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Riots, refugees, God-encounters… there is never a dull moment here.  
Before there’s even time to marvel at it all, we’re on to another scenario. 
 
I’ve been in S. Africa for a week, trying to get back into Mozambique.  But the 
boarder was jammed up with 40,000 Moz. Refugees fleeing back into 
Mozambique from S. Africa.  Many Mozambicans and Zimbabweans were 
living and working in S .Africa., but some S. Africans rose up and began to kill 
them for “taking away their jobs.”  This sent tens of thousands fleeing into 
neighboring countries.  It’s been a zoo.  Then in the south of Moz., some 
Mozambicans in Moz. began to lash out in revenge against S. Africans.  
That’s were I need to cross into the country.  Things seemed to have 
simmered down for the moment, so five of us are going to brave the boarder 
tomorrow. 
 
Meanwhile, I’ve made good use of the week in S. Africa, by speaking at a 
women’s conference.  That’s a new thing for me: women’s conferences.  But, 
I did, indeed, survived the pink, frilly, kissy conference!  See, Afrikaans 
women kiss (on the lips!) when they greet each other. And I'm the guest 
speaker.  Everyone loves to "greet" the guest speaker. Imagine 110 women 
lined up… I must confess, I'd rather face the 40,000 fretting refugees at the 
boarder but in the end, it wasn't that bad.  I taught them how to shake hands.  
It's relatively germ free and healthier, I said!  They didn’t buy it.  But I must not 
fear fiery tests, tribulations, or red, pink or orange lip- stick.  It's part of the 
cost of advancing the Kingdom!  
  
On the serious side, this conference was one of the most amazing meetings 
I've ever experienced.  Our goal was to help people "hear" the Lord and "see" 
Him: to have their own “God-encounter”.  But first, we must remove the 
obstacles that make us deaf to His voice and blind to His appearing.  Things 
like doubt, fears, sins, wounds… have got to go.  The women were so hungry 
for more of the Lord.  They practically flew into His presence.  They were 
more than willing to fling open the closet doors and let the fears and skeletons 
hiding there tumble into the light.  They practically competed for the 
microphone to confess, repent, share, testify and glorify God,  And, God 
showed up in such powerful, yet gentle ways. 
 
Some were delivered from addictions.  Others were set free from shame and 
guilt.  Many, though from formal, conservative backgrounds, danced for joy for 
the first time in their lives.  It  was l ike a Holy Ghost disco!   Tears of 
sorrow turned to tears of joy as the Lord gave beauty for ashes and joy for 
mourning.  It was a very snotty weekend. 
 
Now, the women want to meet for a day each month, to follow up and 
encourage one another in Christ.  There are some awesome, spirit-filled 
leaders in their midst that can shepherd this and take them from one level to 
the next.  God is definitely moving here! 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 



In Moz, we’ve had some rather distinguished visitors from N. America in 
March: a beloved physician named Artaj (who has visited us many times) a 
lawyer, a CEO of a major, international entity and a director of economic 
development for a Canadian city.  We introduced them to our own 
distinguished Mozambicans: our orphans, widows, HIV+ moms and kids, 
prisoners and bushmen.  Though the former were dress well and the latter 
dressed in rags, they got along splendidly.  The truth is, we are much the 
same in God’s eyes.  We are all His children whether rich or poor, educated 
or illiterate.  
 
Though we have different functions, each soul has equal value to him.  The 
Lord Jesus gave His life for us all.  And each soul is worth more than all the 
treasure of this world combined.  “What would it profit a man to gain the whole 
world, yet forfeit his soul?”  So, one soul is worth more than all the treasures 
of the world.  As wonderful and perfect and glorious as heaven is, every angel 
and saint there stops to rejoice over one sinner who repents.  That’s how 
precious one soul is! (You, included!)  
 
So there we were, visiting the orphan infants at the baby clinic.   Some of 
these babies are one and two years old, but weigh less than three kilos. Then 
we visited our ex-convicts-now-farmers.  We had both the rich and the 
extremely poor, sitting on stones and a grass mat eating sudza, beans and 
pork-lungs together.  Then the next day, we’re all in prison together.  And 
guess who is ministering to who?  The bone-thin, hungry prisoners are singing 
songs of hope and joy to us Westerners!  They were testifying about the 
transforming power of God. They danced and did home-made gospel dramas 
for our guests.  We have released ex-prisoners who still come back to prison 
daily to continue hearing the Good News of Christ’s Kingdom.  Everywhere 
you look, there is hope.  There’s joy.  There’s victory, healing and love.  
There’s freedom.  There’s growth.  There’s the grace of a second chance.  
There’s thanksgiving for one crust of bread.  There’s a celebration as our 
farmers dance in the rain, just because God watered our thirsty crop of beans 
and corn.  We have Christian, ex-convicts discipling ex-Moslems.  Now that 
rings my bell! 
 
I just love this life!  It’s harvest time.  And, in the same spirit of gratitude that 
our widows, orphans, bush churches and prisoners have, I want to thank you.  
You’ve blessed us with prayers, support, encouragement, correspondence 
and friendship.  Estamos Junto!  (We’re together in this).   
 
Grace, 
 
Tracy 
 
 


