
Margaret Abbott	  
Annie* is the girl in the middle.  One day she looked at 
me with her arms folded and an "attitude" look and 
stance.  I did the same thing back to her, and she 
switched sides.  I copied her and made a friend.  She 
wanted me to sit with her 
later in the day as we all 
sat on a mat under the 
trees.  She said, "I want to 
teach you a song".  Then 

she spoke the words, "A long time ago, I never knew 
Jesus until I asked Him in my heart".  This little girl, along 
with several others, stole my heart. 
 
Emma* is a volunteer who helped with the cooking and as a Care Worker for 
vulnerable children.  I went on the Holy Home Visits with her in Chibote.  We were 
visiting a widow, and I was led to read her Isaiah 54 that talks about "the Lord being 
her husband".  Emma related to our interpreter that those words from Isaiah really 
blessed her because she was also a widow.  She said at one point that the Lord was 
her husband but thought that she made a mistake in saying it until she heard me read 
it from Isaiah 54 and was very happy to discover that it was scriptural. 
	  

Rick Tuers 
On the second day in the village of Chibote, we walked 
with the Care Workers to do a Holy Home Visit to a 
grandmother whose name was Tamara*. She was lying 
on a blanket in the shade cast by the house. She was 
tired, frail, and vulnerable. She told us she had been sick 
for several days. Of her seven children, 4 were deceased 
and the 3 remaining adult children were estranged. One of 
her grandchildren, Daniel* was taking care of his grandma. 
He was 12 years old although he looked like he was 8 or 9.  
We could see that he was malnourished and had tattered 
shoes and clothes. Daniel was staying strong for his Grandma and helping out the best 
he could. He was building a kiln out of bricks so he could produce charcoal by slow 
drying of tree he had cut down. The charcoal would provide a small income for the 
family. We helped him move the tree branches and limbs to the kiln. We also 
complimented him on his service for his grandma.  We asked Tamara if she had any 
prayer concerns. She shared her concerns, we shared some scriptures and then 
prayed for her. We thanked her for allowing us to visit with her and shared the good-
bye customs of hand shaking. It was difficult to try to understand the loss, pain, and 
suffering that this family was enduring.  Their story was not uncommon. 



 

Deanna Braden 
Wow! Where do I begin?!  What seems like "fighting an 
uphill battle" in the African countries with the poverty, AIDS, 
illnesses, and sexual abuse is just a slow process to Hands 
at Work that is handled one community at a time...one 
family at a time....one child at a time. 
One example of this occurred in the Chibote community of 
Zambia. On our second day in the community, we went 
back out to do more Holy Home Visits. I was with Grace* 
(the coordinator for Chibote), and three care workers. Our 
last home visit was to the home of a grandfather who was 
left to care for, what appeared to be, about 6 children... two 
preteen/teen girls, 2 boys that I saw inside the house, 1 boy 

that was at the care center, and Edith*. 
The grandfather was hesitant to welcome our visit or share with 
us. We did find out that Edith, a three year old girl who looked to 
be about 18 months old due to malnutrition, had not eaten in two 
days. When Grace heard this, she cradled Edith in her arms and 
held her with tears in her eyes. The child's mother had left the 
home and had not returned. Grace asked the grandfather if we 
could take Edith to the care center to eat lunch. He gave us 
permission. We then prayed with the grandfather before leaving. 
As one of the care workers was putting Edith on her back, I 
couldn't help but wonder if the two preteen/teen girls remaining at 
the home had lost their innocence. Had they already been 
raped/sexually abused like so many others in the communities? 

After we returned to the care center with Edith, the care 
workers immediately bathed her and changed her clothing. 
The same was done for her brother who was already at the 
care center. Both children then enjoyed a hot meal with the 
rest of the children. 
It was so encouraging to see the passion and love that Grace 
and the other care workers have for the children in the 
community. Grace began taking care of the orphans in 
Chibote in 2009. Hands at Work was inspired by her 
compassion and partnered with the community in 2012, 
providing the most vulnerable children of the community with 
one hot meal a day, basic healthcare, and educational 
supplies. One community at a time...one family at a 
time....one child at a time...  Edith was that child. 
 

 



 
Hannah Cook 

Daisy* was a little 3 yr old girl that lived in Chibote, Zambia. 
She was one of the care workers kids, so she didn't get much 
mommy/one-on-one time. I really only connected with her the 
last day we were there. She was the cutest little thing you'd 
ever see. It was pretty much like she was attached to my hip 
almost all day. If I would try to put her down, she would start to 
cry. At one point, Daisy was playing with my necklace, then 
she put it down and put her hand over my heart. It made me 
start to cry because I had to leave her, but I knew she would 
have a hold of my heart forever. 

 

Maureen Cook 
This beautiful, heart-shaped face, a 12 year old 
girl in Chibote village, captured my heart 
immediately.   Tabitha* wore a tattered, grubby, 
pale green lacy shirt that she had been wearing 
for days.  The neckline hung down too low, which 
made me sad.  I hoped that was not where she 
thought her value was.  She had a gorgeous 
smile and seemed quiet 
& shy.  She wasn't in-
your-face and 
rambunctious, like some 

of the other pre-teens.  Her eyes were always searching, 
waiting; waiting for someone to notice her.  To love her. The 
older ones sometimes unintentionally get left out -- they're not 
as cute or cuddly anymore.  But Tabitha saw that I noticed her.  
I made sure she did. We didn't speak the same language, but 
I made sure she knew I was watching her.  That someone 
noticed her.  That someone cared.  Every little girl's longing.  
Every child's need.  Our eyes locked many times.  When we 
were all blowing bubbles; when we were eating; singing fun 
songs; singing praise songs; playing games.  She watched 
me as much as I watched her.  When we left on the 3rd day, I 
gave Tabitha a tight hug and told her I would be praying for 
her.  I have and I will keep praying.  I want to see her again.  
See that she is taken care of.  See that that she doesn't 
become a statistic for rape, or AIDS.  See that she knows that 
someone still cares.  That God cares. That He loves her. 



Tom Maurer 
As an orphan in Africa, your 
days are full of hunger and 
work to just get the bare 
essentials thing to maintain 
life.   The fortunate ones 
have at least someone to 
guide them, such as a GoGo 
(grandmother) or another 
relative.  Fathers are seldom 
involved in the children’s 
lives.   
When visiting homes with 
the Care Workers, I saw 
sadness and hopelessness in the eyes of many mothers and grandmothers.  It takes a 
while for them to open up and share their stories.    One grandmother told us that she 
had lost all of her children to Aids.  She was taking care of her 4 grandchildren, one of 
which was in the feeding program.   During this Holy Home Visit I remember praying 
for her and her grandchildren and just feeling the Holy Spirit filling the small house we 
were in.   At the end of the prayer time I recall looking into her eyes full of tears, which 
immediately caused my eyes to fill with tears.  I remember saying to her that I would 
continue to pray for her.   Then her eyes and face lit up as she smiled at me and said 
thank you.   Seeing that joy come into her eyes told me her faith was strong and that 
her joy could only come from God.    
The Care Workers are truly the hands and feet of Jesus.   I feel blessed to have spent 
a few days supporting and encouraging them by walking by their side, praying for and 
with them.    
Each time I go on a mission trip God opens my eyes more and more to see what HE 
sees…which helps me grow to depend on Him more and refocus my priorities to better 
reflect Him each day.    
 

Cat Levine 
One of the last villages we went to was called 
Siyathuthuka. Soon after we got there, one of 
the Hands workers found out that a gogo 
(grandmother) of one of the Center's children 
was sick. He rounded up a small group to go 
to her house to pray for her. I was so happy to 
go, as I really enjoyed going on Holy Home 
Visits in the other villages. The Holy Home 
Visits were an opportunity to go deeper and 
really connect to the people in the village.  



We arrived at her house, which was only a short walk from the Center. The gogo was 
laid up on the couch and immediately brightened when we got there. She had a 
horrible cough, and it was another moment of realization of how good we have it in the 
states. We can go to a store anytime to buy cough medicine, or go to the doctor at our 
leisure. This gogo, named Erica*, had been putting off going to the doctor because she 
couldn't afford it- meaning the doctor visit and transportation to get there.  
We then met her Grandson, named Samuel*. I 
immediately could tell that there was something 
about Samuel that wasn't right. He was quiet, polite, 
and kind. But there was something about his eyes 
and his demeanor, there was a sadness about him. 
After we prayed for Erica and she insisted there 
was nothing we could do for her around the house, 
so we left to go back to the Center. Samuel went 
back with us.  
On the walk back, we found out that he is 14 years old, an excellent student at his 
school, and he had exams coming up. His favorite subject is English- he spoke very 
well; you could tell he really enjoys the language. And he wants to be a train conductor 
when he grows up. After our time at the Center, we went back to the Hands at Work 
Hub and one of the Hands workers told us Samuel's story.  
Samuel was given up by his mother at a very young age and his gogo raised him. 
When he was 6 years old, his gogo reached out the mother to see if she could help her 
take care of him. His mother proceeded to pick him up from his gogo’s house and take 
him to his father’s house- whom he had never met before. His father had married 
another woman and they brewed beer out of their house. They had people coming in 
and out of the house; they had something similar to a bar in their home. Samuel’s 
father and step-mother rejected him. They treated him like a slave. Like a dog. They 
even called him “dog”. He was beaten. Abused emotionally and sexually. Neglected. 
His dad took a machete to his head at one point. The patrons would also abuse him 
and call him names.  
Someone in the community found out what was happening to this precious child and 
somehow got the information to his Gogo. His Gogo then travelled to see what she 
could do. She got there on a cold night and saw the abuse that was happening. She 
barely recognized him. Five years had passed- he was 11 years old now. She called 
him over to her and he went. She offered him something to drink and everyone was 
jeering “Don’t give him anything! He’s just a dog!”. She asked him “Do you know who I 
am?”. He shook his head no. She told him “I am your gogo. Gather your things, you 
are coming with me”.  
Three years have passed since that night. And although you can still see the scar on 
his head from the machete, his permanently misshapen eye from a past beating, and 
scars on his body- he has the love of Jesus. He is known by name. He is loved. He has 
a hope and future. Hands at Work is a vessel through which God is providing hope for 
children like Samuel, and I am so blessed to have been a part of their calling. 
	  



	  
John Rector 
WOW!  That seems to be the most 
appropriate response to my first visit to a 
small village in Chibote, Zambia in Africa. 
I was surprised as we left the main road and 
started down the dirt road to the community 
at a top speed of perhaps 10 MPH!  My 
senses were on overload as I took in the 
sights, sounds and smells. 
The abject poverty was everywhere.  The 
tiny thatched roof homes, the lack of water 
and electricity, the lack of clothing and shoes, 

and (as we found out as we visited individual homes) the lack of FOOD. 
I was overwhelmed by the reception of the people in Chibote – both young and old.  
Their joy and happiness in spite of their circumstances was a delight to see!   
While I experienced a feeling of despair about how to help these people, I was also 
encouraged by the enthusiasm of the volunteer Care Workers who were daily pouring 
into the lives of the children to help break the cycle of poverty. 
I pray that every time I turn on a light switch, take a cold drink of water or have a hot 
meal, I will remember to pray for the people of Zambia and for children around the 
world who are caught up in the horrible circumstances of their surrounding.  I pray that 
them memory of Zambia will continue to shape my view of God’s Global Church! 

 
Lee Maurer 

His name was David*.  He was the oldest of three cousins living 
with his gogo (grandmother) Florence*, because their parents 
had all passed away.  Their house that was dark, damp and 
uninviting…the roof was patched together with anything they 
could find in an attempt to keep the rain out.  Their only source 

of income was 
dependent on the 
young cousins going 
into ‘the bush’ to gather 
branches which would 
be bundled together and sold as kindling.   
David was enrolled in the Hands at Work care 
program which provides him with one hot meal 
a day and weekly home visits from the Care 
Workers.  It was on such a home visit that we 
met David and his family. 



The boys were very subdued.  One was playing with an old video cassette, trailing the 
video tape around behind him.  The other was called over to stand in front of us as his 
gogo told about the white substance that covered the head (similar to cradle cap), 
which was a side effect of the worms living inside of his intestines.  The care workers 
made note of so that he could receive treatment.  (While only one child per family can 
be cared for at the care center, the Holy Home Visit allows the Care Workers to identify 
and attempt to provide for the needs of others living in the home.)   
After we shared scripture and prayed with Florence, I went 
over and sat in the dirt by David.  With little language in 
common, I simply scratched a tic-tac-toe frame into the dirt 
and placed and X in one square.   I pointed to him and made 
his O, then made another X.  He made the next O.  After 
several rounds, he understood that three in a row was a “win” 
and even caught on how to “block”! 
Later that day when we arrived at the care center, I found 
David again and though he was a little shy, he allowed a 
photo of the two of us.  I whispered “Lesa amupale” (God 
bless you) as he went off to eat and play with the other 
children.  When we boarded the bus to leave, I made sure to 
make eye contact with David through the open window.  It 
was the first time I had seen him smile and I knew that we 
had made a connection.  Since we have returned home, my 
thoughts often go to David.  I pray that our simple 
interactions that day communicated God’s love to him.  
 
*Names have been changed. 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Thank you for your prayers and support!   


