I wish to help.

I have helped, in my fashion—undergraduates in the hard sciences [computation; mathematics; statistics]; expatriates in English and the idiomatic arts [conversation; culture; colloquialisms]; denatured, dusty land in sycamore and white willow, replanting trees amid the dust; a plant conservatory in succulents and ferns, by orchids and aquatics, conserving rare and thinning species; the local church in churchgoers’ old / ailing / failing computers—which I repair; and open-source software in implementing such software—which is free, for everyone.
I helped, in my fashion.

Conserving plants is fine. Instructing students, fine. And software, fine.
But I have heard a blackish keen, belying all my help. Is this fine? So..!
Now I heard it when we swept through native lands, as water knifed the dusky sky; the weeds were wet and choking, and they said, “Casinos save the Native American. Casinos enslave the Native American.” Alcohol and blankets cleanse the land—I heard it then. I heard it when I washed into the Alameda Street Bus Terminal, through Greyhound to the grey and hounded L.A. streets; the homeless huddled there, their fickle seeds of trash a home. The wind brought them. An urbane club across the street brought affluence, and cocktail sustenance. But, we had no cars to valet-park. “I’m off the bus; I’m in the street. Please come and take us home.” I heard it then— It hurt against my heart.
And I had heard black keening in Japan—when snows were wreathed on white skyscrapers, hemming wooden homes, and all good gardens packed the cardboard beggar-kings beneath their jerked tarps and frosted sky—and Germany—when, in the summer of that year, the shadows swayed with wayless alcoholics, in the winter of their ways, as bottles bit the stench of daytime loneliness— And, so, I’m home.
It’s quieter, at times.
I held the phone, today, and talked all on America and peace. But, Aunt Jeanette was quite irate. “America! We are the third-world in the first-world. Appalachia’s nearby. Flint, Michigan is here. Your brother lives in Queens. You would leave; or, rather, wait. Is leaving happier for you? Is it applause you’re waiting for?”
I wait for [1] to be of use and [2] to be sustained.
I wait to be of use: that I may teach my trade to those that need, that they may teach and trade among themselves.

I wait to be sustained—to be supplied with salary to feed and fairly sleep, to help in health and happy brightness.
I wait for a domestic Peace Corps, that I may be of use to us and be sustained by us—but we have none.
I wait for a domestic, sufficiently academic or interested Salvation Army, to help us—but we have none!
In waiting, for this or other sustaining, useful work, I find that I would answer Aunt Jeanette:
I’m waiting, like you, for opportunity.
