
Dear W.C., 

You so kindly helped our family years ago when you provided us with a handicap accessible 
van when my husband first began to lose his ability to walk. My husband has a progressive 
condition that continues to worsen with each passing year. He used to be an active hard 
working man but now all he can do is move one hand slightly and thank God breathe on his 
own. It is the hardest thing to go through, watching the love of your life lose their ability to 
do anything on their own. The van The Time Is Now to Help gave us years ago is in need of 
some repairs and it has seriously affected our ability to get to doctors appointments. I work 
part-time when my teenage son is home. It isn’t much but helps to pay for gas and some 
utilities. That is all I can do since my husband needs someone with him at all times. Could 
you please help us with our transportation needs once again? 

Dear Readers, 

I remembered this family and their heartbreak over the father’s diagnosis. I remembered the 
father doing his best to toss a ball to their son and how he had been proud to be able operate 
the wheelchair lift on his own. It was hard to hear how much his disease had progressed since 
I had last seen him. Many people I remember for years after our assistance, their stories 
remain in my heart. This is one of those families.  

I drove to the home I remembered they lived in. The wheelchair ramps and the van we had 
provided years ago was in the driveway, letting me know I was at the correct address. I 
walked up the ramp and knocked on the door. Within a few minutes it was opened by the 
wife that had written the request for assistance. When she saw it was me her tired looking 
face lit up with a smile and we hugged each other in greeting. The wife said, “Sal, I did not 
know if you had gotten my letter. It has been so long I thought you might have forgotten who 
we were.”  I answered, “How could I forget about you and your husband? I had recently just 
thought about you both, even said a prayer for your family and then your letter arrived. Tell 
me about what is going on.” With that the wife led me into the small living room where the 
husband sat in his wheelchair.  

I immediately went to the husbands chair and lowered myself down to his eye level. I saw his 
one good hand trying to reach for mine so I reached over and grasped his hand in mine. I saw 
the tears welling up in his eyes as he attempted to speak, “Sal, I may look different but it is 
still me. My wife told me she had written for your help again. I am so sorry….” He had said 
all this in a very garbled voice as he was slowly losing his ability to speak as well, but I 
understood what he was saying and saw the painful struggle in his eyes to say it. The tears 
that had threatened were now going down his face unheeded. His wife went to grab a tissue 
and wipe his face for him. 

I watched as the wife lovingly cared for him and then said, “My friend I would know you 
anywhere. I told you last time I was here to call me anytime. You waited for years. Do not 
apologize to me.” I noticed him make an attempt to smile that came out lopsided but it was a 
beautiful smile to see. I continued saying, “Let’s see what we can do to make things a little 
easier for your family right now.” He again said in his muted voice, “Thank you.”  



I sat down in a chair next to the husband’s wheelchair and the wife sat across from me. We 
went over their bills and budget. The wife pointed out several van repairs and unexpected 
expenses that had taken a toll on their budget. They had made adjustments like many of our 
fellow Americans do, buying less food and cheaper quality food, lowering the thermostat to 
the point of an obvious chill in the air, doing without toiletries and other daily necessities. I 
asked to look at their cupboards and refrigerator, noticing the lack of fresh foods and much 
food in general. I looked at them both and said, “Why didn’t you contact me sooner? You 
should have called me as soon as your van was having problems.” The wife was grasping the 
husbands good hand as she said, “We didn’t want to bother you. You have so many people 
that need your help other than us.” I made them both promise me to not let it get this bad 
again in the future. It is very costly to do repairs on handicap accessible vans and many 
people with disabilities struggle with this expense.  

I immediately called and made arrangements for two different service appointments on their 
van. One for the mechanical issues and the other with the specialty shop that works on 
wheelchair lifts. I called on one of our volunteers to pick up groceries, including some 
toiletries I finally pried out of the wife they were in need of. The wife shared with me her 
teenage son had just gotten a job and was riding his bike to work on weekends and taking the 
school bus during the week. Going forward he was sharing his small paycheck with his 
parents to help with food. The wife told me how cold it was when her son rode his bike home 
at night. I asked if he had a winter coat, gloves and a hat. She looked ashamed as she told me 
he did not. The wife said, “He has grown so much this year and does not fit in any of his 
clothing from last winter.” We provided them with gift cards to do some much needed 
shopping for winter gear and clothing for the whole family.  

Just as we were finishing going over their assistance the son came rushing through the door. I 
noted his red face and ears and how he had his sweatshirt sleeves pulled down over his 
hands. I noticed how much he had grown and matured in the years since I had last seen him 
as a boy. He pulled his sleeves up off his hands and came over to shake my hand. I shook his 
cold hands. He then immediately went to his father and leaned over to give him a hug. I saw 
his father smile and attempt to hug back with his one good arm. I admit it was very hard to 
watch his struggle to maintain control of his body. I knew this must be hard for the whole 
family if you compared his mobility to what he had been able to do just a few short years 
ago. I did not hear any complaints or see any self-pity. This family was doing all they could 
to help the father and remain strong.  

After the repairs to the van and some additional help with rent to lighten their financial 
strain, the family is again able to get to doctors appointments and have had their stress of 
poverty relieved, thanks to all of “You”. God Bless you for Caring and Sharing for those 
living in the pains of poverty. We could not do this without “You”.  

Thank you to Richard H. Driehaus for providing The Time Is Now to Help with a $30,000 
Matching Grant so we may continue providing desperately needed help to those turning to us 
for assistance. Thank you to all of “You” for matching these grants and making our mission 
of relieving the pains of poverty even possible. Thank you and God Bless you.   



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: Fox Charities, Dick & Jean Honeyager, Richard H. 
Driehaus, Paul Ziegler, Kunes Country Ford-Lincoln Delavan, The Pentair Foundation, 
Unilock, Dean & Shirley Taylor, Martin Group, John Stensland & Family, Tom & Mary 
Johnson, Millenium Auto Exchange, Rita’s on Wells Street Salon, Dousman Transport 
Delavan Terminal, Williams Bay Elementary Student Council & Students, Lake Geneva 
Massage, Lake Geneva Animal Hospital, Claws Restaurant, Town Bank, Lake Geneva 
Country Meats, Rick & Jinger Moore, Frank & Lisa Taylor, Stephanie Riley, Community 
Reformed Church Guild, Robert & Elizabeth Pieters, Bonnie Glennon, Joanne Maggio, Todd 
Martin, David & Jill Shaefer, William White, Kathleen Cirone, Keith Naeve, Marvin & 
Audrey Hersko, Joseph & Susan Pils, Rodney & Virginia Paulsen, Dennis & Jeanne Ludwig, 
James Borden, Deborah Lenchard, Garrett & Lisa Sullivan, Tim Keiderling, Donald & 
Gladys Keith, Joseph & Sandra Malecki, Michael & Monica Rehberg, Troy Marks, Jack & 
Elaine Rehberg, James & Patricia Riederer, Roger & Peggy Beachaine, William & Julie 
Marks, W.C. Family Resource Center/Food Pantry volunteers, and all the God loving 
volunteers of all our caring pantries, 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.  
 Honoraries: Charles & Barbara Taylor in honor of Joyce Dougherty.   
 Memorials: Carla Matz in memory of Harry Bublitz & Heidi Danner.   
 W.C. Food Pantry Update: The W.C. Food Pantry is moved to its new location: 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 at their new location is (262) 723-4488. 
 Furniture Donations:  Please contact Love, Inc. for all your furniture, clothing and 
household item donations. Call (262) 763-2743 or (262) 763-6226 to schedule pick-up.  

   Please visit: www.timeisnowtohelp.org       

http://www.timeisnowtohelp.org/

