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Did you ever wish to give a special gift, but had so little 

to give?  Did you ever wonder why you were kept in your 
circumstances when nothing good could possibly come from it?  
Let me tell you about... My Sunshine Girl!  

My family was breaking apart.  The three people I loved 
most in all the world would not cooperate, would not try to get 
along, would not look beyond their feelings:  And would not try 
to understand the feelings of each other.  It seemed I was the 
only person that cared about the pain we were inflicting on 
each other!  My heart was broken.  How could something so 
shattered ever be repaired?  The beautiful little eastern Oregon, 
U. S. A. farm which we had looked forward to for so long, and 
that we had moved to with such hope; our little bit of Heaven 
had become such a lot of Hell.  How do you even keep on 
living?  Why? 

One particularly unpleasant day, I just could not stand 
another harsh word or needless action.  Grabbing the car keys 
and heading out the door, I yelled, ‘You will just have to fight it 
out between yourselves.  I cannot try to keep peace between 
you any longer.’   

‘Where are you going?’  My husband Harry asked. 
‘I don’t care!’  I yelled over my shoulder. 
‘Do you have any money?’  Harry inquired. 
‘I don’t know.’  I replied. 
‘What will you do when the car runs out of gas?’ asked 

Harry:  ‘Where will you go?’ 
Getting into the car I stated, ‘I don’t know and I don’t 

care.’ 
Taking the keys from me, he tried to press a bill into my 

hand.  Throwing the bill on the ground, I yelled, ‘If you will not 
try to help me make a home out of this place, to make a 
happy and caring family for all of us to live in, why do you 
think I would want your money? 

My son, Jimmy, was putting a can of gasoline in the back 
seat; my daughter threw some clothing items onto the back 



seat.  Grabbing the car keys, I started the car and raced out 
of the driveway – the rear tires spewing out dirt and gravel. 

Wiping tears from my eyes, I realized I was on the 
outskirts of Ontario, located in what seemed to be in the 
easternmost part of the state of Oregon.  A restaurant and 
motel, whose blinking sign, was beckoning me to pull off the 
highway just pass the next off ramp.  I had driven south some 
80 or perhaps even 100 miles? 

Remembering I did not have a purse, money, or any ID, I 
shrugged and followed the impulse to turn into the parking lot.  
Jamming my foot on the brake, I stopped the car, and went 
into the motel office.  A young man was sitting behind the 
motel desk.  Inquiring about a job, the young man stated his 
stepmother owned the motel and was in one of the rooms.  I 
found her - bent over a bed and holding her back.  Asking her 
about a job, she stated I could use a spare room in her house 
if I would finish cleaning the rooms.  Her back had been giving 
her a lot of pain the past few days.   

When I had finished cleaning the rooms, her stepson 
showed me into the living room where she was lying on a 
couch.  Our chat that evening revealed that the small 
restaurant next door needed a split shift, part-time cook-
waitress-janitor.  They couldn’t pay much; but I could have all 
my meals. ‘Was I interested’? 

Lying in my borrowed bed, remembering the events of 
these past few days, I felt so lost, prayer seemed so futile:.  
‘Where was God?’  I was so alone; and it seemed as, ‘He was 
too busy to bother with my un-important hurts’.  Oh well, a 
nursing home, a short distance away, was hiring.  The motel 
owner had a white uniform which she did not want to keep.  It 
fit! 

I was hired and shown to my first patient.  She did not 
require much experience, only a lot of time.  She had a curved 
spine, diabetes, a heart problem, and a thyroid deficiency.  I 
‘You can could help her dress, eat, and then an aide would 
show me how to fix her hemorrhoids,’ I was informed as we 
entered her room.  Mentally recoiling, ‘I cannot touch this 
crooked, bug-eyed creature, I thought.’   

Then the memory of a caring Christian woman putting her 
arms around me and kissing my tears immediately flooded my 



mind:  I had so needed that bit of tenderness that time; and I 
had finally been able to kneel and pray for the first time in 
weeks.  I had mentally recoiled at that simple act of Christian 
kindness with the thought, ‘I couldn’t have done that for you’.  
But, that act of caring broke through the fog of my pain when 
words could not. 

Moving forward, I began learning to care for this woman, 
to find real beauty within this unattractive package.  Later, it 
became my privilege to carefully drape her dress over her 
painful back; and to fix her hemorrhoids.   

I learned that her husband had left her to raise her only 
child alone.  She had lived the principles of our shared Master 
and taught them to her son.  He had been killed a few years 
earlier.  No other family did she have:  only the hope of 
meeting her son in God’s kingdom.  Her money was gone.  She 
was a welfare patient.  Her diet was so limited; [even as 
limited] as were her activities.  Her life held so little pleasure.   

‘Why am I here, what do I have to offer anyone?  What 
use could God have for me here?’ she wondered.  This woman 
of so much beauty, who had so little, gave so much.  She 
wrapped her need in hope, tied it with faith and handed it to 
me on the sunshine of her life!   

I needed to be needed.  I was determined to learn how 
to be the very best nurse’s aide I could be.  I bade her 
goodbye until we meet again in God’s kingdom.  Telling the 
motel owner of why I had chosen to serve God some 20 years 
ago, I thanked her and prepared for the trip home.   

Later I completed a Nurse’s Aide course and went back to 
work at the nursing home.  Inquiring about my beautiful friend, I 
learned she had been released from this life.  But I shall 
always treasure and remember the healing gift that I received 
from my Sunshine Girl! 

 

A note from the editor and publisher:  One of the 
fundamental and basic social requirements of human life is the need 
for human interaction.  We are created in the image of God.  God has 
created us for His pleasure.  Revelation 4:11.  Not only do we need to 
be needed, God desires, wants, and needs to be needed.  God longs to 
bestow His abundant and great blessings on His obedient and loving 
children.  And we need to let Him do it.  Please read Acts 5:32. 


