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REMEMBER OUR FAMILY IN NEED
This summer Tara Garner traveled to El Salvador with her husband, 

Gregg, and 3 children: Genesis, Justice, and Xavier (plus one on the 
way). As a mother of 3 and the director of the Childbirth Education 
Program at the Institute for Global Outreach Developments Int’l, 
Tara doesn’t often get the chance to travel internationally, but 
always holds the people she has met over the last 15 years in her 
heart. In the following article, she shares a moment she had on her 
children’s first day back to school, when her thoughts were flooded 
with memories of other children around the world, who do not have 
the same opportunities as her own. These thoughts are not rare for 
people involved in our work, as we seek to do more than be thankful 
for what God has given us; we want to help remedy the problem. 
We cannot change the realities of the poor unless we first change 
our hearts. Tara challenges us all to daily remembrance of the poor, 
which keeps our own American lives in check, and keeps us humble 
before our Father who daily hears their cries, and longs to meet them.

The need that I witnessed this summer, and really for the last 
15 years of my life, culminated this morning in one unexpected, 
serious meltdown.

I’m not a new mom at this.  I’ve dropped my kids off for their 
first day of school for the last 5 years.  I’m a pro.  A thick-skinned 
veteran.  So, why today did the sudden floodgate of tears emerge?  
My tears came from a different place this morning, as I stood there 
while the world seemed to move in a slow motion whirlwind 
around me.  The tears came, and wouldn’t stop until I was nearly 
all the way back to my home.

I took both kids to their classrooms, kissed them for an 
extended amount of time, saw their specially decorated desks 
already filled with supplies and books personalized with their 
names, and told them not to forget Whose kids they are (not 
mine and Gregg’s alone, but the Lord’s).  Their desks were topped 
with buckets of every color marker you could imagine--even the 
scented kind! Justice and I smelled the orange one and it made us 
want a creamsicle.

I emptied our family’s contribution of school supplies into 
the appropriate tubs and watched motionlessly as other parents 
threw theirs in after mine. I walked through the seemingly endless 

hallways lined with tub after tub (after tub) filled with brand new 
pencils, markers, crayons, notebooks, erasers, paper, glue sticks, 
baby wipes, paper towels, kleenex and other piles of shiny, new 
school supplies.  The hallway bustled with happy, well-fed, really 
well-dressed children and their parents – and it took everything 
in me not to break down and run out of there crying, or just yell at 
everyone around me to look around and notice all the excess while 
simultaneously teleporting them all to the 3rd world to wake 
them up from their comfy American lives.

As I headed for home, I wanted so badly to go grab my kid’s 
faces and remind them of all the need they recently witnessed in El 
Salvador.  Remind them of the 12 year-old boy we met who shined 
shoes on the street instead of going to school, so that his family 
could eat.  Remind them of the widow carrying a tremendous load 

on her head, who no one had ever helped, until daddy offered her 
a hand.  Remind them of the hundreds of thousands of kids that 
don’t have a single school supply to their name, let alone a hole-
less shirt to wear, let alone a parent!  Remind them of the orphans 
they loved playing with who have no parents to kiss them off to 
school, or to kiss them at all.  

I wanted my first grader, Justice, to remember the true story of 
the 90-year old Kenyan man who enrolled in first grade when his 
country offered universal primary education so that he could learn 
to read - a film we watched on our bus trip this summer.  I wanted 
Genesis to remember her Salvadoran friend Sonia and tell her class 
about her new friend that made her never want to leave the foreign 
land she was in for 10 short days.  I wanted them to appreciate 
every use of every sharpened pencil and blank paper and crayon 
and working light and talented teacher… and… all of it.  

I wanted them to remember the kids who are in school around 
the world meeting under a tree, gratefully using branches to write 
and learn in the dirt.  They don’t have backpacks or desks or shoes 
or even a teacher some days, but they still show up and politely 
recite, “Well done, well done, try again anotha day” to anyone who 
enters their 8x8 dirt floor, dung walled room called a “classroom.”

 I wanted their hearts to break like mine was for the forgotten 
world of children and families who go without their needs met 
every single day, but who deserve MORE than having their needs 
met - they deserve the very best because they’re God’s kids too.  

I wanted to stop them in their American childhood moment 
and show them the excess of all they have around them.  I wanted 
them to hide the moment in their heart so they will one day 
have it in them to truly help those in need.  I wanted them to 
FEEL what God FEELS every day.  I wanted them to remember and 
never forget so that their hearts would be humble and broken and 
selfless before God – that they would remember that no matter 
how young they are, they are to be holy as He is holy - as their 
parents and uncles and aunties and friends are to be holy.  

My personal selfishness about the challenge of this summer’s 
short trip melted out of my heart and mind through the tears 
down my face.  I begged God’s forgiveness for complaining about 
being hot or uncomfortable, or “in need.” For complaining, at all.

The truth is, I’ve been given and entrusted with SO much, and 
even more will be required of me in return (Luke 12:48).  

I encourage all parents to provoke your children to a daily 
remembrance of our family in need.  It won’t come naturally 
for them when it rarely does for us.  The excess of our land is 
an all-consuming rebel force that too easily robs us of our daily 
remembrance of the poor.  The contrast of their lives with ours 
should set all of our hearts right before the LORD so that we can 
walk worthy of this vocation to which we’ve been called (Ephesians 
4:1).  That we would always, in any situation, be working to speak 
up for those who cannot speak for themselves, for the rights of all 
who are destitute (Proverbs 31:8-9).  

We didn’t choose this, He chose us (John 15:16).  Let’s make 
our Father proud.

By Tara Garner
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 I wanted them to hide the moment 
in their heart so they will one day 
have it in them to truly help those 

in need.  I wanted them to FEEL 
what God FEELS every day.

On August 2nd, Ashley Moore, Megan Fleeman and 
I (Brynn Foster) left Nashville, Tennessee, for a 15-
week immersion in Kampala, Uganda, East  Africa. This 
experience is part of our vocational and occupational 
training as students at the Institute for G.O.D. Int’l, the 
educational arm of G.O.D. Int’l. Each of us has been on 
at least two prior immersions to East Africa for at least 5 
weeks. This is the next step for each of us personally, as we 
get closer to transplanting part of our community in the 
United States to Uganda.

During our stay, we have been participating in a 
variety of activities specific to our areas of focus. Ashley 
has been working in the Bwaise slum, a suburb of 
Kampala and the largest slum in the city. Eighty percent 
of the Bwaise community lives on less than one dollar 
each day. Ashley has been teaching an English class to 
older women in the slum who have never before learned 
how to read. Ashley has also been teaching a P5 (primary 
school aged, grade 5) English class.

Megan is a certified childbirth educator, labor doula, 
and is working towards becoming a certified professional 
midwife. Her time has been spent teaching individual 
couples what to expect in childbirth—what is normal, 
what options they have, how to respond to pain, and 
beneficial bonding for the mother and baby. She is also 
volunteering with local private midwives at their various 
clinics around the city, where she gets to perform prenatal 
and post-natal check-up skills and midwifery assistance.

 I (Brynn) am here to begin the first stage of my entrance 
into Makerere  University’s medical program. Makerere is the 
oldest and largest university in Uganda. The 5-year program 
will train me to practice medicine in this country, which 
is my intention. I have been getting acquainted with the 
functioning of the education system here. Alongside this, 
I have been shadowing a doctor at Mulago Hospital, the 
country’s oldest and largest national referral hospital, and 
volunteering with an ambulance service.

This is the first time any of us have stayed in Kampala, 
Uganda’s capital city. Precious trips have been spent in 
Bombo, a town twenty miles outside of Kampala. Every other 
weekend, we travel to Bombo to stay with our  cooperatives, 
during which we spend time enjoying one another and 
sharing  during their Sunday night Bible studies.

 As future development workers in Uganda, this 
experience is invaluable to our personal development. We 
are learning to understand ourselves and what utility we 
have to bring to the beautiful people of this country.

Megan Fleeman conducting a child birth education class with Sumaiya, 
who is 39 weeks pregnant.  Sumaiya is excited for her education, which 
will empower her to care even more for her baby.

Ashley Moore pictured with co-founders of AFFCAD, Action for 
Fundamental Change and Development, the organization she 
volunteers with in Bwaise slum, where she is facilitating literacy 
classes for women.  

Brynn Foster takes the vitals of Lawrence Ssemakula, one of our Ugandan 
cooperatives.  Ensuring the health of the families we work closely with in 
Kenya and Uganda has been a priority over the last decade.  
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For the most up-to-date news related 
to the work of G.O.D. Int’l stay tuned 
to godinternational.org.  Hear stories 
from Latin America, East Africa, India 
and Southeast Asia.  Articles, photos 
and tweets from around the globe 
are posted regularly.  Feel free to 
interact with the articles by leaving 
comments.  We are thankful for you 
as a supporter and want to share with 
you in the opportunities we have to 
serve with our friends around the 
world.  Thank you!

By Brynn Foster

Genesis Garner (far right), age 9, daughter of Gregg and Tara Garner, joined her parents on mission to El 
Salvador in July. Here she smiles with a group of girls she befriended at an orphanage in  San Salvador.

Semester Abroad Uganda:



Sitio Nuevo is a small farming village in El Salvador that, like many poor 
communities, suffers from the absence of men.  Either dead or crippled 
from the Civil War (which officially ended in 1992), or removed from the 
village to find work in the city, families in Sitio feel the burden of having 
to survive without fathers and husbands.  One emotional night, I sat next 
to a boy named Fefo at an UnNamed Servant concert in Sitio.  During a 
performance of the song “Anything,” I was moved to tears as I considered 
how I could be a benefit to this vulnerable young man.  His father had 
left his family years ago, leaving only his mother to work and provide for 
him, his two older brothers, and younger sister.  As the band sang lyrics 
considering what it would take to end the suffering of children like Fefo, 
I realized how it would require me to give my whole life.  For boys like 
Fefo, I can become a father to those that have none, teaching, working, 
and helping young boys grow up, though they are left fatherless in a 
hard and oppressive world.
                -Grant Dailey

Going on internship this summer has challenged me to remember. I am 
remembering to allow the people I met to motivate me as I study the 
Bible and missiological concepts that will enable me to serve on the 
field full-time in the future. The shameful images of children not being 
able to go to school, widows taking care of their 5 children because their 
husband was either killed in the war or gone to find work and never to 
return, and many more remain in my mind and heart to challenge me to 
live differently every day. As one elderly, hardworking, but worn-down 
lady in El Salvador said, “All I can do is give my strength.” I too want to 
give my strength, and not just with my muscles, but with my mind and 
heart. I will study so that I can return to those who are suffering and be 
able to educate, empower and come alongside them to transform their 
world. 
                   -Brittani Collinsworth

Every summer, for a decade now, Students Living a Mission, the student arm of G.O.D. Int’l, has facilitated opportunities for young people to spend their summer 
being intensively educated in God’s word and being introduced to how they can live out such an education.  From barrios in Latin America to squatter settlements 
in Southeast Asia, students are exposed to very real needs around the world and are challenged to think about how the people of God are expected  to respond.  
This year’s internship took students 2500 miles south of our headquarters in Nashville to El Salvador. Enjoy their testimonies and pictures!

latin america INTERNSHIP   2012
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1. Intern Anna Hastings enjoys playing a game with a young girl from the Sitio Nuevo 
community where the interns facilitated Camp Skillz.  Learning about the families and the 
educational challenges these children face will help us invest into them as we develop a more 
permanent presence  in Sitio Nuevo in the coming years. 

2. Interns Lavinia Fernandez and Sara Davis listen to the story of a young girl at an orphanage 
in San Salvador.  Our development workers in El Salvador are building relationships with various 
orphanages and learning the system so that we can assist this vulnerable demographic.  

3. Much time was spent in the homes of women in the local communities like Augustina who 
shared with the team stories of what it was like to live supporting her family as a widow in the 
midst of a civil war and her thankfulness for the presence of people who want to come alongside 
the community and work towards development  for those in need.  

4. SLAM participants visited the University of Central America where they learned about the martyrdom of 
priests who died in their efforts to bring forth a more just Salvadoran society. Learning the history of the 
places in which we work is important to understanding the people with whom we work.

5. The children of Sitio Nuevo, full of life and energy, offer our development workers hope for the future of the 
small community.  Throughout this past summer we invested much into the children through teaching in a 
local school and facilitating a children’s camp.

6.
7.

The SLAM interns assisted our Latin America development workers in the completion of a home on our property in 
Sitio Nuevo.  The property, constructed with local materials, will be a base from which we reach out to surrounding 
communities.   Thus far we have completed two homes  and planted 40 fruit trees, and will soon begin construction 
on a community center, from which  we will facilitate educational programs for the community at large.  
UnNamed Servant plays a concert in the city of Suchitoto where hundreds gather at an annual festival.  The 
band captivated the audience by performing songs that capture God’s desire to see human beings love one 
another and take care of the vulnerable in society.

One of the most impactful parts of my internship this summer was the 
relationships I was able to build. For the majority of our team’s time in 
El Salvador we were blessed with the opportunity to stay in different 
host homes. I stayed primarily in a small one-room house belonging to 
a wonderful woman named Carmen who lived with her 4 children and 
niece. It was in these types of environments that we were able to receive 
a glimpse of what life is like for Salvadorans on a daily basis. We tried our 
best to immerse ourselves into the culture so that we could develop a 
better connection to the heart of El Salvador: it’s people. Truly, some of the 
most precious moments of my life were spent smiling and dancing with 
my host family and wishing them all good night in silly voices as we all 
giggled ourselves to sleep. I was also blessed that the children in my host 
family participated in the youth camp our team facilitated, which really 
helped develop a bond that I think will remain when I eventually return to 
El Salvador. Now, several months since the trip has ended I still cry while
looking through the pictures of the people I was so fortunate to meet, I carry 
them in my heart and hope to one day take part in their empowerment.  
              
                    - Andrew Wolfe

One day on my trip, I found myself walking down a common dirt path, 
passing all the same houses of a village I worked in just a year earlier 
[Brittany also participated in a trip to El Salvador in 2011].  Yet this time, I 
saw it all differently.  I spent my days facilitating a camp for children who 
even though they are school age, are unable to attend, and the nights in my 
host home. I went to my host family’s fields with them, and taught English at 
their childrens’ school. I accompanied a woman on the very involved process 
of buying food at the market and cooked with her in her smoky kitchen.  
Through it all, I began to see some of the deeply-rooted systemic problems, 
and considering the depths of these problems, and what it would take to 
bring healing, I committed to giving my all. I have come to think of these 
people as my own brothers and sisters, and they have become motivating 
factors in my work, study, and prayers. 
               -Brittany Girton

Setting out on our journey to El Salvador, we traveled over 40 hours, facing a 
variety of obstacles along the way to finally arrive in El Salvador. One purpose 
of mine during this trip was to build relationships with the people that we 
encountered. I was able to share my daughter, my husband, and myself to 
help bless the families. I’ll never forget their faces and their stories and I 
trust that this trip will be a place of remembrance for my family. I will tell my 
daughter about this time, of how God protected us and led us and I will teach 
her how to live by faith.  
             -Stephany Dailey
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