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Preface

My journey started like this. I am the second child of parents who came through the 
Great Depression—parents who were from rural families and only one of whom 
graduated high school. One consequence of this shared background was the 
characteristic that most defined them: hard work. In other ways, their backgrounds were 
very different, and they agreed that as a family we would not discuss certain topics. 
Foremost among these were politics and religion. 

Other than a faint memory of getting on a yellow bus one summer for one or two 
trips to a place where a lady taught stories about Jesus, I have no early history with any 
faith community. In fact, I remained outside the church for decades. I was baptized as a 
30-something adult and spent the next eight or nine years living the old life but claiming 
the new. I found out claiming does not account for much. 

My walk with God began with no preparation or training, no understanding of 
theological doctrines or traditions. I had simply an awareness that something was very 
wrong, and it needed to be fixed. As a 40-something, I came to a point when I decided I 
needed to change my priorities and habits. On my knees I asked God to change me. 
While easy for God (he had paid the price already), it was and is not always easy for 
me.

At one point it became quite apparent I had an important decision to make—
frankly, the most important decision I would ever make. By this time I had immersed 
myself in seeking God through Christ. The question that continually surfaced in this 
exercise was quiet at first. Each time, though, the need for an answer felt more urgent. 
If Jesus was just another person, then I could strive to be the best person I knew how 
and be fine with it. If he was who he said, however, and in fact carried the authority of 
the Creator, then I needed to take the path to discipleship. 

The simple but difficult decision to be a disciple of Jesus affected most every 
remnant of my life. The decision brought a season of conflicts that still exist on some 
fronts. These conflicts are not necessary about good versus bad, or right versus wrong, 
though they can be. These conflicts are, most definitely, about faithfulness to God’s 
ways. I relate this so you might know that God can use anyone, wherever they may be 
in life. 

During a conversation with my older brother in 2015, we spoke of the nature of 
our current involvements. We had both retired from regular business activity some years 
previously but both found ourselves involved in other interests. As we continued this 
conversation my brother made the comment that he needed to decide if his current 
activity was a hobby or a business. He said, ”If it is a hobby, I can quit anytime. If it is a 
business, I have to think of the others involved.” 

His comment brought to my mind a similar situation with which I was involved. 
For years I have participated in a spiritual journey, Go and Do Likewise. While many 
other people have joined me from time to time, I am the only person who has been 
involved at every point. So I had to ask myself, was this a hobby or was this more? As 
with my brother’s business involvement, if Go and Do Likewise was a hobby, then I 
could quit anytime. Just hang it up, stop. If it was more, then I needed to take steps to 
assist any who might follow. If after my season there is to be an ongoing testimony to 
God and his provision through Go and Do Likewise, then I must write the history of Go 
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and Do Likewise, a history that is in particular mine. If there is to be an account for 
others to look back at, I must tell it. 

The Stories
These stories are all about God. As you read, you might tend to focus on the people or 
the activities. Whenever we encounter stories such as the ones in this book, that is easy 
to do. The central figure in every story here, however, is God. The organization Go and 
Do Likewise has one purpose: to glorify God.

The stories reveal a simple learning curve. Initially the group Go and Do Likewise 
was loosely formed—just a few guys and gals who wanted to help someone in need. 
The stories are generally in chronological order. That was not my original intent, but it is 
the outcome of the effort. God is consistent, so the work he began, he will bring to 
completion. That means the beginning is important. The stories also describe a journey 
of unfolding seasons, and changes, and learning. Lessons had to be learned, and from 
them came further opportunities to experience and learn even more. Just as when we 
are good stewards of little, God provides even more, so it is with opportunities to serve
—and to learn. The stories follow a chronological order because God teaches us as we 
go. 

We would learn as we went along, though God did not waste time beginning 
instruction. Repeatedly we encountered a few basic principles that, we eventually 
realized, we had to learn because they were foundational to the journey. For this 
journey and these stories the consistent lessons are these:

1. We need to give up the urge to evaluate God’s plan based on our view of some 
outcome.

2. Along the way we will always doubt, but without doubt faith cannot flourish.
3. If we are obedient to hear and act on God’s plan, the Lord will provide.
4. Relationships are key to Kingdom participation.
5. We are to glorify God in all we do.

If the reader allows, the stories will reveal mystery that is part of every journey 
with God. The stories have a beginning but not an end. They are not intended to pass 
on God’s plan to another person. I have learned that the change of seasons is God’s 
work. Our part is to listen and walk in faith. 

My Hope
My hope is that my sharing the journey of Go and Do Likewise might lead some readers 
to step out into their own mystery journey with the living God. I hope that another will 
embrace the reality of Ephesians 3:20–21: “Now unto him that is able to do exceeding 
abundantly above all that we can think or imagine, according to the power that worketh 
in us, unto him be the glory in the church and in Christ Jesus unto all generations for 
ever and ever. Amen.” My hope is that if there is to be a new season for Go and Do 
Likewise, another person will be encouraged and empowered through these stories to 
participate in it.

Acknowledgments
Many people have had much to do with this journey: Terry Debay, my prayer partner for 
over 20 years, without whom Go and Do likewise would never have been, without 
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whose active participation much of the history would be not only different but I think 
less. Dr. Ron Lavin, who as senior pastor at King of Glory Lutheran in Fountain Valley, 
California, said, “Luke 10, the Good Samaritan story. Buy some hats and shirts.” Dave 
Brandmeyer, my silent “lighthouse,” always encouraging, always challenging. Alan 
Marcum, who was always there to help. Tim Hansel, whose presence in my life at a very 
challenging and difficult time taught me to laugh at myself. Lisa Simpson, who was 
always looking to stretch the envelope of partnership between Go and Do Likewise and 
Helping Hands. Kiefa Moseti Ontiri, possibly the most dedicated man of God I might 
ever meet; Kiefa, my friend, my brother. Patty Jolly, who took the time to Google Kiefa’s 
name and keep the story alive. Eaar Oden, whose profession in visual media brought 
about our introduction and whose dedication to bringing everything to God in prayer 
raised my awareness of that need to a higher level. My children—Greg, Tamera, and 
Melissa, and their spouses—Katie, Joe, and Jon, who even when they might have 
looked at me with a slight question on their face never stopped encouraging, never tired 
of my stories (that I knew of), and especially never stopped loving me. I love you all.

A special thank you to Lynn Gaede, who introduced me to her sister, Beth 
Gaede, who as editor of this writing has made so much of it come to life and who has 
put up with me, no easy matter. 

There are many others, and you will meet a few of them in these stories. 
To all the others, this is your journey, too. A piece of who you are has been left 

with me. A friend once told me that he viewed the church as God connecting a billion 
points of light. To those mentioned above; to all those whose journey crossed mine on 
weekends of painting, cleaning, cutting, and all the other tasks we took on; to those who 
passed by and asked questions; to the girls of Helping Hands and the staff who loved 
them so much; to the Kenyan students who have taught me so much about dedication 
and courage; to all my Kenya family; to the American students who made God so real to 
strangers—you truly are among the billion points of light my friend spoke about.
Without you, there is no story.
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Chapter 1
Learning to Hear 

Terry is my friend. We will always be friends. We met in early 1993 when we both 
responded to an invitation to a Promise Keepers meeting in Thousand Oaks, California. 
This call went out to men who had attended their conference in 1992 in Boulder, 
Colorado. I met Terry at the Thousand Oaks gathering. Our common interest in ministry 
by men drew us to agree, along with two or three others, to meet regularly for prayer 
and fellowship. We met nearly every week for 15 years. The day and location changed, 
as did some of those who attended, but the weekly meeting was fixed. During the first 
three years, Terry and I learned quite a bit about one another. 

For instance, our personalities are very different. Terry is a salesman, and if he 
believes in a product or idea, he is relentless until you buy. I am a goal-oriented 
“ops” (operations) guy. Terry and I found out that these two different views would clash 
from time to time. The salesman in Terry was always selling his passion, and the ops 
guy in me would see a desired outcome and find a way to get there—or would find the 
lack of a path the reason to not go. 

Three years of regular meetings had passed when Terry one day invited me to 
lunch. He wanted to ask me about—I understood “sell me”—his latest idea. The idea 
was that we should get men together on a regular basis, find someone who needed odd 
jobs done, and help that person. He and another friend had done this once or twice and 
found it rewarding. He had it all planned out and made his pitch, laying out all the 
reasons it was good—and biblical—to do this. 

But I was ready. Not denying the biblical connection, my answer to Terry went 
something like this: “Terry, I am teaching at my church, I am on the church council, I am 
involved in leading the men’s ministry at my church home, I have a daughter about to go 
off to college, and my job is taking more and more of my time. I am just too busy to take 
on another task.” I am not sure I even thanked him for considering me.

Our regular meetings continued, and all was well except that every few weeks 
Terry would bring up the idea again. It was pretty easy for me to brush him off. He would 
lead into the subject with, “Have you though any more about the idea of helping 
people?” I had become pretty adept at side stepping the issue and would quickly review 
the many reasons there wasn’t time in my busy schedule for his idea. The summer and 
much of the fall came and went. 

One morning during our regular meeting, we met in the library at the church I 
attended. After we had talked a bit and prayed for some time, Terry started a very 
different conversation. It went something like this:

Terry: Bud, I love being here on campus.
Bud: Me, too.
Terry: I love the music and the prayers, the learning, and being among these 

people.
Bud: Me, too.
Terry: This is so comfortable here, I just want to stay.
Bud: Me, too.
Terry: It’s like being in school. Just amazing here in the Presence among all 

these believers.
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Bud: I know it is.
Now Terry has me, and he goes for the kill.
Terry: We love this—the songs and the learning and the study. But Bud, it’s time 

we got a real job and put all this learning to use.
In my mind was a realization that God, or maybe just Terry, had snuck up on me. 

From my mouth came, “Maybe.”
The next few weeks contained numerous opportunities for these words to come 

back to me. “Time we got a real job.” I thought I had done a pretty good job of pushing 
them into a corner, where I would not have to think about or deal with them. Until New 
Years Day 1997, (smiling) a day that will go down in infamy.

That day, I somehow found myself in front of the TV watching college football. As 
usual, I was watching more than one game but really not watching any. A regular part of 
my non-watching SOP (standard operating procedure) is using the channel changer to 
bounce from game to game. We all do it, and I was doing it that day. Nothing unusual … 
until I clicked on a game between Florida and Florida State, and there he was. We have 
all seen him and identify with him: the Ultimate Fan, jumping and cheering and waving 
his hands. He was painted the school colors. One side of his head and face was 
orange; the other, blue. The opposite sides of his shirtless body were painted, too—blue 
and orange. My first thought was that this guy should not go out in public without a shirt.

The next few moments, though, were literally life changing. As far as I can 
remember, I had never before heard the voice of God as an audible sound, although 
more than once I have felt God speak to my heart from within. But in the inner parts of 
me, God was talking out loud to me. The voice was real and most profound.

“That is you, Bud. The man you are looking at is who you are. Bud, you know the 
songs, you know the plays, you know all about the game. You can stand and cheer and 
sing. But the problem is that while you are cheering and singing, a battle is taking place 
on the field, and it is time for you to get into the battle.” 

I knew. I knew those in need, the people Terry had been talking about, were the 
field, and the work Terry had been insisting we could do was the battle. That was what 
the voice was referring to. Time to do something, anything, to help someone in need.

The next Saturday I went to our regular men’s group meeting, a breakfast 
meeting. As the conversation waned, I shared just a small bit of my New Year’s Day 
revelation. Then I asked our pastor, “What do we do?” Immediately he said, “Go and do 
likewise.” Luke 10, the Good Samaritan story. Time to buy some hats and shirts.

And so began “Go and Do Likewise,” touching lives by helping others.
God is amazing. Two guys, 55 and 64 years old (I am the younger one), set out 

on a journey.
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Chapter 2
Susan’s House

Early in our journey to help others, Go and Do Likewise received the suggestion that 
Susan could use some help. Susan was a single mother working as a church secretary 
and caring for her teenage daughter. Susan’s income was steady yet limited. As soon 
as the suggestion was made, I asked Pete, the leading handyperson in the group, to 
visit her and figure out how we would help. 

We had been told Susan had a patio-cover issue—a small leak that was a 
problem when it rained. Some shrubbery might be trimmed, plus a few other minor 
handyguy items could be taken care of. So Pete was dispatched. After his visit Pete 
reported on what it would take to help Susan. The tasks were pretty simple, and he was 
sure we could accomplish them.

The next few moments are very clear in my memory. Pete said, “But what she 
really needs is to have her house painted.” He went on to explain that the exterior of the 
house was in extremely poor condition. Paint the house. I could only imagine what it 
would take. I had no experience with such a task; I was in operational “no mans land.” 
So I asked, “Can we do that, Pete? I mean odd jobs are one thing, but painting a 
house?” His simple response to my uncertainty was, “Sure, buy some paint, some 
rollers and brushes, and find a few people to help us.” So we did. Susan picked a color. 
We secured the necessary ladders, rollers, and brushes. We found a few people to help 
out. And we started our first attempt to paint a house.

Painting Susan’s house is significant, because it opened our eyes to the ways of 
volunteers helping others and serving God. We spent two days working on Susan’s 
house. A number of people came to help. The roof and patio cover were repaired. The 
house took on a whole new look. Because the results were obvious, the volunteers felt 
good about their efforts. Everyone was in a positive and joyful mood as we wrapped up 
the final touches. 

Almost everyone else had left Susan’s by the time I walked across the patio and 
noticed her in her kitchen. She looked like she was crying. Cautiously, I entered the 
kitchen and, sure enough, she was in tears. I asked her if something had gone wrong. 
Then she looked up at me with tears streaming down her face and smiled. She gave me 
a hug and said, ”I have been praying for over a year for this house to be painted, and 
now my prayers have been answered.”

I learned that day and many times after that this faith journey humbles us. God 
uses the willing to answer the prayers of his children. The people we helped almost 
always offered gratitude and thanks. Yet this time, Susan confessed she had been 
praying about her specific need. We painted Susan’s house in the first quarter of 1997. 
Terry had first started working on me about helping others about one year earlier, March 
or April of 1996. Susan had been praying while I had been making excuses. 
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Chapter 3
Learning to Trust

The lesson of Susan’s house was both immediate—God uses even the reluctant to 
answer prayer—and hidden. Hidden was a broader spiritual element of this story. 
Remember I had asked Pete, “Can we do this?” Could we really paint a house? 
Throughout the following years, Go and Do Likewise would paint houses, mobile 
homes, even a church in response to God’s calling to us. And throughout this season, 
doors to other ministry opportunities came while we were painting.

It was not at all uncommon for a volunteer to recognize that some recipients of 
our efforts might not be among the neediest, and occasionally someone working with us 
would come to me and ask, “Why are we helping this person?” Under normal 
circumstance these helpers had valid reasons for asking that question. Fortunately, 
God, in his mercy, regularly pointed out that our ability to see what he was doing was 
limited.

On one such day, we were painting a house at the request of a city code-
enforcement official. The resident had been somewhat reluctant to let us help, but we 
were, it seemed, her best option. She could let us help, or she could have the city do 
the work and face a lien on her property. She choose door number 1, us. While she was 
not upset or angry, we had a sense that we were disturbing her surroundings a bit—
enough for some of our group members to ask, “If she doesn't really want us to help, 
why are we here?” 

Before long, neighbors started to stop and ask what was happening. The house 
had been an eyesore to the neighborhood, the reason the city code people were 
involved. Neighbors would stop as they walked or drove by and ask us the who and why 
questions—“Who are you, and why are you we doing this?” Simply put, we were there 
to witness to God’s love. The work was secondary, an activity that gave us authority to 
talk to the neighbors. At one point we had large signs printed that said “LIFT UP 
JESUS,” and we would display them whenever possible. We became alert to these 
opportunities and would witness to any and all who asked.

A similar incident took place when a lady called after hearing from friends at her 
church that we helped people. Her church, a very large congregation, did not have a 
helps ministry, so she called us, and we agree to paint her house. This particular house 
was possibly the least in need of paint of all the houses we had worked on, but the 
owner was worried because the paint was old. The house presented some difficulties, 
including intricacies in the roof structure and a patio cover that would take a lot of time. 
Possibly the most glaring issue, though, was that the house looked nice and, as before, 
volunteers were asking why we were painting it. 

One reason soon became apparent. As we were planning the day, we realized 
that because of the special challenges the house presented, we needed more than our 
regular help. We were going to need someone with painting experience. While we were 
standing in the driveway, a young man driving a pickup truck carrying some ladders 
drove up and stopped in front. The driver had not helped our crew before, so I walked 
over to him and asked how I could help him. He asked if we were the Go and Do 
Likewise group. I said we were indeed, and then he told me why he had come.
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He said his grandmother had read about our group’s work day in the local paper 
and asked him to come help us, because she knew he was needed. In response to his 
grandmother’s wishes, this young man, a professional house painter, came to join a 
group of strangers in their work. There was more than one eyebrow raised among the 
regular helpers as this answer to our prayer got out his ladders and spray equipment 
and took over the most difficult areas.

This was not the end of the day’s answers to the “Why are we here?” question, 
though. Shortly before noon a passing car stopped right in front of the house. One of the 
workers who had asked why we were painting a pretty decent house happened to be 
talking to me as the car stopped. It was easy to see that the occupants, a family, wanted 
to talk, so we walked over to the car. “What’s going on here?” they asked. We answered 
simply that we were helping the homeowner keep her home in the best possible 
condition. “Who are you?” was the next question. We told them, “Christians who believe 
that we are to help others as a way of living our faith.” 

An hour or so later, this family returned, bringing lunch and drinks for all, a great 
joy for us. They commented as they left, “We haven’t been interested in church, but we 
are going to find one that does this.” God had spoken to them. The ministry of the 
Kingdom was for them that day—for the family down the street and the young man 
complying with his grandmother's wishes. We just need to learn to let God be God.
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Chapter 4
Al and Mother Teresa

One of the blessings of this journey with God was being able to share it with others who 
would see, hear, or receive the grace God poured out. This particular story took place 
when I was dealing with some personal challenges, and no other Go and Do Likewise 
volunteers were around. Because I was alone, I see this experience as a gift to me at a 
time when I especially needed reassurance. God was present for me, although God 
also touched the other men involved, strangers to me.

I received a call one day from a reporter who covered Orange County for the Los 
Angeles Times. He told me he had heard of the work we were doing as Go and Do 
Likewise and was interested in talking to me. After a short telephone conversation he 
asked if I would tell him the next time we had a workday and whether he could visit the 
work site. I agreed he could visit us but told him the name of the person we were 
helping had to be kept private unless he had permission from the individual. He agreed.

A woman challenged by some health issues asked us to help remove some old 
carpet from a room in her condominium and replace it with a wood floor. One of her 
issues was allergies, and the current floor created challenges for her health. We agreed 
on a date, the flooring was secured, and people with the skill needed to install the 
flooring were arranged. I called the L. A. Times reporter and notified him of the date and 
the address of the work.

The workday came, the carpet was pulled up, the floor was readied for the new 
wood flooring, and the reporter drove up. We talked a bit, and he asked the woman we 
were helping if she was willing to talk to him. She agreed. I had expected the reporter to 
leave after a few minutes, but he stayed for some time. As he was to leave, he came 
over to me and commented that what was happening was indeed a good story. He had 
not expected to find what he did. He then asked me if I would let him know the next time 
we worked, because he wanted to have a photographer come by and get a few 
pictures. This was not difficult decision for me. Sure, I would let him know.

Our next workday was to clear some yard overgrowth and weeds from a planter 
for an elderly woman who lived in a mobile home. I called the reporter, and he told me a 
man named Al Schaben would come by and take a few pictures. Al arrived early in the 
day and began to shoot. After he finished his assignment, he came over to where I was 
pulling some weeds. He wanted to talk with me. Al told me he was moved by what was 
happening. This was an easier workday for us. Some people might think the more 
difficult the job, the greater the satisfaction received. Not true. Joy is about people, and 
the work is an excuse to touch lives. Love and compassion are always present. Al 
experienced this truth. 

Then Al told me a story. His work as a photographer had taken him literally 
around the world. On a trip to India, he had visited Calcutta, where Mother Teresa 
worked. He was reminded of her, he said, by what we were doing. He had asked for 
permission to photograph Mother Teresa, and amazingly, because she so seldom 
allowed such a request, he was given permission. He said that photo was one of his 
favorites and asked me if we wanted to have access to it to use in our work. 

I supplied the e-mail address and waited. Finally, Al’s message arrived with the 
photo. We still have it and for a while used it on our web site. This picture is very 
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special. The circumstances under which it was shot and that brought Al to that mobile 
home that day, as well as the compassion Al shared made it personal. Al was moved by 
the work being done for an elderly woman to offer access to one of his favorite photos.

Interestingly the story, along with photos Al shot that day, appeared in the paper 
and led Go and Do Likewise to work in the San Fernando Valley area of Los Angeles. A 
life touching a life. Al’s picture of Mother Teresa was testimony of God’s presence during 
our journey with him.
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Chapter 5
Normal Is Not

As painting houses became a regular part of Go and Do Likewise's journey, we invested 
in spray equipment. As the requests became more frequent, we tried to keep each 
project to one day, if possible. Many times, however, we did more than just painting. The 
need for paint was accompanied by other issues, such as overgrown landscaping. As 
we grew in our willingness to take on larger or more complicated requests, the number 
of hours required of volunteers increased, so minimizing the amount of labor needed to 
paint by purchasing the spray equipment just made sense. Keeping our volunteers busy 
was a high priority, too, so one of our regulars always needed to be planning ways to 
use them well without overworking them.

Not surprisingly, working with volunteers typically entailed other challenges 
besides keeping them busy. While volunteers were always our most sought-after 
resource, the truth is that their skill was not the greatest asset they brought to our work. 
Most important was the volunteers’ willingness to be present and help in any way. 
Another challenge was that although there were regulars, the number of people who 
would actually show up to work was often in doubt. We encouraged those who came to 
invite their friends, and we asked them to share what we were doing with their church. 

Fortunately, in spite of the uncertainty, we always had just the right amount of 
help. Someone would ask someone else, and so on, and when the day came, the 
needs were met. Most of the time these new helpers would just show up. Occasionally 
someone would ask if it was OK to bring others, and our standard answer was yes. A 
close friend would later explain this phenomenon in a clear way. His opinion was that 
through all God was doing, his desire and process was to connect a billion points of light 
that served as his church.

One such request to bring others turned into much more. Gary, one of Go and Do 
Likewise’s regular and initial participants, asked about bringing his granddaughter and 
her friend. We told him, “Of course, as long as her parents are OK with it.” The 
arrangements grew more complicated over the next several days, though. First, Gary 
mentioned that the friend was living in a temporary facility for troubled girls, and he 
would need to get the facility’s approval. Again the answer was, “Fine, as long as she 
has approval.” Next, Gary mentioned that the granddaughter’s friend needed to be 
supervised to help, but the facility had a small group of girls they called Helping Hands 
who did service projects one Saturday a month. “Could they bring the group?” he asked. 
Our response again was, “As long as whoever is responsible for this group gives 
approval and provides supervision, it’s OK.” As it happened, the facility required that 
their staff be present to supervise the girls. We agreed.

Now, it is important for you to know that since the beginning of Go and Do 
Likewise, we had been learning to avoid micromanaging everything and to just let the 
journey and the day be what it would be. Peace was and is the determining factor; hard 
work and fun, the critical ingredients. We never felt anxious about the girls’ joining us; 
we had peace in our spirits.

Saturday came, and as usual I arrived early to distribute the equipment, paint, 
and other items to the volunteers. We needed to tackle a variety of projects, including 
painting the house, so there was plenty to do. Volunteers started arriving, and then 
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“they” came. A large van drove up, and out jumped Helping Hands, about ten 12- to 15-
year-old girls. I thought, “OMG! What do we do with this?!” 

The girls immediately began being teenagers, with some work and some fun, 
teenage style, soon understood to be part of the day’s experience. Before long, we 
discovered that the presence of gallons of paint offered the opportunity for the girls to 
paint each other, as well as the house, so they did. The staff seemed OK with this, so 
we too were OK. At the end of the day all were tired, and everyone seemed to be 
pleased with the event. The homeowner was happy, volunteers felt good about what 
had been accomplished, and smiles were abundant, especially on the girls. We’d had a 
great day. But we were left with a question: “Was this a positive experience for the 
facility staff and girls?”

The following Monday I spoke with the lead staff person for the girls’ facility. She 
reported that the staff had met and discussed the event and agreed it was great for the 
girls to be helping others. She commented that the girls were still talking about the day
—about feeling good that they had helped others and about the fun they had. And, she 
added, “The clothes were washable for the most part, and the paint had also been 
washed from the girls.” She said they had told the girls to wear older clothes the next 
time and that they hoped there would be a next time. 

That day was the beginning of a great relationship, and we would share the work 
with our new friends on many more days of paint and play, many more days of helping 
others. Yet, even with such a positive experience resulting from a simple request for a 
friend to help, we soon learned that God was not finished—not finished revealing 
himself to us and not finished blessing the girls of Helping Hands. Once again God had 
shown his desire to connect people for his purpose. God’s principle, blessed to be a 
blessing, was on display once again.
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Chapter 6
The Ripple Effect

I am not sure when I first heard the idea that a life of faith is like throwing a rock in a 
pond. Working in the mobile home park in Santa Ana was like that, and the ripples just 
kept going. We were asked by a friend to assist another friend with some simple jobs in 
his yard. So we scheduled our day and arrived with just the right number of people to 
complete the requests in a day.

While working we were told the elderly lady across the street had just lost her 
kitchen stove and needed a new one. One of the volunteers offered to install a new one, 
so the funds were provided, and the neighbor was once again able to cook.

Somehow the news got the attention of the park manager, who stopped by and 
talked to us about our work. Not many days later, we got a call to see if we might be 
able to help one more resident of the park. Another request followed, and then the park 
owner suggested to the manager that perhaps we could help more of the elderly 
residents whose homes needed improvements, so they would be in compliance with 
park rules. The request of a friend to help a friend was the beginning of a long 
relationship with the park residents.

This particular park was in an older part of an older city, and many of the 
residents were either elderly or low income. Many were single parents with children. The 
park became a regular stop for Go and Do Likewise. We provided turkeys and such to a 
few of the families for holidays. What happened is that there was much need, and 
someone in our group would say, “Why don’t we?“ and so we would. It was not unusual 
to get a call from the manager about a specific resident’s need.

And it came to pass that one Saturday when the Helping Hands girls would be 
with us, we planned to paint a mobile home. There was nothing unusual about the 
request or the day, nothing that gave any clue about what was to come. Yes, we were 
nearing the holiday season, but it was a regular workday that included preparation for 
the volunteers, actual work on the project, and checking regularly on supplies and 
progress. Throughout the day, I would simply walk around to see how things were 
moving along, hoping to ensure our volunteers were staying busy and that we would get 
the job finished. 

During one of my walk-arounds, the day became not just another day. Mobile 
homes usually have a covered parking space along one side and steps up to the 
entrance from that point. As I walked around the end of the home, I noticed one of the 
staff from the Helping Hands facility talking to one of the smallest of the girls, who was 
sitting on the steps. As I neared I noticed that she was crying and having a not-so-good 
day. I try to be invisible in such cases, so I don’t interfere in the counseling that is likely 
taking place. However, as I walked by this day, the staff member’s voice was very clear, 
though not loud. The staff person asked, “What would you want for Christmas if you 
were going to get something?”

 “What would you want for Christmas if you were going to get something?” Our 
group’s regular prayer day was not until the following Friday, but what I overheard did 
not leave my mind. So it was that Friday, during our prayer and discussion time, I 
shared my experience of the previous Saturday. Those who had gathered for prayer 
knew who the girl was—younger than the rest and one of the very smallest. We even 
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knew her by name. The tragedy of her young life was heartbreaking, and I noticed more 
than one teary eye as I shared what happened.

Then someone said, “Why don’t we have a party for them?” We just looked at 
each other … and set about planning a party. As soon as we could, we connected with a 
staff person and proposed a get-together. She, of course, had to get permission. But 
finally, it was agreed that we could bring some music and gifts and have a Christmas 
celebration on the facility campus one evening, and the girls who had free time would 
be able to attend. This was the beginning, the first Christmas with these girls. The 
evening was simple and short but meaningful to all—the girls, the staff, and us.

Fast forward almost one year. As usual our group met on Friday for prayer and 
discussion. The following day was a workday, and the girls were scheduled to be with 
us. The day was routine until I remembered. I reminded the Go and Do Likewise group 
of the events of the previous year and wondered why we had not even talked about a 
Christmas celebration. It was November and there was very little time, but we were 
certain that somehow a party could be arranged. We were also certain a party would be 
appropriate. After all, we had had another fun year of working with the girls, and the staff 
and leaders at the facility were well aware of the positive impact our connection had 
made. The decision was made.

In just a few days the plan was settled. A major adjustment was approved: the 
girls would be allowed to leave campus. We would have the party during the day. Staff 
would volunteer their time, and all girls who complied with the facility’s policies would be 
allowed to attend. Then a most amazing addition came about. A man who owned a 
tourist-event boat on Newport Harbor donated his vessel for a day cruise of the harbor if 
we could get permission from the facility staff. Amazingly, permission was granted, and 
the girls got to go for a wonderful boat ride. Watching and listening to the girls as they 
walked onto the boat, many of them commenting that they had never been on the water 
and certainly never on a boat such as this, was amazing. It seemed as if each year the 
event took an additional step to offer these young women new hope.

The following year the captain asked whether the staff would allow the girls to 
come out at night. There was a lot of conversation about the idea, because the girls 
were rarely allowed off campus—and even more rarely to leave the campus at night. 
But the results of the previous year’s trip had been positive. Permission was given: the 
girls could indeed leave the campus at night for this purpose. Thus began what would 
be a ten-year tradition for Go and Do Likewise and the girls from Helping Hands: a 
nighttime Christmas cruise on Newport Bay aboard the Angela Louise.

Our relationship with the facility staff and leadership grew, and it was not long 
before the party was opened to all girls at the facility, not only those who helped on the 
projects. This became a great witness to the girls who had not been part of Helping 
Hands as we shared with them the fact that the joy they were experiencing was due to 
the efforts other girls had previously made.

A life touches a life, touches a life. For over twelve years we had the privilege of 
sharing the Christmas story and a celebration with girls who spent their early teen years 
away from home. Today the Christmas celebration continues, although Go and Do 
Likewise handed off this celebration to youth leaders at a local church. So now, it is a 
ministry of youth for youth. But the ripples go on.
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Chapter 7
What Just Happened?

I don’t claim to understand angels. I do think that God can use us, you and me, in such 
a way that those we touch might view us as angels. I can think of times when I realized 
God was moving through others in a specific way that ministered to me or addressed a 
need I was involved in. Actually experiencing the presence of an angel—I have no 
proof, no theory. I do, though, have an experience from this journey for which I am 
unable to provide an explanation. A mystery for sure; an angel, maybe.

I could tell many stories about the girls from Helping Hands and the subsequent 
growth of that relationship and their involvement, but the Christmas celebration was 
especially significant. Many gifts we were able to give the girls during the Christmas 
cruises, annual nighttime events, were donated because of relationships we developed 
with a few clothing manufacturers. We gathered clothes from them to give as gifts at the 
celebration. That year, God was clearly busy gathering his points of light.

Late November, we would usually get the girls’ sizes from the staff who were 
going to accompany them, so we had some hope of everyone getting something that 
would fit. Different manufacturers sent a variety of styles and sizes, and no one source 
provided everything we hoped for. On this day Terry and I were out gathering the 
donations. We usually would make three or four stops in or near downtown Los 
Angeles. This year our last stop was in south central LA, an older section of the city. 

I waited in the vehicle we were using while Terry went in and picked up the final 
donation. Upon his return we sat for a moment and talked about how thankful everyone 
would be and how grateful we in particular were because more than enough items had 
been donated. We were just about to start up and drive away when a man appeared at 
my window. This would not be unusual except neither of us saw him coming. Later we 
would say he could have come from behind us, but he was not the sort of person one 
would expect to see in this part of the city. He was dark skinned, well groomed, and well 
dressed. He was polite, and his voice was clear and calm. I rolled down the window, 
thinking afterward I might not have responded this way had he been dressed differently 
or had obviously been from that part of the city.

 He calmly explained that he and his son had just arrived and found they had no 
place to stay. He said they had no money and asked if we would give him enough to get 
a room at a hotel he pointed out just across the street. The request for money or other 
help is not unusual in that part of town, yet both Terry and I found ourselves pulling out 
our wallets, not unusual for Terry but odd for me to be so quick, and providing the man 
with lodging for the night. He gratefully received the gift and then he asked if he could 
pray for us. We said, “Certainly, please do.” He began to pray, and it was very evident 
that this was not a regular street person.

I could not tell you if he prayed for five minutes, ten, or even more. He offered 
praise for the gifts all had received that day. He gave thanks for the provision for him 
and his son, for a place to lay their head. Then he gave praise for the ministry we were 
involved with. He praised God for hearts that helped. Finally, he prayed for God to 
anoint the purpose God had set before Go and Do Likewise and prepare us for the 
journey ahead, blessed us, and then stood there for a minute.
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Both Terry and I were used to public prayer and very comfortable with it. It was a 
regular part of our experience. This, though, was different. The man spoke calmly, 
neither loud nor soft. His voice conveyed assurance, and he was comfortable in this 
language. Kick me, but he spoke as one with authority. I have no other way to describe 
it.

He thanked us and turned towards the street. Terry and I both glanced at each 
other in amazement and turned to watch him leave, but he was nowhere to be seen. We 
looked back—not there. We looked out the other side—not there. We looked carefully 
across the street at the hotel—not there. We looked back at each other and Terry said, 
“What just happened?” 

What just happened?
To this day, if we discuss that man, that prayer, our reaction, I’ll say that moment 

was the beginning of the end of Go and Do Likewise's work for the season we were in 
and the first step in the journey ahead.

Angels. How do you know?
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Chapter 8
The City, the Doctor, and God

Throughout our nine years of monthly going and doing to serve, we were asked to help 
with many worthwhile projects, each a unique experience. Simple math indicates there 
were possibly over 100 of these incidents, each involving a spiritual element. 
Sometimes, simply because God and Do Likewise was there, we were the ones most 
ministered to. God would always minister to a homeowner, a neighbor, a worker, a 
passerby. 

One project involved a doctor had been involved in a running feud with the city in 
which he lived for nearly 40 years. The conflict had created mutual distrust and some 
animosity, and as this grew, the potential for an amicable solution diminished. Recently 
neighbors had also been complaining, because the home the doctor owned, an ever-
growing eyesore, was becoming in some ways increasingly dangerous. Neighbors’ 
aggravation about the lack of upkeep on this property grew to a point that they were 
demanding the city take legal action to fix the problem. The challenges facing the city 
council over the property were even detailed in a story in the local newspaper. Then a 
person who was close to both Go and Do Likewise and city officials suggested we 
approach the city and offer to help.

So it was that one evening, the city council agenda included discussion about the 
property in question, we stood at the podium appointed for visitors and offered to assist 
with the property cleanup if the property owner would agree. While the council was 
skeptical that anything would change, they agreed to delay the vote that would begin a 
legal process against the doctor, thereby allowing us a short time to meet with him and 
offer to help. We spoke with the assistant city attorney, and he paved the way with the 
doctor for the process to begin.

As soon as the city council approved the delay, a meeting was set for the 
assistant city attorney, the city code-enforcement manager, the homeowner, and us. We 
were to meet at the doctor’s home. Terry and I arrived, parking just up the street from 
the residence, and as we walked by the side of the house, we both were struck by the 
magnitude of the problem. This was a corner lot in a very nice neighborhood of one of 
the wealthiest cities in our area, and even to our eyes, the task seemed impossible. 
Cars covered with tarps were parked in front of the garage. The yard was totally 
overgrown. A second-story addition had been covered with tarps held in place by tires 
on wheels. The house was hidden by bushes, and a large hole in the front yard was full 
of trash. We had tackled many smaller versions of this same condition, but this was over 
the top.

The city officials arrived, and we met them at their car. They shook their heads 
and admitted that they had little or no hope that the resident would allow any of his 
treasures to be removed. He was, they said, a “world class hoarder,” and they shared 
some of the history and neighborhood concerns. It soon became clear that this 
challenge was far greater than anything we had attempted. 

The time arrived for our appointment with the homeowner, and we started for the 
door. We had taken only a step or two toward the house when either Terry or I, I don’t 
remember which, mentioned that we needed to pray over the house, the resident, the 
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city, and all who might come to work on it. We prayed especially that the Spirit of God 
would descend on this place, this man, and us.

We walked to the door, the city code manager knocked once, and the door 
opened. Our introduction to the doctor had begun. The code manager reintroduced 
himself, the assistant city attorney, and then Terry and me. The city staff shared with the 
doctor that we had offered to help with the cleanup if he would allow us to do that. We 
had already been told to expect rejection, because that had been the doctor’s response 
for a long time. For reasons we can only lay at the feet of prayer, the doctor, rather than 
rejecting our offer, took my hand, shook it vigorously, and told me we were angels sent 
to help him take care of this problem. Terry and I were immediately clear that we were 
not alone.

An agreement was made, and we walked away with the city officials. It was 
evident that what these two gentlemen had expected was totally different from what 
they experienced. In the very first moments of this joint effort, God had revealed 
something to these two men. Terry and I both knew this home was where we were to 
work for the next however-many days or weeks.

When we asked the city attorney if there was a chance the city would help, there 
was no hesitation. They would provide the large dumpsters to haul away the trash and 
other debris. They would help with any collection of hazardous runoff. Right after they 
left, a city councilman sent a check from his discretionary funds to help with some of the 
expenses. God was at work.

Most of time we worked at the doctor’s home, he was at appointments, which 
was a great benefit, because we did not need to deal with his unwillingness to part with 
items. We removed from the roof 35 tires and wheels that had been holding down the 
tarps. We filled four 30-cubic-yard containers with debris just from the outside. We 
discovered a motorhome and a car buried at the side of the house. We uncovered a car 
and travel trailer covered with debris in the back yard. 

Overall we spent an entire month on this cleanup, which included making 
arrangements and removing the vehicles, repairing the roof, painting the house, 
removing overgrowth, filling the hole in the front yard, and planting flowers. As if this 
were not enough, as God’s final gesture, a youth director from a church in a different 
city somehow heard about this effort and brought his youth to build a white picket fence 
around the yard. They dug the holes, fixed the posts, set the vertical slats, and painted it 
all white. The transformation was amazing.

This story would be incomplete without acknowledgement of what the Spirit did in 
ministering to the neighborhood. A constant flow of people came by just to say thank 
you. They even mentioned that now their children could walk by the house and feel 
safe. Neighbors brought food and water for the workers, often commenting about their 
“new” neighborhood.

Many people—the city, the doctor, the neighborhood, and all those who came to 
help on the many days we were at the house—were ministered to. Day by day, we 
continued to see God and his Spirit at work in undeniable ways.
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Chapter 9
The Mystery of Change

2006 brought an unexpected change for Go and Do Likewise. I am not a stranger to 
change. During my career I was involved in three corporate buy-outs—one with no 
notice, another as a result of visible growing conflict between owners, and the third, 
though on short notice, less dramatic and somehow less disrupting. All of these 
changes were times of uncertainty accompanied by some level of anxiety. In each of 
them, though, I also knew there was a road ahead. I may not have embraced all the 
elements of the change, but I could identify them and compensate for many of them. 

Change for Go and Do Likewise was silent, unannounced, a ghost—at the 
beginning, unseen and unknown. Something was different. As this change revealed 
itself, it brought with it an emotional fog bank composed of memories—memories of joy, 
an awareness of God’s presence, and personal growth experienced through the journey 
we called Go and Do Likewise. The memories merged into an almost foreboding sense 
of loss that grew as our awareness of the change grew. 

Maybe it was all over. The phone for Go and Do Likewise just stopped ringing; 
the contacts stopped calling. The ministry that had nurtured so many for nine years 
came to a halt. Was it really over? The change came with no notice, no time to adjust. It 
just happened. It took some time for us to realize: the season was over. Suddenly, it all 
came to an end. God was finished. I couldn’t help but wonder, had it really been God, or 
was it just some guys doing stuff?

On a personal level, the reality felt a little paradoxical. On the one hand, I felt 
bewilderment, loss; on the other, relief. No more wondering how it was going to work 
out. No more long days when all the volunteers had left and the cleanup was still ahead. 
No more wondering about who would show up or why I so often found myself alone. 
Admittedly there had been difficult times, challenging times, and always the fight with 
doubt. I would not miss these, not at all.

But as far as I could tell, it was time to retire the website, time to stop the 
newsletter. Nine years is enough.

The entity of Go and Do Likewise continued with little intention or upkeep. I 
regularly deleted e-mail, because we had not shut down our account. Once a month or 
so, I would go into the e-mail, click “all,” then click “delete.” For nearly a year the work of 
Go and Do Likewise consisted of only the Christmas party with the girls from Helping 
Hands.

Looking back, I see that much of my response to this ending was to just to live 
the other parts of my life. I could always find a place to invest my time. Suddenly having 
more time, though significant, was not the most important element of the change, 
though. The question in the fog—weighed on me. Where is God? Even, frankly, is God? 

This might sound like a cliché, but sometimes when a door closes, a window 
opens.

I have been asked what has been the most profound action I have taken in this 
journey with God through the ministry of Go and Do Likewise. Reading the details of this 
journey, one might notice many choices that would have acknowledged the possibility of 
an open window, but one stands out for me. One day when cleaning out the e-mail, 
rather than click “all,” I actually looked at the headings before deleting. We had received 
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a large number of messages, as you would expect in an unfiltered e-mail in-box. But I 
did not delete one new e-mail. Just a small thing, but for some reason I treated it 
differently.

It said, “I desire spiritual partnership,” and I set it aside. I did not read it that first 
day, and I am not sure why. A few days later, I finally opened the e-mail. It was from 
someone I did not know, someone who claimed to be a person of faith and compassion. 
Someone from a small rural area in Kenya telling of his efforts to share the Gospel 
message and to share his house with children who had no support network. Someone 
who had started a small school so the very poor could have a place to learn.

An interesting note, similar to many we had received, but different. I didn’t delete 
it. I just closed it and left it in my in-box. The usual thoughts floated through mind. Why 
answer it? It was probably from a spammer or scammer or who knows. But my 
awareness of the message did not lessen. It took me a while, but I finally decided to 
answer and see what happened.

A window opened.
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Chapter 10
A New Beginning

An e-mail note from an unknown person in a far away country. Intriguing for sure. I was 
willing to remain open to what might come, because of the many miraculous events I 
had witnessed the previous nine years. I reminded myself, don’t jump to conclusions 
just because they seem to fit. Don’t map out a plan; rather, take the next step. I 
answered a simple e-mail from a man named Kiefa Moseti Ontiri about whom I had no 
other information. None. A total stranger, yet I had not deleted the e-mail. I had sent an 
answer, and I waited.

 In a series of e-mail exchanges, Kiefa told me about finding our website and 
about his personal beliefs, which were similar to those Go and Do Likewise presented in 
our purposes and priorities. He asked for several types of support. I did not sense that 
he was self-promoting or dramatizing the need, only that he was doing a certain thing 
and looking for support. My sense was that he was sincere and dedicated. But I also 
knew that many times things are not what they seem, so I asked for some help.

I decided to ask four close friends to give me their views on this development. 
The responses ranged in degree of doubt from, “How will you ever find out if it’s true?” 
to the story one of my associates told about his own father, who had lost a great deal of 
money to an “African prince,” a scheme carried out by a scammer who lived in 
Minnesota. It is fair to say I did not receive strong support to go forward with my 
communications. I did receive a single reply that kept the door open, though. One of my 
close friends told me she had Googled Kiefa’s name and had gotten two hits.

 Simple enough. Take the next step. I got online and followed the hits. One led to 
a site for a very strong fundamentalist religious group and one to the pastor of a church 
in Oregon who had actually met Kiefa while attending a conference in Uganda. Possibly 
this was a real person with a real call, and maybe there was a way I could help. 

Take the next step. Call the pastor in Oregon, after checking his website, and try 
to find out more. 

 I clearly remember that conversation, I think because it gave me a sense of 
peace about staying connected with Kiefa Ontiri. The pastor confirmed he had indeed 
met Kiefa, who had talked about the same situations mentioned in his e-mails. He had 
described orphans he housed. (We now think of them as “children at risk,” children who 
had no support network or very little support or were abandoned in some way, children 
facing difficulties such as poor nutrition, disease, and little or no education.) This Kiefa 
had talked about beginning a church, including the fact that the congregation was 
currently meeting under a tree. Finally, he had explained that he had decided to begin a 
small school that would not turn away these poor children, children who could not pay 
the fees associated with the public schools in the area.

 The stories I heard from the two men were similar, the caveat being that the 
pastor from Oregon had not personally witnessed these circumstances. He had heard 
about the same situations, but he not seen them. While I didn’t receive proof of all the 
circumstances or confirmation of reasons for continued involvement, I had a peace 
about continuing conversation and taking small steps to support Kiefa’s work. So in the 
name of Go and Do Likewise, I began to support his efforts. Still, we did not have 
financial reserves, nor did we have regular donors or any other ongoing financial 
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support. Our history was based on the Luke 10 story, and funding came from our own 
pockets.

 The first step was to provide some small support for food (maize) and school 
supplies—pencils, writing books, and other materials. The most expensive initial request 
was for “iron sheets,” so they could build a church. Again peace, so off the money went. 
I don’t want to sound as if I didn’t expect accountability. I did ask for pictures of the 
children and the building. I received these, and the conversation continued. I also 
received a request that I go to Kenya to visit them in the village. I was not against this 
idea, although I didn’t yet agree to go either.

 Kiefa and I got to know one another over a number of months. Regular e-mails 
and even a phone conversation, which I discovered was much too expensive to make a 
regular part of our growing relationship, deepened our relationship. It seemed 
everything was on an acceptable track except for the lack of eyewitness confirmation 
that all was as claimed. During our conversations, my interest in educating the children 
grew greatly, and addressing the need became a priority. But I needed to confirm what I 
was being told. 

 As with much of my journey with Go and Do Likewise, Terry once again played a 
crucial role. During a conversation we were having at one of our many regular meetings, 
Terry mentioned a meeting he had attended the previous fall, nearly a year before. At 
this meeting an organization that was involved in building schools in rural Kenya had 
been mentioned. Terry had the information and suggested I call the director and have a 
conversation, since I was personally so focused on education. I remembered that my 
positive response to another of Terry’s comments—“Why don’t you call him?”—had led 
to my amazing friendship with inspirational author Tim Hansel. Based on that 
experience, I just picked up the phone at first chance and called the program director 
Terry knew.

 My first conversation with the Brett, the director of this organization, was very 
positive. He had more passion for educating the youth and providing schools than I 
could have imagined. He was on fire for the work he was doing, encouraged my 
involvement, and extended an invitation to call at anytime. I did just that. During one 
call, I told him I was invited to go to the village but was hesitant without knowing more. 
As we spoke he came up with an idea that was too good to be true. (How do these 
things happen?) It seems the head teacher at one of the schools he was helping was 
from the same area as Kiefa. If I was willing to pay the cost of the man’s bus ride and 
buy a few books for his school, Brett was sure that this man would visit Kiefa and report 
back to me. It sounded perfect, so after a few conversations with all involved, the visit 
was set up. Finally, I was going to find out how accurate my understanding of the 
situation was.

 I soon learned that the meeting of the two men had taken place, that it had gone 
well, and the two men had enjoyed a good conversation. It was a fact: Kiefa Ontiri does 
exist. He is a real person living in a rural village, Rionchogu, in western Kenya. So far, 
so good. But I had asked at the beginning of my agreement with the head teacher for 
him to provide me with a written review of his visit. I waited; no report. Waited longer; no 
report from Brett or his group. Finally I asked Brett if he would be able to e-mail a report 
about what he learned during the visit. Admittedly, I was anxious. I was impatient with 
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how long this was taking, because I had been wrestling with the question of Kiefa’s 
truthfulness since our first e-mails.

 At long last Brett called to tell me the review was on the way. There was a note 
of sadness in his voice, so I was edgy. After receiving the report, though, I understood 
the sadness. The report confirmed Kiefa had a family and that he and his wife were 
currently taking care of 29 children, not their own, at their house. Kiefa also had a small, 
primitive school where over 175 children of the poorest families attended classes. And 
yes, he was the pastor of a church that was meeting in a building made from sticks and 
mud with a metal-sheet roof. New metal sheets, but . . . But Brett’s organization could 
not support this effort, because the church was directly involved in all Kiefa did, and 
Brett’s group could not work in a church-related environment. 

The church was a deal breaker for them. For me, though, the church was a deal 
maker. I was determined to go to Kenya. I felt certain that I needed to take the next 
step. But going alone to Africa, rural Africa, to meet strangers still made me hesitate.

 It was then that Brett of the told me they were planning a trip to Kenya in 
October, just two and a half months later, and that I could travel with them. He further 
suggested that I invite Kiefa to meet me in the village they were serving. In several 
quick e-mails, how and when were taken care of. Just like that, I was going to Africa.

Arrangements were made, schedules set, peace settled in. Kiefa and I would 
meet, face to face, in person. I look back and realize I had no idea where this plan was 
going. I did not imagine any outcome. I did not embrace a strategy. I knew only that 
somehow I might support this man in his call to serve in his place. I had done my due 
diligence and put in the time and effort to validate the situation and the people involved. 
I had done those things necessary for this step in teaching and preparation—God’s 
teaching and my preparation. 

Whatever it was, the future would be nothing I could have imagined anyway. 
Setting an agenda was not necessary or even possible. 
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Chapter 11
What Next?

As I returned home from Kenya and revisited the previous few months, especially the 
previous few days, I felt tired and amazed. The standard flight departing Nairobi leaves 
late at night. After arriving in the European city of transfer, travelers generally have a 
three- to six-hour layover and then the long flight back to the States. It is not one of 
those trips you dream about, especially for me, since I don’t sleep well while flying. I 
was carrying something other than jet lag with me, though. My days had been full. The 
experience would always remain a part of my spiritual DNA, and perhaps in time I would 
understand it. I was coming home with the voice of a large Kenyan man in my mind: 
“You are to go to that place where Kiefa lives.”

I had invited Kiefa to meet me while I was in Kenya in the village where Brett 
worked. Kiefa had agreed, and so the day came. Kiefa arrived, after spending a day and 
a half traveling by bus across the whole of Kenya to meet me. I had spent a day and a 
half traveling halfway around the world by air to see him. So it was that we met. 

Immediately I learned the first of what would become many lessons about how 
poorly prepared I was for this new season, especially as it related to the cultures and 
tribal traditions of Kenya. I greeted Kiefa and immediately sat down to talk with him. My 
hosts, however, were much more aware of local priorities and told me guests were to be 
given food and a chance to rest before our long-planned conversation could take place.

I also found out that it was customary for a representative of the host village to 
give the visitor a tour of the community. During the days prior to Kiefa’s arrival, I had met 
a large man who went by the name of Buffalo. He was a confessing Christian, and the 
two of us had a few conversations, so I was comfortable when Buffalo took Kiefa for a 
tour of the village we were staying in. Unfortunately, they experienced a problem with 
the motorbike they used and were gone much longer than expected. So it was that I had 
time to talk with Rabson Sagana, an associate of Kiefa’s from a village some distance 
away from Kiefa’s yet in the same tribal area, a fellow pastor and friend. Robson had 
traveled with Kiefa at Kiefa’s request. 

Second lesson: the people close to Kiefa had warned him against going to meet 
me. How did he know I was who I said was? How did he know I was not planning some 
difficulty for him? Kiefa finally asked Rabson to journey with him in order satisfy those 
around him. The warnings he had received were not at all unlike the advice I had been 
given, and the solution to those admonitions paralleled my traveling with Brett.

 My conversation with Rabson focused on the activities in their home areas, and I 
was impressed. Rabson was on a track parallel with Kiefa’s, also working to care for 
children and start a church. During our conversation, I found myself trying to find 
comments that contradicted what I had heard earlier. Instead, I found a real friendship 
between the two men and a shared passion for their call to serve as they could. 

Finally, Kiefa and Buffalo returned, and we were able to sit and chat for some 
time. We talked of many things, including the fact that if we were to go any further, he 
would need a board of people from his village who would work with him, support him, 
and hold him accountable. This process was not familiar to him, but he accepted it and, 
in fact, embraced it as good for him as well. I found it very easy talk to the two men, 
even though there was a language challenge. They said I had a funny accent, so my 
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English was hard to understand, but it would help if I would talk more slowly. The 
conversation was as one among friends, certainly among men who had known each 
other for more than a few hours.

As we finished up our evening conversation, Kiefa told me they would need to 
leave early the next day. Another lesson: This was not the plan we had agreed on. We 
were supposed to spend another entire day together. But Buffalo confirmed the need for 
the change. It seems the village we were in was very poor and in a very dry area. The 
village Kiefa was from was also very poor, but it was in the western highlands and 
usually had much higher rainfall, so with good ground, Kiefa’s village could grow food 
much more easily. This advantage created jealousy among the locals. Adding to the 
tension were the three bags of clothes and other items I had brought for Kiefa. Because 
resentment seemed to building for these visitors, it would be good that they left. This 
was the first of many times I have witnessed the challenge Kenya faces as the people 
try to make a country out of 47 language groups with differing traditions and local 
challenges.

That afternoon following Kiefa’s departure, I was sitting on the porch 
contemplating the previous 15 to 18 hours. Admittedly, I had been hoping for more time 
with Kiefa, but I felt good about these men whom I had just met. I felt good about their 
passion and their authenticity. So much was different—the cultures, the traditions, even 
the languages, yet we shared a dependence on God and a willingness to journey to an 
unknown place, a place determined by God. I sensed, experienced, an affinity for Kiefa 
Ontiri. I liked this man. I liked his confidence, his forthrightness, maybe most of all, his 
passion for the cause he served. You just could not miss it. He was indeed just who he 
said he was. I was ready to go home. I had the information I had come for. But I had no 
idea what to do with it. 

I think the vision of a road ahead was anchored in my spirit as I sat there that 
afternoon. Buffalo, who was on the local board for the work being done through Brett’s 
group, sat down next to me and spoke for just a few minutes. As he finished he stood 
and announced, “I am to tell you the Lord wants you to work with this man.” Not here 
with this group but in that place far away where this other man lives. You should go 
there to work with him.

He was calm, clear, and certain: I should go there—not stay where Buffalo was, 
but go where the man Kiefa lived.
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Chapter 12
The Certainty of Uncertainty

In November 2007, I returned from Kenya with weighty questions: Where do we go from 
here? What are we to do next? What should we be preparing to do? 

I knew I was to go back to Kenya, but that’s all I knew. I didn’t know how we were 
to participate in this new relationship. One part of me was certain that a visit to the 
village was the next step. Another part of me was asking, So what will we do, why are 
we going, and what will this look like? 

In his book Holy Sweat, Tim Hansel, an early advocate of adventure-based 
recreation as a ministry tool, says nothing happens until you take the first step. To 
answer the who, what, and why questions, I turned to Dave. Dave was one of the first 
people I had contacted earlier in the year about Kiefa’s first e-mails, so he had been 
part of the conversation about Kenya since the beginning. Dave had been in business at 
high levels, consulting with large corporations and even the government, and was the 
logical person to turn to. So it was that one of the first things I did upon my return from 
Kenya was to call Dave. I asked him a simple question: Dave, where do we go from 
here? Dave’s response was to ignore my question and rather give me instructions to 
prepare for his help. He said, “If you want my help, here is what you need to do.” Then 
he laid out a plan to explore the future. 

Dave sent me a format for this plan. I needed to write a purpose statement, goals 
about how to reach the purpose, and specific activities we would undertake to reach the 
goals. I needed to write about the financial contingencies—what we would do if we had 
all the funding necessary, partial funding, or no funding at all. After thinking through that 
information, I needed to decide which option best fit the circumstances, define the 
outcome I expected, and explain the reasons for my choice. “Oh, and Bud,” he added, 
“have it to me by Monday, and we can start work.” 

It was Thursday. I had just spent over two weeks out of the country, exited an 
airplane the day before after 30 hours in transit, and gotten almost no sleep. “Dave, it’s 
too much,” I said. “Have it to me by Sunday,” Dave said. “Dave, I need some time,” I 
protested. “Have it to me by Saturday,” he replied. Once more I started to complain, and 
Dave said, “Have it to me tomorrow.” This was nuts! I had complained my way out of 
any option other than to do it right then if I wanted Dave’s help.

What resulted was an all-nighter to pull together something acceptable and 
identify a place to start. I e-mailed the document, and before long Dave replied. “We 
could work with this, but a purpose works best if it’s stated in the fewest possible 
number of words.” My purpose statement was two paragraphs. We had work to do. So 
we began. 

During our season of working locally, we had had no objective other than to help 
those who needed help. I now know I was looking for some new path or purpose when 
there really was none. Dave had set up this process so he could guide me back to the 
foundational concept of glorifying God. Rather than just telling me, however, he chose a 
more difficult task for me—a strategy that worked. Through this process Dave reminded 
me of the simplicity of our original purpose. The goal of this partnership with Kiefa Ontiri 
was really no different. It just took some time for Dave to patiently take me through all 
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the verbiage in my document as we parsed the purpose statement and finally reached 
its essence.

Along the way, we included two other people in the conversation. They, too, 
added and subtracted words and thoughts as Dave worked with us. Amazingly, we got 
the original two paragraphs down to one, simplifying the purpose and becoming more 
focused. Multiple sentences became fewer as we continued. Dave did not let up, 
though. “Fewer words” was his constant directive. There was a moment, two or three 
weeks later, when we achieved some clarity. We had gotten rid of most of the excess 
and were down to the core, eight words from two paragraphs. Our purpose for this 
season, this new involvement for Go and Do Likewise was: “Working together with GAD 
Kenya to glorify God.” In fact, we could shorten it even more: “Working together to 
glorify God.” Glorifying God by helping others. Today, at every meeting of the Board of 
Go and Do Likewise, we ask the question: does this glorify God?

All this time Dave had been taking us, mostly me, I think, on a journey of the 
mind to help me see that our purpose had not changed. It was the same as it had been. 
It is not about doing things, although it includes activities. Our purpose for being, for all 
that we do, was and is to glorify God. Clarity was born out of perceived chaos. 

Then we went on to the next question: How do we do that? Four of us were in 
constant conversation as we took the next step—into deeper uncertainty. What do we 
do to pursue our purpose? we asked. Everyone had a different idea.

This question helped us identify how differently we each saw the needs and the 
logical response. One position: water was the greatest need. As we often heard or read 
through the media, water was the single most important issue the Kenyans faced. We 
needed to help secure water, dig a well—whatever the obstacle, we needed to help 
provide water. Another view: health, especially malaria, was the most significant issue. 
We needed to provide mosquito nets to help. Yet another: nutrition. Provide food. And 
finally: electricity. It was an absolute must. By then, we knew there was no electricity 
and that all reading or learning had to take place during the day. Cooking was a 
problem, and electricity could help. Almost comical in our conversations was the fact 
that rarely did two people agree on any priority. OK, God, we just want to glorify you. 
Help us.

I was sitting at my desk in my office at work, the same desk where I had been 
sitting when I had received the e-mail almost one year earlier asking for spiritual 
partnership. We had been through many conversations, and nothing was coming 
together. In 1997 the image of a football fan painted the team colors had opened my 
eyes, ears, and heart to the voice that told me to get into the battle. Sitting there, I 
heard, felt, understood—call it what you want. In my spirit was this message: “You are 
proud and arrogant. What makes you think that you know best what I have called my 
servants in Kenya to do? Give up your Western ideas of what those people need.”

I knew it was true. I e-mailed the others and told them I was going to sent a note 
of apology to Kenya, ask for forgiveness for our pride and arrogance, and ask them to 
take the reigns in deciding how we were to go forward. The weight of deciding what to 
do was immediately taken off our shoulders. The uncertainty was gone. 

In its place, though, was another uncertainty, this one more difficult in some 
ways. Passing the baton of leadership to the community in Kenya took us out of control. 
We had been placed in a support role. The authority had been taken up by strangers 
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and God. The great question facing us, the real uncertainty in our new relationship, was 
how we would learn to really trust God and follow the lead of those in Kenya. The reality 
we had to face was clear. We had to learn to be partners without controlling the what 
and how of the process. We were about to learn at a new depth what our purpose would 
require of us. To glorify God we must constantly be willing to see him in others and have 
confidence in God, not in our personal priorities or even our theology.

Not surprisingly, we received an eager response from Kiefa. Also not surprisingly, 
their priorities were different from ours. They were also clear: Take care of the widows 
and orphaned children. Empower the women in the area to pursue economic 
opportunities. Educate the young, so that the cycle of illiteracy and poverty might some 
day be broken. These were their priorities, and they remain today the core of what God 
is doing in Rionchogu, Kenya.

The certainty of uncertainty, a journey with the unknown. We have learned to 
trust, yet we doubt. It comes with the journey, but we never get used to it.
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Chapter 13
The Uncertainty of Certainty

November 2007. I had just returned from Kenya, and there was no doubt in my mind 
that we would work in Kenya with this man Kiefa. Looking back, my certainty could be 
called naive, silly, or misguided, but through the looking glass, I see that what I was 
certain about was but a shadow of the season ahead. I knew this man was solid, and I 
knew his cause was just. I was certain that a second trip to Kenya was crucial and that it 
should be sooner than later. I didn’t know who or how or even when, just that it needed 
to be. I had to go back to visit Kiefa in his place. I am sure, knowing myself, there were 
days when I asked myself why I needed to go. That why question, though, did not 
challenge my thinking, my concern, nor my understanding of what God was doing. It 
was time to go to that place we knew not, to a place God would show us. Of that I was 
certain.

Almost immediately after I returned home, I received an e-mail from Kiefa saying 
he had gathered five other people who shared his passion for children and education. 
They had agreed to form a board and to secure a government-approved identity. Only a 
few weeks later, I received notice that their application for status as a CBO, community 
based organization, had been approved. Officially they were GAD Kenya—Go and Do 
Kenya. 

I set out to gather a group who would travel with me to this place—Rionchogu, 
Kenya, Africa, the home of Kiefa Moseti Ontiri—literally, for us, a journey into the 
unknown. I knew this trip was to take place but no more than that. I began the search 
for those who would travel with me to Kenya. I asked all those close to me and those I 
had approached earlier in the year when this relationship started. I heard lots of reasons 
why the timing would not work, but Terry said he would pray about it. I asked Anastasia 
Hansel, Tim Hansel’s wife, who had been raised in Congo by missionary parents, and 
she was eager to go. Certain arrangements needed to be made, but she was in. Then 
there were two.

I asked Eaar Oden to join me. We had been introduced a few years before, and 
he had produced a short video about our local work, using his skill and resources for the 
project because he believed what we were doing was valid and Kingdom work. While 
we had stayed in touch over the previous two or three years, the relationship had not 
grown deeper. We were fellows in the Kingdom but not really friends. Still, with this 
background, I contacted him, explained what I was doing, and asked him to join me. 
Afterwards he admitted the request came out of left field, but he said he would pray 
about it.

In December 2007 a national election was held in Kenya. The outcome provoked 
anger among some people, and violence broke out near the area where we were to go. 
During that time I had regular conversation with Kiefa, and he told stories about 
rescuing people from places where they had hidden because they were in grave 
danger. During the violence over 1000 people died, and the repercussions of that era 
still ring in Kenya politics. I still am not sure why I did not get caught up in fear of that 
violence and just cancel the plans to go, but I didn’t. It was during this time that Terry 
said, “If you go, I am in.” Then there were three.
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Anastasia had given me the name of a missionary travel group, and I was 
making all the arrangements with them. Because we were dealing with so many 
unknowns, the agency allowed extra time for us to pay for our airfare, so we would not 
be out any money if we canceled the trip, but the violence raged on. Families, mine 
included, asked if we were really going to go, and my answer was always, “I don’t 
know.” I had peace about going but an awareness that things had to settle down to the 
point that Kiefa said it was safe to come.

I talked to Eaar again, and he shared that he had been praying about the trip and 
had come up with many reasons why this adventure was not for him. But every reason 
led back to a place in his spiritual self that said, “Go.” Finally, he told me it was his belief 
that the Spirit was speaking and he was to go. Then there were four.

Even though some violence continued, a truce had been worked out and set for 
signing on the first of March or so. Without a truce, we would not have gone, but the 
truce opened the door for the peace, and I contacted the group. We were on. By the 
end of March we would be on our way to Africa, on our way to Kenya, on our way to a 
place we did not know.

In the midst of all this discernment, not going was never a real option. We 
needed to determine only if this was the right time. Amid all the chaos and disquiet, we 
all felt a certainty about going—a certainty in the midst of not really knowing where we 
were going or whom we were meeting, a certainty in a time when other things that were 
out of our control had the potential to disrupt the plan. Fighting over politics and 
property, people dying, other circumstances that were related would only delay this visit. 
They would not prevent it. 

Amidst all the uncertainty, the peace that passes all understanding was strong. 
Not knowing was just a slight distraction from time to time. The certainty was that I was 
to go to Kenya, take whomever I could find to go with me, and go soon. Just do it. I was 
also certain that God was real, that he was in change, and that this journey was of him.

Just do it, and depend on God. That was the certainty amidst all the uncertainty.
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Chapter 14
Even the Best of Plans

Late March 2008, four members of Go and Do Likewise are on their way to Kenya. On 
their way, our way. At the time the journey made clear sense and seemed almost too 
easy. In retrospect, based on the circumstances of that first visit, anyone would have to 
admit that God can do anything with the willing. Yes, skill might be an added ingredient, 
but it’s not necessary for God to work his will. 

We … I learned many things. Foremost, I think, was how terribly unprepared I 
was to take on this sort of task. The story would not be fully told unless I offered a bit of 
confession and contrition. Getting ready for the journey, I spent a lot of time with the 
travel agent, making arrangements for the flight, land transportation, and an overnight 
stay in Nairobi. I am an ops guy, after all. The focus: get there. I made sure the 
necessary ingredients would come together at the right time. It was a labor of love, and 
other than one of our travelers arriving at the airport late, all went well as we traveled. 

Getting through immigration in Kenya and buying the visas—no problem. Getting 
our luggage—that did present a small problem. One bag had missed the plane. But it 
would arrive in Kenya the next night. Exiting through customs went exactly as planned. 

As we left the terminal, our host, Kiefa, who had traveled to Nairobi to greet us, 
stepped forward, and there were greetings and introductions along with instructions 
about the next steps for us that night. Also meeting us were two men from the 
transportation company I had hired. I had chosen them because they had handled 
Brett’s groups, and he had thought they were very competent. I had connected with 
them in Mombasa, where they were domiciled, a fact I perhaps should have paid more 
attention to. I admit I felt a sense of euphoria. The pieces were in place. In hindsight, I 
recognize that euphoria might have created—okay, did create—some overconfidence.

I also saw two men holding a sign for Bud Potter. When I went over and talked to 
them, they told me they had been sent by the guesthouse where we would be staying. I 
assured them we had made transportation arrangements and were taken care of, so the 
drivers from the guest house left, leaving my little contingent to go our way. 

Our group of travelers, Kiefa, and our hired drivers loaded all our bags into the 
hired vehicle and headed for the airport exit. As we departed, the driver asked where we 
were staying, and I told him the name of the guesthouse and the address.

Even the best of plans are open to a glitch, and that was when we encountered 
the first of many. I learned that addresses in Nairobi are of no use unless you know 
where they are. They don’t have a grid system or even city maps as we know them. I 
learned all this because after I told the driver our destination, he informed me that he did 
not know where this place was. I had sent away the drivers from the guesthouse, the 
only people who could get us to our destination. I had assumed the driver I had hired 
knew where we were going. 

It was late at night, and no one at the guesthouse answered my calls. The driver 
tried a couple of locations he thought might be our target, but no luck. Finally the 
contractor for the transportation company said he could make other arrangements for 
us, even though it was late. True to his word, other arrangements were made. We spent 
the night at the Hotel Intercontinental in Nairobi, a lovely place but considerably more 
expensive than the guesthouse. 
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Education always has costs attached, some more, some less. This lesson was 
definitely a “some more” event. Administration costs of GADL have always been paid 
out of pocket by leaders. The lesson and the cost were very personal.
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Chapter 15
Clash of Cultures and Priorities

March 31, 2008. Our first visit to the village of Rionchogu was full of new experiences. 
In 2008 the road from Nairobi to the area we were visiting was poor and under repair. 
The result was the trip took longer than planned, and we arrived late, after dark. Even 
then as we drove down the final dirt road, though, we could hear loud singing. The 
source of this joyful sound soon came into view. The road was full of people, women 
and children and men, who were singing and dancing, celebrating, greeting us. In those 
first moments we experienced a most joyful welcome for strangers, us. We also 
experienced slips and falls—literally, as my first step into this new world resulted in an 
unceremonious fall in the mud on my butt, of which there is photo evidence. Welcome to 
the reality of the Global South.

In addition to introducing us to the area, the school, and the church, the 
leaders’ major focus was our nightly meeting with first the elders, then the youth, and 
finally the women. We came to understand this procedure reflected their social 
priorities, too: first the men, then the children, and last the women. This was the way it 
had always been, but we could hear in the voices and the words of the women that they 
were gaining confidence that they would have a say in the public dialogue. Their 
determination was palpable.

The first meeting with all the village members was also our first time with 
the youth. After the meeting was over, Kiefa, because he was so focused on the need 
for the youth to learn English, invited them to visit with us, up close and personal. They 
would not have done so had not Kiefa specifically told them to. Immediately we were 
surrounded by young people. At times they were literally hanging over our shoulders, 
and they were constantly maneuvering for a closer place. They all wanted to talk to us 
and to touch our white skin, since a white person had not visited them before. My white 
hair was a particular curiosity. I am not sure if this arrangement was planned, but the 
groups around Terry and me each included one young person who could speak some 
English, so we could communicate. They were very curious and asked a lot of 
questions. In all this, they were courteous and respectful. Our first visit with the kids was 
an amazing experience. 

In all GADL’s meeting with community members, I witnessed Kiefa the diplomat. 
We dealt with an obvious language barrier, because very few Kenyans could speak any 
English, so Kiefa would translate both ways. (I often wondered how close the 
translations were to the intended meanings of the statements.) I got a clear view of 
Kiefa as one of his clan elders got up to talk, and as the elder said something, Kiefa 
looked at me with an apologetic smile. He came over to us and, almost embarrassed, 
he shared what the elder had said: “Don’t forget, charity begins at home.” He meant that 
they, the elders, deserved to be first on the receiving list. Kiefa knew he had to say this 
and at the same time knew this was the priority GAD Kenya most had to overcome. He 
did not hide the comments; rather, he punctuated them. 

In that short translation, Kiefa highlighted the challenge ahead. He also gave me 
a deeper insight into his own character. I felt my early affinity for his man was confirmed. 
He was trustworthy. He understood both the issues of his culture regarding priorities 
and our shared call to servant ministry to others. Even so, he shared with us the 
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prevailing thinking of the elder generation: “Me first.” He did not try to sugar coat the 
challenges ahead but in our very first conversations shed light on a systemic issue that 
was contrary to our purpose.

I think this exchange might have cemented my own understanding of the 
importance trust was going to have in the relationship of Go and Do Likewise and GAD 
Kenya. Of course, faith in God is the foundational element in our work together. But this 
seemingly minor event raised my trust in this man, Kiefa Ontiri. Events to come would 
raise my trust in God and my confidence that this work was of God and being done by 
God through men; it was not the work of men wanting to do something to please God. 

From our very first contact, continuing through our online conversations and 
during this initial visit to the village, through the many interactions with both local 
villagers and the travelers who accompanied me, it became clear that glorifying God in 
this endeavor depended greatly on our personal commitments to each other, this effort, 
and the character of our relationship. I had a greater clarity, although this clarity did not 
include forewarning of tensions that would become clear in the weeks and months that 
followed. This trust, which had begun during our e-mail conversation and continued 
during our first visit to Mynyenzeni, the village where Brett works on the far side of the 
country, would be tested. The spiritual conflict we had stepped into and other events 
would threaten to break apart this newborn commitment to work together. 

During a conversation with Kiefa as we prepared to gather for a public exchange, 
Kiefa shared some of the cultural issues he would face. One that stood out for me was 
the “African mentality,” as Kiefa called it. It manifested itself in the simple fact that 
anything we would say would be taken as a guarantee, a statement to them that this 
would happen. We were counseled to listen and give nonspecific answers. Kiefa 
counseled, “Don’t promise, don’t tell them you will do something, don’t even tell them 
you will try, as they will hear that as, ‘We will do it.’”

Frankly, this advice was a bit distracting, as it did not really fit our own cultural 
quirks. If you think about it, we Westerners distinguish between hope, intent, real 
possibility and guarantee. Reflecting on this situation now, I realize some connection to 
my professional days as an ops guy. As one who was constantly challenged to satisfy a 
sales “promise,” I was naturally leery of and often counseled against setting high 
expectations, especially when there was no clear path to accomplish the goal. The truth, 
however, was that not all our group members shared my position or my cultural views. 

This difference in perspectives would quickly expose itself. I was just one person 
with one understanding, and others in our group who held different views were also 
included in the discussions. This complexity within our own group, let alone those 
complexities created by the collision of cultures that was taking place, created 
opportunities for misunderstanding around decisions that would have long-term, 
profound effects on the path ahead. 

During our final meeting with the elders, as we spoke of the things they hoped for 
and the things we saw, a concern was expressed, not for the first time, about the need 
for some means to access medical assistance, which was 10 to 15 kilometers away. 
Getting medical help for small children suffering from malaria, pneumonia, or other 
critical health issues as well as for women experiencing difficulties in late pregnancy 
was difficult. Sadly, pregnant women were often unable to obtain assistance in time to 
save the life of either the mother or the infant. Often the lack of transportation resulted in 
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tragedy, and those needing some sort of medical assistance were frequently at great 
risk.

When the topic was raised in that last meeting, my friend Terry stood up and told 
the gathered elders and community that he would make sure a vehicle was made 
available to address this great concern. They would get a vehicle to use as an 
ambulance. I just about threw up. How in the world could he say that, in the light of all 
we had discussed about “the African mentality”? How could he make such a huge 
promise? I was stunned. I was angry with him. This was a promise. How could he put us 
as an organization in such a position? How could he—yes, he a salesman, and my 
natural aversion to sales promises replacing any spiritual connection I might have made
—make such a promise? 

After the meeting had concluded and there was a chance to have conversation, I 
asked Terry those questions. Terry’s simple reply was, “It will happen. The time will 
come.” I asked if he had any idea how this ambulance would be made available. His 
answer was no, but he would call his friend, who would become my friend as well, and 
start the ball rolling. Roll it did. Sometimes a rolling ball runs over things you did not 
plan. I would soon develop a new understanding of spiritual warfare. The ball was 
indeed rolling, and it had company. A second ball was rolling at the same time, both 
balls with the potential to wreck this relationship between GAD Kenya and Go and Do 
likewise. 
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Chapter 16
Requests for Assistance

In the days of that first visit to Rionchogu, Kenya, the priorities of women’s 
empowerment, family health issues, and education for the poor were shared with us as 
leaders of GAD Kenya outlined their hopes and goals. 

The effort to empower women had several facets. Creating economic potential 
and training women in improved farming practices were important to the family health 
issues and therefor the first projects we undertook. A small fund was established to 
provide a microloan program for the women. The purpose of the fund was to enable and 
teach the women to enter into the economy in new ways. A primary economic 
opportunity resides in the regular market days, Thursday and Sunday, during which 
local farmers make their produce available for others to purchase. Providing higher 
quality produce at market was an early strategy to take advantage of the market 
opportunity. 

This additional piece of the empowerment effort, training the women to raise 
higher quality vegetables and other crops with greater nutritional value, proved 
successful. First, a community garden of significant size was arranged for. Then the 
county health office was asked to provide training in the fields. Together, the training 
and opportunity improved both the economic and health circumstance for the women 
and their families. 

Empowerment for GAD Kenya requires more than funding small business, 
however. The GAD Kenya board included local women who participated in the planning 
and were directly involved in various efforts. Before long the program became self-
administered, and it remains self-sustaining as the women work together, working for 
mutual benefit. Working together, as community, allowed the women to see themselves 
as important participants in the efforts to implement change. 

The “cow project” was undertaken to improve the financial potential and health of 
the families in the community, as well as to build community itself. From the very 
beginning this project was designed to be quickly self-sustaining. The number of 
families involved would increase as the cows initially purchased would be bred and 
produce offspring. A family would qualify for this program by building a secure, safe, dry 
place for the cow to be housed and fed. These families were also required to agree to 
follow certain feeding requirements that would increase the cows’ milk production. In 
addition, the family would start a compost pit using the cow’s manure and other organic 
materials, such as ground maize stalks and shells from banana, avocado, and 
pineapple, all of which grow easily in this area. The compost would help families grow 
the proper feed grass, as well as provide a supply of organic fertilizer for other crops. In 
return, the family would get the milk for family consumption and could sell any excess. 
The final requirement was that the family would make sure the cow was bred and then 
would give the calf to another family when that calf had grown to a productive age.

Early in the project, lessons were learned. One family with a cow that had given 
birth saw the calf as a burden and, because the calf would be given away, did not care 
for it properly. To overcome this problem, the program was adjusted. If the calf was not 
cared for, the family would be required to give the cow away and keep the calf. This new 
rule quickly created the necessary motivation for most of the families to care for the calf. 
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In some cases, however, the family was removed from the program for failure to take 
proper care of their “assets"—the cow and calf. 

At a subsequent meeting, families that had not received cows asked me to 
increase the number of cows. In response I asked those who had cows to raise their 
hands. I then spoke to the families asking for a cow and told them the responsibility to 
provide more cows rested with the families who currently had cows. The program would 
be sustained not by GADL purchasing more cows but by the community sharing its 
wealth. 

Self-sustainability is the ultimate goal for any program taken on between GAD 
Kenya and Go and Do Likewise, and GAD Kenya's response has proven to be correct. 
The project manager monitors the cows and manages the birth and distribution of new 
calves, so more families benefit. In addition, pride of ownership is increased and 
community is built. Today the project, a self-sustaining program providing better health 
through nutrition and economic opportunity, is still growing.

The Kenyan’s third goal opened the door for what was and continues to be the 
foundational focus for both GAD Kenya and Go and Do Likewise. This focus is to 
disrupt the cycle of poverty and illiteracy that has held the village in its grip. Primary 
school in Kenya is tuition free. Secondary schools, on the other hand, require numerous 
fees, the greatest being the tuition, which can range from $150 per year for a local day 
school to as much as $700 per year for high performing schools. Doing well in 
secondary school can pave the way for a better future and greater opportunities. Our 
joint strategy was to help pay student fees for students who had passed the primary 
exam and were to enter secondary school but whose families could not afford the 
tuition. The initial request was for us to support eight students, but by that year’s end, 
we had been able to help 18 students continue their education. 

In recent years the number of supported secondary students has been as high as 
62 in one year. Regularly between 50 and 60 students, both boys and girls, continue 
their education. As a result of this program, in 2015 10 students were pursuing college 
or university education. All the students are reminded that they have received a gift that 
can be repaid only by giving back to the community that provided the opportunity.

GAD Kenya serves a community of over 30,000 of the poorest of the poor in 
western Kenya, but the education effort has included youth from a much greater area. 
As leaders have grown in their awareness of the needs of the community, they have 
helped public schools, rebuilt a private primary day school, and are in the process of 
growing it to a boarding facility. They have been faithful to their determination to serve 
the elderly and the children, and they have also recently accepted the challenge to raise 
awareness of HIV/AIDs and fight the darkness of female genital mutilation (FGM).

From the beginning GADL has turned the vision and direction of the joint effort 
over to the GAD Kenya leaders in the village. Giving up the leadership and letting the 
Kenyans set priorities and implement and oversee projects has been a most challenging 
role for GADL. A friend explained the difficulty best when he told me about the years his 
children were in high school. He said, “We were always facing the crisis-du-jour.” The 
reality in Kenya is that there are many needs and many poor and many requests, yet 
GAD Kenya leaders can respond only as they have funds. The natural outcome is 
ongoing “crises-du-jour”—for GAD Kenya, reaching out for assistance; for all of us, 
living by faith each day and believing and depending on God in all things. So it is in this 
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place God has called us to serve, as the learning goes on in the village and the leaders 
there face the challenges of their culture and traditions, as well as changing priorities 
brought on by the very issues they must over come.

At times it is easy to doubt the path Go and Do Likewise has chosen, the path of 
support and not direction, but looking back at the progress and the successes, we see 
that through it all, God has been in this place. Those living near Rionchogu named the 
village “Place of the Despised Ones,” but God has truly blessed this community. In 
blessing the efforts there, God has glorified himself. Rionchogu and GAD Kenya are 
viewed by those nearby much differently today from in times past.

We left Kenya in 2008 with a high level of appreciation concerning the decisions 
made and the projects identified by GAD Kenya. There would, of course, be challenges. 
There would be times of uncertainty. Still, as a group, those of us from the United States 
had confidence about the future and our relationship with our new partners in Kenya. It 
is safe, though, for me to say that there was no hint of what was to come. Spiritual 
warfare was on the horizon—not yet evident, but it was coming, even yet that year.  



�42
Go and Do Likewise: A Story of Hope
Chapter 17
God’s Arm Is Not Short

One thing you learn very early when you venture to a foreign country, even though the 
people speak English, is that communication can be quite difficult. These challenges of 
communication are not limited to the language itself, although Kenyan English is 
different from North American English. Even though we both speak the same language, 
words and word usage are not consistent. The differences present a challenge even in 
face-to-face conversation, but from February 2006 through October 2008, we were 
together only eight days. All our other conversations were via e-mail or by phone and 
complicated by plodding Internet speeds or the awkward delay that occurs in phone 
conversation with Kenya. 

Even with all these obstacles during this early season of partnership with GAD 
Kenya, however, I had many opportunities to exchange information with Kiefa. We 
spoke often of both our hopes and experiences, and I learned much about Kiefa's own 
journey and the challenges he had faced. One facet of his journey that intrigued me was 
the seemingly uncanny similarity between his journey and that of Go and Do Likewise 
beginning in 1996. 

The journey of Kiefa Moseti Ontiri is one of learning, developing, and growing in 
dedication and dependence on God that took place long before we met in 2007. Kiefa 
graduated from secondary school in 1996, and through 1999 Kiefa was training to be a 
teacher. Kiefa talked about his spiritual growth during and after his college years. Early 
on he had attended a local church with his mother, but as he grew in both education and 
exposure to a larger world, he began to question some of the theology of this church. 
He had opportunity to engage other college student in discussions of faith. He shared 
his experience of accepting the Lord Jesus as Savior and his baptism. He described his 
determination to share this faith and begin a small home church. He detailed the efforts 
to find a way to build a roof with iron sheets, so this small church could meet without 
concern for rain or sun. 

Kiefa shared his journey with his wife, Rachel, and the beginning of his family. He 
traced his journey as a teacher and the subsequent loss of his job due to cost cutting. 
He told me about his determination to provide a new approach to preparing children for 
annual testing—his dream of beginning a school, Neema Nuru Academy, for the very 
poor. All of these activities—starting a family, job, ministry, and school—took place from 
2000 to 2006. 

Go and Do Likewise and I had been on a similar journey during those years, and 
Kiefa and I both sensed a spiritual connection during our first conversations, even 
before we met—a sense that our meeting and moving forward to work together was not 
mere coincidence. We each, separately, had been taught and tested. God had been at 
work in our lives for years. We had been and were being prepared for something, 
unaware of what was to come.

God’s long arm had prepared and brought together two such different people, 
from such different paces and experiences—two people from opposite sides of the 
world for a single purpose: to bring hope to a place that saw itself as hopeless.

As I write I remember the very beginning, the voice that said to me, “Bud, the 
battle is on the field, and it is time you got in the battle.” There was no way to know in 
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2008, however, even though there were signs, that the battle was not over and that in 
significant ways, the greatest struggle was yet to come.



�44
Go and Do Likewise: A Story of Hope
Chapter 18
God’s Hand Is Not Weak

Soon after the first visit of Go and Do Likewise to his home village of Rionchogu, Kiefa 
and I discovered the reality that when God is at work to achieve his purposes, the Evil 
One is also working hard to destroy them. 

During a conversation we had in late 2015, I asked Kiefa to tell me more about 
those events after our first visit in late March 2008. He confessed to me, “That was my 
highest time of trial.” This was the first time he had used those words to define a time 
when each of us had been challenged. For Kiefa it was a time to stand strong; for me it 
was a time to ask hard questions about who we were, who Kiefa Ontiri and Bud Potter 
were, individually and as God’s children in this journey. The question God asked me 
was, “Who do you say that he, Kiefa, is?” The second question, possibly even more 
difficult to answer, was, “Who do you say that you are?”

I wrote earlier about the meeting between Kiefa and me in eastern Kenya and the 
fact that some of the people close to Kiefa did not trust me. What I learned seven years 
later was that some jealousy and religious differences also needed to be overcome. 
That jealousy as well as unkept promises would create the perfect storm we would face 
in August of 2008.

Upon Kiefa’s return to the village after our 2007 meeting in Mynyenzeni, he had 
formed a board. For Kiefa and his associates to become an organization that could 
legally act in the way they imagined, the Kenya government required them to be 
certified, so they applied for and received approval as a CBO, Community Benefit 
Organization. They took the name GAD Kenya (Go and Do Kenya) to identify their 
commitment to helping others. Go and Do Likewise agreed we would provide 
assistance to only GAD Kenya and that we would not provide direct support to any 
individual or other entity in that area. Kiefa and his board, however, were most welcome 
to search for and receive additional support wherever they could. 

After my return from Kenya in 2008, Go and Do Likewise modified our web page 
to include photos of the village and information about GAD Kenya’s board of directors. 
We also began sharing the story. “Before we agreed to work together, there was no 
hope,” Kiefa told me. “When you finally arrived in the village, there was new hope.” A 
new hope developed and was nourished before and during our first visit to the village. 

After returning home Terry contacted a friend to discuss the needs in Kiefa’s 
village, and Terry and his friends agreed to supply the funding for an ambulance. I was 
humbled and a bit contrite as I thought of my initial doubt about the promise. Yet Terry, 
who was on the board for Go and Do Likewise, understood my concern and was eager 
to take the lead in securing the vehicle. So it was that Terry, his friend, and a contact we 
had made in Nairobi set out to meet the village needs.

First, they identified the basic vehicle, a new Toyota four-wheel-drive pickup. 
Then they found a company that worked with many tourist transportation companies 
and that could convert the pickup to an ambulance-type vehicle. Things were falling into 
place, Kiefa was kept in the communication loop, and as the summer moved on, all 
arrangements were complete. Only the funds were needed to begin the work. 

For Kiefa and me, though, the days leading up to this time were unsettled. When 
Kiefa had formed the board for Go and Do Kenya in 2007, he had asked a pastor friend 
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to serve on it. This friend had connections with another faith-based group located in the 
northeastern United States. Pictures and information regarding his pastor friend were 
included in our website update. I received an e-mail from a fellow in the northeastern 
United States, whom I would later learn represented the group Kiefa's pastor friend 
received funds from, claiming I had been duped by Kiefa and that his pastor friend had 
been Kiefa’s accomplice. He claimed to have information from someone in the village 
who said only one pastor and one group of children were being served. He accused 
Kiefa and the second pastor of using the same facility as a church, presenting the same 
children as needy, in order to secure additional funding. He went on to warn me against 
any further involvement with Kiefa and Go and Do Kenya. The e-mail writer even made 
allegations of false teachings and heresy in Kiefa’s church.

I read the e-mail and shared it with Terry, I think. My heart was saying, “This can’t 
be,” but my mind was saying, “Another African scam. How could I have been so 
wrong?” The person who sent the e-mail referenced the ministry he represented, and I 
recognized the group as one I had run across over a year earlier, when I first started my 
due diligence concerning Kiefa. I went to the group’s website and again was faced with 
the fact that the sender of this e-mail believed his group was the only true remnant of 
God’s people and that all else was false teaching. Still, I had to contact Kiefa. I could not 
go forward without sharing this e-mail information with him.

Kiefa told me just recently that my call caused him great grief, in that he heard 
me saying I did not trust him. In fact, I did not say those words, but I can certainly 
understand, even today, why that would have been his reaction. In my mind I was 
reaching out to a brother to share with him what I was experiencing. This was for Kiefa 
the greatest trial, but his simple response to my call was, “Pray about it.” Pray about it. 
He offered no defense, expressed no enmity. He just made a simple request: “Pray 
about it.” Once again defined by his faith in God, Kiefa asked me to pray.

I did just that: I prayed. I asked God to help me and give me clear peace. I have 
long believed that the peace that passes understanding witnesses to the voice of God 
saying, “Go forward.” When I talk to people about participating with GADL, I tell them to 
pray and advise them, “If there is peace, go forward; if there is no peace, stop.” I 
prayed.

While I was praying, Kiefa's pastor friend confessed that in order to receive funds 
from the people who had made the accusations, he had promised to teach only their 
beliefs. He repented of this promise, resigned from the GAD Kenya board, and asked 
forgiveness for his actions. I had peace about Kiefa,

Another battlefield was about to erupt, though. I did not journal the exact 
sequence and timing of the circumstances, but about the same time, I received a note 
from Terry saying that because of financial issues (this was late 2008, in the depths of 
the worldwide recession), he and his friend had decided they would not provide the 
vehicle they had worked on all summer. They had made the decision to provide a less 
expensive car, but the friend would send the money, and Terry would deposit it to our 
account within a day or so. Any vehicle was better than none, they seemed to say. 
GADL’s promise was to provide an ambulance, though, not just any vehicle. 

In the midst of these discussions, I was praying about the question God had 
placed before me concerning Kiefa. When I asked God to give me peace, the answer I 
heard was, “Who do you say the man is?” I asked myself that question many times. The 
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answer came to me in rest and peace: “He is the man you, God, have put in that place, 
Rionchogu, Kenya, to minister in your name.” Kiefa Moseti Ontiri was God’s man in this 
village, called to do the things God had in mind for him. Period. Peace.

I had peace about Kiefa but not about us, Go and Do Likewise, and the decision 
concerning the vehicle. Perhaps I should have consulted with someone, but I didn’t. I 
searched my own heart but could not find peace. As in other times, I prayed for clarity 
and peace.

In retrospect, my actions seem at least a little reckless, but at the time I was very 
comfortable with my position. I e-mailed Terry and his friend and thanked them very 
much for all their efforts and the desire to assist the work in the village. Then I told 
Terry’s friend that we would return the money he had just sent us, because I believed 
that if we could not keep our promise, we needed to confess our failure and go on.

Several events quickly took place. Terry was angry with me and resigned from 
the board of directors of Go and Do Likewise. The friend sent the originally agreed-upon 
funds for the ambulance. I was convicted to pray about the decision I had made: Was it 
the right thing to do, or was I out of place? God’s answer was, “Who do you say that you 
are?” Still today, when I think of that time, it is difficult for me to understand the events 
and the outcomes. I prayed for the answer to the question about my actions. I received 
an answer almost identical to the answer that came for my prayers about Kiefa. The 
answer: I was the man whom God had called to support his chosen in Kenya. I can 
honestly say I felt great humility and no pride in coming to that place. I felt peace.

Later that year, when I once again visited the village, Kiefa told me about the 
anger that had arisen in the village concerning the person who had provided the false 
information to the people in the northeastern United States. Kiefa explained that the 
person had provided the false information out of desire to gain some funds. Kiefa 
shared that both he and the other pastor on the board at that time had spoken and 
preached about grace and forgiveness. The anger and turmoil were healed, and I give 
thanks to God for this restoration. During this same visit in late 2008 I received a 
personal apology from Kiefa's pastor friend and was invited to attend the church he led, 
which was some distance from Kiefa's church.

Today Terry and I are still good friends. We have spent quite a few winters skiing 
together. We continue to work together on the Christmas party with the girls of Helping 
Hands. We even traveled back to Rionchogu for a reunion with our friends there and 
afterwards detoured through Dubai to spend time with the friend who provided the funds 
for the vehicle. Today Kiefa and his fellow pastor are still friends and often work together

The vehicle has saved lives and continues to transport people in need of medical 
care. The vehicle is also used when visitors come to support the village and is a 
reminder of how working together brings change. It is the physical presence of hope, a 
constant reminder that God is at work in that place, Rionchogu, Kenya. To people in and 
around the village, the vehicle has become a symbol of a future they had not believed 
in.

It is proof that in times of great need, God’s hand is not weak.
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Chapter 19
All Things Educational

For the rural poor in Kenya, getting an education is a privilege they cannot imagine. 
Even though the Kenyan government claims to provide free primary education for all, 
the cost of simple materials such as tests, books, and even pencils are beyond the 
reach of most families. For the very poor, education is neither in the family budget nor a 
priority.

During Go and Do Likewise’s first visit to the village of Rionchogu, Kenya, in 
2008 we visited the school, Neema Nuru Academy, that Kiefa Ontiri had begun. The 
school came about because of Kiefa’s belief that education was critical to the rural poor 
and that most schools lacked ingredients Kiefa believed were necessary for students’ 
success: opportunity for the very poor that did not require paying fees, focused time to 
study outside the classroom, and a dedication to teaching English, which would greatly 
benefit a student’s future education. All these elements were critical to Kiefa’s unspoken 
purpose: breaking the cycle of poverty and illiteracy in his home village, critical to future 
opportunity. 

Because Kiefa believed that to help students reach their potential, their regular 
school experience needed to include additional tutoring time, he introduced what he 
calls “preps,” a time for teaching subjects that were critical for success when taking the 
national exams. This, he felt, was necessary for any advancement to higher learning. 
Preps were scheduled each day before the regular class schedule began. He also 
committed to using English as the primary language for teaching beginning at the 
earliest age possible. Waiting until the fifth or sixth grade was, in Kiefa’s opinion, too 
late. 

While the motivations for Kiefa’s new school were worthy and based on good 
education theory, the school itself suffered from poor infrastructure. Started as a dream, 
the school was necessarily built at the lowest cost possible. Kiefa had no money, and he 
told me he convinced a relative to provide the land if he, Kiefa, would build the school. 
Dirt floors, mud and stick walls, and a metal-sheet roof—the sheets taken from those 
gathered to build a new house for his mother—were the materials available. Neema 
Nuru had a bare bones beginning, and teachers and students had even fewer books 
and materials than the poor public schools.

Some of Neema Nuru’s teachers should have been in school themselves but 
lacked fees for their own higher education. Other teachers had some education but little 
training. At first glance this school was destined for failure. Neema Nuru, though, had 
something few others possessed: passion. That passion arose from the dream of Kiefa 
Ontiri and his family but also passion of teachers who, along with Kiefa, believed the 
future rested in the education of the young.

This was the Neema Nuru our 2008 group was introduced to. While we were 
meeting and greeting the teachers and students and viewing the “campus,” Kiefa 
shared some of his hopes for the school. The progress in student learning had been 
almost miraculous. Kiefa mentioned that the scores had been so good in 2005 that the 
next year, more people brought their children to be taught than the school could handle. 
In addition, according to Kenya education rules, Neema needed that year to increase 
the number of grades offered through standard 8 (comparable to grade 8 in U.S. 
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schools) to fully qualify as a primary school. Kiefa knew that with the visibility as an 
accredited primary school, Neema Nuru Academy would also need to receive approval 
for the facility. For this, the school was ill prepared.

Kiefa pointed out the poor latrine (toilet) facilities for both students and teachers. 
He shared the desire to provide a noon meal for students, many of whom would have 
no other meal that day. Kiefa’s greatest wish, he said, was to make Neema Nuru a safe 
place to learn, a facility that would provide every opportunity for students regardless of 
their ability to pay for it. We were invited to observe every class and were treated to 
great performances by children working at raggedly fashioned blackboards and 
answering questions and speaking to us only in English. We witnessed the amazing 
smiles of children, even the very youngest, managing in what we would see as 
unacceptable conditions. Each of us would later share our amazement about the 
education level of these children. Even our Kenya photographer, whom we had 
arranged for in Nairobi, was impressed.

During that visit, Kiefa also shared his dream of replacing the mud and stick 
building with a durable, cement and brick facility, one that would be consistent with the 
level of education hoped for. Kiefa’s dream, in fact the dream of all those involved, was 
to provide what the very poor could never imagine: the best of facilities and opportunity 
for a new future.

Kiefa’s desire for higher quality buildings was not about cosmetics. It was about 
students’ and teachers’ health. A common belief in the West is that malaria is the most 
critical health issue in the Global South. The reality is that upper respiratory disease is 
the greatest health challenge. Three major facts of daily life lead to these health risks. 
The first is the use of wood for cooking and the poor ventilation provided by traditional 
cooking rooms. Closely related are the fumes produced by kerosene lamps—the only 
source of light for students to study.

The third factor in these respiratory challenges, one that Kiefa hoped to address, 
is the mud and stick construction of homes—and the Neema Nuru Academy. Buildings 
of mud and sticks are simple to construct. They are also dangerous. The dirt floors are 
home to chiggers that will invade the flesh of children’s feet and, if not treated, can 
result in significant disability. The floors also harbor parasites and other diseases, some 
of which lead to severe diarrhea. Of course, dirt floors in the school also result in dusty 
rooms, which add to the pollution breathed by the students and teachers. 

In addition to the health issues mud and stick buildings present, they are not very 
practical. Rionchogu is at a high elevation, and it regularly receives a lot of rain. This 
rain and the winds that often accompany storms gradually erode mud and sticks. 

Finally, rebuilding Neema Nuru was necessary to provide the safe environment 
that, I learned, would be required as the Kenya education ministry grew in its ability to 
monitor facilities. Kiefa knew this monitoring was only a matter of time. While we did not 
know this in the early years, the Kenya government would also require schools to use a 
water catchment system to provide water for simple sanitary procedures, such as 
washing hands after using the latrines.

At the time I had no idea how the school could be rebuilt. Go and Do Likewise did 
have some funds available, however. We sent these to Kiefa, so Neema could replace 
the latrines, the most critical of the health issues facing the school. With the latrines in 
place, teachers and students continued with renewed optimism for a better facility.
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The year passed by, as did 2009, while the school remained as it had been in the 
beginning, except for the new toilets. During those two years, Go and Do Likewise was 
busy sharing the story of Rionchogu, the passion of Kiefa to educate secondary (high 
school) students, and the need to support the church, King of Victory, which was central 
to community life and provided spiritual growth to many of the supported students. Our 
goal was and still is to encourage others to join with us in the effort to support the local 
leaders. Our focus has been raising funds to provide school fees for students from poor 
families who had achieved primary marks high enough to allow them to enter a 
secondary school. Our ultimate prayer was and continues to be the creation of a self-
sustaining community for the people of Rionchogu, Kenya.

In 2010, GADL was finally able to achieve one of my personal priorities—to 
gather people to travel with me to the village. Personal engagement was a great 
motivator for the people of Kiefa’s village, and they were very much encouraged when I 
or a group would visit. In 2010 circumstances developed so I could return with a small 
group of people, and in April we arrived. As we shared the life of the village and 
observed the impact of poverty and the need for education, one of our group members 
told Kiefa she would go home and try to raise funds to build a room at the school to 
house a library. This woman’s intention opened the door for a project that would take 
three years to complete. 

As Kiefa and I communicated after the GADL group returned home, the potential 
for a library grew in the mind of Kiefa. It became the first step to a new Neema. In one of 
our phone conversations Kiefa presented the idea that as long as one room was to be 
built, even though the funds were not yet available, we should broaden our vision. We 
should try to replace the building that housed the youngest of the children and that, 
because it faced the direction it did and took the most direct hit from rainstorms, was 
therefor the most deteriorated. Go and Do Likewise agreed to seek not only the funding 
for an ever-growing number of students qualifying for secondary education, but also to 
secure funding for additional rooms at Neema.

Even before any funds were available, Kiefa put the students who were currently 
being sponsored with donated funds to work digging the trenches for the foundation. As 
funding became available to pay for rocks and bricks, the students carried them to the 
construction site. This was consistent with our agreement that the students would pay 
back the community for their educational opportunity. 

Construction of a three-room addition began. Kiefa and the people at the school, 
who always dreamed big, decided later that they could for very little extra cost build four 
rooms, rather than three. And so it was by the end of 2010 that the first rooms of the 
new Neema were completed and the most dangerous parts of the old Neema were 
demolished. The transition was a bold first step, and during a GADL visit to the village in 
March 2011, the buildings were dedicated. The first four of 14 rooms needed to rebuild 
the school were completed. The younger students were learning in a safer environment. 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Chapter 20
Changes, Changes Everywhere

The year 2010 brought more than the beginning of rebuilding Neema Nuru Academy. A 
revolution was taking place in the village, unseen by most, fueled by education. The 
traditions and cultures of the past were slowly being replaced. Since Go and Do 
Likewise and GAD Kenya began their partnership, both organizations believed that a 
different future was dependent on educating the emerging generation. 

Believing in a different future and witnessing demonstrations of this future are 
agreeably different. We had believed. But in 2010 we witnessed education opening 
many doors. We saw the eagerness of the young to embrace this opportunity, their 
eagerness growing as learning increased. We heard families express new hope 
because their children were provided an educational opportunity. We listened as 
teachers explained the difficulties they faced and how the mere fact that visitors would 
come and encourage them added to their determination and dedication. The change we 
witnessed while in Rionchogu in 2010 was more than we had seen and heard before.

We began to understand how deep the change was when one of the older 
students, Kelvin, made an astounding decision. Kelvin, who had been supported the 
previous three years, took his final test for secondary education but failed to get the 
grade necessary for advancement. Kelvin then decided to rejoin secondary school for 
three years. We learned that the students in secondary school the first year or two after 
we arrived had received a very poor foundational education, and their early years had 
not prepared them for the challenges of the national test. Kevin refused to let a poor 
foundation determine his future. The road ahead included returning to the tenth grade 
and doing it over again. The decision for Go and Do Likewise to support Kelvin’s 
dedication to higher learning was not a difficult one. As long as his scores improved we 
would continue to support him.

Learning of Kelvin’s decision was very encouraging. Soon, though, more of the 
older students were seeking the same track, and we quickly received more requests for 
support from students who had failed in their final secondary scores. They refused to 
accept failure. They knew the future was not going to change without a struggle, so 
Kelvin and several others took a new path. 

We continued to support these students for one simple reason: they believed 
they could score better. Fortunately, our faith in them was rewarded. In 2016 Kelvin will 
graduate from Kenyatta University. Over the next two or three years an additional 10 
students, men and women, will complete educational training in teaching, nursing, 
accounting, and other career-track disciplines. Each of them made the commitment to 
follow Kelvin. They followed a new path. 

The value young Kenyans place on a better education became even clearer 
during our 2010 trip. A visit had been arranged between Kiefa and a young man from a 
neighboring tribe. As the gathering began, a tall young man in red “dance” garments 
appeared at the door of the garage we often use as a meeting place. (The Maasai are 
perhaps the most visually striking of the Kenyan tribes, and if you have seen videos or 
photos of Kenya, you have seen these men dressed in red.) This tall young man, 
accompanied by eight others, all dressed similarly, had come to ask for support for 
secondary tuition fees. Kiefa invited the young men to come in. They stepped forward—
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and began to perform a traditional Maasai dance. In this little village of Rionchogu, 
Kenya, a village of the Kiisi people, young men, neighboring Maasai, danced. They 
danced to say thank you to GAD Kenya for allowing then to apply for secondary 
support. 

The backstory to this dance is simply God. I found out that Kelvin had met Paul, 
the leader of this group, while he was in school, and they had struck up a friendship. 
Paul, in his 20s, was determined to get his secondary education, but because he could 
not afford the fees, he was forced to attend school one semester at a time and then to 
work to pay the fees for further study. 

Paul was aware that Kelvin was returning to school for additional study and 
asked Kelvin how it was that he was able to attend school for even more years than 
normal, and Kelvin told Paul about the support from GAD Kenya. Having worked so 
hard to get just a few terms into his education, Paul wanted to learn more. He asked 
Kelvin if he, Paul, could be helped. Kelvin gave Paul Kiefa’s number. The rest, as they 
say, is history. Four of the young men who performed that evening were subsequently 
supported in their secondary education. Three of these young men eventually went on 
to higher education. 

The import of the gathering was accentuated by the group’s composition. Kenya 
is made up of 47 language groups, tribes, not all of which have always been friendly to 
one another. The Kiisi and the Maasai have over the generations had their battles. One 
additional tribal group was involved in this visit. Our video person was from Nairobi, and 
his ancestry was Kikuyu, a group that has not always been on friendly terms with many 
of the other language groups. In addition, two young Kikuyu women joined us during 
this visit. Add to the mix our group of Americans. 

Before the young Maasai men left, one of the GAD Kenya board members stood 
and spoke to the significance of this day. He mentioned each group and its reputation 
as a tribe. He talked of the Kikuyu, whom he said everyone saw as having been born 
with a silver spoon. The Kikuyu were the ruling tribe after the independence of Kenya 
and were thought to have all the financial power. He talked of the Maasai, whom he said 
were thought to be fearless warriors who would steal your cows. Then he spoke of his 
own people, whom it was rumored ate their enemies. He made these comments to 
accentuate his final point. Here in this little village in rural Kenya, three tribes were 
gathered together to encourage young men and women through education.

During subsequent visits to Kenya our groups have visited the homes of the 
Maasai students almost every visit. The relationships developed by GAD Kenya 
transcend traditional boundaries. While past generations of Kiisi and Maasai peoples 
fought over differences, today Kiisi and Maasai were meeting for a common purpose, 
sharing a meal of welcome and appreciation. The Go and Do Likewise visitors, including 
the women, even shared a meal at Paul’s family home, where we also talked with Paul’s 
neighbors and other Maasai community leaders. We spoke of how, even though we had 
different origins, we were all one in Christ A young woman from our group was asked to 
share God’s word and talked about the Kingdom of God being greater than the 
boundaries that divide people. 

Today young men and women of various tribal heritages are being supported in 
their education through GAD Kenya. Change is subtle, but it is coming. More ripples. 
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Chapter 21
Making a Difference

Throughout this journey of Go and Do Likewise, God has consistently been active, both 
in the general way that all God’s disciples experience but in specific ways as well. Some 
of these specific signs of God’s presence might be explained away as coincidence, 
except I don’t believe in coincidence. I am left with but one conclusion: God has been at 
work to effect a greater good. 

As is God’s way, God often shows us after the fact what God had been about for 
some time. The parallel preparation of Kiefa Ontiri and me could be—no, is—an 
example of this mystery in our journey with God.

Kiefa and I, however, are not the only people God has used in significant ways 
for his purpose in Rionchogu during the past 20 years. Others have had their faith 
impacted, and their journey with God has included course corrections, slight or 
otherwise, but necessary to complete what God intends. The common thread in all 
these journeys has been people’s willingness to seek God’s Kingdom and his peace. 

The journey of one person—my son-in-law, Jonathan Brandenburg—stands out 
for me, not only because of my personal connection with him, but because of the 
profound impact he has had on the growth of the relationship between Go and Do 
Likewise and Gad Kenya. God has used Jon to affect a significant number of people, 
including a group of college students who eventually traveled to Kenya, revealing God’s 
presence through their involvement and provision. These students ventured to the 
village through faith alone and left the villagers in Kenya a memory of God’s presence, 
love, and joy—an unexpected light understood to be God at work. They came home 
with their character and faith challenged and changed for life. 

In 2009 Jon’s journey, after wrestling with God, took him and his family to 
Houston, Texas, to become pastor/chaplain at a large denominational school. Shortly 
after the family moved there, school leaders decided to drop its religious identity and 
become a secular private school. One year after moving, his gifts as a pastor were no 
longer needed. During this same time, another call came, and Jon found himself in 
Austin, Texas, as pastor at University Lutheran Church at the University of Texas. He 
also found the opportunity to pursue his love for teaching and took a position as adjunct 
professor at Concordia University in Austin. His serving as both pastor and teacher 
immersed him in the lives of many students. 

As he was growing in these new relationships, he was also witnessing through 
my stories the results of the work being done by Go and Do Kenya. Jon decided to 
engage his new community of students at both Austin universities in a dialogue about 
the possibility of traveling to Kenya. Knowing of my experiences, he invited me to come 
to Austin and share the work being done and the passions arising in the partnership 
between Go and Do Likewise and Gad Kenya. 

My visit to Texas took place in October 2011, shortly after I had returned from 
Kenya, where we had dedicated the first four rooms of a new school building. The 
number of students sponsored for the secondary school had grown to over 50. Go and 
Do Likewise had also finished producing several videos about the school and our work. 
I shared all this information with the college students, and God moved the spirits of 
some of my listeners enough that two groups, eager to hear more and begin preparing 
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to travel, quickly emerged. After some negotiation, arrangements were finalized. Nine 
travelers—including seven women, Jon, and me—would visit the village of Rionchogu in 
May 2012. Two people would come home after two weeks, and seven of us would stay 
for eight weeks to more fully encounter the culture and people. We set about raising the 
funds to travel to this little village in rural Kenya.

Meanwhile a third group that would travel from California in March/April with a 
different GADL member was forming. This expansion in the number of visitors to Kenya 
was a source of amazing grace to me. In 2012 a total of 15 visitors would come to the 
village. Previously, the largest number of visitors in one year had been six.

So readers might fully grasp what God had done in these visits, I need to share 
some Go and Do Likewise fiscal policy. Since the beginning of GADL, it has been 
understood that those who are responsible for the organization’s work—the board, 
including me, as well as other donors—would provide the funds for maintaining the 
organization and carrying out its work. In addition, no donations from non–board 
members are used for travel costs for GADL representatives, except as GADL members 
might raise personal funds the way any other traveler might. With rare exceptions, 
though, any GADL representative traveling to the village has paid his or her own way. 
We say that 100 percent of donated funds go to the building of community in Rionchogu 
village and the area served by GAD Kenya, and we do everything possible to ensure 
that happens.

A second and even more important policy is that our on-the-ground services in 
Kenya are obtained only through GAD Kenya. We do not use hotels or restaurants or 
other service providers. We stay in the village, we eat in the village, and our 
transportation is provided by the vehicle in the village. If any outside assistance is 
required, it is arranged and managed by GAD Kenya. Because we pay GAD Kenya for 
all these services, our visits are a source of income for the organization. 

In 2012 God used the travelers to provide the funds that made possible the 
completion of the rebuilding at Neema Nuru. GAD Kenya had planned to demolish and 
reconstruct at least four or five rooms. That rebuild began with the funds paid by the 
March/April group. By the time the May groups arrived, materials were on hand, and the 
initial work was underway. With these groups of young adults came an energy and 
sense of hope that was frankly unexpected. The visitors demolished an old building, 
carried rock for foundation, and dug the foundation trenches. The local men working on 
the construction told us they had no idea white women could work so hard. The 
energetic approach to the work by the young American women changed opinions, and 
the local workers accepted our travelers as co-workers. There was heightened sense of 
cooperation in a common purpose.

As the expansion of Neema Nuru unfolded, plans were changed, so more old 
buildings were demolished and new classroom built. While not all the work was 
accomplished during the eight weeks our travelers were in the village, the work went on 
until all the rooms were built, a security wall erected, and the gate installed. The effect of 
the travelers’ presence in the village was special and joy filled. These young women 
from America—working on the classroom rebuilding, teaching at the schools, playing 
day and night with the children—brought enthusiasm and love of life to the village.

While respectful of Kenyan culture, our group of young women included a few 
outgoing personalities. They tended to stretch local traditions—including public hugging, 
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which stretched a few traditionalists’ comfort zones, yet was quickly accepted, 
especially when the hugging was within gender groups. Kiefa told me later that the 
influence of the young women who visited had a very positive affect on many people, 
including men, but especially among the women, both young and old. The season of 
2012 for all those involved, marked by the major influence of American youth and 
completion of the majority of the rebuilding at Neema Nuru, was more significant than 
we could have imagined. Yet, God was not done with this little school in a poor, rural 
community.

One additional ingredient was contributed in 2012 by a group of renewable 
energy experts from Scotland who were dedicated to providing wind and solar energy to 
rural areas of Kenya. Go and Do Likewise arranged during our May 2012 visit, when the 
eight-week visitors were still there, to have this team visit the village and provide 
information about the cost of bringing electricity to the area. The renewable energy 
group included two American graduate students on intern assignments. As we sat and 
shared a meal, standard practice in Kenya, the conversation was lively. We were 
strangers in a foreign land with much in common. 

In late summer 2012 we received a proposal for bringing renewable energy to 
Neema Nuru. There was only one thing for GADL to do—to discern whether we were to 
raise the funds to provide the unimaginable—electricity. This was not a simple decision 
to make. In Kenya the school year begins in January, and fees for the entire year are 
due at the beginning of the first term. Sixty students had applied for support, and this 
commitment was not fully funded yet. Common sense said to put off the energy project. 
But with the decision to do it all—fund the students and renewable energy—came 
peace. Somehow it would happen.

So we went forward, and God provided. New sources of funding appeared. 
Friends and families of previous travelers, upon hearing of the opportunity, were 
enthused about the potential for providing electricity to the village. In May 2013 Jon 
brought a smaller group of students to the village. They were busy teaching as the wind 
turbine and solar equipment arrived. One of the travelers, our first male student from 
Texas, spent many hours with the installation crew putting the equipment in place. This 
electrical energy brought new light and potential to the community. The old had passed 
away, and the new was a reality. No more dirt and dust. No more kerosene lamps. 
Bricks, mortar, proper latrines, security provided by newly constructed walls and a gate 
surrounding the complex, a water catchment system, and renewable energy came to 
the new Neema Nuru Academy.

God had indeed made his presence known. He brought together strangers to 
work for common goals. He inspired a few passionate young women, university 
students, and renewable energy experts from Scotland to travel to a foreign land and to 
share their personal resources. He made his presence known to all who bothered to pay 
any attention. Call this season what ever you want; we call it a miracle. 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Chapter 22
GAD Kenya = HOPE

There is really no way to explain the dynamic of GAD Kenya in standard organizational 
terms. This organization was formed first as a CBO (Community Benefit Organization) 
and later was certified as a Kenya NGO (nongovernmental organization). Because of 
international issues relating NGOs to terrorist efforts, the Kenya government froze NGO 
assets. Knowing this GAD Kenya decided to return to its previous CBO certification.

GAD Kenya started as a small group of people determined to educate poor rural 
youth. Today, while maintaining the same focus, the organization has grown in influence 
in the local community and broadened its goals from providing fees for poor students’ 
secondary education tuition and maintaining a high performing primary school for the 
poor. Educating young women has always been a priority with a focus on their getting 
an education before entering into marriage and child rearing. For both men and women 
education has taken on even greater meaning and potential. What started as 
encouragement to youth to stay in school has grown, due to significant improvement in 
scores, to working with families to make higher education, college, and university 
available. 

Recently a fellow traveler asked me to explain GAD Kenya’s development model. 
What kind of structure do they have? What organization in America is most similar to it? 
These questions may make for interesting conversation; unfortunately, for GAD Kenya, 
they have no value. The causes of poverty are different from in the United States. In 
Kenya, one significant factor contributing to the high level of poverty is the limitations 
placed on women who might otherwise play a meaningful economic role in society. In 
addition, traditional family structures minimize the potential of rural youth. Boys are to 
work with the animals, and girls are to work the fields and bear children. Neither of 
these assumptions leaves much room for the education that is necessary to move out of 
the poverty they live in. Other traditions that result in poverty are veiled in superstition 
and illiteracy. 

GAD Kenya faces many challenges brought about by these long-held traditions, 
which subjugate particular members of the community, leaving them with no hope. Just 
as the causes of poverty are different, however, so too are the solutions.

GAD Kenya is part of the solution because it has an identity and a voice within 
the community. It has a presence that inspires the younger generation to excel, to work 
hard to obtain an education. It speaks to parents who are trying to hold onto a past that 
has reinforced the cycle of poverty. It carries out the daily hard work of maintaining a 
reputation built on caring for others, particularly children who have been abused by their 
families and are stuck in a culture that offers no way out.

Practically speaking, explaining what GAD Kenya means to the combined 
villages it serves is difficult. Ultimately, GAD Kenya is, simply, hope. It also stands for 
HOPE (Hands, Opportunity, Passion, Education). Two students from Texas helped us 
put those words together.

In 2013 two travelers who had spent eight weeks in Kenya with me in 2012 
returned to the village with me for another six weeks. They agreed to travel as interns, 
working with me to help define the changes that had been taking place and to provide 
some skill in working with social media to share the story. One day we met for a single 
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purpose: to articulate what we saw happening. These two had spent more time in the 
village than any other North American except me.

Our conversation lasted for a long time. Our minds were blank, and we were all 
feeling frustrated, which began to show in our language and shortness with one another. 
Finally, one of the students said, “We need to pray.” So we did. Each person shared 
during this prayer for clarity and direction about God’s heart in this place.

We finished, and the difference in our deliberations was immediate and dramatic. 
In very little time the principle ingredients of the relationships and interactions we had all 
experienced came to light. We quickly put them in four information buckets, and just as 
quickly, we named an image for each bucket. 

• Hands: working together
• Opportunity: one ingredient that had been missing in the past
• Passion: the drive and dedication of everyone we had contact with
• Education: the critical ingredient for the future

We looked at each other with huge smiles. Hands. Opportunity. Passion. Education. 
Together they spelled HOPE. God had answered our prayer! 

Hope comes from the heart of those who are in the village every day working to 
help, encourage, and support all who are willing to take on the challenge of change. 
Hope is the spirit of community that travels with GAD Kenya. Hope is the experience of 
a better life that keeps young adults working hard to escape. Hope is the lifeblood of 
potential in Kenya. Without hope the future is no different from what has always been. 
Hope is the purpose. 

I shared these thoughts with the person in conversation with me. He looked at 
me, and I could see questions in his eye, then a nod. Agreement. Hope.


