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When 
You Are 

Offered Wings, 
Take Them

by Corbie Mitleid

Sometimes we have moments of clarity in the middle 
of the ordinary. Today was one. I was picking up a 
few items in the local supermarket, when I saw a 
man trying to back his scooter-cart away from some 
chairs in the snack area. He was having a difficult 
time. Nobody else even bothered to look at him, let 
alone help. I stopped for a moment, watching. He 
was frustrated and near tears. I offered to help, easily 
pulling chairs and tables out of the way. He thanked 
me, and found his way to the checkout.

So did I, about five minutes later. As I was wheeling 
my cart of bags out of the store, I found him huddled 
in a corner by the door, looking completely bereft. A 
quick conversation told me he had no more money, 
no one was able to come get him, and he lived seven 
miles away up the mountain. To top it off, his oxy-
gen tank was empty, and he was beginning to have 
trouble breathing.

I offered to drive him home. He began to cry.

As we drove, he rambled about his life story: his dou-
ble-lung transplant that he wasn’t sure he wanted. 
His great grandfather and the Boxer Rebellion in 
China. His family. His job as a piano finisher, which 
took out his lungs. The wife that left him.

I just listened. I didn’t talk, except to ask a question 
or two.

He also kept saying how he couldn’t believe his good 
fortune – how kind I was, and how did I know to help? 
No one else had stopped. I smiled and said, “I’m a 
Reverend. It’s what we do.”

I drove him up a tiny seasonal road, halfway up one 
of our Schoharie mountains. I dropped him off, no-
ticing there were a half dozen more oxygen bottles 
on his porch waiting for him. He thanked me again 
and again. And as I wove my way back down the 
mountain, I remember that I had thought earlier this 
evening, triggered by a news story: “I wonder who 
would be there for me if I were sick? If Carle wasn’t 
around?”

The Universe heard me, and asked me in return, 
“Would you be there for someone else? If their peo-
ple were not around? What would you do?”

I was given a chance to be the person I hope I meet 
when I’m older and in my last days – and I took it.

It gives a whole new meaning to the idea of paying 
it forward.


