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 Finding the cough drop aisle at CVS I picked up a large bag of Ricola’s and headed for 

the checkout.  Near the cash register I noticed a plastic bucket filled with little bags of cashews.  

As the cashier rang up the sale she asked, “Would you like to contribute a bag of cashews for our 

troops in Iraq and Afghanistan for only 99 cents?”  “Sure!”, I replied.  She added the 99 cents to 

my total, then grabbed a two ounce bag of nuts and tossed them into a box with a little “plop.”  I 

felt a wave of emotion hit me in the chest and I said to her, “What a very small contribution for 

freedom.”  She replied, “Isn’t that the truth!” 

  

 Later that same day I heard a newscast on the car radio.  In the midst of all the political 

claptrap from Washington, the newscaster said, “An American soldier died today in 

Afghanistan.”  Then they gave the weather report and a sports update all in the same breath as if 

they were all of equal significance.  It hit me even harder, “cashews for a soldier.”  I felt sad.  I 

felt little.  I felt cheap. 

  

 I am forever grateful to have been born in America.  I am forever grateful for those who 

are willing to give their lives in defending our freedoms, our constitution, our flag, our values, 

our way of life.  But in truth there is no adequate way to thank them for who they are and what 

they do.  But could it soon be that a young American soldier, lying in the desert sand, will reach 

into his pocket and pull out a little bag of nuts and begin munching?  Could it be the same bag 

that I heard go “plop?”  I hope so. 

   

  

 


