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     Nine years ago this month our family 
had an experience that forever changed us.  
It all started with our college-freshman, 
soon-to-be 19-year-old son coming home 
at break from LeTourneau University.  He 
told us that he was thinking about going to 
a country in southeast Asia that summer 
for about a month.  Terry and I were 
familiar with the country.  Even though it 
was an extremely oppressive regime we 
had friends living in the country.  It would 
be through our church’s college ministry.  It 
was a quick confirmation on our part and 
then we didn’t think much about it until 
Brennen, our youngest son, returned home 
for spring break.  I vaguely remembered 
our conversation at Christmas when he 
came home at spring break and said he 
needed to send out support letters for his 
mission trip.  It was an expensive trip but I 
couldn’t remember the exact amount until 
he said it was about $3,000.  I knew he 
was doing everything he could do not to 
have any college debt so I was quick to let 
him know that was not something we could 
afford.  I’m sure my response was not 
encouraging but he was a big boy and he 
knew what he needed to do. He said that 
$1,000 was due in a few weeks.  Within 
three weeks Brennen had raised more than 
what he needed and was sharing it with 
others in the group that were behind in 
their support.  
     At the end of May the mission team 
went to an iGo Ministries Base Camp. It 
prepared them for traveling and living in a 
third-world country for a month.  I thought 
this was a breeze.  Brennen’s two older 
siblings had lived and traveled overseas.  
Our oldest son had lived in Cairo for about 
four months and in Japan for the summer.  
We were pretty confident that he would not 
have any issues.
     After base camp, the team headed 
to southeast Asia.  While in country they 
met up with friends who helped them 
connect with the locals.  They spent a 

month traveling from village to village.  
Sometimes they rode motorcycles and 
other times they had to hike due to the 
difficult terrain.  Each time they went into 
a village they looked to speak to the leader 
of the village and for a person of peace.  
If they did not find a person of peace to 
stay with then they slept at the Buddhist 
monastery. The concept resonated with 
Brennen.
     Brennen was returning home in July in 
time for our oldest son Andrew’s wedding.  
We picked Brennen up at the airport.  It 
was good to see the team and Brennen get 
back home.  In typical Brennen fashion, he 
shared about his trip, but asked us to start 
praying for something different that was 
going on.  A few days later he shared what 
he was going to do unless God said, “No”.  
He asked us to pray about it before we 
talked about it.  He knew our initial
response was not going to be favorable and

Then you will experience God’s peace, which exceeds 
anything we can understand - Part 1

By: Richard Cody 

Current picture of Richard, Terry  and Brennen



3

wanted to make sure it wasn’t our flesh 
speaking.  We honored his request and 
waited.
     Before Brennen told us what he wanted   
to do, I speculated that he was going 
to say he was changing his mechanical 
engineering degree or the most extreme 
would be not returning to LeTourneau 
University for his sophomore year.  I would 
be disappointed in either but it was his 
choice.  All of our kids had a good head on 
their shoulders.  We had taught our kids to 
make decisions and especially as adults.  
They did not always make the decisions we 
would make, but it had never been crazy.  
That was about to change.
     Terry and I were in for a shock.  Our 
easy going, fun loving, youngest child 
wanted to drop out of school for about a 
year and live on the streets working with    
the homeless and gangs. This was the 
kid who grew up in Midlothian (suburbia 
Dallas), graduated number four in high 
school, was the senior class favorite, 
played football and soccer in school, was 
studying tuition-free at a highly respected 
engineering Christian school and he wanted 
to live on the streets for a year.  What I 
thought and what I said were filtered.  I did 
not even want to pray about such nonsense 
because deep down I knew God uses 
nonsense.
     Brennen asked us to pray for him for 
a month while he prayed and fasted.  The 
first few days were difficult.  I was having 
to deal with a personnel issue at church.  
God was not saying a word to me.  While 
Terry was sharing with me scriptures that 
she was reading.  They were affirming for 
Brennen to go.  I felt our responses were 
the opposite of what we usually would do.  
Typically Terry would be the more guarded 
but that was not the case.  After waiting a 
few days we started talking with Brennen 
about what it would look like.  Personally, I 
still could not believe we were having these 
conversations. I also knew that unless God 
gave Brennen a sign, he was following 
through with living on the streets.
     One day Brennen said that if someone 
asked him to stay with them then he would 
for a while.  I told him nobody is going to 
ask you to stay with them.  You’re going 

to stink and be filthy.  They’re not going to 
open their homes to you.  I was not in a 
good way and definitely not an encouraging 
parent that day.
     It started to become an emotional 
rollercoaster for me. One morning during 
my time with God I was reading in Matthew 
25:34-39.
    34 “Then the King will say to those on 
his right, ‘Come, you who are blessed by 
my Father, inherit the Kingdom prepared 
for you from the creation of the world. 
35 For I was hungry, and you fed me. I was 
thirsty, and you gave me a drink. I was 
a stranger, and you invited me into your 
home. 36 I was naked, and you gave me 
clothing. I was sick, and you cared for me. I 
was in prison, and you visited me.’
      37 “Then these righteous ones will 
reply, ‘Lord, when did we ever see you 
hungry and feed you? Or thirsty and give 
you something to drink? 38 Or a stranger 
and show you hospitality? Or naked and 
give you clothing? 39 When did we ever see 
you sick or in prison and visit you?’
     It just shook me that morning that my 
son would be the recipient of the people of 
God. It was scary for me to see his total 
dependence. Later that morning I was 
leading prayer time with those in the office.  
I was rather emotional.  I remember quickly 
making it to my office and closing the door 
after we prayed.  About 30 minutes later 
Mike Simmons, my pastor, came in to check 
on me.  My life was being turned upside 
down.  I told Mike I was fearful for my son.  
All these bad things that could happen were 
feeding my thoughts.  What Mike helped me 
see was that fear was controlling me.   
    This went on for a few weeks until one 
Sunday evening.  Elijah Soritau, a seminary 
professor from Romania, had been in the 
states for a few years. His daughter was 
receiving medical treatment for a rare 
and usually fatal cancer.  God provided 
healing through the treatments and they 
were returning to Romania.  That Sunday 
evening Elijah shared from Philippians 
4:6-7, a passage that carried his family 
through some of their trying times with 
his daughter’s ailment.  As he read the 
passage, I realized that God was speaking
to me about Brennen.  “Be anxious for 
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nothing, but in everything by prayer and 
supplication with thanksgiving let your 
request be made known to God.  And 
the peace of God, which surpasses all 
comprehension, will guard your hearts 
and your minds in Christ Jesus.”  I heard 
some of the message but I could not 
stop rereading the scripture passage.  I 
came away that night with a peace in 
my soul because I realized that I was 
fearing for the safety of my son and that 
my responsibility was to pray for my 
son.  Once I realized what I was to do, 
it was easier for me to accept what was 
happening.  It still was not easy, just 
easier.

     We told Brennen he needed a partner 
for the journey.  Jeremiah, a buddy from 
college, started praying about going.  He 
even came to Dallas for about a month.  I 
checked with Dallas Association about a 
ministry that worked in the inner city.
Brennen and Jeremiah worked with 
Cornerstone Church in South Dallas 
during that time.  Brennen and Jeremiah 
helped elementary-aged kids, feeding the 
homeless, half-way house, Bible studies 
and others ministries that the church had 
going in the downtown area.
     While Brennen was at Cornerstone 
I shared with Jason and Keri Meek over 
Sunday lunch at Cotton Patch Restaurant. 
She was children’s minister at Hillcrest.  
We talked about how Brennen was 
planning on riding his bike to wherever he 
was going. They were awestruck.  Jason 
made mention about a bike that he used 
to ride.  That evening as I stepped into my 
office there was a really nice bicycle sitting 
in there.  I was greatly moved that they 
would do something like this for him.  Of 
course, the carnal self came out thinking, 
let’s not encourage him going.  It was 
a great gift since Brennen was going to 
use his old Walmart bicycle that probably 
would not have gotten him out of town.
     After about a month Brennen called 
one day and said that Cornerstone was a 
good ministry, but it wasn’t what he was 
supposed to be doing.  He also said that it 
was time for him to go and that Jeremiah 
was not going. Terry and I were concerned 
because we felt he needed a partner in 
this endeavor.  
     It was about to happen.  Brennen was 
only taking his backpack with his Bible, 
journal, camera and a change of clothes, 
but no money or cell phone.  He had 
several people wanting to support him 
with a financial gift, but he would tell them 
no thank you.  He believed that God would 
supply his needs like He did in southeast 
Asia.
     Monday morning on September 28, 
2009, I drove Brennen to IHOP in Cedar 
Hill for one last big meal.  We had no idea 
about his next meal.  As we ate I asked 
him if he knew where he was going.  He 
said, No, he hadn’t decided.  I told him

Prayer cards were made by a 
church member.

Brennen and Jeremiah before leaving to serve at 
Cornerstone in Dallas.
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when he got there to call.  We drove to my 
office listening to a David Crowder song 
that said: “we will never be the same.” I 
hugged my son and watched him ride off.  
I walked to my office and closed the door 
not wanting to see or talk with anybody.          
That was an agonizing week.  We had no 
idea which direction Brennen went.  Did 
he stay local? Did he bike out of state or 
did he go to Houston or San Antonio?  If 
something happened to him would we ever 
know?  Friday evening we got our answer.  
Friday night in Texas means high school 
football.  We were 50-yard line season 
ticket holders for Midlothian.  About 
halftime, I received a call from a Houston 
number.  We have several friends and 
some family in Houston but I also knew 
it could be Brennen.  It was Brennen.  He 
borrowed a phone from a guy that picked 
him up in the Woodlands.  It was our first 
time to talk to him since he left.  He was 
driving him to Houston.  The guy was 
going to take him home but the girlfriend 
said no.  It was a relief to hear his voice, 
but he was actually there. 
     Over the next few weeks, he was good 
about calling. There was no particular time 
since he was dependent on others allowing 
him to use their cell phone.  During the 
first week, everything he had was taken.  
First, it was the bike and then it was 
the backpack that had everything in it.  
Brennen spent his time in the word and in 
prayer.  God started bringing people into 
his life. 
     A couple of months later Brennen 
shared his travels with me.  He told me he 
left Cedar Hill and headed to Houston.
He did not get out of Ellis County before 
he had bike issues.  He broke down in 
Alma.  He met the mayor who helped 
him repair the issue.  For the next few 
days, the bike would break and he would 
repair it until finally he had to push it the 
rest of the way.  He said a mother with 
children picked him up.  She said she 
normally would not pick someone up but 
felt it was what she was supposed to do.  
Fortunately, she had a truck to put his 
bike in.  She drove him a little way down 
the road.  On another day Brennen said 
he just made it to a picnic pavilion before 

it started to rain.  Unfortunately, the roof 
leaked and he still got wet.
     later that week, a guy picked him up 
and Brennen said the 40 minute trip from 
The Woodlands to downtown Houston 
was the first time he questioned whether 
he was doing the right thing.  He said 
he was grateful for the ride, but the guy 
continuously told him what he was doing 
was unsafe and that he needed to go into 
the YMCA and stay there.  Brennen said he 
thanked him and went the other way.
     The very first night Brennen was 
sleeping in a park.  He said about 3 a.m. 
three or four guys approached him.  They 
said they were out ministering to the 
homeless.  Brennen shared why he was 
there.  One of the guys told him that 
they almost stopped earlier but continued 
on.  One of the guys gave him his jacket, 
another gave him his watch.  One guy 
saw his shoes and asked him what size he 
wore.  It was the exact size.  The guy took 
his shoes off and gave them to Brennen.  
The last guy prophesied over him.  Not 

your typical Baptist experience. It was an 
experienced that affirmed what Brennen 
was doing.
     In a few days, everything had been 
taken but God started providing other 
things.  He received a Bible, extra clothing 
and a duffle bag.  Almost everything that 
had been taken was returned in some 
other fashion.
     Brennen would hang out in homeless 
areas.  He slept in a park or in an alley

Richard and Terry
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for awhile and would be ran off by police 
on some nights.  One of the downtown 
churches would allow the homeless to sleep 
on their property as long as they were 
gone by 5:30 a.m. 
     Brennen did not sleep in one of the 
shelters or take their food.  He said that
 God provided for him.  He said that he 
would wake-up and there would be food
or money next to him but no dumpster 
diving.
     The first week on the street a lady 
invited him to her church.  The church 
was more of a charismatic bent.  Brennen
found that most of the religious community 
working in the inner city were more of that 
flavor.
     Terry and I were into our new norm.  I 
would wake up at 5:30 a.m. each morning, 
take my Bible and sit down on the deck 
and start praying and reading scripture.  
The Philippians 4 passage was ingrained.  
While my son was on his journey it was my 
responsibility to pray for him.  I took my 
role quite seriously.  I knew I could not be 
there with him but I knew God would be 
with him.  It was like holding the lifeline for 
your child and there was no letting go.  
     After about a couple of months, 
Brennen met Emmanuel.  Emmanuel’s 
ministry was to work with homeless 
people.  He was moved by Brennen’s story.  
Emmanuel knew Brennen didn’t have a 
blanket for the cool autumn nights.  He 
told him he would bring him one back 
that evening.  Emmanuel got busy and 
returned late to the Pierce Elevated, where 
Houston’s homeless normally stayed.  On 
his way back he asked Brenda, his wife if 
it was okay with her if he invited Brennen 
to come home with them.  Brenda said it 
was okay with her, but reminded him that 
they were living with his parents and his 
brothers.  He probably needed to check 
with them.  Later, Suzie, Emmanuel’s mom, 
told us that working with the homeless 
was his ministry and he had never made 
that request before, but felt if God was 
prompting him then they wanted to be 
obedient.  Emmanuel asked Brennen to 
come to stay with them.  
     What started out for a few days turned 
into a year.  The Manrique’s home became 

home base for Brennen.  We were able 
to bring him some personal items that he 
could leave while he was on the streets.  
He would help them with their business and 
spend time at the house then spend time 
on the streets.  He even made a couple 
of trips into Mexico with the Manriques 
and met their family.  He also went to 
Monterrey with a family member and 
prayed for those at the hospitals.  He said 
that many did not have the resources for 
healthcare and that they depended on God.  
We would occasionally see Brennen.
     The first Thanksgiving at the Manriques 
they invited us to come down and have 
dinner with them before taking Brennen 
to Galveston for a few days. We had 
Thanksgiving Dinner about 10 p.m. 
and were up until 4 a.m. praying and 
worshiping.
     It was a good time for us to have face 
time with him.  It was good for him to 
unpack what he was experiencing on the 
street and at the Manriques.  We talked 
about scripture passages that dealt with 
different practices in the Christian faith 
and the impact it was having on him.  We 
dropped Brennen off at the Manriques and 
headed back home.
     Over the next year, people would ask 
about Brennen and about Terry and me.  
Terry and I had a peace that I can only 
explain by Philippians 4 that said you will 
have a peace from God that will exceed 
anything you can understand.  We were 
content.  I really think it became harder on 

Danielle, Brennen and Terry, Thanksgiving at the 
Manrique’s
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others than it was for us.  Yes, we wanted 
Brennen to be home but he was about 
doing the Father’s business. We wouldn’t 
have it any other way.
     Brennen would live on the streets 
for several days at a time.  One of those 
times he called me from a park north 
of downtown Houston.  As I answered 
the phone I heard police sirens in the 
background and getting louder.  A minute 
into our conversation Brennen tells me 
to hold on.  I’m hearing noises in the 
background then Brennen gets back on 
the phone.  He goes on to tell me that a 
guy was running from the police and they 
ran right by him.  I was thinking this is 
probably mild considering everything else 
that is going on around him.  It reinforced 
that my responsibility was to pray for my 
child.  Brennen joined us for our October 
trip to Ruidoso.  It was good to hear what 
God was doing in his life.  He talked about 
his time in prayer and reading scripture.  
We took an audio book and listened to the 
biography of Dietrich Von Bonhoeffer.  I 
heard a godly man standing boldly for God 
in the midst of opposition.  He was not 
passive in his response but bold.
     Brennen returned to the streets after 
we got back home.  A few weeks before 

Christmas I called Brennen to see if he 
wanted to surprise his mom for Christmas.  
I thought it would be a pleasant surprise.  
He could hop a Greyhound bus and I 
could pick him up in Dallas.  I was really 
disappointed when he called back and told 
me “no”.
     A week later I got a call from Brennen 
that I had been yearning for.  He said he 
was coming home and wanted me to come 
to get him.  He was coming home for 
awhile.  Could this be it? Was he coming 
back for good? I was ecstatic.  I was 
hoping to surprise Terry but that could not 
happen since I knew I had to go overnight.  
The next best thing was to surprise the 
rest of the family on Christmas Day with 
Brennen being home.  It was going to be 
the best Christmas ever.
     On the way back from Houston we had 
a few hours to talk.  I was excited to have 
my son back.    I also knew the young man 
that left 15 months ago was not going to 
be the same young man that was coming 
back.  We weren’t the same family as when 
he left either. 

(Part 2 of the Cody’s story will be in the 
October issue of EBA.Life.)

Save the Date
EBA Annual Celebration

October 28, 2018

Check website for more information as it becomes available
www.eba.life
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