
Monday June 23, 2014 
Day Three account to our Dear Ones, 

We serve God in the DR, not people of the DR; this is 
definitely their rebuilding project, and we serve with them, 
learning from them.  They start projects all year long and will 
finish them, after we’re gone, with sweat equity and jobs 
created.  Franklin, community leader & carpenter by trade, 
often takes charge (at left, he’s to the left of Sue Gruen).   

We learn so much from one another.   House deconstruction and bathroom construction proceed with 
gusto. Women like Casey (above) 
and bigger kids (see Eli, center, R, 
in blue) all chip in, while grown 
men watch from the sidelines.   
The wielding of pick axes, saws 
and shovels continues apace, but 
safely. We function as a team knit 
together at every joint, even though Pastor Doug is sidelined with a bum knee to be fixed back in Madison.  

We’re taught what 
to do—from where to 
dig footings for concrete 
blocks, how to mix 
cement for troweling 
between blocks, to 
laying it all out.  The 

people recycle everything—from corrugated sheets of tin, to bamboo poles, to the extra mud and rocks. 
Even bystanders have a 

role to play, as housing 
projects draw a crowd, and we 
are there to capitalize on that.   

They notice how we treat 
one another in love and work 
so deferentially and effectively 
together.  Work gets done, but 
the focus is on relationships.  
     They see how we love one another (see Rhonda, above) and thus are drawn to the source of that 
love.  At one point we sift through mud and shovel out a child’s lost sandal.  One favorite sideline activity 

is trompo, the tossing 
and retrieving of 
spinning tops.  The kids 
get “The Four Tops” to 

spin in place.  We’re the novices, with all 
taking great joy when a newbie (see 
Brennen Weber) finally gets the hang of it.   

One place where Hands of Hope does hand stuff 
out is at Vacation Bible School.  VBS to these kids is 
like a second Christmas.  They bowl over the VBS 
staff with out-of-control enthusiasm, not sitting 
down, not calming down, not waiting or taking turns.   

     Today they get crafts and make their own beaded bracelets, whose 
colors simulate the message of the gospel (black is for sin of humanity, red 
for the blood of Christ,…).  Wednesday, every kid in El Amirante gets sandals 
after a foot-washing ceremony.  More than presents, they really want our 
presence.  The kids cannot get enough hugs, attention, or selfies (hammed 
up photos of themselves, taken by team photographer, and shown to them 
on the spot).  Of the almost 200 photos taken just today, you supporters of 



this project can see from the sampling below that the joy and benefits go both ways.  (Now if only they 
had email addresses or Facebook accounts, these kids could see and be reminded once again how loved 
and beautiful they are.)  Later this week, our blog will focus on other projects and on leading by serving…. 

We sense their caring community, of enjoying and looking out for one another, as when one 12-year-old 

braids the hair of a 3-y.-o.  Hands of Hope members share the love as well: e.g., Betsy (below, left, at center) 

and Peyton (in shades, at right).  Such caring would be the envy of any church or neighborhood in Madison.   

When we learn of kids so hungry their 

tummies hurt, we feel compelled to help, but we are 

learning to do so without hurting ourselves and others.  

For example, we cannot feed one without forty more 

wanting the same, nor do we want to build dependencies 

or shame the parents who do their best with multi-

generations living with them (above, left).    Vicki 

Hellenbrand (at left) sets example of empowering others 

by giving of herself as a regular Pied Piper with kids.   

 


