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We're almost done with another year here at CGM. Here I am - an overseer, 
a teacher, a director of the young children at CGM - and I'm reminded of how 
far the pendulum can swing when it comes to experiences with the children in 
our program. 

There was a funny moment where I recently learned from a student about 
the need for and the value of personal space. Little Dakoby was repeatedly 
forgetting to bring his homework to CGM thus making it difficult for his teacher 
to assist him. I figured that a little investigation would allow me to get to the 
bottom of his forgetfulness and coax him in the direction of studiousness. 

Me (In a voice as high-pitched and squeaky as wagon wheels bemoaning 
too much weight): “Dakoby, your teacher tells me that you don’t have 
homework again.”

Dakoby: “No, sir. I don’t have any homework.”
Me: “No homework, huh? What grade are you in?”
Dakoby: “First.”
Me:  “What school do you go to?”
(He tells me and I record the information on the slip of paper fastened to my clipboard.)
Me: “What’s your teacher’s name?”
(A pause. An unusually long pause.)
Dakoby:  “Pastor CJ, I can’t tell you all of my business!”
Taken aback by the words that had just come out of this little lad’s mouth, I simply stared at him waiting 

for something - anything, really - to rescue me from this moment of confusion. I didn't know whether I wanted 
to flex my authoritative muscles to get the information requested or just burst out laughing at the straight 
face staring back into mine. So I laughed! I tried to contain it, but I couldn’t. I laughed; then he laughed! 
Then he repeated it again, with a straight face, as if I had not heard him. 

“Pastor CJ, I told you - I can’t tell you all of my business!” 
At this, I started laughing even more.  
And on the opposite end of the spectrum from such spontaneous laughter, I'm reminded of an instance I 

wrote about back in September. I thought it would be fitting to retell it here. 
The young eight year-old girl who had just exited the CGM van was snarling — appearing to be angry and 

defiant, yet the sadness in her eyes told a different story. She made her way to the gym where other 
energetic kids were running around and playing, and it was apparent that she was in no mood for fun. 
Initially I thought — she got in trouble on the van ride over here. Or maybe some kids were teasing her and 
she was upset.

“What’s wrong, baby girl?” I asked.
“Nothing!”
The sharp reply did not originate from the pouting lips in front of me. Instead, an older girl had closed the 

distance between me and the young girl, running up from behind her and draping her arm around her 
shoulders; comforting her, protecting her. They were sisters.

Again, I inquired, “What’s going on?”
The small child’s mouth moved, but the words were inaudible. I stooped down in front of her—my face 

mere inches from hers. I could see her eyes tearing up quickly; big tears streaming down her round cheeks, 

splattering the front of her uniform shirt. She repeated her sentence, and I made out what she’d previously 
exclaimed: “I want my daddy!”

Oh! I see; this is a common and familiar occurrence. Children have bad days and want to call home. They 
don’t want to be anywhere but in the arms of their mom or on the laps of their dad.

“Maybe we can call your dad. Will that make you feel better?”
With big sadness in her eyes even more tears began to fall.
“Our daddy... Our daddy is dead,” said the older sister, the protector.
And then I remembered. It happened a few months ago; he was murdered in Gibbs Village.
I felt so stupid.
“Come here!” I called out. And I took them both into my arms to try to comfort them — my mind racing, 

thinking, imagining how a little girl must attempt to process such big pain. How could I focus on a test if death 
was my distraction? What would my mood be like if melancholy was my personal acquaintance?

“I got you, baby girl… I got you!” I said as I embraced them still. 
There have been so many moments of interaction throughout the year like the two above; some fun, or 

cutesy, that have beckoned me to rejoice or to just laugh, and yet some have caused me sadness, have 
driven me to prayer or to outright weeping. I am most grateful to all who give and allow me the opportunity to 
work with these wonderful children and interact with the families here.

Hope is not lost for these kids, nor these families. Not at all because I am here, but because the risen King of 
Kings is; and in some small, miraculous, mysterious way, I get to be a part of His love for these people.

So truly, thank you to all who help allow us to be here!

It has been a wonderful year at CGM and our story here continues to be written through all of our 
participation in the redemptive work of God. Along with your, and others, past support we have seen some 
great growth this year.

- We partnered in helping launch Valiant Cross Academy, a new, private, Christian, all-boys school that 
focuses on raising up godly leaders from our community. The school, led by Anthony and Fred Brock, is located 
in downtown Montgomery on Dexter Avenue and has thirty, sixth grade boys enrolled. This fall we expanded 
our After School Program to include these young men, as well.

- This year we were able to offer our Summer Camp to 20% more children.
-We have just added an on-site counseling center which is available to the kids and adults of our community, 

and also our staff team. We have a licensed and gifted Christian counselor that comes one full day, every two 
weeks to meet with those of us that have faced deep traumas and are in search of healing and hope. We look 
forward to this growing in to a full time ministry.

- Through a grant award, Kevin King is now able to devote 100% of his time growing and facilitating the 
Mentor Program. Over the course of the next 2 years, our goal is to provide 120 children with loving and 
devoted mentors.

- We are seeing the fruits of having 125 kids that now have consistent access to safe facilities and loving 
adults that pour into them through tutoring, bible study, mentoring, arts, and fun activities. And these are 
happening during the hours that many destructive and painful things happen within yards of our building.

- We continue to hear the testimonies of the impact on those who come into our neighborhood as volunteers 
and donors. As they engage in relationships with others who have different cultural life experiences than they 
do, they are able to see their own areas of brokenness. This is the very place that God deals with, and brings 
real hope and change to all of us, together. This is where we participate in the redemptive work of God - in, 
among, and through us.

We hope that you will take a moment to rejoice and give thanks with us for all of the amazing things that are 
happening at CGM! We could not be here or do this without the grace of God through your presence, giving 
and love. At the end of the year, we rely heavily on your support to fund our upcoming year. Will you 
prayerfully consider continuing your support or renewing it? We need you now more than ever.

Thank you for giving towards and praying for the work of God in our community.

Psalms 34:3,

Bryan Kelly
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