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About the Book 
 

A dangerous, homeless drifter who grew up picking cotton in virtual slavery.  

An upscale art dealer accustomed to the world of Armani and Chanel. 

A gutsy woman with a stubborn dream. 

A story so incredible no novelist would dare dream it. 

It begins outside a burning plantation hut in Louisiana . . . and an East Texas honky-tonk 

. . . and, without a doubt, in the heart of God. It unfolds in a Hollywood hacienda . . . an 

upscale New York gallery . . . a downtown dumpster . . . a Texas ranch.  

Gritty with pain and betrayal and brutality, this true story also shines with an unexpected, 

life-changing love.  

Meet Denver, a man raised under plantation-style slavery in Louisiana in the 
1960s; a man who escaped, hopping a train to wander, homeless, for eighteen 
years on the streets of Dallas, Texas. No longer a slave, Denver's life was still 
hopeless-until God moved. First came a godly woman who prayed, listened, and 
obeyed. And then came her husband, Ron, an international arts dealer at home in a 
world of Armani-suited millionaires. And then they all came together. But slavery 
takes many forms. Deborah discovers that she has cancer. In the face of possible 
death, she charges her husband to rescue Denver. Who will be saved, and who will 
be lost? What is the future for these unlikely three? What is God doing? 

Same Kind of Different As Me is the emotional tale of their story: a telling of pain 
and laughter, doubt and tears, dug out between the bondages of this earth and the 
free possibility of heaven. No reader or listener will ever forget it. 
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About the Authors 
 
Denver Moore’s Biography 
 Denver was born in rural Louisiana in January 1937, and after several tragic events went to live 
on a plantation in Red River Parish with his Uncle James and Aunt Ethel, who were share 
croppers. 

 Sometime around 1960, he hopped a freight train and began a life as a homeless drifter until 
1966 when a judge awarded him a 10 year contract for hard labor at the Louisiana State School 
of Fools, aka, Angola Prison! 

 According to Denver, he went in a man and left a man and received a standing ovation from 
prisoners in the yard as he walked out of there in 1976.  For the next 22 years he was homeless 
on the streets of Fort Worth, Texas.  However, there were a few times after a brush with the law, 
he'd ride the rails visiting cities and hobo jungles across America, sampling regional cuisine like 
Vienna sausage with fellow passengers. 

 In 1998, "He never met Miss Debbie," Miss Debbie met him and his life was changed forever.  

 Today, he is an artist, public speaker, and volunteer for homeless causes.  In 2006, as evidence 
of the complete turn around of his life, the citizens of Fort Worth honored him as "Philanthropist 
of the Year" for his work with homeless people at the Union Gospel Mission.  

 

Ron Hall’s Biography 
 While my daddy was fightin´ the big war in the Pacific, my grandmother delivered me in the 
farmhouse kitchen near Blooming Grove, Texas, in September 1945.  This was back in those 
days when country girls knew about birthin´ babies and lucky for me, because my granddaddy 
and the town doctor were on the bucket brigade of a barn fire that night.  I grew up in the bed of 
my granddad's Chevy pickup till it was time to go to school. 

 My first grade teacher was an old maid named Miss Ellis at Riverside Elementary in Fort Worth 
who taught me to write and draw square houses with stick figures.  Unfortunately, the school was 
torn down about 30 years ago to make way for a new 7-11.  And that's a cryin´ shame because 
lots of folks have inquired it they could visit if and see the red brick wall where my 2nd grade 
teacher, Miss Poe, made me stick my nose in that chalk circle. 

 In the third grade, showing signs of talent, my momma curled my hair with a "Toni Home 
Permanent" and took me to an audition for the Texas Boys Choir.  I made the soprano section, 
singing in shopping centers and county fairs for three years, until the director saw a whisker on 
my chin, and my voice moved south of the range for choirboys.  During that time however, I 
managed to win "runner up" in the Browning Heights Elementary talent show by singing a 
rendition of  Snookie Lanson's "The Naughty Lady of Shady Lane."   

 The next year, my first original creation was a football mum fashioned from chrysanthemums I 
picked from our yard, adding glitter and streamers for my fourth grade cheerleader sweetheart.  
That was the only day I ever got to play halfback on a football team. 
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 By the fifth grade I began to excel at dancing and racing on roller skates continuing for years, 
winning trophies and colored ribbons until I traded in my skates at age 14 for the down payment 
on a ‘55 Chevy convertible.  At fifteen I was singing in a rock band playing at local VFW halls 
performing hits like "Mack the Knife" and "Scotch and Soda" for $5 a night.  Continuing to 
explore all the talents God had given me (and several He did not), I started riding bulls until my 
nerve failed me when the chute gate opened.  Next I took up boxing until a Lena Pope Home 
orphan named Jeff Perez beat me within an inch of my life in the Golden Gloves tournament. 

 Graduating from TCU, I managed to avoid classes on art, literature, or creative writing  while 
pursuing Tri-Deltas and fraternity parties which made my resume prime for the job of Private in 
Uncle Sam's Army.  With a little smooth talkin´ I landed a job in Colorado as a TOP SECRET 
nuclear weapons inspector!  Using all the skills I learned in the Army, back in Fort Worth I 
landed a job selling Campbell soup.  I dusted off Tomato Soup cans for $500 per month,   while 
Andy Warhol made millions in New York painting them!  In 1969, I married Deborah Short, my 
college sweetheart, who was embarrassed by the feather duster I had to carry in my back pocket, 
so I quit and got an MBA to become a municipal bond trader at the local bank.   

 In 1971, in Houston on a mission to buy water and sewer bonds for my bank, I happened on an 
art gallery where I bought my first original oil painting.   Eighty-nine days later, under pressure, I 
sold it for a $2,000 profit, accidentally launching my art career.  Actually, Debbie threatened to 
divorce me after finding out that I bought it on a 90 day loan by pledging the 50 shares of Ford 
stock her daddy gave her for a graduation present. I used the entire profit to smooth her ruffled 
feathers with diamonds and furs! 

 After twenty-five years I put art on the back burner to chase my dream of being a cowboy.  My 
days were filled with ranching, team roping, cowboy poetry and anything else Debbie asked me 
to do, like being Denver's friend.   After her death in November 2000, and unable to sleep, I 
began writing the book and making sculpture.  I would stay up writing all night, and when 
writer's block set in I would fashion tiny sculptures from card board, Post-it-Notes, straight pins, 
Elmer's glue and paper clips.  One day I took these to a welding shop near the ranch and with the 
help of a real welder began making them into large steel sculptures, "yard art" as my cowboy 
friends like to call it.  

 But with the success of our book Same Kind of Different as Me, I no longer find time for 
welding, selling or anything else but carrying Debbie's torch to cities all across America and 
playin´ with grand kids who have tagged me "Rocky Pop." 

 
 
Courtesy of  samekindofdifferentasme.com, retrieved 2009 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Author Interview 
 

Same Kind of Different As Me 
11/19/2007  
One was a modern-day slave and then the toughest con in Angola Prison. The other was a 
yuppie art dealer. A violent miracle and a tragedy brought them together in eternity. 

By Bob Gersztyn 

Ron Hall and Denver Moore are as unlikely a pair of friends as you'll probably find anywhere. 

Denver Moore grew up on a plantation in Red Parish, Louisiana, where he lived in a shotgun 
shack as a modern-day slave until he escaped to freedom at the age of thirty. Freedom brought 
the uneducated and financially destitute Denver the gift of homelessness, which eventually led to 
ten years in the legendary Angola Prison for armed robbery. After his release, he ended up back 
on the streets, as a hardened criminal who frequented the Ft. Worth, Texas, Union Gospel 
Mission. 

Ron Hall grew up in Haltom City, outside Fort Worth, Texas. He attended college, earned an 
MBA, got married, had kids, became an international art dealer selling million-dollar Picassos, 
and volunteered to help serve dinner once a week at Ft. Worth's Union Gospel Mission, with his 
wife Deborah. 

The reason why Ron and Deborah were volunteers at the mission was because of a dream that 
she once had. In it, she saw the fulfillment of Ecclesiastes 9:15, which talks about a poor wise 
man who changes the city. The first night they were serving dinner, a crazy man assaulted twenty 
people and threatened to kill anyone who tried to stop him. That man was Denver Moore, and 
when Deborah told Ron that he was the man in her dream, his heart sank. 

After a series of gritty encounters and fervent prayers, multiple miracles occurred, and over a cup 
of coffee in Starbucks, a friendship was forged between Ron and Denver. That story, the woman 
who inspired it, and its ramifications are documented in 2006's emotionally charged book, Same 
Kind of Different As Me, published by W. Publishing Group—a division of Thomas Nelson 
Publishers. 

And that's only HALF the story ... 

 
WITTENBURG DOOR: How do you change lives and heal hearts? 

RON HALL: First of all, the way I've seen it with Denver, and seen it with the others, you have 
to get to know the person, and know their heart. You can't judge a person by looking at the 
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outside and figuring out whether you're going to be able to help them, or what the condition of 
their heart is. I believe the only way that you can do it is by spending time with that person and 
not judging them. Just serving them, getting to know them and just loving them. Government 
programs and faith-based agencies kept Denver alive on the streets for probably thirty years, but 
it was the first time that somebody loved him, when Deborah loved him, and that made him want 
to change his life. 

DOOR: When Deborah saw Denver in a dream and related it to Ecclesiastes 9:15, what did you 
think about that? 

HALL: Deborah was always one of the most intelligent people I'd ever known. She was also the 
most believable person. She didn't exaggerate. She didn't lie. Everything about her life was about 
the truth. She sought God and she spent a lot of time with God, in prayer and seeking what He 
wanted in her life. So I didn't question anything that Deborah said. I was hopeful that she wasn't 
going to ask me to go look for him with her, but I sure didn't question that she had seen the 
vision. 

DOOR: What did you think when Deborah suggested that the two of you volunteer to help out at 
Union Gospel Mission? 

HALL: I was always one that was more interested in writing checks than getting my hands dirty. 
I really didn't care. I was more interested in spending time at our ranch than I was volunteering to 
feed a bunch of homeless people. I really didn't have that kind of heart, but Deborah had that 
heart for many years. She had served homeless people and other indigent people for years in 
various forms. She invited me to do those kinds of things before, but mostly I was just the person 
who wrote the checks to support those kinds of ministries.  
 
     After she forgave me for an affair and never brought it up again, I was determined that for the 
rest of our lives together, as a married couple, I would do basically anything that she asked me to 
do. So even though I didn't want to do that, I wanted to do that for her, because she wanted me 
to. I was willing to please her, and not really to serve God or homeless people or anything else. 

DOOR: Denver, how did God speak to you when you were living on the streets? Did you 
consider yourself to be a Christian back then? 

DENVER MOORE: Yes, I considered myself to being a Christian. I couldn't be nothing else 
but a Christian. I considered myself as being a Christian, because I have always been. That's 
been drilled in me from a child. So just because I was in the streets didn't make me stop 
believing in God and His mercy because that's all I had to lean on—the mercy of God. This is 
how I'm sitting here today, speaking with you, because of the mercy of God. He took care of me 
for the many years on the streets with nothing—no house, no car, no land, and no money. That's 
about it there. 
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HALL: I can tell you that Denver had a saying, years ago, when we first met. He said, "You 
know, it's really something when you can thank God for nothing, 'cause all my life I've had 
nothing. I can still thank God that I had nothing." Of course, the first time I saw him, he'd just 
beaten up about 20 people and threatened to kill everybody in the room. He was very scary to 
me, but that was a facade that he had to maintain. The reason he's still alive today is because he 
lived life by intimidating and by being the lion of the jungle. 
 
     But the truth of the matter is, he also ran a protection racket, for all the homeless people that 
couldn't take care of themselves, for the mentally ill people on the streets that the punks and 
thugs would go beat up and take what little money or possessions they had. He was the number 
one enforcer in the inner city and the hobo jungle. Anybody that was too weak to take care of 
themselves, Denver would protect them.  

DOOR: Tell us about "Mr. Ballentine." 

HALL: The other homeless people used to beat up Mr. Ballentine. When Denver wasn't around, 
they'd beat him down because Mr. Ballentine would just look right straight at a black man and 
call him "nigger." Then they'd just do a number on him, beat him near to death. Then as soon 
they'd get through beating him, he'd say, "You might have beaten me up, but you're still a 
nigger." So they'd beat him again. When Denver would find that out, he'd go take care of 
business and then they'd leave Mr. Ballentine alone.  
 
     He showed the love of Christ in a way that nobody else can really say. Nobody would have 
thought he was going around showing the love of Christ on the streets, but what he was doing 
was actually showing love to the people who were totally unlovable by protecting them. Many of 
them would be dead today, had he not. As Denver said, taking care of business, by beating down 
the man that was beating up on the mentally ill people. 

DOOR: How did you first come to know about Jesus, Denver? 

MOORE: I think that wisdom sometimes out-whips education, because with education, you are 
talking to a program. I started seeking wisdom, knowledge and understanding. People read the 
Bible with me. My uncle kept reading the Bible to me for many years. In prison they read the 
Bible to me for many years and that's how I obtained the knowledge and the wisdom that I have 
now. Wisdom compasses all understanding. Thank you. 

DOOR: Where else did you gain wisdom? 

MOORE: I learned about most of that as being homeless and meeting homeless people. Some of 
them was veterans from different wars and what have you and they started teaching me a little 
about American history. I learned lots of it in Angola State Institution for the Disobedient. 
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DOOR: You escaped from the plantation in Red Parish by hopping a train that eventually ended 
up in Fort Worth. That's when you eventually ended up on the streets. How do you compare life 
on the streets to life on the plantation?  

MOORE: Life on the plantation is better. The difference is with life on the streets, we have to 
understand that those people mostly have a mental defect somewhere. This is the reason why 
they become homeless and they move from one spot to another one. I become homeless because 
I had a defect because I wasn't getting paid right and I didn't have no funds at all, so that was a 
defect. So by me going homeless, being broke was broke either way it goes, so I might as well be 
homeless, and didn't have to work, than to be broke after working all them years. Thank you. 

DOOR: And from there, you ended up in Angola. Other than regularly fending off rapists and 
murderers, how did your 10 years in prison compare to your life on the plantation and life on the 
streets?  

MOORE: Life on the plantation gave me the ability to work in prison, because that's all this was 
at that time—plantation work. That's where I started working at in prison: cutting sugar cane, and 
picking okra and beans, peas and all this different kinds of farm work. When you first go to 
prison, the first thing you have to do is express yourself as being a man, to get any respect at all, 
back then. Because someone is going to try you when you first get there. When they find that 
you are weak, and you can't stand up for yourself, then you end up being what they want you to 
be. I'll put it that way, and that way I won't offend anybody. So it's enough to let you know I was 
a man when I went there, and I proved myself as a man when I was in there, and I was a man 
when I got out. I just can't tell you too much more about that than that. 

DOOR: How did you feel about the lady in Fort Worth who gave you a sandwich every day 
when you were sleeping in a doorway? 

MOORE: I felt real good to know that she would come there every morning. She started treating 
me just like I was one of her children. I really respected that, and then she helped me to get up. 
Because when the man was coming that runs the place, she'd come out and tell me to pack up my 
goods and move around a little bit. She was a very beautiful woman, a wonderful person. No sir, 
I don't know her name. I never asked, but she did that for many and many a month. 

DOOR: Why didn't you ever ask anyone their name, prior to asking Ron his? 

MOORE: Being homeless, you don't need to know nobody's name. You don't ask people their 
name because you don't never know why he is homeless. And they're not going to tell you his 
right name in the first place. So when I become homeless, no one really knew my name. You 
know? And whichever name they pick out and call me, then that's fine, that's what I answer to. 
This is what all homeless people do. They don't go around knowing each other and that. 
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DOOR: I understand that in some of the shelters run by religious groups you have to listen to a 
sermon before they'll feed you. 

MOORE: I feel that one of the most positive things, and Christian duties, is to try and help those 
who has got lost in life. They use that when you go to the mission to eat. It was a primary thing 
in the past that when you go to the table to eat as a child, someone would always say a prayer, 
and this is how the mission come to that, because it's serving God's purpose, helping the helpless. 
And when it's serving God's purpose to help the helpless, then the helpless need to listen at what 
they said, it's because (they're) trying to bring your mind back to reality. So the gospel being 
preached in the missions around America needs to be preached. If Christ was based in the life of 
the homeless who are sitting out there, then they would not automatically complain. People often 
complain about the bad things that other people do, but they never said nothing about the good 
things that they do. You're getting a meal free. You weren't on the plantation. You weren't 
working in the penitentiary. A free meal? Oh, come on now, let's be real. 

HALL: The truth of the matter is when Deborah and I were serving there, there were still people 
who didn't want to hear a Gospel message to get a free meal. Mr. Ballentine was one of them. He 
would rather starve to death, he said, than hear a Gospel message. I don't think he ever went to 
chapel. I never saw him there. There were other people out on the streets that would actually give 
them the sandwich, so those people didn't have to come in and hear a message. 

DOOR: Ron, you said that Deborah and her best friend Mary Ellen Davenport turned foot-
washing into an art on Beauty Shop Night at the mission. Talk about that. 

HALL: They did that with the women. The homeless women had a separate building at the 
mission that we didn't go into. They would go in and clean up those women. It didn't surprise me. 
Nothing that Deborah did surprised me. She genuinely had a heart to serve others and to see a 
change in their lives. She knew that in order to help somebody out of a ditch, you got to get in 
there with them and let them climb up on your shoulders to get out. So she would get down as 
low as you could get, and be a part of their lives, on that level. Washing their feet was something 
she felt like she had seen in the Bible. That was just the way she really wanted to minister to 
these ladies. 

DOOR: When did you first suspect that your interest in befriending Denver might be less than 
honorable? 

HALL: I began to believe that there had to be some reason why he didn't want to be my friend. I 
couldn't imagine why—here I am a wealthy man wanting to be a friend with somebody who had 
nothing and I kept thinking of all the things that I could do for him. I never really considered the 
other side of the equation, what he might actually do for me or my family. So it was just a self-
centered kind of request. 
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     After a few months of chasing him around and thinking, "This guy's a nut case ... doesn't want 
me for a friend so there's something wrong with him," all of a sudden it just dawned on me that 
maybe it is something about me. Why would this guy want to be my friend? Maybe my motives 
really aren't pure in beginning this friendship. I don't really want to be his friend, I've just been 
looking for some kind of a trophy so people will think that I'm a good guy.  

DOOR: Finally, you write, Denver asked if he could ask you a personal question ... 

HALL: He had stared into my eyes with eyes like laser guns, many, many times, but that was 
the first time we ever actually sat down and had that conversation. I really didn't know what he 
wanted. For him to ask me a personal question, I thought he wanted to know first of all, "Where 
do you live?" and "How much money do you have?" At the mission they warned us when we 
began to be volunteers, three things—Don't tell them your last name. Don't tell them where you 
live. And don't give them money. When he just wanted to know my name, I thought, "Why in the 
world? I mean that doesn't make any sense, if somebody thinks that's a personal question." 

DOOR: Denver, explain your term "catch and release friendship." 

MOORE: Catch and release friendship is when I was looking at TV and saw bass fishermen 
catch them big bass, then they'd throw them back off into the water. So that's the same kind of 
difference as people that's accepting people who are homeless—because sometime when they 
realize that they don't really have an impact on them, they put them back where they got them 
from, just like they throw the fish in the water. They throw the brother back right where he came 
from. That means that he gets a chance to swim in muddy water again. 
 
     If you get something off the streets, you know you got it off the streets. But when you get 
something off the streets, you don't never know if you shine it up it might be gold and become a 
precious jewel in your life. That's all of us. 

HALL: The truth of the matter is, friendship to Denver meant a whole lot more than to me. 
Friendship to me is acquaintance. I say I have friends all over the world, but they're more of 
acquaintances. Friendship to Denver, in the truest sense of the word, and he will tell you, is 
somebody that would give his life for his friend. That's why he didn't really want any friends. He 
didn't really know anybody out there he was willing to give his life for. He didn't really care 
whether he had any friends or not. When I came along and asked him if he would be my friend, 
that meant that he would actually have to give his life for me, if that came up. That's never what I 
would have considered. I just wanted to be his partner and kind of hang with him, and not have 
him run from me.  
 
     I was still scared to death of him, even on the way to that catch and release meeting in 
Starbucks. He looked at me and he had such anger, and the way he talked to me and looked at 
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me, I was still afraid he might actually kill me. Just snap and kill me, because he was a scary-
looking and scary-acting person. But after that catch and release meeting, the fear that I had for 
him just melted away, and then we became friends. That was eight years ago. We've been 
lifelong friends ever since. 

DOOR: Ron, you and Deborah used to greet each other in the morning with, "We woke up!" 

HALL: That all started when she was down on the lot with Sister Betty... 

DOOR: This was the elderly woman who, after her husband died, sold all of her possessions and 
moved into the Union Gospel Mission in Fort Worth to help the homeless. She was Deborah's 
inspiration. 

HALL: Right. There was this man, who was the hardest core of the homeless people. He lived in 
a cardboard box, underneath the railroad trestle, and had the long, long beard, and probably 
bathed maybe once a month or less, and he smelled bad. He looked to be 80 or 90 years old, but I 
don't know how old he was. He might have been my age. One day he was just smiling at 
Deborah as she was feeding him. She asked, "Why are you so happy?" And he said, "Because I 
woke up." That's just the reason enough to be happy. All of a sudden, it dawned on us that we 
had so many things in life. We never stopped in the morning, when we woke up, just to thank 
God that we actually woke up. 

DOOR: But then on April 1, 1999, that little saying took on a whole new, deeper, darker 
dimension... 

HALL: It was about that time that we found out that Deborah had cancer. We said, "You know, 
it's a profound statement when in the morning you wake up to thank God that you're still alive." 
We did that every morning until the day she died, except the last three weeks, when she was non-
verbal. I still said it with her first thing, even when she was in a coma. I would look up and say, 
"Debbie, we woke up, we're still alive, we're still fighting." I even do that today, when I wake up 
in the morning, I still think to myself, "Well, I woke up." And that's reason enough to be happy. 

DOOR: Deborah died in November 2000 of liver cancer. How did you eventually forgive God 
after Deborah's death? 

HALL: It took a while because I realized that it wasn't doing me any good to just continue to be 
angry at God. I still can tell Him today that I'm disappointed at the outcome, but I can see a lot of 
fruit. I can see that Deborah's vision, her dream, all those kinds of things that have come to pass 
that would not have happened in her lifetime, things that happened as a result of her death. So I 
can embrace that, even though I can't deny the fact that I would rather her be with me today and 
enjoying this. I can't deny that I would rather be serving at a mission that wasn't named after her, 
for her death, but letting her serve there in life, doing the work that she was called to and loved to 
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do. I finally realized that it was not doing me any good, I was just dragging myself down to be 
angry with God, because He is God. 

DOOR: Denver, how did you know that Satan was going to attack Miss Debbie? 

MOORE: That's because the Spirit touched me and said something from a subconscious state to 
a conscious state. I have an understanding to know that when people are precious to God, they 
become important to Satan. And he's here to steal, to rob and to kill. The thing about it is that 
Miss Debbie left something when she left ... that I should pick up the torch and keep the ball to 
rolling. So that the things that she left would always create new life in other people's lives 
through love.  
 
     You know, sometimes I believe that it is time for us to start serving instead of judging. If we 
serve without judging, then God bless us for serving without judging. Why, when, where, who? 
What difference does it really make? Let the Christ in you be the hope of glory. 

DOOR: Denver, after burying Miss Debbie, you said, "That's the good thing about God. Since 
He can see right through your heart anyway, you can go on and tell Him what you really think." 
Is it okay to cuss God out? 

MOORE: No sir. Not in my realm. It doesn't make sense to cuss at God. We must have a 
positive understanding. God gave us the spark of life and that spark that brought us into the 
world, and we just can't never try to put out the spark that brought us into the world. We are what 
we believe in, you know? Whether we believe whether there is a God, or whichever His name is, 
doesn't even make no difference. Just serve instead of judge. So we have to understand that the 
bad makes it bad for the good, and the good got to suffer for the bad. If the bad makes it bad for 
the good, and the good got to suffer for the bad, that brings us to a point in the Scripture where it 
says after six days God has finished all things and everything He had done He looked over, and 
He looked back, and He said, "This is all good, and this is what's going to make the world a 
better place today." This is when we can look out for those who can't look out for themselves, to 
help those who can't help themselves. That's when God can look down on us and say, "It's all 
good." 

[Editor's note: A year after she died, Ron and Denver helped raise $500,000 to build The 
Deborah Hall Memorial Chapel at the United Gospel Mission. Both men are still active at the 
mission. Ron and Denver now share a home on a ranch outside Fort Worth.] 

 
 
Courtesy of  wittenburgdoor.com, retrieved 2009 
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Discussion Questions 
 
1. At the beginning of the book, what kind of person is Ron Hall? How would you describe him 
(how does he describe himself)? Why does he agree to volunteer at the homeless shelter, and 
what is his initial reaction in doing so? 
 
2. Talk about the trajectory of Denver Moore's life. What events have landed him in the 
homeless shelter? Discuss the differences between his life and Ron Hall's. What is Denver's 
world view? 
 
3. Talk about Deborah Hall? What inspires her life? What does she think of Denver Moore? 
 
4. Eventually, Denver and Ron, two men who have lived vastly different lives, become close 
friends. What do the two see in one another? What draws them together? 
 
5. What are the symbolic implications of the conversation about how white men fish, especially 
their catch-and-release method? What does that conversation say about each man, and what is 
the underlying message that Denver is trying to pass onto Ron? 
 
6. What is the meaning of the book's title, "Same Kind of Difference as Me"? What does it refer 
to? 
 
7. How do both men change by the end of the book? What do they learn from or teach each 
other? 
 
8. This is a story about how hate and prejudice can be overcome by love and grace. How difficult 
is that achievement in most of our lives? What can this book teach us? 
 
9. Does this book inspire you? If so, in what ways? 
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