
Dear W.C., 

Life has been very difficult lately. My daughter has been in and out of the hospital due to 
breast cancer. I moved into her townhome with her to help care for her and her two teenage 
children. She is a single mother and has no support from the father of the children.  

The reason I am writing for help is because we need some car repairs we cannot afford. We 
need our car to get back and forth to the hospital. I also drive my sixteen year old 
granddaughter to her job in town because I worry about her walking alone, especially if she 
works at night, and I also work part-time. My daughter’s car broke down right after she got 
sick and she ended up scrapping it because it was no longer worth fixing. My car is old and 
has a lot of miles on it. I think if it gets the needed repairs it will be safe enough to get us 
around. Please consider helping us with our car repairs. It would really relieve some of the 
stress and worry we are going through right now.  

Dear Readers, 

As often is the case, I find much more assistance is needed than initially requested. Many 
people are already embarrassed to ask for help so they only ask for part of what they really 
need. The problem is with some situations only fixing part of the problem will not make a 
huge difference in our fellow creations lives. Sometimes just putting a small Band-Aid on a 
wound will not allow it to heal. To truly heal the financial wounds of the poverty stricken 
you can’t just do a small cover up. If you only pay part of the gas bill when the electric is 
about to be disconnected as well, it does not fix the whole problem. If you repair a person’s 
car but don’t check to see if they also have food and their rent is paid you may have people 
living in a car that now runs great, but they are homeless and hungry. You have to be sure 
they can survive going forward or they will be right back where they started when they first 
sent us a letter requesting assistance.  

I had a feeling this might be what I would find when I went to visit the grandmother, her 
daughter and teen-aged grandchildren so I would have to investigate thoroughly, like I 
always do. I arrived at the address provided on the letter of request. It was a townhome a 
ways outside of town and definitely driving distance to any resources or jobs. I walked to the 
door noting the older car in the driveway. I knocked on the door and it was answered by who 
I assumed was one of the teenaged children. I asked if the grandmother was there and they 
asked who I was. I showed my identification threw the storm door. The girl said she would 
be right back and shut and locked the door. In a moment it was opened again by the 
grandmother. She flung open the storm door and ushered me inside, saying, “I am so sorry. 
You know how teenagers are. I can’t believe she shut the door in your face like that.” I 
laughed and told her I did indeed know what teenagers were like and that I was impressed 
with the young woman’s good sense to not invite in a stranger and to lock the door. The 
grandmother said, “Really? I thought for sure you would think we were rude.” I assured her 
that absolutely the teenage girl had done the right thing.  

After introducing myself to the two teenagers and the grandmother they led me into a small 
room off the living room. In the dark room lying on a cot was the mother that was going 



through chemotherapy. Even in the dark room I could see how gaunt, pale and frail she was. 
The woman struggled to get up so I immediately told her not to get up. She said, “My Mom 
told me she had written a letter but I wasn’t expecting you to answer it. I look like a mess.” 
As she said this she slipped a base ball cap onto her nearly bald head. I reassured her I was 
not there to judge anyone’s appearance and that she looked fine just the way she was. One of 
the teenage daughters handed her a glass with a straw and asked her to take a sip of what 
looked like water. The mother shook her head and turned away. The two daughters left the 
room obviously upset to see their mother in that condition. The mother said to me, “I just had 
chemo three days ago and I don’t think I could keep it down.” I told her how my own sister 
had just finished a year of chemotherapy and radiation. I showed her several pictures on my 
phone of my beloved sister when she too had lost all her hair, including her eyelashes and 
eyebrows, and been thin and gaunt. I then showed her a picture I had recently taken of her 
when she visited last month, with her hair growing in thick and obviously much healthier. 
The mother asked me how my sister was doing now and I told her she was cancer free and 
very healthy again. The mother weakly closed her eyes and said, “I am so happy to hear your 
sister is surviving this. I feel so weak I don’t know if I can go on…” I reassured her she 
could survive this and come out stronger than ever. The grandmother was trying to hide her 
tears during this conversation and she added, “I know you will get through this. Right now 
you are just tired and weak from the chemo. We will let you rest now and go talk about other 
things.” The grandmother tucked a blanket in around her sick daughter and she fell fast 
asleep. 

We quietly left the room and went to talk in the kitchen. I asked if I could look around and 
the grandmother offered to give me a tour of the townhome. The kitchen was small and just 
like I had suspected there was not much food. The only other room on the main floor was the 
living room I had entered through. The mother was sleeping in what was the den as there was 
not a closet or windows. The grandmother told me they had to use that as her bedroom 
because she was too weak to take the stairs up to her bedroom. The grandmother was now 
sleeping in her bedroom and the two teenage children were sharing a room. I commented on 
the cot the mother was sleeping on as it did not look to be very stable or comfortable. The 
grandmother admitted they did not have enough beds as she and the daughter had been 
sharing a bed before she became too sick to take the stairs. I made a note to order a double 
bed for the mother to sleep more comfortably in the den.  

We sat down to go over their budget. The grandmother was living on social security and the 
mother was just beginning to receive her disability. She had been forced to give up her job as 
a waitress when she had her mastectomy three months ago. She had some complications after 
surgery and had been unable to return. They had fallen behind in their rent, utilities and could 
not afford the repairs needed on the car. I asked why she had not told me about the other 
overdue expenses when she wrote her letter. The grandmother admitted she had only asked 
for car repairs as her pride had gotten in the way. She hung her head in embarrassment and 
shame and said, “I was too embarrassed to admit how much we had fallen behind.” I took her 
hand and said, “Don’t you dare feel embarrassed to ask us for help. You have given up 
everything to come here and help your daughter when she is fighting for her life. You are 
giving her the help and support she needs right now. You have nothing to feel ashamed 
about. If you were sitting somewhere selfishly ignoring their situation, that would be 



something to be ashamed about. I thank you for contacting The Time Is Now to Help and 
allowing us to help you.” The grandmother was dabbing her eyes with a tissue as I said this 
to her.  

I looked over their overdue utility bills, writing down the information and amounts owed so 
we could make a payment to bring them up to date and allow some credit for the future. I 
also made notes to pay their two months overdue rent and pay a month into the future. The 
grandmother showed me the amount of the daughter’s disability and with her social security 
they would be able to pay their reasonable rent in the future, once they were caught up on all 
expenses. I had considered finding them another rental due to the mother’s inability to climb 
the stairs but after finding how reasonable their rent was I decided it was probably best they 
stayed where they were. Not to mention how hard a move would be in the mother’s condition 
at this time.  

We heard the mother weakly calling for help and the grandmother quickly got up and rushed 
to the den. I heard the poor woman retching and it brought back memories of sitting with my 
sister after she endured round after round of chemo. After a few minutes the grandmother 
returned and apologized. I told her absolutely not to apologize for caring for her daughter so 
lovingly. She smiled sadly and I could see the strain this was putting on her. I asked if she 
needed any help with volunteers or nursing care but she declined. I asked if she would like 
volunteers to pick up some things from the store for them and this she accepted. I offered for 
her to write a list so she could get what they liked and then I added a few other items I knew 
would be appreciated. I even added some bottles of the special water my sister claimed was 
the only water she could stand the taste of after chemotherapy and ingredients for healthy 
smoothies the daughters could make her. I stayed with the grandmother until the volunteer 
arrived, sharing with the teenage daughters and grandmother some nutrition tips and recipes I 
had learned during my sister’s cancer treatment.  The daughters were especially excited to try 
something to help their mother. They said they too would be trying to eat healthy to 
encourage their mother.  

The next day the car was sent in for repairs and new tires. The utilities and rent were brought 
up to date. They had good healthy food in their refrigerator and cabinets. When I paid my 
last visit I was surrounded by all four ladies, hugging me and giving thanks for all of “Us”. 
The mother even commented how she felt stronger with the smoothies and how my sister 
was right about the water we had delivered. She said, “I really feel like you saved my life 
right now. Not only because of the food but because of the worry you removed that was 
always in the back of my mind. I was so worried how my family was going to survive while 
I’m sick. Now I don’t have to worry about being evicted or our utilities being disconnected. I 
also don’t have to worry about my mother and children breaking down on the side of the 
road after they drop me off at the hospital. I can’t tell you how much better I feel thanks to 
everyone at The Time Is Now to Help. Thank you from the bottom of my heart.”  

Now you understand why we don’t just apply a small band-aid to make a change. We make 
sure every aspect of their financial wound is covered so they can live healthy again and heal 
all areas of their lives.  



Please consider helping our pet food program at the “Fill a Truck Load” event to be held 
Sunday, September 13, 2015 from noon until 4 p.m. at the Lake Geneva Petco store 
located at 200 N. Edwards Blvd. Be sure to tell the cashier, “This donation is for the “Truck 
Load” Fundraiser for our four legged family members.” All food donated will be used to help 
our local efforts to end pet hunger and homelessness. Poverty stricken pets and their families 
really need our help. And for those of you that are looking to add a new pet family member 
there will be several rescue groups there with adoptable pets available for you to meet. 
Consider bringing a new friend home and saving a life. “We” together really can save one 
life, change many lives every day.  

Please remember the Barnabas $61,000 Matching Grant will match every donation you make 
at this time, doubling your assistance to the poverty stricken. Think how many lives will be 
changed, how many of our fellow creations will have the pains of poverty removed thanks to 
all of “You” and the Barnabas matching grant donors. Thank “You” and God Bless “You” 
for helping.  

Health & Happiness, God Bless Everyone, W.C./Sal 

Please Help: There are many coming to us in desperation. Our good fellow creations 
need our compassion. Together we make a big difference. Make checks payable to: The 
Time Is Now to Help, P.O. Box 1, Lake Geneva, WI 53147. The Time Is Now to Help is a 
federally recognized 501(c)3 charitable organization licensed in the states of Wisconsin and 
Illinois. You will receive a tax deductible, itemized thank you receipt showing how your 
donation provided assistance for the poverty stricken.      
 A Very Special Thank You: Barnabas Matching Grant, The Summertime 
Foundation, Fox Charities, Kathleen & Brian Hurdis Charitable Fund, The Clarence & 
Marilyn Schawk Family Foundation, The Harold & Bernice DeWeerd Family Foundation, 
Martin Business, Charles & Barbara Taylor, Joyce Dougherty, James & Lynne Newman 
Foundation, Gregory Swanson, Michael Glass, John & Sally Dicmas, Jeanne Allen, Jacob & 
Janice Friesema, Charles Koerner, Don & Laura Quackenbush, E. & Barbara Andres, Tom 
Earle, David & Wallie Leitzke, William & Jean Isaacson, Ellen Flanagan, Susan & Roy 
Leonard, Shawn & Donna McLafferty, Dale & Gail Folkers, Robert & Shirley Lipinski, 
Barbara Kufalk, David & Marty Altwies, Alden United Methodist Church, Carolyn May 
Essel, Barbara Spiegelhoff, Elkhorn Chemical & Packaging, Harry & Patricia Buchert, Jr. 
Craig & Patricia Robertson, Jeffrey & Linda Silhan, and ALL of you who support The Time 
Is Now to Help donation boxes, and the businesses that allow our & donation boxes. Anyone 
who would like a Time Is Now donation box in your business, please call (262) 249-7000.  
 Memorials: Donna Veith in memory of Barbara Hoeske. Tom Earle & the Street 
Department in memory of Marty Hansen. Carla Matz in memory of Heidi Danner & Harry 
Bublitz. Sandra Brantmeier, Mike Pody and Sue & Thomas Jacobs in memory of Julie 
Brantmeier.            
 W.C. Food Pantry: The W.C. Food Pantry is located at: 205 E. Commerce St., 



Elkhorn, WI. 53121. This is in the old Aurora Clinic building off of Hwy. 67 just east of 
Interstate 43. Their phone number is (262) 723-4488.      
    Please visit: www.timeisnowtohelp.org       

 

http://www.timeisnowtohelp.org/

