I have a friend of mine who sends out a “Thought of the Day”.  Occasionally she gets a response to the "thoughts" and how someone needed to hear that that day, or it was special to them because...  Usually just a couple of lines.  The thought for this day inspired someone to share their story.  I've asked permission to share it and this person said they'd be honored.  I am withholding the name for the sake of confidentiality.  I hope you enjoy this story as much as I did.  It's truly inspirational.

“Thought of the Day”

“The surest cure for an empty feeling...is to think and act to cultivate a

genuine concern for everyone, especially those who have it rough.”





--Norman Vincent Peale
Funny story about your "thought for the day":

About ten years ago, not long after I'd retired after an exciting 15-year career as an alcohol, cocaine, and tobacco addict, I discovered that I still felt like crap, even though I'd been clean for a few months. I mean, why was the world being so tough on me? Why was I afflicted with anxiety, anger, self-loathing etc.? Whine, whine, whine!!

Well, I went to see my doctor. He listened to my sob story for a few minutes, then said, "I have just the thing for you, Bill!" He grabbed his prescription pad and started to write.

I was thinking, "Alright! He's gonna give me a prescription to Prozac or Zoloft or some other anti-depressant! My problem will be cured with a pill"

My doctor said, "Now, I want you to try this for six weeks, then come back and talk to me and tell me how well it's working." He tore off the sheet from the pad and handed it to me.

On the prescription sheet, he'd written "Perform 2 hours of volunteer service per week."

I was shocked, speechless. I mumbled, "uh, okay," and left his office.  Later that day, still in shock with my self-absorption in tatters, I called an organization in San Francisco near my home, Project Open Hand. They deliver food every day to homebound people living with AIDS.

That Friday, I started volunteering for Project Open Hand two hours per week, delivering food. I'd show up for my route with all kinds of things on my mind ("wife hates me" or "not enough money" or "boss is a jerk" or "gotta lose weight"), then spend a couple hours helping 20 or so people stay as healthy as possible while they fought a deadly disease. Some of them, barely able to walk, would open the door to their homes (usually in squalid, horrible neighborhoods) and take the food from my hand, give me a big smile, and a truly heartfelt, "Thank you!"

Guess what? By the end of the route, I no longer had any problems. My life was suddenly okay (not great, not terrible, but okay), the way it's always been and always will be.

I volunteered for Project Open Hand once a week for seven years. I went back to see my doctor in six weeks and let him know everything was, after all, pretty good. A few months later, I received a form letter from his office, notifying me that he had decided to give up his practice so that he and his wife could work full-time at a nearby homeless shelter.

Memo to self:  Grace happens!

