
Dear W.C., 

I live with my mother and care for her. We are both on disability. I was born thirty-two years 
ago with a genetic learning disability. I don’t read or write well and I’m not that good at 
math. My mother is a senior citizen and has bad arthritis. I help her in and out of bed and in 
and out of the shower. I keep our apartment real clean and I try my best to cook good meals 
for us. My Mom told me about The Time Is Now to Help and she reads me your letters in the 
newspaper. Since my Mom needs some help I thought maybe I could ask you. Last month 
our car stopped working when we were at the grocery store. My Mom had to call a cab to 
bring us home. We had to pay the man driving the cab the only money we had left. Then my 
Mom had to call a tow truck to take our car to a place to get fixed. Now my Mom is sad 
because we don’t have enough money to pay our rent. I love my Mom very much and I don’t 
like to see her sad.  

Dear Readers, 

I knew I would have to pay a visit to this senior woman and her disabled adult child to 
evaluate all their needs. What I found when I did visit made me sad and relieved all at the 
same time. I was sad to find one of our fellow creations living in such need and relieved that 
“We” could be there to help. 

I knocked on the door of the apartment address provided in the letter of request. It was 
answered by who I assumed was the disabled daughter. When she opened the door I saw her 
smile of recognition as she seemed to know who I was. The woman exclaimed with a slurred 
speech, “You’re the man I wrote a letter to. Mom, Mom look who’s here. I told you he would 
come!” In a few moments a much older woman appeared, walking with a cane. I noted the 
surprise on her face when she too recognized who I was. After I insisted on showing my 
identification they invited me inside.  

I looked around the small apartment and noted besides the cramped interior it was very clean 
and orderly. When I asked the women who was keeping the apartment so tidy the daughter 
gave me a proud smile and said, “I told you in the letter how I like to keep the apartment nice 
and clean for my Mom.” I complimented her on such a good job she was doing and she again 
smiled proudly. The daughter then said, “Come see the rest of our home.” She led me around 
the small two bedroom apartment, showing me how she made the beds every day, dusted 
their few knickknacks and even showed me the nearly empty but clean refrigerator. After the 
short tour and many compliments on the excellent care she was showing the apartment I 
asked if we could sit to talk with her mother.  

The three of us sat to talk where the mother was sitting in the living room. After showing the 
mother the letter the daughter had written the mother looked down in her lap, saddened. I 
told the mother this was not the time to be sad because we were there to help ease their 
financial burden. The mother shook her head and said in a tear filled voice, “I feel so guilty 
because I helped my daughter write this letter. I feel dishonest and like I lied.” She was now 
crying and I watched as the daughter immediately moved across the worn couch and 
wrapped her arms around her mother.  



I asked the mother why she felt dishonest. I questioned, “Do you not need our help? Did you 
ask your daughter to lie? Are these facts that are in your daughter’s letter not true?” The 
mother quickly said, “No. No. They are all true. It is just like my daughter wrote but I helped 
her write the letter. I could not do it myself and I knew she would not know how so I helped 
her write the letter.” I asked the mother, “Have you been able to pay your rent? Do you have 
food hidden somewhere I didn’t see? Is this new furniture I am sitting on? Are your bills all 
paid up to date?” I watched as the mother again shook her head as I asked each question and 
the daughter looked confused. The daughter said, “Mom. I told you to ask for help. I told you 
I wanted to write a letter because you were crying all the time. I know when you are sad. 
When our car wouldn’t start you were so sad. When the man came to our door asking for our 
rent I saw you cry. I thought when I wrote this letter it would make you happy again.” I took 
both the daughters and the mother’s hands in mine and said, “There is no shame in helping 
your daughter write the letter. You were not dishonest in your need for assistance. The Time 
Is Now to Help wants to make both of you happy again. If you are truly in need of our 
assistance, and I think you are, we can lend a hand.” The mother was crying when she 
nodded her head and whispered, “We are.”  

After her admission of need I asked to go over their bills and budget. The mother showed me 
her overdue rent notice, overdue utility bill and car repair invoice. We discussed each 
expense and after going over their budget I noted their rent and utilities were reasonable. The 
car was in need of a few additional repairs that we provided. After talking to the daughter 
about what she liked to cook for her mother I contacted a volunteer to pick up some of their 
favorite foods. The daughter was very excited to be able to cook for her Mother again.  

After our caring and sharing assistance this daughter and mother shared tears of joy and 
several hugs with me. The mother said, “I always read in the newspaper about all the good 
people that donate and volunteer to the Time Is Now to Help. This hug is for all of them.” 
Both the mother and daughter wrapped their arms around me and gave me a huge group hug. 
The daughter began to giggle and before long all three of us were laughing. This is how our 
fellow creations feel when we lift their burdens and pains of poverty and replace them with 
compassion. God Bless you for your support of our mission and all our good works “We” 
accomplish together. 

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, Fox Charities, Martin 
Business, Virginia Klaus, The Petco Foundation, Lake Geneva Petco, Paul Ziegler, Excel 
Family Chiropractic & Wellness, Elkhorn Chemical & Packaging, Mr. & Mrs. Robert 
Schuberth, Paper Dolls, Jeanne Allen, Leo & Mary Ann Kmiec, George & Lauretta 



Clettenberg, Barbara Kufalk, Bonnie Cowans, Phyllis Heinrich, James Borden, Susan 
Paddock, Shirley Waters, Tim & Laura Kolnik, Jerome & Peggy Serwa 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.         
 Honoraries: Lizabeth Boss & Kristine Andersen in honor of their annual sister’s 
birthday gift to each other. Happy Birthday!       
 Memorials: Tibbets Elementary PTA in memory of John Bever. Michael & Nancy 
McCabe in memory of Donald Sovick. The following donations were given in memory of 
Marty Hansen: Peggy Cardiff, Andrea Olson and Kenneth Richard.    
 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/

