My Kenyan Report

October 2008

By David Williams

A metamorphosis happened in my life during my recent trip to Kenya. I left Perth a man needing a touch from God and returned revived and on fire to see Africa saved. 

I learnt so much about God and the fragility of human life. The Devil is cruel –

Governmental corruption, political unrest and poverty have left families devastated. I saw children left to fend for themselves, walking the streets – dressed like street rats. Prices of basic necessities are increasing whilst wages stayed the same. I saw hopelessness amongst the youth; suicides and drug addiction – teenagers sniffing glue right before the masses passing by. I spoke to young people working 22 hours a day, everyday, taking care of younger siblings going through school.

It wasn’t all doom and gloom. I saw how Christ was the solution for problems. The truth has exposed delusions empowered by Demons. Satan is falling like lightning. Poverty is being challenged. The love of God reaches deep into local communities; evangelism on street corners; people being set free; miracles; many young adults giving up all worldly ambitions to preach. Orphans are rescued daily. Displaced families from the political fallout housed and fed – some in the thousands. There are several Western Church groups birthing primary and secondary schools, local businesses, orphanages, not to mention churches and bible colleges. God is moving in Africa. Twenty thousand people are being saved every day.

I am privileged to be a part of what God is doing. 

My primary purpose in going to Kenya was to graduate our Charisma Bible College students. I felt a great privilege in partnering with these passionate people eager to serve Christ at the highest level. We graduated fifteen ministries this year. I felt proud of them – they shook my hand, received their certificates, each one handsomely dressed in their black gowns, smiling broadly toward adoring family and friends. I had heard of their impact in the town. Our guys rescued twenty-six children this year and placed them in families with support, food and clothing. They served the elderly, ministered within local churches, on street corners, preaching everywhere, teaching, evangelising, all night prayer meetings and more. I was getting attached to them as they started making plans to head home to their families – some hundreds of kilometres away in neighbouring countries and others into villages and cities near by. These were Africa’s future.

I was humbled by how David and Mary Wamugunda (Principal, lecturers, Pastors) managed the compound called Charisma Bible College. They maximised the little support we sent in a way that catered for all the needs of students and personnel. The rental property boasted dorms to house students – four to six per room, four African toilets, an outside kitchen, lecture room/classroom, storeroom, a water well and chickens. It seemed a modest way to start the vision that will be a catalyst for tens of thousands finding Jesus Christ. I was proud to have been a part of it all. I wanted to do so much more. David and Mary have proved faithful to God’s vision and are good stewards of our financial contribution. I can see a healthy partnership expanding for several years to come. We are making plans for growth in the next twelve months.

I made life long relationships with David and Mary. I also met some great folk from Alaska – people who come every year to hug, cry and laugh with the orphans. I met with local dignitaries – bishops and church leaders. I was also once again, impressed upon by my meeting with preacher, author and friend Harold Eberle, whom the Kenyans call ‘Apostel Heroll’. He being one of my heroes in the faith made my trip a life defining moment – teaching me from the scriptures, imparting spiritual blessing and increasing my vision. I was feeling by the end of my time abroad – very much full. Not forgetting my privilege to preach in several meetings in slum areas where churches and bible colleges exist and witnessing God do miracles – changing lives. I was starting to feel it – the reason for my existence. I am glad to be alive.

