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Scary snake story ~   sssssssss s! 
 
It’s getting hot in Moz. and when it gets hot the snakes come out of their dens. 
Aaron is another missionary in our neighborhood.  Last week on Tuesday Aaron 
had left his truck under a tree and the window was down.  Unknown to him, a 
snake crawled out of the tree and took refuge in his truck.  That evening, while 
driving his truck to town, Aaron felt a slithering movement creeping up his back.  
Before he could pull over the snake crawled up his back passed his neck, over 
his shoulder and down his chest, lap and leg. Then is went under his brake 
pedal.  He carefully pulled over then quickly jumped out of the truck.  The snake 
was a Boom Slang, one of the deadliest vipers in all of Africa. 
 
It was getting dark and one cannot leave a vehicle on the roadside, so he called 
a friend (Chico) to tow him home.  Chico arrived with a rope but he had no 
flashlight.  Someone had to steer the truck while it was being towed, so Aaron 
gingerly creped back into the dark truck, crouched on his haunches on the seat 
and steered while Chico towed.  To break, Aaron simply used the hand brake.  
He could not see the floor of the car and prayed that the snake was staying put 
despite all the activity.  Once back at his house, his guard came out with a flash 
light as Aaron jumped out of the truck a second time.  Guess where the snake 
was? 
 
It was curled up on the seat.  Apparently it was nestled between Aaron’s feet and 
directly under his butt!  Is that divine protection or what?  Earlier that day, Aaron’s 
wife and three year old son drove to town in the truck, and the son was left in the 
truck twice.  Something else happened last week on Tuesday.  Each morning I 
have a devotional time with my team.  During prayer, I specifically asked that 
God would protect us all from snake bite.  It’s the first time I had prayed that.  We 
knew nothing of Aaron’s encounter until three days later.  God is so good!  He 
protects.  He provides.  He leads and guides! 
 
Luiza and her baby~ 
Becky called me from Mdododo, a Zionist (cult) village about 25 K from here.  
While showing the movie “Jesus” in the Zionist church she noticed a small shack 
behind the building.  In it laid a dying woman and a four-day-old infant.  Luiza is 
HIV + and after being beaten and half starved, she was abandoned by her 
husband.  Both she and her new born baby were dying.  Becky called me and I 
asked her to bring both of them to our home base.   
 
Her Zionist pastor is an elderly man.  He put his bicycle on top of Becky’s car and 
accompanied them to ensure that she was going to a safe place.  It meant that 
he would have to ride 25 kilometers back on a terrible road on a rickety bike. It 
touched my heart to see such unusual concern.   



 
Heide and Anna helped me begin the 24/7 vigil with these two new patients.  We 
couldn’t leave Flora alone with her baby, because she was delirious with malaria.  
Her fever was 105 degrees and she shook violently with rigors.  She ranted and 
talked to people who weren’t there.  She also had full blown pneumonia.  Luiza 
weights 67 pounds. She is a coughing, wheezing sack of skin and bone, crawling 
with scabies.  We sat with her and the baby, prayed with them, bathed them, 
washed piles of poopy laundry by hand in the middle of the night… and watched 
as the Lord began to healed these two little sparrows. 
 
Somewhere in the middle of it all, she realized that all her trips to the witchdoctor 
didn’t help her, so she repented, received the Lord and cut off the numerous 
amulets from her wrist, neck, stomach and ankles.  She’s doing much better now.  
The babe is doing better, too.  I’ll keep you posted. 
 
Horsing around~ 
Becky and Heide attempted to ride the two horses up to our bush camp last 
week.  It was about an eight hour ride, but it rained and the river swelled.  The 
horses were unable to cross so they had to turn back.  By the time they returned, 
they were weary to the bone, wet and dirty!  The rain has subsided so Becky and 
I made a second attempt this week and we’re successful.  One the first day we 
got started at 4:00am and made it to the Gondola house uneventfully.  The 
second day was a 7 hour cross-country ride that also went well.  Now, I’ve only 
ridden as long as 2 hours once, so you can imagine what 7 hours cross-country 
did to my 47 year-old butt.  Better yet, DON’T imagine it.  (It’s not pretty!) 
 
Bush churches~ 
They are all getting stronger by the day!  We’ve got both Shona and Portuguese 
Bibles now and we’re teaching on Biblical foundations. After the course on 
foundations, they receive a Bible of their own.  Then we proceed with the “New 
Tribes” material (a chronological pictorial teaching of 105 stories from Genesis to 
Revelation).  Many people in the bush are illiterate.  We have large, laminated 
pictures which illustrate the more significant Bible stories from Eden to 
Revelation. 
 
In this way, the people learn what exactly they are being saved from and what 
they’re being saved to.  They learn about God’s Holy Law, sin, covenant, blood 
sacrifice…  so by the time they get to Jesus and the cross, they know why it was 
necessary.  They then understand the significance of baptism, grace, justice and 
mercy.   
 
By the time the Moslems reach them, they’ll know that there is no hope in self-
righteousness achieved by the Law.  They’ll know what they believe and why 
they believe it.  They’ll know what freedom feels like and be less likely to subject 
themselves to the bondage of the law or witchdoctors.  They’ll know that Jesus 
was the last sacrifice and the witchdoctors’ sacrifices accomplish nothing.  This is 



why teaching, training, mentoring, discipling, pastor and leader conferences, etc. 
are so vitally important.  But it’s time consuming, resource consuming, energy 
consuming… but incredibly worth it all, because it’s fruitful.  And it produces that 
kind of fruit that remains. There have been several conversions, several healings, 
beauty for ashes, and joy for mourning.  It’s such a privilege to work in a white 
harvest! 
 
The feeding program~ 
Thirty skinny, malnourished kids have turned into thirty beefy, energetic kids.  
(Thanks to Anna’s work there!)  We will discontinue this particular feeding 
program in a month as it will have, by then, achieved its goal.  That church 
(Conyonda) and community are doing so much better.  They have learned how to 
establish and maintain their own feeding program now.  They now know how to 
unite for the common good of their own people, take initiative, contribute, do the 
team thing and monitor results. 
 
There’s more news but I’m out of time. (But… Becky had a scorpion in her pants.  
Must have been pretty scary for the little fella, but he ended up beneath her heal 
and is has gone to wherever scorpions go when they die).  Again, sincere thanks 
to you for helping us extend God’s Kingdom in Moz. 
 
With you in Christ, 
 
Tracy 
 
 
 


