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As I checked my email this morning, I saw a notification from the Government that I have been 

approved for the benefit and that a sum of $1000.00 will be deposited in my account. As I gazed 

at the e-mail, multiple emotions/feelings/thoughts engulfed my heart and mind. The images of 

malnourished infants dying in the presence of their helpless mothers, mothers begging for a piece 

of bread for their starving chidden, looking at me with a question in their eyes, and elderly/disabled 

men searching garbage bins for sustenance: all these images pose a question at my commitment to 

pluralism and conviction that we are all born from one cell. If I profess to believe in these lofty 

concepts, which I do, what moral right do I have to add the $1000.00 to my Annual Financial 

Statement which will stay there as a decorative addition to my financial worth? That $1000.00 

could give the gift of life to so many, wipe the tears of agonized mothers and inject hope where 

there was sheer despair – even if it is for one more day. On many such occasions, I had allowed 

my clever mind to use a defensive argument that it is the system which creates this and that we 

must change the system first. In the process, I conveniently allowed my mind to forget what Gandhi 

had said: “You be the change you want.” And why do I forget Mother Theresa who, when asked: 

“Hundreds of children die on the streets of Calcutta every day. How many can you save?” Her 

reply was “they die one at a time. And we will save them one at a time.” 

Yes, my $1000.00 may not change the world but it is a first little step for me to live my convictions. 

The joy of feeling the expressions of a mother who would see some bread for her children far 

outweighs any material joy. Perhaps some of you may be inspired to do the same and inspire one 

more person. If a hundred people do this, it will make a lofty sum of $1000,000. 

Dream we must. Every action first started with a dream.  

Love, 

Nurdin 


