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WHY DO I EXIST?

"I watched the steam burst into swirls 
around me, enveloping me with the 
most profound, powerful idea. It rang 
through my body like a primal calling. 
After a few moments, I surprised myself 
with a response from some uncon-
scious, instinctive place..."
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YOU BELONG
A CONVERSATION 

WITH STEVE WEIGEL

"Music itself wasn’t enough to keep 
me away from family and friends for 
months and months; it was always 
about the people. So, I took that same 
idea when I started IVY..."
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THE WELL DOCTOR

"The first time we meet Paul Botoman, 
he’s already in the middle of a repair. He 
arrived early. Without pausing, he an-
gles his head back and reveals kind eyes 
from under the brim of his bucket hat."
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Over Forty
Thousand Lights  

OUR TUTAPONA STORY
Julie Gaede
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Our spirits de-
veloped an 
itchy and 
scratchy feel-

ing, as we sought God 
in the ‘what next?’ 
We’d loved God from 
a young age, we were 
active in our church 
and community - but 
something felt amiss.  

Our passion was peo-
ple and walking with 
them in the midst of 
their difficult circum-
stances. Carl was 
working full time as a 
psychotherapist with 
a county run mental 
health clinic, as well as 

our private counseling 
practice, and I was a 
very part time therapist 
and full time mommy 
of two young children.

I’ll never forget the 
night, in 2006, that our 
eyes were opened to a 
war that had been go-
ing on for twenty years, 
but was unheard of to 
us. We tucked the kids 
in bed and sat down to 
watch a documenta-
ry which told the story 
of “night commuters,” 
kids aged from 5-18, 
who were walking near-
ly five miles daily into 
city centers to sleep 

like sardines on the 
floor of hospitals, bus 
parks or night com-
muter centers, to avoid 
being abducted into a 
rebel army. The “Lord’s 
Resistance Army” 
(LRA) ravaged com-
munities in Northern 
Uganda, taking boys 
and girls to be child 
soldiers or sex slaves. 
They brainwashed the 
children and initially 
forced them to kill or 
maim community and 
family members so 
they would never have 
a home to return to. 

Carl and I were 

wrecked. We agreed 
that we couldn’t just 
sit here and do noth-
ing. We wanted to see 
how we could some-
how be involved in 
helping these children.

Immediately, Carl 
began looking for a 
way to get to North-
ern Uganda. It wasn’t 
easy, as not many 
organizations would 
work in the area be-
cause of the terrible 
situation. But God 
knew a way, and it 
came through a news-
paper article on a 
desk at Carl’s office. A 
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team from our area was heading 
there in a few months, and Carl 
made sure he was a part of that.

While in Uganda, he learned of 
a program that was being pilot-
ed in the region, as a means to 
address the emotional effects 
of the war. Once he returned 
home, he contacted the author 
of the program, an Australian 
psychologist, to learn more.

We made arrangements to meet 
with him the next time he was in 
Uganda, and seven months later 
we made our way there together 
and immediately felt a great love.

It wasn’t an “I can’t wait to move 
here” kind of love - it was more 
like a “These beautiful members 
of the Body are suffering and 

we long to walk with them,” kind 
of love. We trained in adminis-
tering the trauma program, and 
after hearing from the hearts of 
adolescents and family mem-
bers who had escaped the 
hands of the rebels, or had their 
children torn away from them, 
we returned to the U.S. unaware 
of what was next. We felt com-
pelled to support this impera-
tive work, but hadn’t imagined 
we would be moving our young 
family into this war-beaten area.  

Nevertheless, God pursued our 
hearts.

By growing our desire to take 
an active role in what was oc-
curring, He began to make it 
clear that we were to move to 
Uganda. We didn’t know how 

this would take place, but He 
gave us the month of Septem-
ber, 2008 to make it happen by. 
We immediately began selling 
our belongings, trusting that if 
God was asking us to move, He 
would take care of the specific 
plans and financial necessities.  

Our Australian psychologist 
friend was going to be heading to 
Uganda to provide some training 
and we told him, “If you hear of 
anyone interested in partnering 
with a couple who’d like to pro-
vide trauma rehabilitation, keep 
us in mind.”  Sure enough, we 
had an excited call at two a.m. 
a few days later. He exclaimed,  
“An organization has asked me, 
‘Do you know of a couple who 
would be able to start a trauma 
rehabilitation program for us in 
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Northern Uganda?’” Thus began 
our family adventure. Our start 
date was September 1, 2008.

Our growing passion to minister 
to war affected individuals was 
fueled. The needs seemed mas-
sive, the trauma overwhelming 
– so much so that we often felt 
that we had nothing to offer. But 
within four months, Carl had 
trained his first Ugandan volun-
teer staff members and had or-
ganized the program format that 
would be the very model used 
by the Tutapona program today.

Then, the miraculous happened. 
God showed up. 

As individuals and families, 
all grieving losses from the 
evil actions of the LRA, left the 
‘safety’ of their mud huts to 
meet under mango trees or in 
empty schoolhouses, God did 
what He promises to do - He 
“healed the brokenhearted and 
bound up their wounds” (Ps. 
147:3). In the Swahili language, 
Tutapona means, “We will be 
healed,” and that proclama-
tion still rings true every time 
these group sessions happen.

We stood back and watched in 
amazement. How could we be 
hearing such transformative sto-
ries after a two week interven-
tion program? Week after week, 
this was the resounding chorus. 
We longed for more individuals 
to be reached by God’s healing.

After taking us into South Sudan 
for a season, to reach the Acholi 
tribe living there, God opened our 
eyes to the numbers of refugees 

that were crossing Uganda’s 
borders to seek refuge from the 
neighboring countries who were 
at war.  We received approval to 
open our first settlement office, 
a shipping container, in Nakiva-
le Refugee Settlement, a home 
to people from ten different 
nations. Shortly thereafter, we 
heard news of the civil war ex-
ploding in South Sudan. With not 
enough money in our budget to 
provide for our current organiza-
tional expenses, we asked God 
what He wanted. “Go to them” 
was His reply. And a peace that 
can only come from the histo-
ry of watching God faithfully 
supply for what He calls us to, 
washed over us. Soon after, we 
were training staff to meet the 
emotional needs of the nine-
ty thousand flooding over the 
Uganda border from that region.

It wasn’t long before we heard of 
more unrest that was bringing 
upwards of forty thousand refu-
gees from the Congo. Once again, 
God said, “Go!” and we watched 
Him make provisions yet again.

We were humbled to realize that 
our Tutapona staff weren’t the 
only individuals who were reach-
ing out to war-affected mass-
es. Participants of the Tutapo-
na program started their own 
ministries. They were reaching 
out to prisons, hospitals and 
neighbors to share the lessons 
that had transformed their own 
lives and families. They were 
letting their renewed lights 
shine in their communities.

In the meantime, our fami-
ly grew to six. We adopted a 

beautiful Acholi girl, who was 
pregnant when she joined 
our family. She gave birth to 
a wonderful, energetic son. 

After more and more expan-
sion and eight years of living 
and serving in Uganda, we read 
about the turmoil that was tak-
ing place on Sinjar Mountain, 
in Northern Iraq. ISIS had at-
tempted a genocide on a group 
of Kurds, called the Yezidi, all 
because they didn’t have a Holy 
Book or theological viewpoints 
that aligned with this terrorist 
group. They took it upon them-
selves to kill the men and rape 
and abduct women and children 
as sex slaves and servants. We 
began praying for the Yezidi, 
and also for the Syrians trapped 
in their destruction, not realiz-
ing that God would ask us to 
leave ‘home’ again, as a family 
of six, for yet another continent.

As the Syrian and Yezidi crisis 
was escalating, we ventured 
on tour to Lebanon, Jordan and 
Iraq to pray through where God 
might want Tutapona to set up 
a base of operations through 
which we could address this cri-
sis. Months later, feeling secure 
in the staff who would contin-
ue to lead the ongoing work in 
Uganda, our family said “good-
bye” to our Ugandan friends 
and apprehensively moved thir-
ty miles from ISIS territory. We 
took courage only from God’s 
consistent reminders, such as 
“Fear not! For I am with you.”

Affections for this new land were 
immediately formed, as we built 
deep relationships with some of 
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the most beautiful people we’ve 
ever met. Thanks to a partner-
ship on the ground, we were 
able to immediately get to work. 
As always, God handpicked re-
markable staff who compas-
sionately delivered His message 
of healing to some of the most 
vulnerable populations on earth.  

Though our children had few 
friends who could speak English, 
and although they didn’t have 
typical American entertainment, 
they loved their life in Northern 
Iraq. They were grateful to live 
so close to our work and were 
always eager to accompany us 
to the camps to spend time with 
children and women. So, it was 
a horrifying shock to be awoken 
to the news that we needed to 
pack a few belongings because 
within three hours, our family 
would join a caravan to the air-
port to evacuate the escalat-
ing tensions that were threat-
ening the safety of the region. 
We didn’t have the opportunity 

to say goodbye to our beloved 
staff and community. We didn’t 
get to make a plan for our fu-
ture. We didn’t want to leave.

“Go to America,” was the next 
directive we heard from God as 
we earnestly sought His next 
steps while waiting in Athens to 
see if tensions would decrease 
and we could return to Iraq. I 
was expecting “Go to Lebanon” 
or “Go to Bangladesh.” If not Iraq 
- why waste time in America?

Nevertheless, we obeyed, ex-
pecting our visit to be short… 

Silence. 

“Those that wait upon the Lord, 
will renew their strength. They 
will mount up like wings of ea-
gles. They will walk and not 
grow weary…” I desperately 
wanted renewal in this wait-
ing, not weariness. Why here?

Carl traveled back to Iraq. He 
traveled to Lebanon. The doors 
were not open.  He returned with 
the answer he believed God was 
directing him to - “Wait longer.”

So here we are, eight months 
into “wait longer” and trusting 
that God’s ways are the very 
best. We see fruit budding in 
this season and though we’re 
itchy and scratchy, strength is 
slowly being renewed. Our chil-
dren are experiencing the gift 
of this time. God is so good.

This August, we celebrated ten 
years of Tutapona’s existence. 
Over forty thousand people 
have completed our trauma re-
habilitation program and we 
have so much rejoicing to do. 

To see the faces and read the tes-
timonies of those who have found 
healing, visit our facebook, or web 

page at www.tutapona.com
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