
GOOD PEOPLE GOOD STORIES

Get ready to feel inspired by life-changing acts of kindness by everyday people. Today, we are very excited to launch
GoFundMeâ€™s first ever podcast, True Stories of Good People. Our guests are truly inspiring people from all walks of
life, and we canâ€™t wait to share their stories.

Fill out the form here to share your personal story. After a surfing accident, a CT scan revealed Kafri had a
tumor in his brainâ€”lung cancer that had metastasized. A woman walking by flagged me down and said she
would go in and get me the coffee if I gave her my order. He did not do this now; it would be cruel and
indecent to do this now. Naturally, I was hesitant but I surmised quickly that if he were a serial killer,
stumbling onto me, his next victim, was an unusual stroke of luck. Part of him seemed willing to more or less
just about lie to someone with that kind of faith and trust, and what did that make him? Suggest a correction.
On my way home, I cried like a baby from happiness and the unexpected kindness bestowed upon me. We
made fairly quick work of digging my car out and we both went our separate ways. A few months ago, we
asked readers to share experiences in which a complete stranger went out of their way to help. The next
morning, our angel police officer took us to the office of a local lawyer who managed an emergency fund for
locals fallen on hard times. He sought support, but was floored by the costs of mental health therapies and the
lack of options for families of cancer patients. He drove out of the way for me, dropped me off, made sure I
got into my car at the station safely and refused gas money. Two days before, he had awakened very early and
tried to pray but could not. Looking at the torn-up hole in the ground there where the tree had gone over. This
June, he has an even bigger fundraising goal: half a million dollars. This was before Uber and there were no
taxis available. He had liked just being with her and talking to her. Lane A. He felt a terrible inner resistance
but could not feel what it was that it resisted. There is a mower cutting grass someplace off behind them. It
would not be a different stance or angle, but a difference in the very thing they were praying and deciding on
together. He might be somewhat of a hypocrite, like the Assyrians in Isaiah, which would be a far graver sin
than the appointmentâ€”he had decided he believed this. He was totally still except for moving his mouth, it
felt like. Their postures on the picnic table were both the same forward kind with their shoulders rounded and
elbows on their knees. No cash, no clothes, no wallets.


