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Most of us have received chain email messages that 
encourage us to pass them on to a certain number of 
others, with wonderful promises attached if we do. Some 
of these emails are meaningful and touch our hearts, 
while others we discard almost instantly without giving 
them a second glance. In either case, we often simply 
don’t want to get caught up in a nonsensical race to keep 
a chain of messages going. 

Yet, there are times that we are actually excited to pass 
on a message, feeling for sure that it will brighten a loved 
one’s day or provide some encouragement to a troubled 
friend. 

On the occasion of Eid we especially think about 
passing on something meaningful to others. It often 
doesn’t take a whole lot. Sometimes the smallest kind 
deed can make a big difference, like the following story 
illustrates:

“One little smile went on its merry way. First it went to 
the boy across the street. Next it was passed to his mom, 
who was sick in a hospital bed. From her it bounced to 
the next sick person in the hospital room. After it lingered 
there for a while, it moved out the door on the face of 
a visitor. It hopped on a bus, fixing itself to the driver, 
who then passed it on to his wife when he got home. 
She passed it on to their young son, who cheerfully gave 
it to his aunt. And the smile went throughout the day, 
to this person and then to that one, sometimes to more 
than one at a time. What could have been a trying day 
for some turned into a day of cheer. The smile, though 
passed on to another, left its trace on every heart; the joy 
lingered on. You never know what decision is brewing 
in someone’s mind today. Your smile, or the bit of love 
you passed on to someone in a simple way could be the 
answer to another’s prayers.—And the joy will always, in 
some way, come back to you again. Often you won’t even 
know that the love that’s being shown to you through a 
smile was a result of the smile chain you started—many 
weeks ago.”

During these special holidays, may each of us be 
faithful to pass on that smile, that little bit of love, that 
kind word, and that message of hope. –We’ll never lose 
by passing on these valuable life-giving gifts. 

Blessed Eid! Pass it on!

	 Christina Lane
	 For Motivated
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Giving

Success is not 
getting the most 
you can, but 
giving the best 
you can.

One makes a living 
by what he gets; 
and a life 
by what he gives.

The surest way to 
have happiness 
and peace of mind 
is to give them to 
somebody else.

A small gift will do 
if your heart 
is big enough.

What I spent, I had.
What I kept, I lost.
What I gave, I have.

Following the path a 
short distance he found a 
spring of ice-cold water, 
above which hung an old-
fashioned gourd dipper. 

On a bench nearby was 
a basket of summer apples 
with another sign, “Help 
Yourself”.

His curiosity aroused, 
the young man sought 
out the old couple who 
lived in the little house 
and questioned them 
about the signs and the 
fruit. He learned that they 
were childless, and that 
their poor farm yielded 
them a scant living. But 
because they had such 
an abundance of cold 
spring water and fruit 
they felt rich and wanted 

to share it with any 
one who might pass 
that way. “We’re too 
poor to give money 

to charity,” the old 
gentleman said, “but 

we thought maybe in 
this way we could do 
something for folks who 
pass our way.”

he following story was 
told by an enthusiastic 
traveler and writer. 

On one of his trips 
through the rustic 
country side, weary and 
thirsty, he came to a small 
unpainted house that 
stood atop a fairly steep 
hill. Near one side of the 
road was a crude signpost 
finger pointing to a well-
worn path, and a sign that 
read, “Come in and have a 
cool drink”. 
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One late afternoon, 
wanting to be alone, I 
entered an art gallery and 
sat down amid the silence 
and semi-darkness. It 
was a gloomy place at 
that hour. The stained 
glass windows were 
especially forbidding. 
Presently a caretaker 
approached me, and 
thinking he wished 
me to leave so that he 
could lock up, I started to go. “Oh 
no,” he whispered, “don’t go until the lights come 
on!”

 So I waited. The room became darker, the 
shadows deepened, the windows were ugly and 
repelling and I wanted so much to leave. Then 
suddenly the street lights came on in full and the 
whole scene was changed!

What a transformation! I thought I had never 
seen such exquisite coloring, such heavenly 
suggestiveness as the windows gave forth in their 
wonderful coloring! Everything was enhanced 
with unearthly beauty that fed my soul, and I 
wanted to capture and keep it forever!

Then I thought of the darkness which had 
shrouded many times my spirit, and how 
inexplicably it can vanish 
with hope coming in and 
its light flooding the soul. 
I had learned a secret 
from that old caretaker,  
yes  I  had! 

“Don’t go 

until the lights 

come on!”
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Hope never quits, 
faith never stops 

trusting, 
and love never fails.

While there’s life, 
there’s hope.

For there is hope of a 
tree, if it be cut down, 

that it will sprout 
again, and that the 

tender branch thereof 
will not cease. 

—  Proverb

Hope never quits, 
faith never stops 

trusting, 
and love never fails.

While there’s life, 
there’s hope.

For there is hope of a 
tree, if it be cut down, 
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again, and that the 

tender branch thereof 
will not cease. 

—  Proverb
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and love never fails.
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Selflessness

I was very proud of my daughter Emilia. At 
only nine years old, she had been carefully saving 
her allowance money all year and trying to earn 

extra money by doing small jobs around the 
neighbourhood. Emilia was determined 

to save enough to buy a girl’s mountain 
bike, an item for which she’d been 
longing.

“How’re you doing, honey?” I asked 
her. I knew she had hoped to have all the 

money she needed by the end of the year. 
“I have forty-nine dollars, Daddy,” she said. 

“I’m not sure if I’m going to make it.” 
“You’ve worked so hard,” I said encouragingly. 

“Keep it up. But you know that you can have your 
pick from my bicycle collection.” 

“Thanks, Daddy. But your bikes are so old.” 
I smiled to myself because I knew she was right. 

As a collector of vintage bicycles, all my girls’ bikes 
were 1950s models—not the kind a kid would 
choose today. 

Soon after, Emilia and I went comparison 
shopping, and she saw several less expensive bikes 
for which she thought she’d have to settle. As we left 
one store she noticed a volunteer collecting money 
for charity. “Can we give them something, Daddy?” 
she asked. 

“Sorry, Emilia, I’m out of change,” I replied. 
Emilia continued to work hard all through 

the rest of the month, and it seemed she might 
make her goal after all. Then suddenly one day, 
she came downstairs to the kitchen and made an 
announcement to her mother. 
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Unselfishness is 
a habit that you 
have to cultivate.

Fill your life with 
love and you’ll 

have no room for 
selfishness.

If there is no way 
to give a festive 

gift, give of 
yourself.

Our smallest 
efforts are 

magnified when 
the motives 

behind them are 
unselfish!

“Mom,” she said 
hesitantly, “you know all the 
money I’ve been saving?” 

“Yes, dear,” smiled my 
wife Diane. 

“I feel that God wants 
me to give it to the poor 
people.” 

Diane knelt down to 
Emilia’s level. “That’s a very 
kind thought, sweetheart. 
But you’ve been saving all 
year. Maybe you could give 
some of it.” 

Emilia shook her head 
vigorously. “I think God 
wants me to give it all.” 

When we saw she was 
serious, we gave her various 
suggestions about where 
she could contribute. But 
it seemed like Emilia was 
firm in her decision, and 
so one cold morning, with 
little fanfare, she handed 
her total savings of $58 to 
the same surprised and 
grateful volunteer we had 
seen previously.

Moved by Emilia’s 
selflessness, I suddenly 
noticed that a local car 
dealer was collecting used 
bicycles to refurbish and 
give to poor children. And 
I realized that if my nine-
year-old daughter could 
give away all her money, I 
could certainly give up one 
bike from my collection. 

As I picked up a shiny 
but old-fashioned kid’s bike 
from the line in the garage, 
it seemed as if a second 
bicycle in the line took on a 
glow. Should I give a second 

bike? No, certainly one 
would be enough. 

But as I got to my car, I 
couldn’t shake the feeling 
that I should donate that 
second bike as well. And if 
Emilia could do it, I decided 
I could too. I turned back 
and loaded the second bike 
into the trunk, then took off 
for the dealership. 

When I delivered the 
bikes, the car dealer 
thanked me and said, 
“You’re making two kids 
very happy, dear sir. And 
here are your tickets.” 

“Tickets?” I asked. 
“Yes. For each bike 

donated, we’re giving 
away one chance to win a 
brand new men’s 21-speed 
mountain bike from a local 
bike shop. So here are your 
tickets for two chances.” 

Why wasn’t I surprised 
when that second ticket 
won the bike? “I can’t 
believe you won!” laughed 
Diane, delighted. 

“I didn’t,” I said. “It’s 
pretty clear that Emilia 
did.” 

 And why wasn’t I 
surprised when the bike 
dealer happily substituted 
a gorgeous new girl’s 
mountain bike for the man’s 
bike advertised? 

A coincidence? Maybe! 
I like to think it was 
God’s way of rewarding 
a little girl for a sacrifice 
beyond her years—while 
giving her dad a lesson in 
charity. 
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ForgivenessA young boy, being asked 
what forgiveness is, gave the 
beautiful answer: “It is the 
fragrance that flowers breathe 
when they are trampled upon.”

Forgiveness is the key that 
unlocks the door of resentment 
and the handcuffs of hate. It is 
a power that breaks the chains 
of bitterness and the shackles of 
selfishness. 

Forgiveness saves the 
expense of anger, the high cost 
of hatred, and the waste of 
energy.

Forgiveness is a funny thing. 
It warms the heart and cools 
the sting.

Humanity is never so 
beautiful as when praying 
for forgiveness, or else when 
forgiving another.

Wisdom
An Extract of
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These words made 
me see that my soul 
is much like that 
bone. When someone 
does me a wrong, 
I feel resentment. 
It’s natural. But as 
resentment takes root, 
it takes over, and my 
soul loses the strength 
to forgive.

Now, when I’m 
done a wrong, I’m 
quick to uproot it, 
before my good 
soul becomes too 
intertwined with bad 
feelings.

— Jane Tilley

Recently, when 
my dentist extracted 
one of my wisdom 
teeth, he told me 
this interesting fact: 
“When a tooth is 
removed soon after it 
becomes troublesome, 
the bone it’s lodged 
in lets go of the tooth 
easily. But when you 
allow time to pass, the 
bone becomes less 
forgiving. Good bone 
and bad tooth become 
intertwined.”

“Less forgiving...” 
my dentist said. 
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A doctor sat down and 
wrote a letter of thanks to a 
schoolteacher for having given 
him so much encouragement 
when he had been in her class 
30 years before. The following 
week he received an answer, 
written in a very shaky hand. 

“My dear Wajid: I want you to 

know what your note meant to me. 

I am an old lady in my eighties, 

living alone in a small room, 

cooking my own meals, lonely, and 

seeming like that last leaf on the 

tree. You will be interested to know, 

Wajid, that I taught school for 50 

years and in all that time, yours 

is the first letter of appreciation 

I have ever received. It came on a 

cold, blue morning and cheered 

my lonely old heart as nothing has 

cheered me in many years.”

Kind words are the music of the world.

In marriage, with children, at work, in any relationship 
— an ounce of praise, of sincere appreciation of some 
act or attribute, can very often do more than a ton of             
fault-finding. 

Don’t forget that appreciation is always appreciated.

The world’s most unsatisfied hunger is the hunger for 
appreciation.

The letter read:
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he home of a family 
was discovered on fire. 
They thought everybody 
was out but the baby. 
Then mother saved her. 
For years as the child 
grew up the mother went 
about the house with her 
hands covered. No one 
had ever seen her bare 
hands. 

One day, the daughter 
came into her room 
unexpectedly, and found 
the mother without her 
gloves on. Her hands 
were torn,  scarred and 
disfigured.

Instantly the mother 
tried to cover them as 
the girl came forward, 
but then she said, “I had 
better tell you about it. 
It happened when the 
fire raged in the house 
and you were in your 

cradle. I fought my way 
through the flames to get 
you. I wrapped you in a 
blanket and dropped you 
through the window, and 
somebody caught you. 
I could not go down the 
stairway, so I climbed out 
of the window. My hands 
were burnt, so I slipped 
and caught myself on 
the trellis work. When I 
fell, my hands were torn. 
The doctor did his best, 
but my dear, these hands 
were torn for you.”

And the girl, who had 
grown to womanhood, 
sprang toward her 
mother, took one hand 
and then the other, and 
buried her face in those 
hands, as she kept saying, 
“They are beautiful 
hands, beautiful hands.”
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Hands
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The heart has eyes that the mind knows nothing of.

Love is the threshold of everything beautiful.

Love is... believing, trusting, helping, encouraging, 
confiding, sharing, understanding, feeling, 

caring, praying, giving.

Where there is great love there are always 
great miracles.
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Candles 
of Hope


