THE REASON WE DO IT

Just a sample of one of the tens of thousands of God’s children that need help. The 13 year old girl’s mother was malnurished
while expecting and she has been malnurished since she was born. She is unable to walk or speak properly but now she is at
New Beginnings Orphanage in Same’. She will be loved, well fed and clothed and will have a chance for a better life.
A beggar in Keyna as a
result of the famine.
This picture had to be
cropped because some
of the children around
him were naked.
The picture to the right
will give you an idea
of the dire condition as
the mother chews on
the leg bone of some
animal that we could
not identify. The child
has an aged rotten fish
in his hands. That is all
that they have.

After the well is drilled and the pump is in a river of life springs forth. I have told many that if we can give them water then they will listen
to the gospel. If they answer the call of God then He will heal their land. Look at the goats and cows that have been reestablished because
they have some water. Sometimes they have to move their flocks and herds many times per day for grazing, but they can bring them back
here for water. You will see the results of our labor as they are preached to and hundreds come to Christ. We cannot relent in our labors.

We have previously shown you pictures of the drilliing of the wells, here we have the construction of the well house. The board in the
left picture are props to hold the ceiling while the cement is poured. Steel doors are installed so that it can be kept totally free from
thieves. It takes hundreds and hundreds of bags of cement to construct these buildings. Inside they house the batteries and the electrictal junction from the roof mounted solar panels that run the pump.

European well pump lays on the ground waiting for installation

Water trough for cattle

New Well Brings Life Saving Water

This is the solar house where the large batteries are kept to store
the energy from the solar system. It must be kept totally secure
so that they will not steal the expensive items. You will see the
finished product that is porraged and painted. This is the final
well that we have drilled.

This is the top of the well that is over 1000 feet deep.
The pump is in the bottom, you can see it on the previous page, pushing the water to the surface.

For those of you that do not know, this is in Kenya where there
has been a five year drought where they estimate that 9 million
people will die. But not the ones that we get water for.

After all is said and done, and many days and
weeks of labor, and many tens of thousands of dollars are spent this is what it is all about. Spigots
that you can open and pure clean water comes out.
We have tested the water and it is perfectly pure.
Completed well house and tank, windows and door painted. If you will notice, there are bars to keep people out
even when the window is open for air.

Young girl drinks a mixture of cow’s
blood and milk because there is no food.

Crowd gathers around Bro. Johnson to hear the word of God being preached!
These people were mostly muslims but because we brought them relief they
will come and hear the Gospel being preached.

Above Bro. Johnson is preaching to a group of people gathered next to
one of the new water tanks. Part of the building in the back is used as
a well house. Bro. Johnson is the man that first came to Bro. Powers
to tell him about the awful drought in parts of Kenya and its devastating results.

Great is the fresh water that has arrived in these
areas but greater is the living water that has been
able to be preached to these dying people!!
Above is Bro. Johnson preaching to the gathered
crowd and to the left are people praying—many
accepting Jesus as their savior!
Like you see on the left, many fell on their face
and prayed.
Praise the Lord!

I do not know how many miles it is to the mountains but every morning before daylight these girls have to get up and walk to a water supply and fill these leather bags that, as you can see, are carried with a strap over their head. The water that they get is dirty and poluted but it
is all that they have. They don’t get back until four or five in the evening and we happened to be there when they returned. The others that
were with me talked to them, but I could not undertstand. But what impressed me is that they still had a smile. Since I saw these girls the
last well has gone into service and for each well we also hand dug a ditch and ran a water line a mile in three different directions. You
should hear the cheers of joy when the water valves are opened in the morning and the water flows from the big tanks and the water flows
out to meet their needs. My friend, they have been nearly five years with no water, no rain. Their cattle are dead, their goats are dead, they
can grow no crops and the below article will explain what kind of pain that causes.

A Story You Must Read
This is a house, I would like to say a home, right in the midst of the drought. It is the home of Pastor Johnson’s brother. We were on our
way back to the well project, and in this particular area I found out that his brother lives with his four children—as you can see through
the door.
He said “Brother, I need to stop and get my brother some groceries.” So, I never thought about it like I should have. I gave him a piece
of money and stopped where he told me. When he came out I did not pay attention to what he had, but as we were travelling across that
hard barren land it dawned on me that I did not see groceries. I said “Brother, I thought you were getting groceries.” He said that he did.
He showed me a little bag, probably twelve inches in diameter, and about a third full and told me that it was ground maze (corn meal).
That is what they boil until it becomes stiff and they call it ugali, or stiff porrage. I asked him if that was all that he purchased, and he
said Yes. That is all they can afford, and all they asked for is that they could get about three tablespoons of that boiled corn meal without
salt or pepper or any vegetables or any additions at all. Just three tablespoons of cornmeal, that has no taste, simply to keep from starving to death. Look at their house. I sat there and took the picture with tears in my eyes. There is no picture on the wall, there is only one
little room to sit in and one room on each side. One for the children to sleep in and one for the mother and father. They sleep on the
ground, with rags under them. There is nothing there to add joy to their life and that is why we work hard to get the Gospel to them so
that they can have Jesus as a friend and He can bring joy. This is as hard as it gets.

The Life of the Orphans

Children sit at a clean dining room table awaiting their
next good meal—made possible by your on going support.

There is always much upkeep and painting to be done at Safe Haven Orphanage. Here are childing standing outside a repainted
building.

To the left are newly painted bunk rooms and bunks.
Many, many years after it began Safe Haven Orphanage is
still taking care of children thanks to the continued support of people across the country.
There is much more that is still left to do but we thank
God for His faithfulness!!

A happy little boy saved from a
land of starvation

In our church at Safe Haven, where
would they be without our help?

This little girl broke her arm

New Staff at Safe Haven

This is Margaret, Bro. Jonas’s
sister and she is over Save
Haven and New Beginnings
Orphanages.

The church you see on the left is the church on the Safe Haven Orphanage
grounds and the mother church of our ministry. The lights you see are lights
that were taken out of Landmark Tabernacle that my father chose and hung
when the church was built in 1983. A few years ago we totally renovated the
church and changed the lights and it was my heart to bring those original
lights to Africa and put them in the mother church. What a thrill when I
went in for the services during the September Bible School and Bro. Jonas
had completed the project of hanging them. I had to cry. What memories!
God had given my father the direction to build our church and these light
were a part of his handiwork. He past away before the Africa work began
buy my mother’s heart was tied to the work in a special way. She went on to
her reward a little over a year ago and when I walked into the building my
first thought was “I wish my mother could see these.” She is gone but the
orphans will come and seek God under these lights.

4th Annual Minister’s Bible School

Bro. Israel Ochoa has been partner with Bro. Woods in teaching a bible school on the Safe Haven Orphanage grounds for three
years. This year he had been injured in a fall and could not attend. Bro. Woods called me and said that we can do it and we were
anxious to go. I think before it ended there were 51 people enrolled. We paid for their transportation, lodging and all of their food.
I’ll throw this in—that’s a little idea of the cost to do the work that we do. But thank God for Bro. Woods’ fine people who supported with their finances. We had classes through the day and in the evening Bro. Powers preached. There was a great move of
God and I want to say a GREAT move of God that was proven by testimonies from the men who came. We went two extra days
because they begged for more. Bro. Woods said that if God is moving why change anything. I want to tell you something, Bro.
Woods can teach for four straight hours without a note and several times the Holy Ghost exploded. The men asked us to come for
two Bible Schools but I don’t know if that will be possible. But Bro. Woods and I are very anxious to return.

Bro. Woods enjoying a nice chicken lunch
with greens, potatoes and ugali preparted at the
orphange and eaten in our dining room.

Bro. Jonas is eating his lunch and as you
can see from the round face he has been
getting plenty of lunches! He is a blessing to the work.

Here is my glass of water during lunch
from the well we drilled several years
ago still giving us pure, clean water.

Probably many of you do not remember the
healing of Jonas’s cousin and how God lead
us into Gonja. The man above was a muslim
but he came and got saved in the chuch there!!

Above you see Margaret, the
house mother over both of
our orphanages, listening to
the teaching with some of our
orphans. I want to tell you
that is a long distance between the two orphanages
and I will soon followup with
a supplemental magazine
with just that orphanage. It is
great to see what God is doing and how many children
we are delivering from the
witch doctors!

When Lives Are Saved
Believe it or not the young man to the left is an albino and the witch doctors just cut off his
arm and left him to bleed to death. Some good peole found him and got medical attention,
such as it is, and stopped the bleeding. Now we have him in our custody at New Beginnings
Orphanage. He will never be the same and look at the sadness on his face. The demonic
witch doctors cut their arms off, and even some of the organs out, while they are still alive.
An entire albino can bring as much as $100,000 from business men in large cities. That is if
the witch doctor will cut out their organs and deliver them. The government offers no protection, so that is why we have to save their lives and feed them and give them a life. I can
promise you that no witch doctor will make it past our gate. We will cast the devil out of
him and raise up the spirit of God’s standard, and I promise you he will leave. I don’t have
time now to tell you, but in a future magazine I will give you the stories of my confrontations with witch doctors.

Ministers being taught in Bible School so
that they can understand how evil it is to
let witch doctors operate in their villages
muchless mutilate their children.

Children in a bible class being taught
the principles of Christ so they will
not be deceived by witch doctors nor
give them a place to operate.

This is Joyce, a beautiful
young lady that is serving
God. We found her when
she was a very young girl.
She came back to say
Thanks during Bible School.

So many people want to have a church because they have no transportation to get to the churches that exist. They will start
with what they have and pray that God will add to it. During the Bible School at least 10 pastors came to me and said “Is
there any way that you could help us to build a church?” I have to say to them that at this time I do not have the funds. It
would cost around $30,000. Above you see a congregation standing having church outside. The middle picture is their restroom and on the right you see them taking clay from the ground and making and baking bricks that they have no cement to
lay. If your chuch can build a church, you should do it now before Jesus comes. PLEASE HELP US!

Shipping Time Again

This is early morning and people are gathering to hand
load the next shipment of precious goods gathered here
for the children and desperate people in Tanzania.

At the top of this picture, you can see Bro. Steve East’s feet
as he crawls out from the container—making sure we have
used every foot of space that we can! Bro. Woods is looking up, rejoicing that they have reached the end!

Above is the 40 foot high capacity container leaving for Mombasa Kenya where we will pick it up and ship
it into Safe Haven Orphanage warehouse.
If you are wondering what you can send or save for us to come pick up. Here are the items most needed:
1. Nonperishable Foods
5. School Supplies (Paper, Pencils, etc)
2. Shoes & Flipflops
6. Hygene Supplies (Shampoo, Deordorant, girl’s skin lotion)
3. Old Eye Glasses
7. Combs, Toothbrushes
4. Clothing of all types
8. Undergarments for boys and girls

Bro. Mike McMillian Leads a Group from
Riverdale to Tanzania
This is an exciting happening. Bro. Mike McMillian and his dear wife Jana led a group of young people to Tanzania to visit the World
Missions operation and to minister to the churches there. It has been several years since Bro. Mike and his wife and some other young
ladies went there. They stayed for a long period of time and Bro. Mike did a lot of construction on the orphanage building and developed a deep felt burden for Tanzania. Likewise his wife has been willing since then, if God works things out, to go back and become
fulltime missionaries with authority and liberty to work in any area of our mission field that they feel led. The group that his took this
time were wonderful and very adaptive to surrounding circumstances. They started off at Bro. Kombi’s church, the first church that we
built in Africa. Bro. Mike preached there as you will see in a coat that someone made him that looks like a giraffe. With him wearing it,
it looks like a giraffe that got ran over by a truck! But that is just Bro. Mike. Sis. Jana is very rigid, in a kind way, with a burden for the
work in Tanzania. They went on to Gonja, which is the testing point of all of the areas—except the Rift Valley. We started on a trip to
the Rift Valley and as you will see, we broke down in two different vehicles and had to make provisions to just get back home.
They spent much time with the orphans. I wish that you could see a video of the movements, because you would see the children in
action and it would really mean a lot. We thank God for them going. In the first part of their stay I was not there. But they are the type
of people who do not need babysitting. They will reach out, they will work with the children, they bought and distributed rice and held
Bible classes as you will see. In a couple of weeks I will be leaving to go to California and we will be discussing Bro. and Sis. McMillian going to Africa fulltime as missionaries. Please pray with me that God will put this together because I have confidence in them and
their ability to stand for truth and do the things that will develop these children into great men and women of God and will advance the
churches to revival.

Bro. Mike preaching in Gonga with Bro. Elijah interpretting.
The population of this village was almost 100% muslim.
But hundreds have been converted since we built the church.

Bro. Elijah leads singing in Gonga with the congreation on their
feet and Bro. Mike joining right in.

Children and adults gather around the group from Riverdale
after church. The adults received bags of rice and the children
got wooden airplanes.

Above you see members of Riverdale Church handing out bags of rice
at the end of church service.

Not Everything Goes As Planned
(When you start to the Rift Valley)

We made special plans the night before and had everythig syncronized to
go to the Rift Valley. Food rations, gallons of water, you name it and we
had it all together. We were going to take our Ford pickup and our yellow
school bus van and go all the way into Engaroka and the new church there
to have service. I was going to be preaching. But laying all joking aside,
I honestly that the power of the devil is fighting us mightily in the Rift
Valley. Witchdoctors, they tell me, have nightly services and try to bring
forces against us. Well, they are wasting their time. Because I have confronted witchdoctors in the name of Jesus and they are defeated.
So we left very early and very happy. We went about 20km (15 miles)
and we had just engine totally rebuilt the engine in our bus at the cost of
approximately $1000.00 but the problem was shortly after that we had to
put and alternator on as well. They had to take the bottom radiator hose
lose in the process and they forgot to put water back into the engine. To
cut to the bottom of the issue, it got so hot that the motor was whistling
and it burnt the engine up even more completely. Well, Bro. Jonas had
another van to come and get those people and only went a short ways and
the clutch went out on that van. It was hot and we were very distressed.
So we found a place that the food was safe to eat, got the people loaded
into the back of the truck and second cab and went back to Moshi. It really disrupted our plans without any vehicles to take the group. So there
were places that we did not get a chance to go.

To put it lightly, these are shade tree mechanics! Just standing and looking at a broke
down engine.

The men pushing the van out of the way beside the road. We thought
about pushing it into the Rift Valley but it was about another 100km and I
do not thing they would have endured.

Bro. Mike and several other men happy to be riding instead of walking
all the way back to Moshi.

Now, they aren’t even looking at the engine. All we can do is just wait for a ride.

Making a Difference with the Children

Having grown up being a bus child in the Riverdale church. Bro.
Mike remembers the labor of love that reached out to help him. Now
preaching the gospel himself he also loves reaching out to other
young people, both in America and in Tanzania. What a blessing it
would be to have he and his wife as full time workers! Above he is
telling the children the store of David killing the bear with his hands,
with Bro. Jonas interprettting.

Above we have Bro. Mike demonstrating his versatility! If there is something to be done, Bro. Mike
doesn’t hesitate to jump in and do all he can.

Here two ladies are working the the children at Safe Haven. Remember, not
long ago these boys and girls had no home, no safe place to sleep and no
place to get clean food and water. Thank you for your past support and your
continued prayers and giving to help them to grow up knowing the Lord.

Above we have children playing musical chairs with several of the
young people from Riverdale Church.

Chief Olepero with Bro. Powers. After many years Chief Olepero
is still very hungry for preachers to come and preach to his people. The church in his village is progressing and we are looking
for great things there in the future!

One of the many activities the children did during the visit was
to make sock puppets. Along with teaching and preaching, just
like here, children need good playtime .

Here is Bro. Kombi along with Bro. Mike in his giraffe
jacket making their way into Sunday morning service.

From My Heart

Pastor Powers preparing to leave home
for his 90th missions trip.
(Faint yet pursuing!)

The topic says “From My Heart” which has
been the topic of my part of the magazine everytime. But if I could let you see my heart you
would understand that I mean it more than I
ever have. We that carry a burden, a real burden, for the Gospel understand the frustration
that goes with wanting to do so much but so
many things reduce your ability to do them. If
you could have traveled with me over the last
several years and have your heart illumiated to
see the horrible conditions of humanity in different parts of the world and then lay awake at
night and cry for more than one reason.
1. You don’t have the mental ability, it
seems, to say what needs to be said to turn
the hearts of many.
2. The financial burden of it all is more than
you could possible bear. I mean by that
there is so much needed to reach the souls
of men in desperate regions but really so
few that will help you.
3. It seems that many that used to be helpers
and supporters have disappeared. I think I
may understand some of your reasoning
but there really is no reason for you not to
survey our faithfullness and production of
fruit that you could not sincerely come
and help us with support that is faithful.
Don’t get me wrong, I do not have any complaints in my service to God or His faithfulness to me. I realize that God has been good
to me but you must realize that this is not my
work. I hope you understand that. I am only
the utility man who manages the projects that
God has ordered so that His will can be accomplished. We have gone from Kenya,

through northern Tanzania, down into central Tanzania building churches, helping
other build churches and working as diligently as we can. You saw in this magazine a young lady who we got as a little girl
and would have died. But God gave us the
priviledge to feed and clothe her and during
the Minister’s Bible School she came to
church on Sunday to thank me for being
good to her and giving her a life. I told her
that it was not me, it was the many people
from America who bore a burden and
helped to provide for her needs. And with a
teary eye, she said “Thank you”. She is
serving the Lord. We have produced five
preachers that are carrying the Gospel.
What my heart wants to say is that a day
never goes by that it doesn’t seem that the
burden is far more than spirtual, it is financial. The places that I want to reach, and I
feel we can reach, I am not able. From my
heart, I said from my heart, I am asking you
to seek God and see if He would not lead
some of you that have left this work to
come back. I think it is a valid work. I
think it is a honest work and pleasing in the
eyes of God. So often humanity has a tendency to want to change and oftentimes
they go in the wrong direction. How tragic
would it be if we built these and many more
churches and took in many more orphans
and then the support disappeared and everything would be stranded. I work as hard as
I can, I paint cars, I fix wrecked cars, I haul
junk cars to scrap. That is not boasting, that
is telling you that my heart is tied to this
work. I am not doing this for an image or
to build me an earthly kingdom. My name
means nothing, absolutely nothing. I pray
God keep me good health as I will be 68
years old this year. God can keep me as
long as he wants and there is much to do. I
feel strong to do it. But, it is a pressure and
a load and a lot is caused by many who
have left supporting this work. I welcome
anyone’s inquiry or question in regards to
what we do. I invite you to come and see
the work yourself. Oh what little things
divide us. Understand that money goes to
feed children that would die, to underwrite
ministers that they themselves can do nothing. One minister walked over 20 miles to
the Bible School and slept on the ground.
The men say that if they just had Bibles.
We take it for granted. We do not have to
worry about a bible. But as pastor’s number one cry is “We need Bibles, Please get
us Bibles.” That project alone is bigger
than you can imagine.
First the finances, as they cost $10 each,
which means 100 bibles would cost
$1000.00. That doesn’t sound like a lot but
it is a fortune when you do not have it. We
have distributed many thousands of bibles
and thank God for Bro. Ira Willaford’s
church in Goldsboro, NC who sent
$1000.00 to buy bibles. Somebody had a
burden. Those bibles have been bought and

we will have pictures of those being
distributed from the Rift Valley to Dodoma to Dar ES Salam to Tonga to
Moshi to Gonga to Mamba to Mwica
and on and on. There is no limit the
regions that bibles are needed. I have
had them many times beg for a bible
when they had no food to eat. Every
church should make an effort to raise
some money every month to put the
word of God in people’s hands.
At the last moment I remembered this
old picture from our second trip to Africa in 2001. We had gone to our lodge
and they had locked the gate. A crowd
gathered begging for bibles. The old
man with his face pressed to the gate,
when told we had no more, said
“Would you just let me touch the miracles of Jesus?” We had about 5 bibles
left and I ordered a young man to sneek
one outside the gates and give it to that
man. When he got it in his hands he
ran down the dirt road with the bible
over his head shouting “I have the miracles of Jesus in my hand!”

THERE WILL SOON
BE A FOLLOW-UP
ISSUE OF JUST
NEW BEGINNINGS
ORPHANGE

Bro. Kombi, now 88, was the
original Pastor God sent me to.

I want to help…

I see the need and believe you are doing your best to carry out the call that
God has given you. I want to contribute and be a part of this work.
Amount: $____________

One-Time Gift

Recurring Monthly Support

Please send me a twelve month supply of stamped envelopes
Name: _______________________________________________ Email: ____________________________
Address: _________________________________________________________________________________
City: ____________________________________ State: __________________ Zip Code: _____________
Name on Card: _________________________________________ Phone Number: ____________________
Credit Card Number: _____________________________ Expiration: ____ /____ Security Code: _______
Return completed gift forms to: Landmark Tabernacle, P.O. Box 115, McGaheysville, Virginia, 22840
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We need 200 people to commit to a monthly donation of $25.
Please consider becoming a part of this work!

