Once upon a time, there was a young lady named Debbie and her little girl who moved to the D.C. area 17 years ago.  They came with one small duffel bag between them—moving to escape an unsafe and abusive home.

When Debbie and her little girl, who was four, stepped off the train, they went to a phone booth where Debbie searched the Yellow Pages for some type of shelter.  It was the middle of December, two weeks before Christmas.  Debbie and her little girl had arrived from southern California where the weather was warm, and both were freezing.  She called the first ad she saw, which was for a 24-hour emergency shelter run by the Salvation Army.  A gentle voice answered the phone and within 10 minutes someone from the shelter came and rescued the young mother and daughter.

The next two weeks were filled with miracles.  Through the Salvation Army, Debbie found an apartment and a part-time job that paid minimum wage.  The little girl doesn’t remember all the details of her arrival in D.C., but she remembers her first Christmas here.  On Christmas Eve, Debbie walked to a local drug store with her little girl and a $5 bill in her pocket.  (The money was given to her by one of the volunteers at the local shelter.  She hadn’t received her first paycheck.)  She bought milk, a small box of cookies, Christmas tree garland, and scotch tape.

After dinner at the shelter, Debbie and the little girl went home.  They taped the garland to the wall in the shape of a Christmas tree.  They had no furniture because the Salvation Army wasn’t able to deliver items until after the first of the year.  So instead, the two sat on the hardwood floor with an overturned box, which they used as a table for their cookies and milk.  Debbie had not felt this safe and content in a long time.  She felt truly blessed to have the Salvation Army helping her.

That evening, she and her little girl sang Christmas songs and laughed about how Santa was going to have to come through the front door, since they didn’t have a chimney.  The next morning, the little girl got a pink teddy bear (which she still has today), Pez candy, a pink shirt and pants set with shoes to match—gifts from the “Angel Tree” program sponsored by the Salvation Army.

Debbie came to this area with no support from family or friends.  She worked to build a strong, supportive network for her daughter, utilizing the Salvation Army’s services throughout her little girl’s adolescent and pre-teen years.  The little girl grew up with Christian youth group, summer camp, learning to play the trumpet, traveling with gospel choir, and making friends to last a lifetime.  To this day, she volunteers during the holidays at the same shelter that helped her and her mom.

I’m sharing this story with you because I want you to feel touched with the giving spirit.  I want to hit home with you.  The best and most honest way I could think of was to share a true story, MY story.  Debbie is my mom, and I am that little girl.  I have to admit it was difficult for me to write this, mainly because it is very personal.  However, I was moved by the cause, the experience, and the Spirit to share my story with you.

I am not soliciting donations for the Salvation Army, but I would like to encourage you to give to any organization sponsored by CFC—perhaps one that may have helped or even saved your life or the life of someone you know.  I know many of you already give on a regular basis, either through your own personal tithes or payroll deduction.  My plea to you is to give a little extra…

Sincerely,

Marissa
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