July 9, 2005

From 

Francis ouma ooko  c/o

Sandy Happy Children Home

P.O. BOX 1792 CODE 00200

Cell phone 0723690903

Nairobi Kenya

                       THE  STORY OF WHY I  NORMALLY WALK BY FAITH

I had just  returned to  Nairobi After burying Akumu my ninety seven-years-old grandmother.

I han endured the loose of relatives before, but this was an unusually painful period in my life.

While on death watch, my grandmother asked me to not let her die. As I looked at her lying  helpless in yhat bed, I prayer to God  for the right word to say.

As intensely as I had prayed. I heard myself saying to her, you have to talk to JESUS, Akumu.

The next morning, when I returned to the nursing home,Akumu  softly told me she was ready to die.

I returned to  Nairobi to face the notice that my JOB had ended,

To make the matter worse my two –years-old car which I named Nyager died in the driveway, after allowing me to run some errands that included picking up the Sunday paper.

That night not knowing which way to turn, I fell on my knees and uttered those four simple but powerful words.

God please help me.

Just then the telephone rang.

My friend Owino called to ask if  there was anything he could do for me.

I explained  that my car had also died and without A JOB, it would  be impossible to get financing for a car then it happed.

Owino asked me  if I  had heard about the public car auction advertised in the Sunday paper.

As I returned to the classified, something  inside of me said Go charge a car , When I told Owino what I wanted to do he agreed to pick me up in the morning, Attend church service and then go to the auction.

We prayed for God’s guidance and wisdom to purchase a car if it be His will.

Attending church prevented us from getting to the auction in time to inspect the cars prior to the bidding. 

.So, without the benefit of knowing what was to be sold, Owino and I sat in quite anticipation as various cars came before the crowd to sold.

Then there  appeared this  beautiful black vehicle that was the same model as Nyager.

As they drove her into the arena, Owino unexpectedly  elbowed me to bid.

Without hesitation , my hand sprang up and in what seemed only a few seconds later, the auctioneer yelled out, Sold.

I had won the bid for the exact amount my bonk would allow, I was ecstatic yet fearful.

I  had bought this car virtuously sight unseen.

Did it even have a back seat? Did the light/windshield wipers work? What about the Engine? As we stood  waiting for the care, I looked to Heaven and thought, Dear God, have I truly lost my mind?  Just then I heard the humming sound of a familiar engine,

As I watched this black machine being driven toward me, my eyes were drawn to the front license plate, The inscribed in big bold black calligraphy letter between a design of two palm trees was the name JESUS 

Now perhaps the previous owner  put this plate on the car because his name was JESUS (later I found out  the car had come from America Or perhaps the owner was also A Christian.

Whatever the reason, I choose to believe that the plate was A message from God (and my grand mother)that all is well, and a sense of peace came over me.

It’s been two years since I purchased Nyager Two (as I call her and she is doing fine.

 I use the car not only for personal needs but to Transport God’s people when in need.

Always during the ride I tell them the story of how I walked by faith

