Last week for the first time, I went with a church here in California to feed the homeless. In the morning we make sandwiches. We make a bag with a sandwich, water, chips and a pair of socks. We take some blankets, some bibles, and hygiene kits. Then we drive from Orange County to Los Angeles. 

Then your eyes are opened to reality. The reality of how fortunate we really are. How often do we complain about our lives? How often do we think, if I could only buy this or go there? How many times have we wished for a bigger house, a nicer car, or fancier things? We sulk and we complain and we say why can’t I have things like the others. 

But then you come face to face with people who have nothing, people who are thankful that there is a place on the cold hard sidewalk to lay their head. You are standing in front of someone who is praying for a pillow or something to keep them warm in the cold night. When was the last time you wondered if you would have food that day? When was the last time you wondered where you were going to sleep? 

I watched these people come running to our van because they knew we were going to feed them. I watched their eyes light up as they looked at the bag they had received and open it immediately to eat their sandwich. Some of them ate their sandwich as if they had not seen food for days. Some of them asked for socks to keep their feet warm from the cold. 

We walked through the streets of downtown Los Angeles, and it was like a whole other world. What an eye opener. Thank you God for everything we have, thank you for the fact that I have never gone hungry and I have a roof over my head. Thank you for blessing me with the ability to do something for others. 

As we handed out the food, I was amazed at the reactions we got. “Thank you so much” “We love you” “We are praying for you” “God bless you”. I got goose bumps hearing those words. There was a man there who really touched my heart. We were actually just driving by and started to hand him food through the window. He asked us to come out of the van and hear his message and pray with him. He told us that no matter what, he knows God was with him. Even though he is in the street, God had not abandoned him. He said that we had to allow God to be inside all of us, like God was inside of him. What hit me was when he said “I have loved many times in my life, I have been married three times, but what I learned is another human being can’t be the number one love of your love, the first love of your life must be God” He said, “Don’t get lost in another person, or you will lose yourself, get lost in God and you will be yourself in the name of God” All I could think of is WOW, when was the last time we really thought of it that way, but its so true. 

I learned so much from this experience, mainly that there is really no love, like the love you feel from these people that you are helping. The love you feel from them is so pure and so heartfelt, it shakes me to the core. I didn’t realize how much of a difference you can make to someone by doing something that to us is so simple and so minor. I think I have a new appreciation of life. 

Thank you dear Jesus for everything we have, every blessing in our lives, for every piece of food, every piece of clothing, the bed that we have to sleep in. Most importantly, thank you for blessing us with family and friends that love us. Number one, thank you God for being in my life and loving me so much.

