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AMY’S COOKIES

In December 1997 our three-year-old daughter,

Amy, was diagnosed with acute lymphocytic

leukemia (ALL). We were in for a long haul; the

treatment for standard ALL was two and a half

years. We spent a lot of time at the clinic, the

hospital, and home. Many days, Amy was not well

enough to go out. It’s comforting to know that you

are not alone and that others are there to help—

we had lots of it.

One day my neighbor brought over sugar

cookies, already cut out and baked. She also

brought along frosting and sprinkles. She said that

she had thought about our daughter being home

all the time between treatments and thought she

might like something to do. Of course, Amy was

thrilled and had a wonderful afternoon decorating

and frosting cookies.

My girlfriends, who also had small children,

thought about Amy being bored at home all the

time and came up with a great solution. Once a

month they would round up some of their kids’ toys

that weren’t played with much and would bring

them over. Amy would have a great time playing

with “new” toys. My girlfriends also instituted

“Girls’ Night Out.” They knew that I needed to get

away from the house and sickness.

There are so many things that you can do to help

someone during a difficult time. I think the most

important thing is that you do something. Cancer is

a very long, difficult, and isolating experience.

— PA M W A R N E R
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THE FOOD SHOWER

When a group of former neighbors realized that I

had been diagnosed with breast cancer and was

undergoing chemotherapy and radiation, they

wanted to do something. One lady in the group,

Mary Lou, had seen a television program about a

food shower for an expectant mother and soon

adapted the idea into a food shower for me—not

as an expectant mother(!), but as a cancer patient

whose energy and appetite just weren’t the same.

The day of the party, Mary Lou’s kitchen counter

was stacked high with all my food gifts. My spirits

were high and my heart was truly warmed by their

generosity and thoughtfulness. Imagine! For

months to come all I had to do was go to the

freezer for miniature muffins or a cup of soup or a

container of Mark’s delicious chili. The “cupboard”

was never bare! Some brought larger casseroles

for my family, and others knew that small portions

were all I could manage. I will be forever grateful

for a taste of this or a taste of that when I needed

it most.

This is a story I have often shared with others.

When you wonder what you can do for someone

who isn’t feeling well, here is your answer—

comfort food at its finest!

— J A N E B O M B E R G E R




