SEC BBG Separates: Keep Your Fork

There was a woman who had been diagnosed with a terminal illness and was given 3 months to live. As she began getting her things 'in order', she called her pastor and asked for him to come to her house to discuss certain aspects of her final wishes. She told him which songs she wanted sung at the service, what scriptures she wanted read, and what dress she wanted to be buried in. She also requested to be buried with her favorite Bible in her left hand. Everything was in order and as the pastor was preparing to leave, the woman suddenly remembered one final request that was very important to her. "Please Pastor, just one more thing," she said excitedly. "Sure, what is it?" came the pastor's reply. "This is very important to me," the woman continued ... "I want to be buried holding a fork in my right hand." The pastor gazed at the woman, at a loss for words. 

"That surprises you, doesn't it?" the woman asked. The pastor replied "Well to be quite honest, I am puzzled by the request". 

The woman explained. "You see, Pastor, in all my years of attending church socials and potluck dinners, I remember that when the dishes were being cleared after the main course, someone would inevitably lean over to me and say, 'Keep your fork' ... it was my favorite part of the meal because I knew that something better was coming, like velvety chocolate cake or deep dish apple pie. Something wonderful to end the meal!" 

The pastor listened intently and a smile came upon his face. The woman continued, "So, I just want people to see me there with a fork in my hand and I want them to wonder ... 'What's with the fork'... then I want you to tell them: "Keep your Fork ... the best is yet to come". 

The pastor's eyes welled up with tears of joy as he hugged the woman good-bye. He knew that this would be one of the last times that he would see her before her death. But he also knew that the woman had a better grasp of Heaven than he did. 

She knew and trusted that the best was yet to come. At the funeral, every one that walked by the woman's casket saw her wearing a beautiful dress with her favorite Bible held in her left hand and a fork held in her right hand. 

Over and over the pastor heard people ask the question, "Why is she holding a fork?" and his smile began to get larger and brighter each time. During his message, the pastor told the people about the conversation that he had with the woman shortly before she died. He explained the fork and what it symbolized to her. The Pastor told everyone how he could not stop thinking about the fork and how he hoped that they would not be able to stop thinking about it either. 

So the next time you reach for your fork, let it remind you, oh so gently, that the best is yet to come ........

Rebecca Hanai, CSR Regional Nsiah

A time that really made me stick with BBYO…

 ILTC 2009: it was “Israeli Day” and everyone was having a blast. There were crafts, food, music, and so much more. I had such a stressful day that day, and I was on and off the phone all evening with my folks back home. It was finally time for the dance, and everyone was having such an amazing time, but I couldn’t seem to get my mind off the stress. I decide to walk over to the water pitchers, to try to get some rest, and on my way there I see my friend Russell lying in the grass. I asked him what he was doing, and he responded with one word, “meditating.” I had no clue what he meant, but I decided to sit next to him and see how it would feel. I closed my eyes and just then, the sky opened and it started pouring rain (which wasn’t unusual at camp Perlman). And at that very instant it felt as if the world stopped. I couldn’t hear the music from the dance, I couldn’t think about all the stressful calls, all I could hear was the rain on my face and my heart pounding. I decided to open my eyes, nervous at first, but Russell told me to; so I counted to three and opened my eyes; at that moment, the rain stopped completely. All I could see were millions of stars. The sky was glowing. I couldn’t believe what I saw. It was raining one moment, and then pure beauty paints they sky above me. I was speechless. A few moments later, reality hits me, my sense of hearing comes back and all I hear is 190 kids singing, “Lean on me.” Russell and I join in the circle. The force from the circle was unreal. Everyone was holding tight, nothing could stop what was happening. I looked above and the sky was still shining. I looked around and everyone is singing, and at that point no one cared what position they were on chapter, council, or international board. No one cared about who was in a relationship with whom. No one cared about how bad they missed home. Everyone was thinking the same thing: how we all need a friend to lean on. And no matter how far or close in distance we are, we will always be there for one another. When the times get tough, we are all just a phone call away. And that’s when I realized I wanted to stick with BBYO forever. In BBYO you will always have a friend; someone who will be there for you; someone who will pick you up when you’re down. BBYO has the power to heal, if you let it. And I will always remember when BBYO healed me, by letting me stop my life for some brief period of time so that I could meditate, and find my true meaning in this order of the B’nai B’rith Girls. 

Baylee Less, CSR BBG Coordinator

Why should you keep your fork?

BBYO oh BBYO. Honestly BBYO has been the greatest thing to ever happen to me. I have made life long friends, traveled to places I have never been, and have a fully packed summer. But I’m not going to stand up here and just talk about BBYO and how much I truly do love this organization, I am here tonight to talk about what made me “keep my fork” with BBYO and why you should never give up too early. It was freshman year and I kinda liked BBYO but I just wasn’t sure it was my thing. I went to MIT/AIT but I couldn’t go to Regional Convention that year and I just had a lot going on. But I decided to sign up for Mega-Convention. Some of my friends were going from Memphis and I thought this could give me a chance to meet some people before I went to CLTC this summer. I had always heard people talk about their regional friends and how much they LOVED them, but I didn’t understand how you could be best friends with people that lived far away from you. When I got Mega I found out I was in a cabin with only two other girls I knew and I wasn’t very excited. I introduced myself to these other people. “Hi I’m Baylee.” I said and this girl introduced herself as “Teddy.” What a strange name I thought. Well we continued with the convention and the programming was decent but I still just didn’t love it. Later on that night I saw Teddy again but her friend called her Alissa. I was definitely confused at that point. “Isn’t your name Teddy?” I asked her. “Well yes but my name is also Alissa!” As the story goes I finally made a friend that wasn’t in my city from BBYO! We talked every once in awhile and I finally had a reason to go to regional and international events. That wasn’t the only reason Mega made me stick with BBYO. Also on the way home from Mega I sat by Evan Kline and we were just talking about BBYO. He told me that I should go to CLTC. CLTC? I thought they had talked about that at MIT/AIT and eh it didn’t sound very appealing. Basically Evan convinced me to sign up for CLTC and go. Well I did and honestly I couldn’t have asked for a better way to spend 12 days of my life. Without Mega and CLTC I would have no reason to come back to BBYO, so don’t give up if BBYO hasn’t stuck yet because trust me when it clicks it sticks.

