
 
More tears are shed over answered prayers than unanswered ones.  ~Mother Teresa 
      
 Teenagers made up the majority of volunteers on our mission trip to West Virginia’s        
Appalachian region. They had decided to forgo part of their summer vacation plans to join with 
other members of our congregation in making homes warmer, safer and drier. 
 One seventeen-year-old girl, a third year volunteer, said, “As soon as my pastor gave that 
sermon, I knew I wanted to volunteer. Instead of sitting around and saying things like, ‘I wish there 
was something I could do,’ I can actually do something!” 
 Her brother, a veteran of five previous trips added, “I worry about the people who have no 

roof over their heads, and the families who have to watch where 
they step so they don’t fall through their own floors.” 
 The ride to the school that would serve as their weeklong 
home-away-from-home was almost twelve hours long, but by the 
next day, rested and ready, we went to work.  
 We were assigned the task of refurbishing a water-damaged 
roof for a family living in a hollow on the other side of the mountain. 
The family had tried to fix the problem themselves, but lack of  
money and materials to make lasting repairs made previous        
attempts fail. Rain and melting snow seeped through the roof of this 
forty-plus year-old trailer home, and ultimately, into the lives of the 
family below. 
 And so we volunteers went to work, and soon found         

ourselves laboring under the heat of a hot summer’s sun, trying to remove the damaged roof—in  
reality, five roofs, one atop the other. With hammers and crowbars, sturdy work gloves and sheer 
determination the teens began to peel back layer upon layer of deteriorated shingles and old     
decaying tar paper. When the roof was finally stripped and the damaged sections of decking was 
replaced with new wood, the felt and shingles were finally installed. Despite the litany of problems 
that seemed to crop up almost daily, when Friday afternoon came around, two truly amazing 
things happened: the job was completed, and moments later, as if to test the volunteer’s efforts, it 
began to rain. The family within remained dry! 
 Later that night, the last before returning home, all the volunteers staying at the school 
gathered to share their Appalachian experiences.  
 One roof-crew member said that just as we were about to leave the jobsite for the last time, 
the family for whom they’d labored all week became emotional.  
 So did he as he shared, “Charles, the father, was crying, and so was his wife and all of their 
kids. And yet, they were smiling, and giving us lots of hugs and saying ‘thanks.’ Charles said he’d 
been praying for help for a long time for someone who could fix his roof. He said that finally, this 
week, God had answered his prayers.” 
 The young volunteer looked at his calloused hands. “I thought about that for a minute, and 
then all of a sudden I realized: I was a part of God’s answer! I guess I started crying too.”  
 And so did most of us listening to his story.     
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          God’s Answer 
                        By Stephen Rusiniak   

        From the 2011 book:  Chicken Soup for the Soul Answered Prayers 



the backstory: 

 
 It was my good fortune to have had the opportunity to volunteer with my church and with my 
children on several mission trips to Appalachia. The work we accomplished was nothing less than 
remarkable, and I feel blessed to have been a small part in helping to make the homes of those we 
served warmer, safer and dryer. 

 The inspiration for stories related to our experiences while serving in Appalachia are many. 
The inspiration for God's Answer came from something mentioned by one of the teenaged           
volunteers one year on our last night in Appalachia. And in the end, the takeaway from this piece is    
simple: Somebody, someday may pray for God's help, and just like in this story, we too may be 
God's Answer. 

 This piece was first published by the online version of the magazine, YouthWorker, and later, 
in the book, Chicken Soup for the Soul Answered Prayers.  

 And about this—after being notified that my Christmas Wish piece had been selected to be 
published in a new Chicken Soup book about prayers, I was astounded. The Wish piece had been 
submitted for consideration for a Christmas book—which, in hindsight, it didn’t belong (read the 
piece and its backstory and you’ll see why).  

 After learning of the new Answered Prayers book through the acceptance of my Wish piece,  
I quickly  submitted God’s Answer—even though the submission period had long since passed. This 
apparently didn’t matter all that much to the editor because in the end my late entry was published, 
along with my Wish piece, in the new book. 

 

a little more info and about the photo:  
 Unrelated, and back to the current piece, the three year volunteer quoted was actually my 
daughter, Tracy. The five year volunteer was my son, Michael.  And the girl in the photo  standing 
atop a roof and looking over a set of plans—Tracy again! 

 

 

 


