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Everywhere I have looked for the last month I saw the signs of going back to school.  The ads on television were showing all the things a child needs for going back to school.  Like the perfect jeans, shoes, haircut, cell phone, etc.  I was feeling a little sick about it all.
When I was growing up, going back to school wasn’t the wonderful and exciting time that I was seeing portrayed on the T.V. shows.  I always dreaded going back to school because it was just another reminder of how poor we really were.  Maybe my single mom could take us to the thrift store where we could each get one “new” used outfit.  Maybe.  But that was about it.  Then the first day of school would come, and the teacher would hand out the school supplies list.  Sometimes I wouldn’t even show it to my mom because I already knew we didn’t even have money for toilet paper, let alone a box of kleenex.  I hated to burden my mom with one more thing she couldn’t provide for us.  I think about it now, and I remember the shame that is associated with being so poor.  So this year I was hoping to take away some of the stress of going back to school and instead give these children the feeling of excitement that should be associated with the adventure of starting a new year.  I figured that by giving them their school supplies their moms could focus instead on things like tennis shoes.
I never expected to be able to give them backpacks too.  This was such a huge blessing to me.  We were able to get backpacks stuffed with school supplies through World Vision.  They were so perfect and they were filled with everything a child would need to have a productive year.

The children came.  There were well over 150 who came for backpacks and left feeling as if they had just received a hug from God.  There was one little boy who kept walking up and down the center aisle of the packed sanctuary at the end of the night singing a song that he had made up to the Lord.  It went something like this:  “I love you God, I love you God, we love you God.”  He knew exactly where those backpacks had come from.  I am so thankful to have been able to see God move in these kids’ lives through something so simple as a backpack.  I have been singing that little boy’s simple song ever since.
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