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The adults began to trickle through the doors, filling the tables
in the front of the soup kitchen. At one of these tables sat a man who,
though he was young, appeared much older because of the many cares
written on his face. A long scar cut through one of his eyebrows, which
loomed darkly over his hollow eyes.

The young man, whose name was Joseph, observed our rather
conspicuous group of American volunteers for several minutes, then
beckoned to me. When I came to him, he asked me for sweets; he had
seen the bags of peppermints we carried, and could not remember the
last time he had had such a treat. I handed him some candy, then knelt
beside him, asking his name. He told me, and shared a part of his story:
he had been, he said, an “habitual criminal” for many years, until he had
given his life to the Lord. Though he had reformed, his life remained
hard, and I saw in his eyes both his sorrow and his hunger.

By far the tallest man in the room, the lanky, six-foot-ten-inch
man whom everyone knew simply as “Stretch” walked about the room,
seating those who came to the door. He was firm with them, repeatedly
telling them to stay seated, while volunteers brought them their plates;
not so long ago he had been one of the recipients, rather than the volun-
teers, at the soup kitchen, and he knew how the system worked.

Stretch shared with the Amerijcan visitors about his days as a
basketball player, which had ended due to a knee injury, and about his
family, whom he described as “the three women in my life who are very
jealous over me,” otherwise known as his wife and two daughters, aged
eight and eleven. He was glad to speak with us, yet his watchful eyes
never stopped scanning the room around him, making sure all was run-
ning smoothly.

A woman, followed by her husband and a teenaged girl, entered
and sat down. She was eager to speak with the American volunteers,
and smiled as I walked toward her, displaying two rows of broken and
missing teeth. Maureen began to share her story, as well as that of her
family.

“Life on the streets is hard,” she said. “I have had a knife put to
my throat; I was saved only by the grace of God. My husband has been
brutally mugged several times. I have lost both my daughters, and my
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Before the food was served, everyone involved with the soup
kitchen paused to join in a time of worship. The people began to sing,
lifting up praises in English, Shona, Ndebele. Looking around at the
faces in the room, my soul seemed to lift: the little old man in the Boston
Red Sox toboggan; the young woman in traditional African clothing,
holding her baby; the group of children, clustered together at one table;
black and white, young and old they came, hands lifted and eyes raised
to heaven, singing praises to Almighty God.

I felt my own eyes fill with tears; it took several moments before
I could join in, I was so taken aback by the sight before me. Iwanted
to run back to Alice, to tell her that the beauty of her country was still
evident, particularly in the strong faith of its people. I wanted to grab
Respect, Lennox, and all the other children we met and just hug them,
and tell them that I loved them and that God loved them. I wanted to
empty my suitcase then and there, and leave all my clothing with people
like Tracy who needed it much more than I did.

As T joined in the worship around me, I realized that, though I
had come intending to help the people of Zimbabwe, it was I who had
been blessed. I had caught a glimpse of heaven through African eyes,
and even then I knew that it was a sight I could never forget.
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