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Dedication

To those who shine their light so brightly on others





Epigraph

Kindness is the sunshine in which virtue grows.

—Robert Green Ingersoll
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Prologue

I had been planning myself an epic fiftieth-birthday party for a year. “Save the date” emails were sent out months before with fancy hotel rooms booked at the Bellagio, concert plans, spa reservations, and a big blowout dinner in the hotel restaurant’s private dining room. Never in my life had I planned a crazy birthday trip like this, but you only turn fifty once. I figured this might be my only chance to do it up big. I bought a sparkly Vegas birthday dress that was fabulously flashy but comfortable enough to dance the night away.

And then, just a few months before my half-a-century birthday was to take place, a once-in-a-century pandemic helped bring everyone’s big plans to a screeching halt.

My wonderful husband, Sean, thought if I couldn’t go to Vegas, he would bring Vegas to me. He organized a special social-distancing fiftieth birthday for me during the pandemic by turning our dining and living room into a casino. While I slept, he spent the evening putting up a huge Las Vegas backdrop and setting up a roulette game on the dining room table. There were oversize playing cards and decorations all over the walls. He was in contact with my girlfriends Karen and Allison from Houston, who arranged for balloons and flowers to be delivered and set up in front of my house. They’d been on the invite list to help me celebrate my big five-oh in Vegas.

After a birthday breakfast in my Vegas kitchen, my friend Jillian Mele arranged a Zoom phone call with my coworkers from Fox. I took a screenshot of the Brady Bunch boxes with everyone who joined in to wish me a happy birthday via video. My sister-in-law popped by to bring gourmet donuts, a designer mask for me to wear, and even more balloons to add to the celebration.

Just when I thought things couldn’t get any better, my husband told our kids to take me into the backyard and keep me there until four p.m. The boys had smiles on their faces but were sworn to secrecy. When it was time, I was brought out onto my front stoop while my oldest son, Matthew, grabbed my cell phone and started videotaping. I started hearing horns and fire-truck sirens. A parade of vehicles with neighbors and friends was coming down my street, yelling and singing “Happy Birthday” out of their windows and sunroofs. My little town’s volunteer fire truck and a neighborhood police car were following Sean, who was dressed in a dinosaur costume (I love dinosaurs) and riding his bike while Matthew videotaped me with tears streaming down my face, laughing and crying at the same time.

My neighbor Dervla had set up a table in front of my house with champagne (for those who weren’t driving). And even though I couldn’t physically hug everyone, I felt those embraces from six feet away.

That day was so full of sunshine, despite the actual overcast skies and even darker circumstances we were living under. I told Sean afterward that the celebration of five full decades on earth during a pandemic was easily the best birthday I’d ever had. Vegas will always be there, but the day I had was something priceless that you couldn’t buy. My expression in the video says it all.

My birthday celebration was just one of millions happening across the world for the months we were all in lockdown. Car parades were just one of the ways people were adapting to the new normal. These kinds of stories were happening everywhere. The huge cheers and banging of pots and pans that you heard every night, also featured on all the nighttime newscasts, originating from apartment buildings at seven p.m. to salute our heath care workers as they changed shifts. The opera singers on balconies, serenading audiences of next-door neighbors instead of the opera halls they usually performed in with thousands of people.

You heard and read about strangers using their stimulus checks to help businesses that were struggling to stay open, and restaurants that were donating meals to those who couldn’t afford to feed their families. These real-life moments were sweeping the nation and being shared by millions through social media. We found out in this pandemic that kindness is also contagious.

I’ve been reading and writing good-news stories for many years now, and I thought I had seen my share of spreading sunshine. Then COVID-19 struck as I was halfway through writing this book. Incredibly, I started to notice more stories than ever before about the kindness and goodwill of others. During the most challenging times—and the darkest of moments—the goodness of others shines the brightest. You’ll read about people in this book like Rebecca Mehra from Washington State, who early on (before we really knew the scope of how bad the pandemic would be) bought groceries for an elderly couple in a store parking lot who were too afraid to go in to get items themselves. There’s Robertino the respiratory therapist, who decided to attach a picture of himself smiling through his PPE so that his patients would know what he looked like underneath his head-to-toe medical scrubs and mask; and there’s the school principal who decided to go door-to-door to congratulate each of his students who couldn’t have a proper graduation thanks to the lockdown.

My family needed bright spots, because in March and April we tragically lost both of my husband’s parents to coronavirus. Along with thousands of other families, we experienced death without being able to see our loved ones before they died, unable to have funerals or celebrate their lives in the traditional ways we normally do to help with the grieving process. However, as we look back at these months of pain, we also see the moments of incredible kindness and sunshine that helped us get through it. I found that writing this book, and sharing the stories I was working on with my family, brought joy and comfort during these unprecedented times. Complete strangers became instant friends during the interviews, and I would feel so happy having that human connection, even if it was just virtually through an online tele-conference.

My son Matthew and I would go for walks in our neighborhood, and I would tell him about my book on the kindness of others. He couldn’t wait to find out about the newest interviews I had completed and the incredible real-life stories I was learning about. I told him it’s a great lesson to be able to find and look for these moments of sunshine and allow the bright light from others to shine through.

We can be so powerful as humans when we are kind to each other. And it doesn’t have to be big things—it can just be little moments between two people, like the story of the FedEx driver who took a few minutes to wipe down a package in hopes of protecting an immune-compromised customer. Kindness can cause a chain reaction toward others, like the man who sends roses to people who have lost their loved ones on Valentine’s Day. From that chain reaction, a spark so powerful can begin a movement that spreads into communities or even across the world. There’s the story of my friend Ray, a 9/11 firefighter who made sure his fellow first responders would be taken care of after being diagnosed with World Trade Center illnesses. But no matter how big or small, all of it is important. Sometimes we just have to look around for that light to hold on to.

Finding those moments is what I call “making your own sunshine.”

And the light from others will always help guide our way.

Even during the darkest days, one small gesture of goodness can lighten any mood or atmosphere. And sometimes it takes only a few seconds to make sunshine and pass it on. The forecast always needs a little more kindness and love. Here in your hands is a book filled with hope and happiness, but sometimes, as in life, that happiness and sunshine has to come after the stormiest moments.

Because I’ve learned one thing—as long as we have love and kindness, there will be sunshine, too.


Chapter 1

Handle with Care

Social media can be a very dark place. Scrolling through Facebook or Twitter can make you feel pretty awful if you let it. However, it can be a tremendous place to amplify the good-news stories, too. Briefly, the pettiness gives way to something wonderful.

Carrie Blasi decided to share a story on Twitter that happened to her family during the pandemic. A FedEx delivery driver took an extra few minutes to sanitize a box before leaving it on her doorstep because he saw a sign saying someone at their house was immunocompromised.

Justin Bradshaw was the FedEx driver who delivered the box to their home in Boca Raton, Florida, and not only wiped down the box but left a kind note that said: “I sanitized your box when I saw the note on your door. Stay safe.”

Carrie also had video proof from her home security camera capturing this kind act, which she posted. Thousands of accounts shared it, adding messages of hope and love. I was so grateful to talk to Carrie about the moment and why she wanted to put it out there for the world to see. I knew, as soon as I met her over FaceTime, that I instantly loved her and her family.

She says she never expected the story to take off like it did. It was the first tweet she had ever sent, and she did it to find the FedEx driver and thank him.

Emma, her youngest child, was diagnosed with type 1 diabetes when she was two and a half years old. Carrie is always thinking about Emma, now eleven. Especially now, with a virus known to hit diabetics hard. A lot goes into taking care of someone with this severe version of diabetes. Carrie and her husband, Andy, have been fighting it with Emma for nine years now, trying to keep her healthy. They constantly have to monitor her glucose levels. Their main concern is if Carrie or her husband were to get sick, who would care for Emma? None of the other family members know how to manage a type 1 diabetic, or give insulin, or change her insulin pump.

Carrie says she and her husband always manage everything for Emma when it comes to her health, and they’re very up-front with her. “We let her know what will happen if she gets too much or too little insulin, and we’ve never had her change her own insulin infusion sites.”

Because of the pandemic, Carrie is trying to teach Emma how to care for herself in case she or her husband gets sick. That’s scary for caretakers who have a child depending so heavily on them. The details of what she and her husband do are incredible: “We have to check her blood glucose every three hours, and she wears an insulin pump that looks like a little beeper. It has a catheter that goes into her stomach or wherever I decide to put it. That gets changed every two days. She also wears a continuous glucose monitor on her arm that gets changed every seven days.”

Carrie explains there’s a wire that goes into Emma’s arm, and it reads her glucose levels through her fluids. Those also all have to be changed. “So, that’s seven days, and the insulin pump is every two days. But we have to dose her for every time she eats something, so you have to enter in the amount of carbs she’s eating, you have to make sure her glucose levels are within her target range . . .”

Every day is different for Emma with her glucose levels. If they give her too much insulin and she drops too low, she could die. It’s scary for Carrie to think that if she or her husband gets sick, no one else is capable to take over. Emma has had to go to the hospital only once since being diagnosed: Her pump was giving her too much insulin, and it was malfunctioning. It’s a complicated and scary disease for a loved one to live and deal with.

I ask how they found out Emma had the illness. Carrie says at the time, they didn’t know that much about it, even though they should have, because Carrie’s paternal grandfather had it. “I knew he was diabetic, because he lost his leg. But I didn’t know my father had it until we had Emma.”

Carrie’s father passed away before she was born. They never found out why he died.

“He was a basketball coach at a high school, and he was playing with a bunch of his friends when he collapsed. He started to vomit, and they didn’t let him vomit—they instead started giving him mouth-to-mouth. So the cause of death was aspiration. But this whole mystery—why he passed out first. Why did that happen? We thought maybe he had an aneurysm.”

After Emma was diagnosed, Carrie says she decided to find out more about why her father died. She kept thinking that maybe he also had type 1 diabetes and no one knew. Emma’s endocrinologist went through their family history and asked if she could get ahold of Carrie’s father’s death certificate or autopsy report. They found it, and the doctor could tell right away from some of the levels on the report that Carrie’s dad was an undiagnosed type 1 diabetic.

“The vomiting was a sign of diabetic ketoacidosis. Had they taken him to the hospital, they would have checked his glucose, and they would have seen that his blood sugar was extremely elevated, and he would have been a diagnosed. Back then, in 1969, they didn’t go to the doctors if you were healthy. They didn’t do family history checks and have all those warning signs. So, long story short, I should have known about type 1, but I didn’t.”

Carrie says they owe it to a neighbor, whose son was type 1, who helped her realize her own daughter had the same thing. She started seeing signs to look for. “At two years old, Emma was drinking a lot of milk, going through a gallon of milk every two days. When she would sleep at night, she would go to the bathroom through her diaper, and it would leak onto the floor. It was sticky, like syrup.”

Carrie called her friend, who told her she thought Emma might have diabetes; she was thirsty and losing weight. Her friend told Carrie to take her to the doctor and have them check her glucose.

Carrie says type 1 is misdiagnosed quite a bit because the symptoms mimic the flu or an illness. “Sometimes doctors will check these kids, and they’ll say, ‘Oh, just let them sleep it off, they have a cold or a flu. Don’t worry about it.’ And send them home. And then these kids go into a diabetic coma.”

When Emma’s doctor said the same thing—she’s fine, don’t worry—Carrie told him to take her glucose. She didn’t care if they charged her out of pocket. She demanded it. The doctor came back and admitted Carrie was right. “Normal glucose level is about eighty to a hundred. Hers was over seven hundred.”

Emma was sent straight to the hospital, and she stayed over a week. Carrie and her husband had to learn so many things to keep their daughter alive. “I felt like I was back at school again. We had to learn all the things that we could and couldn’t do with her insulin needs. That was scary; it’s all she’s ever known.”

Carrie says if she could pick any kid to have something, Emma would be the one, because she handles her situation so well. “She doesn’t complain. She doesn’t cry. She doesn’t fight me on anything. She’s a good soul. And she’s made it easy for us to manage her, but [like] any parent, I would love for her not to have this.”

I tell Carrie how glad I am to hear her explain this illness, because I think as a society, unless you have someone in your life who has diabetes, not many people know how to diagnose it or what to look for.

And Carrie says she’s so glad the kindhearted FedEx delivery man story gave her a platform, because not only is it highlighting the goodness from people in a pandemic, it’s also educating people on type 1 diabetes.

“Because when Emma is at school, kids will say, ‘Oh, you’re diabetic because you ate all that junk food,’ or just stuff that they probably hear at home. It’s so heartbreaking for me to hear her come home and say that. And she’s good, she brushes it off because she knows the truth, and she can either choose to educate them or not. But I’m glad that this is at least putting type 1 diabetes out there. So people will research it and read about it and know the difference between type 1 and type 2 diabetes.”

It’s not reversible, she tells me. It’s not easily managed. “People don’t understand that. If we don’t check her, she could die. I hear about type 1s that go to college, and they go to bed, they’re out partying, and they never wake up, and that scares me.”

Carrie tells me that every time they get a package on their doorstep, a motion detector lets them know something is there to be picked up. At the start of the lockdown, she would go outside to spray the delivery with bleach. She’d then leave the box out until nighttime, when she could put gloves on and open it outside. She would then dump the contents into a basket and sanitize the contents of the package.

“So when I went outside to spray this particular box, I looked down at it and noticed there was writing on it that said: ‘I saw your note, I sanitized your box. Be safe.’ And then I looked at the box, and the label was all smeared, and I could tell that he was telling the truth. He had really sanitized it.”

Carrie turned around and went inside and told her husband. “I said, ‘Andy, you’re not going to believe what’s outside.’ And of course, my husband is like, ‘Oh my gosh, what’s out there?’ [chuckle] I’m like, ‘He sanitized the box.’ And he’s looking at me like I’m insane . . . Because I get excited about this kind of stuff. And he said, ‘That’s great, Carrie. Awesome.’ And Emma’s looking at me like, ‘When’s dinner gonna be ready?’” [chuckle]

Afterward, her husband told her she should tweet about it. Carrie had never really used Twitter before, but she did, and she decided to also tag the local news channel in the hope that they might pick it up. “Because I wanted to thank him, because that was one of the nicest things, I know it’s just sanitizing a box, but it was so heartfelt, and he did it out of the kindness of his own heart . . .”

Carrie also went back and watched the video on her security camera. “He didn’t know he was on the video. You can see him clearly. He walked up to the box, took a step back, read the note, and then he thought about it. He made the decision to turn around and go get sanitizing wipes from his truck to wipe it down . . .”

Carrie tells me the note she leaves for deliveries says: “Somebody lives here that has an autoimmune disease. Leave the box. I’m not going to sign it. I’m not signing for anything.”

Carrie says the note she posted never said to sanitize the boxes. That’s why this delivery person was different. Many don’t even take the time to read her warning. She laughs when she remembers one delivery: “I had a different person ring my doorbell profusely, because he needed me to come out and sign for a package, and I thought to myself, Do you not read?” [chuckle]

Meanwhile, the local news channel emailed Carrie after she posted her tweet and said they saw her story, could they run a piece on it? The next day she had a message from one of the FedEx driver’s friends, asking if they could connect Carrie with Justin, the kind man who went out of his way to help sanitize the package.

“And, of course, they are amazing humans. Both he and his wife.”

Justin’s wife told Carrie she was grateful her husband was getting the recognition he deserves, even though he’s really shy.

Carrie says Justin’s daughter was born a micropreemie, so tiny that she could fit in his palm. That’s one of the reasons why he took the extra step to help her sanitize the package. He would want someone to do the same for his family.

Carrie says they are amazing people, and she considers them part of her family now. Lifelong friends. She just knows it. “I would pick them as a friend any day of the week.”

Carrie says when she finally spoke to Justin, he said he wrote on the box only because he felt that he had smeared the label so badly when he wiped it down. “He didn’t want me to think he had ruined the box on purpose. I didn’t really care about that. It was just the kindness, that he just . . . some people don’t do that, they don’t think to do that . . .”

Carrie says since the story went viral, she could spend days and days reading all the comments. She hasn’t read one negative thing and realizes now more than ever that we need to hear stories like this.

“I keep thinking of that song ‘Imagine’ by John Lennon. If one person did what he did and just followed suit, I just can’t imagine. We would be in such a better place as a country . . .”

I tell Carrie one of the themes I’ve learned from doing these stories is you have to look for the sunshine, or sometimes you have to make your own. Facing hardships is the most ordinary thing in the world. Most of us come to realize that the sunshine comes out after the storm. Kindness is a skill, and it can grow from challenges that you’ve been through. Your life is precious, and every day is a gift, even the hard ones.

Carrie says now, when Justin drives by their house, he’ll honk, and the kids will all know it was him driving by.

“What he did for my family is just one little thing, and I’m just one little person, but this story has given a platform to acknowledge kindness, and that kindness does matter. And do it, don’t be afraid to do it.”

I tell her there are so many layers to this story—the fact that it’s educating people about type 1 diabetes, and also the FedEx company knows now that they have an awesome employee!

Before we end our call, I ask Carrie if things are getting better with a diabetes diagnosis. Is the technology is getting better? Is there hope on the horizon for those who have it? Carrie admits that she’s given up on a cure for it. But type 1 diabetes, thankfully, isn’t as scary for us as it used to be.

Carrie says for the first night ever, she and her husband had a full night’s sleep thanks to the new insulin pump that Emma now wears. They still wake up and look at the monitor to see what Emma’s glucose level is, but they don’t physically have to get up and go into her room to check on her. Emma’s new pump will automatically dose for high glucose trends and suspend for low glucose levels. As technology gets better, managing type 1 diabetes will become less scary.

“It’s less finger pricking, too, because it shows up on our phone. I can see what her glucose number is, and I can see it when she’s at school. So if I see she’s going too high or too low, I can text her teachers or I can call the nurse and say, ‘Emma is going too high, she needs insulin. Could you bring her into the clinic?’ Or, ‘She’s too low, she needs juice.’ So it’s baby steps . . .”

I tell Carrie I’m also glad that she was an advocate for her daughter’s health. I tell her I think this is a good lesson, that we have to speak up for our kids. If we as parents feel that something isn’t right, our gut instinct can tell us a lot.

Carrie says she’s glad she’s had this opportunity, even if it took a pandemic and a kind FedEx man to bring awareness to Emma’s condition. If it saves one life, then all of it was worth it.


Chapter 2

Napkin Notes Dad

Most parents find packing lunches a boring chore. It doesn’t have to be.

Because I work early mornings, I don’t get to see my boys during the week when they wake up.

My husband, Sean, is the one who makes them breakfast, fixes their lunches when they go to school, and drops them at the bus stop. For many years, I expressed to mom friends how much I missed this part of their lives. My friend Karen suggested I should put little notes in their lunches. She did it with both of their kids, and even though it’s a simple thing, she could tell they liked seeing the handwritten message. I loved this advice, and I decided to share jokes, which my husband puts into their lunchboxes every day. Not only did it make me feel good doing it for them, but they seemed to enjoy it as well. It’s something that lets them know I’m thinking about them.

Since this little thing was such a hit with my kids, I decided to take pictures of the notes with jokes and post them on my social media. I’ve had many moms and dads ask me if they can use them to pass along to their children. That gives me great joy—knowing that my lunchbox-joke love is being spread to others.

When I heard there was another lunchbox dad out there, I knew he had to be a chapter in this book.

Garth Callaghan is known as the Napkin Notes Dad. He began writing notes to his daughter, Emma Callaghan, when she was in kindergarten. At the beginning, he made the notes simple, because she was just learning to read. Sometimes he drew pictures.

He did it as a daily source of inspiration.

He did it later on as something she would remember him for.

Garth was diagnosed with kidney cancer eight years ago. After the surgery, everything was fine; the doctors said they got it all and sent him on his way. Thankfully, though, one of his doctors realized that since he was only forty-two years old at the time, they should probably keep looking for the cancer. A year later, there was a different cancer, and not long after that, the original cancer metastasized.

Garth tells me he’s been a metastatic kidney cancer patient for seven years now. “Which is kind of like the danger zone.”

I ask how Garth is feeling now.

“This side of the grass is a good day. That being said, my gosh, I look at how I feel in a couple of different ways. Mentally, physically, spiritually, emotionally. All of those different aspects.”

Physically, he says, it’s tough. He’s been in continuous treatment now for six years, and he’s fatigued. His body aches. But his current treatment is much better than the first set of treatments, especially when it comes to fewer side effects. However, it impacts everything he does.

“I never was the first person in my family to sit down and say, ‘I’m tired. I need to rest.’ I was always the guy who woke up first. I was the person who went to bed last. And unfortunately, that’s just not how my life is anymore.”

I ask him when he started writing the napkin notes. What the inspiration was. He says the goal has always been to encourage his daughter in a simple, meaningful way. At the beginning, he admits he wasn’t good at it. He was sporadic, and there wasn’t a note every day. Sometimes he would add a piece of candy or cookie with the note. One morning, when Emma was in second or third grade, he forgot to write one.

“She came into the kitchen and scooped up her lunch bag and was walking away. And as she walked away, she opened up the bag, saw that there was no note in the lunch and turned on her heel, came back over to me, and held up the lunch bag almost like a Charles Dickens play and said, ‘Napkin!’”

That was it, says Garth. That was the day it mattered. “I figured at that point that the notes really meant something to her. And if they meant something to her, they’d better mean something to me.”

Emma was in sixth grade when her dad was diagnosed with cancer. He spent Christmas vacation recovering. After Emma went back to school in the new year, Garth says that the note writing felt a little different. “I wasn’t sure what or why they were different, but I felt I definitely had a sense of my mortality at that point.”

A week later, Garth says he caught Emma ripping up a napkin. “I thought to myself, Oh, gosh, how bad was that note? Was I off my game that day?”

He walked up to her and asked what was going on. She looked up and showed him that she wasn’t ripping up what he’d written. She was ripping off what he had written; she was saving them in a composition book. She was concerned about his health.

“She wanted to save a piece of me in case I died. I looked at that composition book, and that’s kind of where things shifted for me. I realized that these notes really meant something deeper for her.”

After that, Garth started stockpiling his notes. He wrote hundreds of them in advance, so that Emma would still have napkin notes in case he passed away.

I decide to share my lunchbox-jokes story with Garth. Teachers will tell me how Theodore, my youngest, sometimes reads his out loud to the other kids. For a short period of time, Matthew, my eleven-year-old, didn’t seem as interested in the jokes, and I asked him one day, “Do you still want Mama’s notes? Do you still want jokes?”

He said, “I do. But, you know, put it in this little pocket here . . .”

And then there was a time when Matthew decided he was too old for the jokes. I was heartbroken when he gave me the sad news that he didn’t want my jokes anymore, but I kept writing them for Theodore.

About a week goes by, and one day Matthew comes home and says he wants the jokes back in his lunchbox because his friends miss reading them. That made my heart sing.

Now, there have been a couple of times I have forgotten to write the jokes, and I start to sweat and feel like I committed a mom crime. I FORGOT TO WRITE THE JOKE! It’s a terrible feeling. I tell Garth now I try to write two weeks’ worth of jokes in one sitting, and then I put it on my calendar as a reminder: TIME TO WRITE MORE JOKES.

Garth laughs in agreement and says he’s listening to my story, and his face hurts so much because he’s smiling the whole time I’m talking about the lunchbox jokes. He says he thinks he knows the secret to our notes to our kids.

“We turn our kids over to schools for seven hours a day. And I’ve always been the working dad. So between work and Emma’s doing school and sports and meetings, after-school activities, and God knows what else we have in our lives, I get to spend a grand total of sixty or ninety minutes a day with Emma.”

That note we write, he says, means that for a few minutes in the morning, we’re thinking about our kids and their day. And we’re wishing goodness for them. We know that for just a minute in the middle of school, our kids will take a break and think of us. And our good wishes (or jokes) for them.

“It’s that moment where I’m taking a minute to think about you,” he says.

I ask Garth about some of his favorite notes he’s written to Emma. I see many of them posted on his website, The Napkin Notes Dad.

Dear Emma,

The moment you want to quit is the moment you need to keep pushing.

Love, Dad

Dear Emma,

Goals are reached only by moving ahead.

Love, Dad

“There was a couple of years ago I wrote about one hundred and eighty notes. There’s about one hundred and eighty school days. That year Emma started posting a few of them around the house.”

Three of them, he says, got tacked up to the corkboard in their kitchen. One stayed on her dresser. Garth figures, out of the whole year, his score was five out of one hundred and eighty. “And you know what, from a certain point of view, that’s darn good, right?”

Garth says the note that Emma kept on her dresser said something to the effect of: “Dear Emma, It only takes one person to really believe in you, even if that one person is just yourself.” He says since then he’s been trying to write notes that foster creativity, or a way to encourage a kind of persistence within Emma—to let her know to keep going no matter what life throws at her. “And some of the notes are just to let her know that I’m trying to foster those same qualities inside of me. Because let’s face it. I know I’ve been fighting cancer now for eight years, and I need to let her know that I’m not going to give up.”

Garth says if he ever creates a napkin notes company, the quote he’d use on the wall of his building would be from Mother Teresa: “If you can’t feed a hundred people, feed just one.”

I ask about his decision to write notes in advance just in case something happens and his cancer takes a turn for the worse.

“I did this after my third cancer diagnosis. My doctor started saying things to me like, ‘The median life span for a patient like you is twelve months, sixteen with good treatment, and the five-year life expectancy is eight percent.’”

Through a long set of odd coincidences, Garth says he was sitting on a plane reading an article about a really cool guy, Alex Sheen, who is the executive of a nonprofit called Because I Said I Would. The sole purpose of the foundation is


























	I love you

	I believe in you

	I know you are AWESOME

	Don’t ever be afraid to be yourself
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