God Created Me Special
God created the heavens and the trees
God created the birds and the bees
God created me special indeed
He gave me my fingers and my toes
My heart to love
My mind to think
My nose to smell
My eyes to see
My ears to hear
Oh my oh my how God loves me
That’s the reason why he created me special
by

LP Lewis
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...
When I was a little girl, my grandmother had this poem “God

Created Me Special” on

her wall in the kitchen. Every weekend morning we would wake up to pancakes, grits, eggs,
bacon, and sometimes ham. The smell alone would trigger our stomachs to tell
our brains we were hungry as we jumped out of bed. My twin brother Trent and I would sit
at the kitchen table with our eyes bigger than our stomachs and listen to Grandma recite
that poem. We knew it by heart. Over time it sounded like a song because she stressed
certain syllables the same way every time.
At the age of twelve weird things started to happen to my brother
and me. His voice changed and his face broke out in little red pimples. He also had to start wearing glasses. My body changed. I grew
taller than everyone else and I became skinny. The older I became the
more my hair started to turn red and unfortunately, like my brother, I
had red pimples to match my hair. The kids at school would pick on us
all the time. They nicknamed my brother ‘The Four-eyed Frog’ because
his voice was deep and they would say it sounded like he had a frog in his
throat. As for four eyes, all the kids who wore glasses acquired that name.
I was nicknamed Bird because of my scrawny legs, the way that I walked and my
scratchy voice. We hated going to school! Just in case I forgot to mention it. We were
considered nerds, too! Sometimes Trent wouldn’t turn in his homework on purpose because he wanted to fit in with some of the popular kids. That would never last long because my dad would threaten to come to our school and sit in the class and go to
lunch with us. Nothing could have been worse than that for us. We were
already in the 7th grade and it would have been so not cool for our Dad
to come out and embarrass us like that.
I admit telling on Trent to save

myself further
embarrassment.
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My grandparents owned lots of land. There was so much land we could have built our own
city. One weekend they took us fishing by the creek. It seemed as if we walked forever.
Half way there Trent and I got into an argument about something so stupid I don’t
remember what it was. Trent called me a red-head rooster and I called him a pimple-face
geek. Grandpa told us to apologize to one another and Grandma started reciting that poem
again. I asked grandma why she was always reciting that poem to us. She didn’t answer,
just recited it again and again.
Finally after Grandpa caught the first fish for the day, grandma asked me why I thought
she always recited the poem to us. I figured it was because that was her favorite poem
and that’s why she had it hanging on the wall. She told me I had it all wrong. Grandma told
us a story about the poem on the wall. She said her great grandfather painted that poem
himself with a stick. He put it on sack cloth because he didn’t have paper. She said
that the little girl and little boy on the framed poem were her and her brother.
Grandma went on to tell us how she too

was awkward looking and how her

brother had pimples all over his face

and their great grandpa would recite
that poem to them and tell them
just how special they were. Our
grandparents told us how special we
were because we were different. They
talked about the birds and how they were

special because they were the only animals
that could fly. Grandma told me that being called
Bird was no big deal because I was an Eagle.
I could fly high and look low and see everything. I could fly
higher than any other bird and soar like the wind. She told me in life I could be whatever I
wanted to be because just like an eagle,
I am big, mighty and strong. There aren’t that many like me. I am unique.
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Grandpa picked up a frog. He told Trent that a frog was
special in his own way. He is the only creature that
starts life in the water and ends up on land. He said that
water represented spirit and transition. He told Trent although he was small and pimple faced now, he would grow up to
be big and strong and all the pimples would go away. He
told Trent that when he was Trent’s age he was short,
scrawny and pimple faced. He also told him his voice
changed early as well, just like Trent’s had. I remember
seeing Trent’s confidence change with his chest sticking
out. It changed because Grandpa was a
big man at six feet five inches tall weighing 280 pounds.
Trent would be the size of a football player if he grew up to
be like Grandpa.
Grandma told Trent not to be worried about being called a nerd either because all
women want nerds when they are older. Nerds become doctors, lawyers, judges,
business owners and so on because they are smart. “Trust me on that, Trent, because
no woman wants a dud,” she said. Trent smiled.
When mom and dad picked us up that Sunday from our grandparent’s house they wanted to
know what happened to us. We couldn’t wait to go to school the next day! That
weekend changed our lives. We realized we were different, but special. The next school
day when we sat at lunch, one of the kids walked by and said, “Pimple-faced geek!”
Trent and I looked at one another and at the same time we smiled and said,

“God created me special.”
The End
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