiring perspectives on the never-ending struggle for peace. This is a volume that will open your eyes and gladden your heart.”

Oscar Arias
Nobel Peace Prize laureate, former president of Costa Rica 

“Every story in Chicken Soup for a Better World is a vision of peace for our future. Here is my challenge to you as you read this book: open your minds, listen with your heart. You can make a difference!” 

Muhammad Ali 

“Learning how to create a peaceful soul is the most important calling of our time . . . for ourselves, and for the future of our world. This book is a loving and instructive guide.”

Marianne Williamson
Author, The Gift of Change 

“Chicken Soup for the Soul . . . Stories for a Better World is unique in its wisdom, full of inspiration and insight. I hope it will be widely read.”

Howard Zinn
Historian, author, Voices of a People’s History of the United States 

“Years ago, when I wrote the lyric, ‘Weave, weave, weave me the sunshine, out of the falling rain. Weave me the hope of a new tomorrow, and fill my cup again,’ I never thought I’d read a book that would powerfully bring this hope and dream to life. To create joy and healing from sorrow and suffering is the stuff of the moving stories told in these healing pages. They hint that everyone can find his or her version of this great gift—one to be shared in different, perhaps, but always extremely significant ways.”

Peter Yarrow
of Peter, Paul, and Mary 

“This collection of stories of real people making a better world by practicing nonviolence demonstrates that it is always possible to actively cultivate understanding, love, compassion and forgiveness, even in the face of misperception and conflict. These stories also confirm that practicing nonviolence is far from passive and requires courage.”

Thich Nhat Hanh
Zen master, Nobel Peace Prize nominee 

“This book of dynamite stories is a ‘must-read’! These true stories will inspire you and encourage you to get up, get out and act with new energy. By reading this treasure trove, you will be powerfully convinced that each person’s words and actions truly do have the power to lift and heal the world.”

Midge Costanza
first woman to serve as assistant to the president,
appointed by President Carter 

“This book is a lovingly compiled and painstakingly profound work detailing the possibilities of the human spirit. It shows us in story after story how we CAN make this world a better place—and not merely wish it so.”

Laurie Beth Jones
author, Jesus, CEO 

“This collection is a treasure chest! Inside readers will find beautiful gems of celebration, appreciation, creativity, strength and joy.”

Virginia E. Law, J.D.
president, PeacePaths, LLC 

“These stories of our humane beingness comfort us to the core. In simple acts of essential humanity, we find where we all belong.” 

RAFFI Cavoukian, C.M.
singer/composer 

“In this age of information overload, one of the rare things people really remember are metaphors, parables, short stories, pictures and photos, because they speak to the heart more than to the intellect. This is the immense value of the Chicken Soup series, which explains its unending success over the years. Many of the enclosed stories brought tears to my eyes: they cut across all barriers, because they speak to that common strain of humanity in all of us, to the original innocence and spontaneous compassion which lies—albeit sometimes dormant—in the heart of every human being.”

Pierre Pradervand
author, The Gentle Art of Blessing 

“At a time when we are inundated with what is wrong, failing and to be feared in our world, I can think of no more courageous act in advancing a global culture of peace and compassion than to acknowledge, together, all the good that is erupting around us. This remarkable book goes a long way in advancing that dialogue, and the practical hope it brings. Be part of the emerging global consciousness. Read it with your family and friends. Read it to your children!”

Steve Olweean
founding director, Common Bond Institute 

Life on earth is sacred, and we’ve got to learn to live in peace with each other. We can fix everything in the world if we decide to do it! This book’s powerful stories will surely inspire readers to do just that—to right the wrongs in our world! The stories also provide so many moving examples of HOW it is truly possible to live in peace with each other, on all levels.

Helen Caldicott, M.D.,
Nobel Peace Prize Nominee, Author,
If you Love this Planet: A Plan to Heal the Earth 

These stories show so powerfully that, when we listen with empathy, and speak and act with compassion, we truly can transform even the most volatile and challenging conflict into a situation where mutual understanding and respect triumph in the end! Our world will, without a doubt, be a better place when the multitude of readers of this book begin to put into practice the joy and wisdom of connecting with others in the ways they find in these wonderful stories.

Marshall Rosenberg, Ph.D.
author, Nonviolent Communication,
and founder, Center for Nonviolent Communication 

Peace Lovers, rejoice! Here is a book that will open your heart to inspiration and action. These stories will re-awaken the living spirit of peace within you. They will thrill you, entice you, and invite you to remember that you too can make a difference, that you too are a builder of peace. Please do yourself—and the world—a favor by reading this book and passing it on to a friend or loved one. Then go out and make your own peace dreams come true!

Louise Diamond, Ph.D.
Author, The Peace Book: 108 Simple Ways to
Make a More Peaceful World 

Making peace has never been easy, and I cannot remember a time when it was more difficult—or more needed. It calls for courage, self sacrifice and hard, hard work, the best that we can muster. Many are indeed rising to answer this call, and they need lots of inspiration and support. This wonderful collection will help them.

Michael N. Nagler
author, The Search for a Nonviolent Future 

This excellent collection gets down to the real essentials where everyday peacemaking really happens. Peace is about everything that makes us human our laughter, joy, tears, celebration, our desperation to ease anotherís pain and our delight at the beauty all around us. This book reminds us of something we all know in our innermost hearts: peace cannot be delegated, but rather starts with you and me and the choices we make today.

Mansukh Patel and Savitri MacCuish
Co-Founders, The World Peace Flame Foundation 
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A Prayer Written for
Chicken Soup for the Soul . . . Stories for a Better World 

Goodness is stronger than evil;
Love is stronger than hate;
Light is stronger than darkness;
Life is stronger than death;
Victory is ours through God who loves us!

Archbishop Desmond Tutu 









We honor and
celebrate all who envision,
live for and move us
toward a better world.
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Introduction 

You are holding in your hands a very special book—the 101st book from Chicken Soup for the Soul. For us, 101 has always been a magical number. It is the number of stories in the first Chicken Soup book, and it is the number we have striven for in every single book since. We love the number 101 because it gives you a sense that you are not reaching an ending, that the “extra” story carries you forward into a world of stories beyond those that have been captured within the pages of a particular book.

That is what we hope you will take with you from this our 101st book—a sense that you can carry the Chicken Soup message forward beyond the experience of reading. That you can use the inspiration, understanding and love within these pages to make your world a little bit better every day. That by improving your life you can change the lives of those around you. And maybe, just maybe, together we will truly make a difference.

That has been our goal all along with Chicken Soup for the Soul. We never set out to sell books. We set out to touch the heart of one person in the hope that that person would in turn touch another person, and that person another person, and so on down the line. We admit it: Twelve years ago we were naïve enough to think that stories could make the world a better place. And we were right. More than 80 million people have been inspired by Chicken Soup stories around the world!

For us, Chicken Soup for the Soul isn’t just a book series; it’s a feeling and a life philosophy. It’s strength in the face of adversity. Friendship in a moment of loneliness. Hope to brighten the depths of heartache. Love as a response to pain. Chicken Soup for the Soul is the belief that we are all good people and that, by truly listening to each other, we can begin to heal the hurt within ourselves, within our communities and throughout the world.

We all have a story to tell. An elderly relative of Linda K. Williams, one of the coauthors of this volume, was murdered by a drug addict for her Social Security check. Instead of letting that terrible act beat her down, Linda turned her pain into a movement to put an end to senseless violence. That is a Chicken Soup for the Soul moment, for there is nothing more central to our philosophy than the belief that when you reach out, instead of in, you broaden the circle of life and the circle of love.

Every story isn’t as dramatic as Linda’s story. Sometimes hope arrives in a moment as timeless as a small child giving water to her puppy. Their innocent love is a window into a better world. Sometimes that window is as simple as a smile.

Every story has a message; every story is from someone like you; every story can change your mind, your heart and your life. This is as true in this 101st Chicken Soup for the Soul book as it was in the first book—and every book in between. We hope you’ll take a moment now to think back on the stories that inspired you—whether you read them in our books, in other books or lived them in your own life—and rekindle the sense of wonder you felt when you experienced those wonderful goosebumps of emotion for the first time.

At Chicken Soup for the Soul, we know that stories make a difference. We know because of the letters we receive telling us how much these stories mean to you. But we also know it because these stories have changed our own lives. They have inspired us, and when you’re inspired, no matter who you are, you will change the world.

Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen 



1
MAKING A
DIFFERENCE 

What is making a difference?

It is the opportunity to take the time each day to acknowledge the beauty around us, to appreciate the amazing people who touch us, and to leave the world a better place each day through our thoughts, words and actions.

I am making a difference each day by sharing myself and my gifts with grace and ease with all those who come into my life.



Going Home on the D Train 

Once we discover how to appreciate the timeless values in our daily experiences, we can enjoy the best things in life.

Harry Pepner 

I’ve lived in New York City for all of my seventeen years and can’t imagine living anywhere else. It’s an amazing city full of sights and smells and sounds unlike anywhere else on Earth. Its being a city with a population of more than 8 million adds to its excitement, as well as to the mistaken belief that it’s filled with cold, aloof and uncaring people. Taken as a total number, it’s hard to imagine connecting with all its citizens, but when you deal with one person at a time something different happens.

It was a cold November day, and New York City was still reeling from the devastation of September 11. All the members of my soccer team were glad to have an excuse to get out of school. It was the first game of the year, and we had suffered a horrible defeat; still, we were just excited to be starting the new season. We were twenty high-school girls walking and laughing through the streets of the Bronx, ignoring the occasional whistles from the men we passed. We got to the subway station just as our train was coming in. Piling onto the D train, we glanced around the car, finding it full of blank stares and vacuous expressions. As the train started moving, twenty boisterous voices erupted at once, discussing everything from the attitudes of the girls on the opposing team to our plans for later that night.

All of us lived in Manhattan. Even though Manhattan and the Bronx are both boroughs of New York City, they’re pretty far apart, so we had at least an hour-long train ride ahead of us. To amuse ourselves and pass the time, we began to sing. Various genres of music filled the train’s car, from Bob Dylan to Christina Aguilera. Even though only one of us could really sing, we all sang along as loudly as possible; what we lacked in musical talent we made up for in volume and enthusiasm. I wish I could freeze that moment: being with my friends, feeling happy and not thinking about anything else. It was an amazing feeling that got even better as the train moved on.

Our fellow riders had different feelings. A few smiled in our direction, but most shot us disgruntled looks (was it our obvious lack of musical talent?), and some were downright hostile.

All our voices stopped almost simultaneously as an old man entered the car from the subway platform. His clothes were tattered, and his face was covered with a stubbly beard. In his hand he held a Styrofoam coffee cup emblazoned with “I Love NY.” Despite his shabby appearance, he carried himself with dignity. He spoke softly, but his voice projected through the car: “Hello, ladies and gentlemen. I hope everyone is staying warm and healthy this winter. I am going to sing a couple of my favorite old songs for you during your trip. Please listen, and I hope you enjoy.”

No one on the train looked up. Most people slid down behind their newspapers or feigned sleep, but we girls watched him carefully. As his lips parted and he began to sing “Joy to the World,” we were so carried away by his eloquent voice and presence that we found ourselves chiming right in. After we had finished, we heard clapping and looked around to see that the people who had been in their own worlds a few moments before had now crossed over to ours to listen and marvel at this rare moment. His exquisite voice leading ours made it all sound so beautiful. The singing continued for a few more songs, then the old man sang a song he introduced as his own. When he was finished, he was lauded just as before when we had sung along with him.

For his final song, he chose something that was sure to move everyone: “God Bless America.” With this song, not only did the twenty of us join him, but so did everyone else in the car. The stirring strains of “God Bless America” rang through the subway train and out into the station where we stopped. Many people left their own cars to come and see what was happening in ours—and to join us. This impromptu chorus on the D train, this medley of voices and unity of spirit, was real and marvelous. Its significance became clearest to me when I noticed a woman holding a baby in her arms, singing through the tears that were streaming down her cheeks.

The power of this moment will be with me forever. A moment when a group of strangers, all New Yorkers, tough and jaded, connected with a group of high-school girls and a ragtag homeless person, and allowed their voices—and their hearts—to be as one.

Simone McLaughlin 



A Gift of Peace for the
Homeless Heart

It was three in the morning, and I had a feeling that I should go to the ocean and play my guitar. I packed up my guitar and drove to Ocean Beach, California. It was overcast in the beach area, and a slight rainy drizzle was in the air. The usually crowded boardwalk was deserted except for two people. On one side of the beach was a woman who appeared to be troubled and was wielding a broom; on the other was a lone figure sitting on the retaining wall and staring out to sea. I chose a spot equidistant between them and began to play.

As I played, the troubled woman with the broom swept her way right next to me. She stopped sweeping and leaned on her broom, smiling at me. She appeared to be homeless and was covered with dirt. Her clothes were tattered and mismatched.

“How are you doing?” I asked to break the awkward silence.

“Just fine,” she said. “I’m cleaning this place up. Somebody has to do it.” She pointed to the beach. “Just look at all that sand . . . gets tracked everywhere.”

She went on, “You sure play beautiful music. I never heard a guitar sound like that before. I think my friend would like your music. I want to hire you to play for her.” She pointed to the lone figure staring out at the ocean down the boardwalk, then produced a few coins from her pockets. “I ain’t got much, and I know you’re worth a lot, but if I give this to you, will you play a song for her? She’s had it pretty rough. I know the music will make her feel better.”

I told her I’d be happy to play a song for her friend for free.

As we walked over to her friend, the Broom Lady told me that her friend never talked and not to be offended if she didn’t seem to hear me . . . that she’d appreciate the music just the same. We approached, and the Broom Lady introduced me. “Annie, I got you a present to cheer you up. It’s a guitar man who’s going to play a song special for you.”

Annie did not move. She was wearing dark sunglasses and had a tattered coat pulled up to cover most of her face. She looked to be in her mid-forties, but it was hard to tell because the streets age a person fast.

The Broom Lady informed me that she had a lot of boardwalk left to sweep and urged me to get on with it. She swept her way back down toward the pier again.

I sat next to Annie and played. As I played I put every thought into having good things happen for this woman. I played for quite a while.

Suddenly, Annie turned toward me and asked, “How do you do that?”

“Do what?” I asked, astounded that she’d spoken.

“You play, and you make it so beautiful. I can feel it inside my heart.”

She took off her sunglasses. She had tears in her eyes and a smile on her face. She held out her hand to me. In her palm were a few coins, mostly pennies. She said, “I can’t pay you much ’cause I’m having a run of bad luck, but I want you to have this.”

“Oh, no!” I told her. “This is a gift from your friend.”

“She’s nuts, you know,” she said, “but she is a friend. I guess it’s not bad luck.”

I told her, “When I play, good things happen.”

“Go ahead and play then,” she said in a sad voice, “’cause I like to believe that.”

I sat on the retaining wall and played for Annie. I lost myself in the music. I couldn’t tell you how long I played or even what I played. I can only tell you that I was totally connected to the instrument, and an overwhelming peace ran through my entire body and seemed to radiate out of me.

When I stopped and looked up, I was startled to see a small crowd around us. A smiling man stepped forward and said, “I’ve been standing here listening for a while. It was amazing. I have to give you some money.”

“I can’t take your money, but if you give it to help out this woman beside me, I would be grateful.”

The man reached into his pocket and pulled out a wad of bills. As he gave it to Annie, he grinned and said, “This is from that guitar man. It’s your lucky day!”

As I packed up my guitar, the Broom Lady was sweeping toward us again. I was headed back to my car when I heard Annie say, in a quiet voice, “I believe you now.”

The Broom Lady stopped sweeping. As I walked by her she was muttering out loud. “She talked. She never talks—I can’t believe it! She talks!”

KEV
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“The Impossible Dream . . . ?”

Poverty is the worst form of violence.

Mahatma Gandhi 

It was happening again! Only a little milk swirled in the bottom of the pitcher, and several tiny, hollow-eyed children were still waiting patiently, cups eagerly outstretched to be filled. If only he didn’t have to promise the Red Cross—for which he worked—that he would drink a quart of milk each day for his own health! What was wrong with this picture? Swallowing hard, Dan had to accept the fact that at least one more of those children would starve to death this day.

He slept fitfully that night, as he did most nights since coming to Spain during the Civil War of 1937–38. He kept thinking of the children lying in bed hungry. And the next day wasn’t any better. Too little milk, too many empty cups.  The cows had been killed by rebels to eat or simply as an act of violence. There were no jobs, little food, inadequate clothing, empty schools—and always fear. Even many of the houses had been destroyed. It was the suffering of mothers, children and old people that made his heart ache. What caused people to do these terrible things to each other? Dan knew who most needed his help—the “little people”: the poor, the hungry, the cold, the powerless, the uneducated, the young, the old. It warmed his heart and inspired him to know that his father, Landon West, had helped slaves to escape the terror and abuse of their bondage during the Civil War in the United States. Would those people in such desperate need have been able to change their life situation without help from Landon and the Underground Railroad?

Dan’s mother had done her part, too, by baking extra loaves of bread, which she left in the shed for the escapees. Now Dan himself was giving handouts. But the milk was gone too soon. Spanish families would never know peace if the food was always running out. They needed milk today, and tomorrow, and the next day—and the day after that, and on and on. . . . Wouldn’t it be better to give the Spanish people cows, rather than cups of milk? Not a cup, but a cow! Folks able to help themselves in a sustainable way seemed to be peace-loving. Could giving cows help bring peace, maybe even help end war?

Dan West had grown up in Ohio farm country, where fat cows munched in the meadows and fresh cool milk was served at every meal. These were common elements in the daily life of every child there. As he sat under an almond tree after another day of observing the frustration of so many desperate people, he became aware of the bubbling stream and the soft grass under his hands. These people had been farmers. If they had cows, they would be able to supply milk for their children. Could cows possibly be sent here, to Spain, from Ohio?

Returning to the States, Dan was greeted by his children, Janet and Joel, one and three years old, rosy-cheeked and healthy, as farm children usually are. As his little ones drank their milk, in his mind’s eye were images of the skinny, sad-eyed children in Spain. Surely something could be done to share the rich bounty of American farm country. But what could one man do?

He talked about it to anyone who would listen. And Dan was easy to listen to, dynamic, eager, passionate. Even the kids playing around the buildings where the grown-ups were talking listened to Dan. His vision was exciting: green pastures with healthy cows delivering calves and giving wholesome milk to healthy children; parents proud to be able to clothe their children and send them to school. The way Dan described the terrible conditions in Spain, the questions he asked, the way he listened with appreciation to the creative new ideas people offered—all this helped make people feel that it was their own vision. Would his family and friends, and his neighbors and fellow church members, help?

His wife Lucy said, “Dan, maybe this is an impossible dream.” But she was willing to help him anyway, because she loved him, and she knew he was trying to help people who couldn’t help themselves. The news got around that Dan needed help with his vision, and a plan began to emerge. One day, Virgil Mock, a farmer from Indiana, said, “I’ll donate a cow.” Then his neighbors, O. W. Stine and his son Claire, said, “We’ll feed and care for it until it can be sent to Spain.” Another farmer said he could spare a cow; then another and another. . . . And some said they would be willing to care for animals until they were ready for shipment. But how to get them to Spain?

Soon, there were questions flying everywhere. Where would they get a ship to take the animals? How long would the journey take? Wouldn’t the cows have to be milked? What to do with all that milk out in the middle of the ocean? And what about the manure?! (The children listening at the door that day held their noses and gave a huge “Yuck!”) It could be thrown overboard, but who would shovel it? There would be a great deal of work and expense involved. Was this really an impossible dream?

There were three main problems with shipping the cows: They needed money to pay for the costs, people to care for the animals and a plan for how to save all that milk. Isn’t that what this whole thing was about: milk?

John drawled, “Well, there wouldn’t be any milk if we send heifers.”

Duh! To experienced farmers, this was a no-brainer. A heifer is a pregnant young cow that has never before produced a calf, and therefore, cannot give milk yet. And when the calf was born, there would be another animal! In fact, someone suggested, each person receiving a pregnant heifer could promise to give the calf to another family. People receiving would become givers. They would be passing on the gift! Could that be a motto?

“Well, if farmers donate the animals, maybe city folks would donate money for the other expenses,” someone ventured. Excitedly, people began to think of uncles, brothers and friends in the city, and the churches could take up collections, too! Now, how about the caretakers on the long sea voyage?

“I’ll go!” came eager shouts from the doorway. “I’m good with cows!”

“I’ll be a cowboy! I’ll go! I’ll go!”

Seeing the excited children, the adults realized that some of the older teenagers, indeed, might be able to do that job. Some of the men volunteered, and so did some women. Willing workers seemed plentiful enough. What could stop them now?

It took six years to make the dream happen, but by that time the war in Europe prevented sending cows to Spain. An urgent plea in June 1944, however, resulted in the first three donated cows—Faith, Hope and Charity—along with thirteen of their “girlfriends” and one calf being sent to Puerto Rico. After the end of World War II, shipments were sent to Europe, Asia and South America, and a project was also started in Arkansas.

In the sixty years since, more than 7 million families have been helped in 125 countries around the world. From alligators and alpacas to camels and cows, from donkeys and ducks to geese and goats, from llamas and yaks to even bees and trees, the list now includes twenty-nine living things that are donated by Heifer International. Great care is taken to send the species best suited to the environment and needs of a particular people. Camels are not sent to swampy areas, nor are fish sent to the desert. 

Dan West’s dream might have seemed an impossibility at one time, but now, cows are exchanged for guns in Kosovo and Albania. And warring tribes in Africa and Armenia—and former rival gang members in the United States—have learned that cooperation in farming ventures can help both sides; they’ve learned to work side by side, building lasting relationships, mutual respect and trust.

When the hungry can feed themselves, peace happens.

Florence Crago, Ph.D. 



A Child Survivor and Her Hero 

To map out a course of action and follow it to an end requires some of the same courage that a soldier needs. Peace has its victories, but it takes brave men and women to win them.

Ralph Waldo Emerson 

My friend Vera is alive today because of a real superhero. He was brave and just and awesome. His name is Raoul Wallenberg; Vera calls him her “miracle-maker.” Raoul Wallenberg saved Vera’s life when she was a twelve-year-old girl living in Hungary during World War II. She lived through the nightmare of the Holocaust when 6 million innocent Jews were killed—1.5 million of them children. Vera was one of the lucky Jewish children. She was rescued by Mr. Wallenberg, a Swedish Christian who, amazingly, saved the lives of a hundred thousand people of a faith different from his own.

Raoul Wallenberg was officially the secretary of the Swedish delegation in Hungary, and he had the authority to issue passports. It was this authority he capitalized upon to save thousands of Jews from deportation to Nazi death camps. When Jews were in danger, Wallenberg would issue Schutz passes and often showed up in person to offer help. He walked along death marches to give out food, water, medicine and fake passes that he printed to fool the Nazis. Without a weapon—but armed with the important-looking and life-saving passes—he jumped on top of trains to save families headed for the concentration camps. He gently sang to frightened children and once even scared a Nazi general—stopping him from killing thousands of people. This genuine hero risked his own life over and over again because he believed in the human rights of everyone. Vera calls him an angel.

Today, my friend Dr. Vera Goodkin is a professor at a college in New Jersey. When she visits schools, churches and synagogues to talk about her superhero, the children listen very quietly—sometimes with tears misting their bright eyes. Vera tells them that Raoul Wallenberg not only saved her life, but he restored her self-confidence and self-respect. She goes on to explain this to the children by sharing one of her vivid recollections from the frightening time she spent in a holding prison:

“After years of suffering so many cruelties at the hands of the Nazis, you begin to think that you really are not worth saving, that the freedom you remember might have been just a dream.” Vera pauses, then continues, “When Raoul Wallenberg put his life on the line to save Jews— with a special place in his heart for the children—he helped them to believe in themselves, and in their past, once again. Because he believed the Jews were ‘worthy of saving,’ this righteous Christian gave them back their dignity.” Vera concludes her story with a smile—her voice as hushed and reverent as in prayer.

By now, Vera has become a grandmother. She appreciates that her precious new grandson never could have been born if Raoul Wallenberg had not saved her life all those years ago. She is thankful, too, as she watches children of all faiths find hope in her true story of Mr. Wallenberg. Maybe they could grow up to be amazing like he was, a real superhero: strong and compassionate, bravely saving strangers from endless darkness.

What about Raoul Wallenberg? When the Russian Army liberated Budapest, the Russians took him prisoner. No one knows exactly why they did that—or what became of the heroic Swedish diplomat. In 1981, the United States recognized Wallenberg’s courage and heroism and made him an honorary citizen. He was the second person that America so honored; Sir Winston Churchill was the first. Wallenberg’s name is also found in the Guinness Book of World Records for having saved the lives of more people than any other human being—and he saved them all without violence.

Ilene Munetz Pachman 



The Writing on the Wall 

Hate is easy; love takes courage.

Author Unknown 

Several years ago, I spent one day per week working in a small, new “alternative” high school designed for high-risk, adjudicated youth. In other words, this educational setting was for kids who had been expelled from regular public schools and arrested for serious crimes. To avoid incarceration, students had to attend classes regularly, make satisfactory academic progress, participate in a skills-training program and keep their noses squeaky clean.

The school administrators, faculty and other staff had numerous meetings to prepare for the first class entering in the fall. Kathy, the new art teacher, and I occasionally participated in order to learn how the school would operate, but we mostly wanted to know more about the troubled teens who so desperately needed the help, understanding and encouragement of a dedicated staff. Initially, we were horrified that the kids would be searched daily, that there would be armed guards on site and that there was an incredibly strict zero-tolerance policy. Veteran teachers cautioned us about being too naive and “touchy-feely.” We soon learned that these students all belonged to warring gangs. To eliminate flaunting of this rivalry through gang-related clothing, accessories and visible tattoos, male and female students were required to wear the exact same boring uniform. Kathy and I agreed that this environment wasn’t as harsh as some of the “boot camp” schools we had heard about, but it still seemed sad to us that these teens had forfeited the chance to express their individuality and needed to be monitored every minute like criminals, not kids.

My assignment every Monday was to teach social-skills classes and girls’ physical education, provide individual counseling, conduct psychological testing and assess students for previously undiagnosed learning disabilities. Kathy had four art classes and lunch duty. Far from prepared for the year ahead, we faced our first day with mixed feelings. Part of us was scared, part was excited, and part was hopeful that we could somehow make a difference in the lives of these kids. For some, it might be their “last chance” to avoid entering the adult judicial system. With the support of a more experienced staff, Kathy and I felt a little reassured that we could get all the help and advice that we needed.

In my social-skills classes, I asked everyone to complete questionnaires that measured self-esteem and self-efficacy (the perception that they had control over their lives). As tough as these teens tried to appear, few truly felt good about themselves. Most felt hopelessly trapped in their circumstances, with no expectations that anything would ever get better. Meeting with these students one-on-one, I easily understood why they joined a gang for support and protection. They believed that their life scripts were set in stone. How could I possibly convince them that they could make choices, write new chapters for their future?

During the first two P.E. classes, an armed guard stood in the gym. The girls obviously felt inhibited around him. I wanted to earn their respect and trust, so I obtained permission for the guard to sit outside the gym door, readily available if problems arose that I couldn’t handle. Still young enough to sit cross-legged on the floor without getting stuck in that position, I donned matching gym clothes and joined everyone in a big circle on the floor. Girls from rival gangs glared at one another.

“So,” I said, breaking the awkward silence, “y’all don’t seem crazy about playing basketball or doing calisthenics, but we do have to get some exercise. Any suggestions?” I eagerly scanned a couple dozen faces, finally making eye contact with an angry girl known as “Big Bertha.” She oozed hatred toward me.

Don’t let her intimidate you, I reminded myself, feeling my heart beating furiously. I maintained the gaze and asked calmly, “Your thoughts?”

“I think you should watch your back, lady,” she hissed. 

“Tag! Good idea!” I responded with a thumbs-up.

Everyone, even Bertha, laughed. “O-o-o-r-r-r . . . ,” I said mysteriously, “we could dance our butts off! Heaven knows, I’ve put on a little extra down there!” The girls laughed again, but then vehemently protested when they realized I was serious. I sadly learned that none of them had ever been to a school dance; none of them even danced around the house! Dancing was associated with frivolity, and life was far too serious to dance. The next week, I brought in a radio to ensure that we had popular music. Even when I pumped up the volume and suggested just moving to the beat, the girls all stood there, motionless. Only when I demonstrated some simple steps, instructing them to copy me, did they finally let go and start having fun. Oh, how I wanted soothing rhythms to heal their pain, uplifting movements to lighten their souls! By the time the semester ended, we had choreographed some dances. My favorite was their chorus line, in which everyone kicked in unison, arms wrapped around the shoulders of the girls on either side, oblivious of which gang they belonged to.

Meanwhile, Kathy was trying to connect with her students through artwork. Like me, she was getting some success. Many of the students had small jobs around the school in order to develop responsibility and acquire marketable skills. John’s assignment was to wipe off the cafeteria tables after lunch. One day, Kathy stopped to chat with him. He suddenly held up the liquid cleanser as if he were going to spray it at her. Kathy smiled and said, “You wouldn’t do that to me—you’re too sweet!”

No one knows whether John took that comment as a challenge or was posturing for someone nearby, but he instantly pressed the trigger, spraying burning chemicals into the face of the teacher who had befriended him. Flooding Kathy’s eyes with water was not enough. She had to be rushed to a hospital for medical care. John was tackled, handcuffed and taken to jail by the guard.

Fortunately, Kathy’s vision wasn’t permanently damaged. She returned to school the following week, still shaken from her ordeal. It was a difficult lesson to learn. We never heard what happened to John, but his actions had a profound impact on others. Even his friends agreed that what he did wasn’t cool. I was amazed at how quickly Kathy bounced back, warmly interacting with her kids again as if none of them ever had the potential for violence. She wasn’t just an art teacher; she was an art therapist in the truest sense of the word.

I don’t know how she generated the idea, but one day I arrived late and discovered rival gang members working side by side, collaborating as they began to paint a mural on the wall, the entire length of the hallway. One of the kids had written in the lower left corner, “By the graduating seniors.” My eyes met Kathy’s, and our tears flowed instantly. I walked over to hug her. We didn’t have to say a word; the wall said everything.

Karen Waldman, Ph.D. 



The Five-Year Nightmare in Denmark 

Nothing can be politically right that is morally wrong; and no necessity can ever sanctify a law that is contrary to equity.

Benjamin Rush, 1786 

An unexpected and amazing stream of experiences began in our family when my eighteen-year-old son Dan agreed to a blind date with seventeen-year-old Lise, a Danish exchange student. Eight years—and a fortune in long-distance telephone and travel costs—later, Dan and Lise were married in two separate ceremonies, one in Copenhagen and another in San Diego.

Currently, Dan, Lise and their small children Emil and Lucia live in Denmark, which has prompted me to visit often. During these trips, I have been intrigued by amazing facts about the Danes and the history of Denmark that I’ve learned from Lise’s family and friends. I have also formed friendships with two Americans, Hennie and Svend, a married couple who emigrated from Denmark in the 1950s. They, too, have enriched my life and shared remarkable childhood memories of their homeland. From among these stories, I have found the most inspiring those that focus on the Nazi occupation of Denmark during World War II, especially the ones about how the Danes heroically helped save their Jewish citizens from the horror of the Nazi concentration camps.

Typically, Danes are proud without being arrogant, accepting of others, and stalwart in their loyalty to country, family and friends. Because of the breadth of their international contacts, Danes are tolerant, open-minded and rarely categorize one another. Jewish citizens were Danes; it was as simple as that. It was a shock to the Danish people to learn that the Nazis had a different view of their fellow countrymen. This rumor became reality in 1940 when their beloved Denmark was invaded. A terrifying five-year nightmare had begun.

In Denmark, two legends prevail around the Nazi invasion and occupation. In the first, when King Christian X was informed that the Nazis demanded that all Jews wear armbands with the Star of David emblazoned on them for easy identification, he contacted the Gestapo and told them he himself would wear such an armband the following day, and every day thereafter as he took his daily horseback ride through the city. At that, the demand was withdrawn. In the second, Christian X also informed the Nazi leaders of his intention to have a soldier take down the Nazi flag with its swastika and put back the Danish flag on Amalienborg Castle. When he was told that the soldier replacing the flag would be shot, the king responded, “I will be that soldier!” Again, King Christian X won the day.

Whether fact or myth, these stories sent a strong infusion of pride and courage to the Danish people, who were routinely harassed and deprived of necessities by the Germans. Of course, for Jewish Danes it was far worse. Soon, the day came when an order went out to round them up in surprise raids for transport to concentration camps in Germany. Legendary numbers of Danes did what they could to save their Jewish countrymen.

Svend, my Danish American friend, tells about a horrifying event he personally witnessed when the Gestapo invaded the apartment of friends of his family. “Our apartments were in different buildings, but next to each other and on the same floor. They were so close, we could see practically everything that went on in one another’s lives. They were a poor Jewish family of nine in that little two-room apartment. The father was a tailor making suits for rich men by hand at the window during the day and under one little lightbulb at night. All of them ate and slept in the other room. Unbelievably, they were always clean and neat as pins.

“When our friends heard the Gestapo on the stairs, the boys ran as fast as they could up to the roof. They jumped to the roof of the next building and ran down that staircase. From there, nobody knew for sure where they went until years later when they returned. Moving more slowly, their father trailed behind them. I watched the Gestapo brutally herd the mother, her baby and her three small daughters out of the apartment to a waiting truck.

“I kept watching out the window. The boys didn’t go to the street, but I saw their father come out of the next building and run down an alley, only to run straight into a large wagon and collapse into unconsciousness. Somebody managed to get him to the hospital. Over the years that followed, no matter how much the Gestapo tried to pry that poor Jewish tailor out of the hospital, the doctors would not release him. They insisted that he was still in no condition to travel!”

There were many incidents of individual efforts to shelter the Jews during the Nazi occupation. Most astounding, however, was how the Danes responded as a nation to save their Jewish countrymen. It was an autumn day in 1943 when the order came from Berlin to round up all Danish Jews and deport them to Theresienstadt and other concentration camps. But the well-organized and highly effective Danish resistance had been tipped off, and they in turn informed the Jewish community. In one night of heroic and concerted effort, nearly eight thousand Jewish men, women and children were smuggled out of Denmark to safety in neutral Sweden. This daring and well-organized effort coordinated hundreds of fishermen to transport the Jews to safety in small fishing boats across icy waters. Bribes were also paid to guarantee that the German patrol boats would be in for repairs the night of the rescue.

On that bitter-cold October night, anxious Jews, old and young, alone and in family groups, waited along the Danish shore for the signal to wade out into frigid water, from which they could be hauled into the fishing boats, stowed like fish in the cargo area and covered with smelly canvas to avoid detection. The arduous journey to Sweden was nerve-racking for the Jews and fishermen alike. But in that one night of courage and compassion, nearly every Jew in Denmark was pulled from the horrors of Nazi anti-Semitism and carried to safety.

Today, a beautiful statue of a girl joyfully blowing a long, curved horn stands in the seafaring town of Gilleleje, where the Jews were smuggled into the boats. The statue is a visual reminder of that fateful night and the power of people who possess an inherent sense of justice and are willing to risk their own safety to protect their fellow men.

Gerry Dunne, Ph.D. 



Shared Tears of Grief and Hope 

What diminishes one of us diminishes us all. But when a person is raised up, to that degree, the whole world is lifted.

Mahatma Gandhi 

The men and women clad in colorful, hand-woven garments lining the dirt road looked like a rainbow. These were the rural Maya of the Guatemalan highlands, survivors of nearly three decades of raging civil war that had killed an estimated four hundred thousand of their people.

In the summer of 1995, I joined thirty volunteers to hold a health clinic for them. Each day of the four-day clinic, more than five hundred people would arrive for help, and we would be able to treat only about a hundred of them. As I walked along the “rainbow” with a nurse and translator, seeking out the most life-threatening cases, I was shocked at what I saw.

One woman had a horribly swollen leg that had been broken a month earlier and never set; the bellies of a half dozen toddlers bulged from malnutrition and parasites; Pedro, age eleven, sobbed in pain, his blood-red eyes having been burned with solvent nearly a year earlier. Then there was little Jesús, age five, whose head was soft on top due to parasitic worms. It had taken three of us to assist the doctor in removing the peanut-sized bot fly larvae incubating in his head. Afterward, we found a secluded back room where we held each other and cried bitterly from the horror. No child should have to go through that!

On the third day, we were running low on antiparasitic medicine and planned a trip to stock up in San Juan Ostencalco, about an hour away. Gretchen and Ehlers (novice and veteran humanitarian workers, respectively) volunteered to accompany me. They hopped into the back of a well-used pickup. I climbed into the cab to drive—something that always made the locals smile. In Guatemala, it was still uncommon in 1995 to see a woman behind the wheel of a car, let alone a truck. Finding medicine was easy; we didn’t need a prescription, and it was quite inexpensive. Jubilant at our success, we headed back down the bumpy, dusty road to the clinic.

I was the first to see them. They stood like misplaced statues in the middle of the road ahead—three men wearing black ski masks. They were holding machine guns, which they raised and pointed directly at the truck. I paused for a moment before turning and saying calmly through the open cab window, “I think we may have some trouble.”

Ehlers and Gretchen were still facing backward. Gretchen turned around first, gasping and covering her mouth as she caught a glimpse of the ominous figures. Ehlers saw them and stayed very cool, answering simply, “Okay.”

As we drew near, they motioned us to pull over. One man approached the car. I felt my face flush and my heart speed up. Perhaps this would be the last moment of our lives. Had I failed at keeping my team safe? I took a deep breath and focused on making the moment full of peace and acceptance.

In Spanish, I asked if there was a problem.

“You’ll have to come with us.”

As if in a dream, I replied, thinking of the others waiting for us at the clinic: “We’re really busy right now. Is there any way we could do this another day?” (The things people say in life-and-death situations!)

I will never forget the man at the window repeating what I had said to the other two, then the three looking at each other and laughing.

“Drive down this road,” the man at the window said to me sternly, motioning toward a dirt path, “and don’t try to turn back or we may have to shoot you.”

I remember thinking, Okay. Got it. I felt relatively calm and focused.

We soon reached the town square at Concepciôn. The village had only one road in and one out, and it was the perfect place to stage a mandatory public meeting. The Commander, a light-skinned man with green eyes and a beret, spoke to the crowd of about three hundred:

“Corrupt politicians have taken away our land and our children’s future. We want to work, but there is no work; we want to learn, but there are few schools or teachers in our rural villages. We need medical care, but there are few clinics and less medicine. All we have left is the hope that we can take back what is rightfully ours.”

The crowd clapped softly, apparently fearful of taking sides.

The three of us, fair and tall by local standards, stood out painfully in a crowd of dark-haired people who were generally much shorter. Almost immediately, the Commander’s eyes found mine. He began to make his way toward us and was joined by a half-dozen associates clad in tattered uniforms.

I greeted the Commander with a firm handshake and looked him directly in the eye. Ehlers followed suit. Gretchen hung back, thoroughly and justifiably frightened. 

“Pleased to meet you,” I said. “We are humanitarian-aid workers.”

He replied, “As a humanitarian worker, I know you understand suffering. I have people in these mountains who are fighting for the rights of the poor and who need medicine. Will you help us?”

This was a terrible moment. If I said yes, our entire team could be in great jeopardy; at this time in history, the Guatemalan government did not take kindly to groups helping what they called the “guerrillas” [revolutionary fighters]. If I said no, perhaps the three of us would be killed on the spot.

In a moment of trust, I decided to speak my heart: “Sir, you are the commander of a group of people whom it is your duty to protect. In the same way, I have to protect my people. If we give you medicine, the government may believe that we are affiliated with your movement, making it impossible for us to return to help your poor.”

I paused for a moment to think. He studied my face, clearly undecided about whether to treat us like friends or enemies—or perhaps dispose of us without further ado. My heart ached for these ragged young soldiers at his side, many of whom wore blood-soaked bandages.

“We never ask who comes to our clinics,” I offered. “Our clinics are open to everyone.”

The Commander’s gaze was intense, as if he was searching my eyes and the nuances of my expression for the truth of my heart. I had spoken in earnest and offered the best compromise I could muster. This situation was now out of my hands.

The Commander motioned for his colleagues to follow him, and they convened to speak just out of earshot. Ehlers, Gretchen and I stood by, unable to do anything but wait.

When the Commander returned, I noticed immediately that his eyes had softened, and I was dumbstruck to see tears welling up!

“God bless you for the work you do helping our poor,” he said kindly. “You are free to go.”

In stunned silence we drove back to the clinic. Somewhere along that dusty road, we began to weep. In the oddest of ironies we would speak of later, our tears made each of us feel a kinship with our kidnapper. We realized we were crying over the same injustices and suffering that had moved the Commander to tears. What a surprise it was to know we both shared the same grief and hope for the people of Guatemala. Perhaps some day we would be sharing only hope.

Leslie Carol Baer 



“Peace” in a Bottle of “Joy”?

There is no duty we so much underrate as the duty to be happy. By being happy we see anonymous benefits upon the world.

Robert Louis Stevenson 

I always kept a bottle of Joy liquid dishwashing detergent on my classroom sink. If my students were not having a peaceful day, they were to go wash their hands with the soap to get a little more “joy” in their lives. The students believed that if they didn’t have joy in their lives, they wouldn’t have any peace. If they lost their peace, then they would lose their joy.

I had been working with an inner-city first-grade class, and their behavior was very challenging. Every time I visited the classroom, we discussed how we could keep our peace and not fight and hit everyone. I left a bottle of Joy in their classroom on one of my visits, hoping it would help remind the students to keep joy in their lives. I visited the classroom one last time before school was out for the summer. When I entered the room, there seemed to be a calmer feeling among the students. The teacher had been spending more time doing activities where the students worked on building relationships with each other. The time spent was paying off. The classroom actually felt peaceful.

I praised the class for their efforts, and as I left, I noticed the bottle of Joy was gone from the sink. I was thinking it must have taken a lot of Joy to make their classroom peaceful. As I was walking down the hall, a little boy ran after me, yelling for me to wait. I turned and saw Jerrome, one of the most challenging children in the class, following me.

“Wait, wait. I want you to take this,” he yelled. I looked down, and in his hands was the bottle of Joy wrapped in rough brown paper towels and secured with a copious amount of tape. Scrawled on the top of the package was “President Bush.”

“I want you to mail this to the president. Maybe this will help the people fighting find their peace.”

Tears were in my eyes as I left the school with the special package in my hand. I sent a note to Jerrome to thank him for his kindness, only to have it returned to me with a note that said: “Jerrome has moved. This will be the seventh time he moved this school year, and we do not have a forwarding address.”

I just hope that Jerrome can find the peace in his own life that he was so eager for others to have.

Barbara Pedersen 



P.K.’s Mission 

It’s better to light a candle than to curse the darkness.

Eleanor Roosevelt 

P.K. was the center of his mother Talia’s universe, and she was very happy to spend what little free time she had with her beautiful boy. P.K. was the youngest of three children and the last one to live at home. P.K. didn’t know his father. When the other children in his neighborhood asked him about his father, he explained that his father was not around, but his mother was happy having him all to herself. 

P.K.’s neighborhood was crowded and dangerous, plagued by unemployment, poverty and violence. From a very young age, P.K. was taught to avoid trouble, and he was good at it—most of the time. P.K.’s uncle, who until recently had lived two blocks away, often took P.K. along on his bread-delivery route during the summer. P.K. absorbed the words of wisdom his uncle judiciously dispensed between deliveries—much of it focused on how to stay out of trouble and how to pick friends. To P.K., his uncle was much larger than his 150-pound frame. P.K. looked forward to being a few years older so that he could go on all-night catfishing adventures with his uncle on the river that bordered the city.

A good student, P.K. paid attention in school. His mother checked his homework every night. P.K. heeded his uncle’s words about choosing friends and avoiding fights. Also, P.K. was a good friend; all the other third-graders knew that they could count on P.K.

One warm October afternoon, P.K.’s mother walked six blocks to pick him up after school. A new job and a bigger paycheck prompted a sense of hope in P.K.’s mother. Her steps were light and brisk. She anticipated P.K.’s surprise and pride at her coming to pick him up after school. On the way home, the two would buy the school supplies that most students brought with them on the first day of school, but which Talia could not afford until now because of her new job. A slice of pizza and an ice-cream cone would celebrate the paycheck and guarantee a memorable day together.

Heading for the store, P.K. and his mother rounded the corner to head up Mill Street. P.K. felt his mother’s hand grab his shoulder tightly as his slight torso was drawn to hers. Their feet stopped so abruptly that they leaned forward, off balance. At the end of the block, two groups of young men were screaming threats at one another. Shots were fired, the sound of them bouncing sharply off the hard, graffiti-covered factories and storefronts. Tires squealed and cars dashed through stoplights to get away from the area. The noise stopped as abruptly as it had begun. The young men disappeared into the crevices of the city. Sirens interrupted the interminable, numbing silence.

P.K.’s mother lay bleeding at his feet, her eyes staring blankly upward. The ambulance came, but it was too late: Talia was dead.

When the funeral was over, P.K. was shuttled among relatives and friends—a month with his aunt and uncle, a couple of weeks with his mother’s best friend, a month with his older sister and her family—the length of his stay determined by the available room and resources. P.K. shared beds and slept on couches; often, he slept on the floor.

P.K. was quiet in school. He stared blankly as his teacher’s explanations and assignments went unheard. His grades dropped, and P.K. found himself drifting further and further from his friends. Gradually, his friends tired of encouraging and consoling P.K., whose once-familiar laugh became a distant memory. And as the weeks and months dragged by, the reassuring words of relatives and his minister became hollow. Anger and despair competed for P.K.’s attention.

One day, a woman visited P.K.’s school and spoke to his class about starting a peer-mediation program. P.K. came to life, bouncing in his seat and waving his arms to ask questions. He waited until she finished her presentation about peer mediation, then bolted to the front of the room to sign up for training.

“Are you sure, P.K.? You have seen so much conflict and violence. I am afraid that mediation will make you think about your mother,” his teacher cautioned.

“Yes, I’m sure about the training,” he answered. “And yes, I’m thinking about my mother. This is exactly who she would want me to be.”

Roberta Anna Heydenberk, Ed.D., and
Warren Robert Heydenberk, Ed.D. 
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An Extraordinary Woman 

All around the world people are waging peace . . . and it is working.

Robert Muller, LL.D.

Zainab Salbi was an undergraduate student at George Mason University when the idea came to her to form the relief organization now known as Women for Women International. She was watching the evening news, listening to reports of the genocide in the Balkans, the repeated and systematic rape of an estimated twenty thousand Bosnian women by Serbian soldiers. As the stories unfolded before her eyes, her thoughts turned to her childhood in Baghdad, to growing up during the Iran-Iraq conflict. She was on intimate terms with the vulnerability war engenders, with the fear of annihilation and the pervading sense of disconnection and loss that are the consequence of war. She knew what lay in store for these Bosnian women, particularly the strain of trying to shape a life in the aftermath of war. As these familiar images played themselves out before her on television, she vowed to use her life experience to help these Bosnian women. It was, she believed, her moral and spiritual responsibility to do so.

In the days that followed, Zainab telephoned various relief organizations to volunteer her services. Agency representatives were sympathetic, but no one was, at this early stage of the conflict, prepared to provide aid. With no experience in disaster-relief organization, no professional contacts and no funds of her own to draw on, twenty-three-year-old Zainab Salbi did the only thing she could think of: she backtracked through the list of organizations she had telephoned and asked total strangers to help her form a nonprofit organization to support the women of Bosnia. One group agreed to act as the administrative arm for the fledgling project for a year. It was just enough time to get Women for Women in Bosnia up and running.

Today, Women for Women International serves indigent women in Bosnia, Kosovo, Herzegovina, Croatia, Colombia, Rwanda, Nigeria, Bangladesh, Pakistan, Iraq, the Democratic Republic of Congo and Afghanistan. It provides emotional support and financial aid through a one-to-one sponsorship program. It offers job training, including leadership development and human-rights awareness that teaches women how to grow a postwar economy. And it funds a micro-credit lending program that provides capital to create women-owned entrepreneurial ventures. In 1995, two years after it was founded, Women for Women International was honored at the White House for its achievements. To date, it has raised over $18 million in direct aid and helped thirty-three thousand indigent women become self-sufficient.

“There came a point when I needed to move beyond my idea to only help rape victims. While we were in Croatia, someone asked me how I planned to identify the women I wanted to help. Would I put up a sign that said, ‘Rape victims line up here for aid’? Singling them out would be another slap in the face; it would stigmatize them even more. I couldn’t do that.

“Then I met a woman who told me about escaping from the Serbian soldiers who destroyed her village. She was shaking as she described how she and her sons ran into the mountains, how she turned back to see her house in flames. She wasn’t raped. She wasn’t held in a concentration camp. But the image of her house burning terrified her. Who was I to say she did not deserve aid?

“I decided then that I would not ask a woman what had happened to her. I would not ask if she was married or single or what she believed politically or spiritually or what her ethnicity was. What is relevant is that she is a human being who is poor and needs help. There isn’t one definition of a victim. There isn’t one definition of the most horrible thing that can happen to a person. You can’t compare atrocities. You can’t compare human misery.

“A Rwandan woman I worked with lost six children in a brutal massacre. She was in church praying with her family when the soldiers came. The bullets began to fly, and her children were killed. They all fell on top of her as they died. The soldiers walked through the church to execute the survivors and assumed she was dead because she lay still underneath her children’s bodies. She was pregnant at the time this happened. She left her home, moved to another town and had her baby. By the time I met her, she had adopted five children who had lost their parents in incidents similar to her own. Taking those children helped her give meaning to her own loss.

“I’ve come to respect these women as unique individuals who know their own hearts. My responsibility is to support each woman in her process, to give her exposure to different options, but ultimately, to let her choose what she feels will restore her dignity. Step by step, they find ways—small ways, at first—to regain their power. For one woman, it was a simple gold bracelet she received from her sponsor. It was all she had, and it became her connection to life itself. It was not the material value of the bracelet that was important to her, but the friendship it symbolized. Someone out there cared about her; someone was there for her if she needed help.”

Margaret Wolff 
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