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As | sat waiting for the light to change, |

ATL Foundation remember looking in the rearview mirror, .
P.O. Box 740985 thinking, “that’s fast,” then hearing the ; ‘;G' - ;"H to
Arvada, CO 80006-0985 screech of tires, then feeling the impact. wo':,'e,? in Need"

As we waited for the ambulance, the
% young woman who hit me began crying.
s Ny “?\ "+ lasked her name, held her hand, and, as
R aw A2\ U+ if someone else was speaking through

, R .| | me, Itold her things aren’t always what
they seem. Every accident happens for
a reason. On the ambulance ride | kept
thinking “there are no accidents,” and
wondering what this would bring.

From the outside my Volvo didn’'t seem
too bad off, but the adjuster totaled
it.....the frame was gone. And from the
oy 7 : outside, | seemed fine but the pain con-
Location of our Spring Brunch tinued. I felt ||ke my Sh0u|derS had been
torn. | was unable to work. Not being in-

sured, | had to push for MRI's. Three months later, | got them: a full tendon
tear from the right shoulder and a partial tear of the left. A surprise to every-
one else but me! But there was one surprise to all of us—an “incidental” find-
ing of a bone tumor embedded in my left shoulder. So therein lay the “gift.” :
“If you hadn’t had the car accident, Alicia....” Becky & Margaret ride in the Parade with “friends” on board

Now the good news is that it was benign. The bad news is that when thereis 3
a tumor in your bone, it usually means there are other abnormalities going on

in your body. Five surgeries within five months later, I'm happy to say | am Mar k your
beginning to feel a lot better. Calendar

You can imagine how the bills pile up when you’re not working. Just paying Plan to join us on
for everyday expenses becomes overwhelming. You watch your little bit of September Oth

savings go and you start living on credit cards. You rent out your home and

stay with friends while you heal. You explain to your five year old why she The

won't be staying with you as much over the next five months. M
Discovering ATL was a life line. Not only did they help me get back on my
feet financially, but Kellie spent long hours helping me fill out medical and re- GOLF CLASSIC
guest for assistance forms, and both she and Becky listened to my story with
full hearts. They gave me support when the medical world was failing me.

Sometimes validation means everything to our healing. BOW“ng Event

Thanks to ATL Foundation, | am recovering nicely, in my own home, with my Nove_mber 2006
daughter around. My life is enriched by having met these women. Who Details to come.
would ever have thought such an accident would bring such a gift? L

Be sure to visit us at www.ATLFoundation.ord for information on upcoming events.
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Those we help by Becky Brinkman

As the grant coordinator, it is my job to receive applications
and interview prospective grant recipients. | hear the stories:
the stories of lives put on hold due to hardships from acci-
dents, illnesses, and unforeseen life events. | sometimes
hear in their voices the fear, pain, frustration, depression, or
resignation about their journeys. But | always hear hope!
Hope that with a bit of help life can improve.

Kim needed a wheelchair to remain mobile as MS symptoms
advanced. Jane needed diabetic test strips because of se-
vere blood sugar fluctuations, but Medicare wouldn't cover the
costs. Sara needed urgent dental care due to diabetic com-
plications of infection. Jan developed rheumatoid arthritis
with debilitating pain at age 23 and needed a specialized kind
of therapy to be able to continue to work. Teri had a seizure
disorder and ended up in the hospital for an extended period
of time. She lost her job. She needed help with a car pay-
ment and COBRA premiums. Karen was waiting for a bus to
go to work when a truck lost control, severely damaging her
knees and leaving her unable to work to cover her living ex-
penses.

The voices of the above woman are not unlike yours or mine.
They just happened to be lacking resources and opportunity
at that moment in time. That is why donations to the ATL
Foundation are so important. Donations enable us to provide
timely, short-term monetary resources directly to woman in
need.

Those We Help Who Help Others

The true meaning of philanthropy is brought home time and
again when | hear about the lives of some of our grant recipi-
ents. Sue suffered a severe closed head injury when she was
struck by a hit and run drunk driver. She was unable to con-
tinue work as a public school teacher and part-time massage
therapist. But what did she do? She helped Mothers Against
Drunk Drivers write a grant and she continues to do public
speaking on their behalf.

Jena has been disabled from severe arthritis and diabetes.
However, she is a companion for aging nuns at a convent,
belongs to a group seeking to connect women spiritually, and
is a project coordinator for making sandwiches served in a
shelter for addicts and homeless women and children. And
she writes inspiring poetry that you may read elsewhere in
this newsletter.

So when you give to the ATL Foundation, your dollars indi-
rectly find their ways to spreading the message against drunk
driving and feeding the homeless in our state. Isn’t that what
we are all about anyway- giving in ever-widening circles?
Giving a lift to those in need?

The ATL Board Members: Becky Moore - President,

Nancy Loseke -Vice— President , Wendy Greenberg - Treasurer,
Sue Boynton - Secretary, Becky Brinkman - Grant Coordinator,
Margaret Burd, Kellie Mitchell, Amy Jensen and Nancy Fritsch

We Are One Though
Many by Laura Hughes

We begin to share our stories....

one by one;

shattered dreams and hopes

tarnished in the bitterness of suffering and fear;
loneliness and isolation;

longing, ever looking

for love and affirmation;

for deliverance from pain;

incessantly seeking the gentleness of peace;
yearning for some form of healing!

We sat in silence....

having now unmasked our stoic visage;

for in sharing we become one story and as oneness is
breathed upon us

we become aware of how writhing our human frailty
there exists the power of caring....

that incredible connective ligature

binding us as counterparts in tender solidarity;
propelling us to that bold and valiant action....

to simply touch each other’s hand!




