How To Grow Rich... With No Money

My little boy stood close to my side in our new back yard in Houston, Texas.

He would soon be attending a pre-school program where most of the children spoke
Spanish. I was busy making our home comfortable before our new baby would
arrive in a few short weeks. Everything in our lives was new and different.

The grassy back yard was fenced to a back alley where generations before us had
put their trash each week for pick up. The alley worked well for many things
including deliveries, utility maintenance and even security, but added another fence
between neighbors making new friendships just a little more difficult. Making a new
home so far from family and friends was a frightening and lonely task.

A silver haired man came from nowhere to greet us. He had a quiet voice and warm
smile. Mr. Weber would become a very important man in our lives, but on this
warm spring day, he was a welcome visitor in this new world.

He was a confirmed bachelor now in his golden years. Having lived with his Mom
until her recent death, he now lived alone and worked as caregiver to others around
him, especially the children. He asked me what I enjoyed doing as when he learned I
could sew and refinish furniture he offered me a small children’s wardrobe to help
fill my growing families needs.

A few days later he knocked at our back door with fabric and a pattern. He had
taken a small neighborhood child named Tina out to shop for school clothes.
Together they had picked out fabric and the right size pattern and offered to pay me
for my making the small dress.

Soon, I had the money for the paint remover and varnish needed for the little
wardrobe and Tina had new dresses for school. Tina was a very quiet 6 year old
child who beamed at the sight of her new clothes.

The summer continued in much the same pattern. More furniture appeared and
with it opportunities to earn a little money.

I never learned much about Mr. Weber’s own life other than each new project he
created to help others. I only saw his house and yard from the alley. Every inch was
filled with salvaged goods of every sort. His talent for “re-purposing” things was
wonderful. He seemed to have a small guidance system within his heart that told
him when and where to save string, lumber and other well used items. His instinct
to know when others were hurting or in need was as keen as his desire to help.

The day Mr. Weber arrived with a package of fresh pork chops was the day [ knew
this special person was serving a higher existence. I gratefully accepted the gift and
then he added 2 bright red tomatoes still warm from the Texas sun. Tonight’s meal
was no longer a problem and I realized I was in good care.



Those three years passed quickly. We now had my baby girl and our life in the new
city was comfortable. The days were filled with a variety of projects that all seem to
begin with a visit from Mr. Weber. The children began each day at the back fence
looking for signs of our kind neighbor.

A call from a friend at church asked if we could take in children who needed a
temporary home while their family lives were sorted out. Not knowing how we
would cover all the needs we offered to do what we could. Three young children
soon arrived at our front door and we expanded our table and rooms to meet their
needs. Once again Mr. Weber arrived with extra food from him backyard garden
and everyone was fed. Extra clothing soon followed and were washed and put into
use by the three special children.

Looking back, I realize that time of our lives was lean compared to others. I never
learned much about Mr. Weber’s life but he seemed to always be busy being a part
of helping others. Money was not abundant, but the goods and services that filled
the needs for so many other people was more than needed. The only limitation to
delivering the many things to help others was just the time it took each day to make
them happen.

Mr. Weber had replaced needs with the desire to help others. Money was replaced
with other resources. His power to help others had met no limits. He was wealthy
beyond all earthly resources.

When we are given the desire to help others, we are also given great resources. We
have to be extremely wealthy in spirit to give to others. Learning to give is as simple
as growing your own wealth. Give to others of your time, labor and share what you
have and you will be amazed at how much more will arrive to fill the empty space in
your own pantry.

Accumulating personal stuff only makes us the caretaker of stuff. Life will be lost in
guarding and polishing our treasures, but when we give it away, it gives us time to
live life in a way that makes our heart fill with a greater and lasting joy.

In Memory of Mr. Lynn Weber, a very wealthy man.
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