We’ve all seen the pictures of World Vision or some other organization when there are tons of poor kids and people handing out food. Those are great and certainly heart wrenching at times. However, we can change the channel pretty quickly and get back to sportcenter or some other show.
We were at 3 different locations doing our presentations – we would do some worship, a little story that we acted out, a story that we read to them from the bible, we spoke to them a bit about God’s love for them individually, and we tried to give them some sort of gift at the end.

The first location was where we spent the most time – El Bonito – it was a poor town with houses that you would be embarrassed to call your lawn mower shack. The streets were dirt and certainly and filled with holes. There were 150+ kids packed into a building around ¼ the size of this room – no air conditioning, power some of the time and a bathroom that we dubbed “the portal to hell”. 

This group was where we gave out the backpacks that all of you donated. There was a miracle that occurred with that, but I believe Gigi will be telling you about that.

The second place wasn’t as poor, relatively speaking, but still beyond what you would imagine. We weren’t sure we would be doing VBS here, so we just gave them a cookie and a drink at the end of the time with them.

We didn’t have a whole lot to give the third group. We hadn’t anticipated the amount of kids that showed up here – over 200 in a room half the size of the first place – and we couldn’t have packed any more backpacks anyway. We took what the airline limit was for bags and weight.

We were a little embarrassed that we had this many kids and they had all come from all over and that we didn’t have something for them to take away. We figured something small was better than nothing though. Well, at the end of all we did with them, we had them line up – which is an event in itself with that many kids in such a small place – and we gave them a lollipop and either a balloon or a crayon, one crayon. The line never seemed to end, but when it did eventually, those of us with some goodies left were surrounded by kids who were begging for whatever we might have left. We were giving out one sticker per kid at that point just to give them something.

At all the places, we didn’t see any faces that said “this is all I get?” They were satisfied with what we were embarrassed to give.

I had never seen such joy from kids with so little.

These kids had walked from their homes – those who had homes – from near and far to see what we might be presenting. They were excited to hear the stories, they were willing participants in the singing, they danced like they had no cares in the world. What looked like dire straights from our point of view was simply life as they knew it. They were happy kids who were hungry. Hungry to hear from God, hungry for attention, hungry for some new, happy faces.

What we thought was a pretty silly, somewhat cheesy set of songs, skits and stories, what we thought were cheap, insignificant gifts, all this was precious to them. They couldn’t get enough.

When we left, the only sadness we saw all week was the look in some of the kids faces as they knew they probably would never see us again.

My outlook changed this week on 2 things in particular:

1. The difference between want and need has grown wider after seeing these children. We don’t even realize how much we have. Running water was at a premium. 

2. Church is an activity we do once a week – many times only if it’s convenient. In the towns where we were, church starts when the pastor gets there. So people start showing up and they wait. They anticipate and they wait. One day, the service was supposed to start at 2. People were gathering and they waited a bit. At 3, we wondered how long they would wait. When the service started at 4, no one complained. They worshipped and sang. They “amened” and they danced. Church for them isn’t a place to go on Sundays, it was in their blood. And you may think “well, what else do they have to do, they’re poor and don’t have any entertainment”. On the contrary – we saw people worshipping and showing that they have immense faith even when their situation does not warrant it. It’s pretty easy to sing praises to God when we have cars and homes and clothes. They were praising God and weren’t sure if they would eat the next day. Church to them wasn’t something they had to force themselves to get up for once a week,  it was their week. We had to push them away when it was over. They couldn’t get enough.

