2014 A year of experiencing Gods character through the nations.
What a whirlwind of countries, people, emotions and experiences. This year has been such a challenging yet
blessed time, and it is hard to put it into words.
In the past few months I have met hundreds of people, travelled over 280 hours on busses over 50 hours on
airplanes, seen 12 countries. I have been blessed out of my socks. I just want to start off by saying THANK YOU
to each and every person who has prayed for me, and most importantly, blessed me financially; it would not
have been possible to have done this year without your support
This will be my last letter but if you want to hear more about my journey please don’t hesitate to email me.
After I got back from Venezuela we had a debrief in Jeffrey’s Bay and since then I have been praying about
what to do next. After a year like this you cannot walk away unchanged. Not only the truths that God revealed
but the realities of how many people live. It’s a challenge to keep these experiences close to my heart as it is
easy to fall back into a mediocre lifestyle. I hope God will continue to bless each one of you and place a
challenge on your heart as you go into 2015. I hope you have a blessed time with your family and loved ones
during this time.
Then lastly, thank you so much for each and every person who has read my newsletter. To all the emails and
messages of encouragement I just want to say that it meant more than you can ever know! Even if I couldn’t
always reply, I appreciated it and they always came when I really needed it. Then to all my sponsors, wow this
year could not have been possible without you! Thank you for your kindness and money, I will never be able to
repay you but I know God will bless you abundantly. Thank you to all my friends for their support, and lastly
my family (most of all my mom and dad) for all the support as my pillars when I needed it.
Thank you for sharing this journey with me.
May God bless you and may you continue to shine the light and love others wherever you go and in whatever
you do.
1 John 4:19.
Lots of love and blessings
Andri

Hidden world 2014
Tiaan, Kenny (girl from Botswana), Colette, Carla, Rp, Eileen (girl who lost her passport, Erick, me

Cuba
It feels like three years ago, but in reality it was just 8 months ago. Cuba a country still in a time warp, where
communism is still a reality and freedom still something people dream off. It was hot, it was Spanish, and it
had old cars, no internet and cheap ice cream. Reflecting back now, though I realise that we didn’t do as much
as we could’ve due to not having a missionary visa, we created a group culture in this time that stuck with us
throughout the year. We started journeying through John and spent almost 4 hours a day just reading and
sharing. This is where I learnt church isn’t a building! It is when you sit with two or more people and just share
and read from the word. I also think this culture also helped us through the good and the hard times
throughout the year, as everyone was always keen for a Bible study session and I will always cherish those
times. One of my favourite memories in Cuba is when we went on an outreach with the local church. We had
the opportunity to share the gospel to people who has never heard the gospel as well as people who wanted
to give their lives to the Lord. We also got to really spend time with the youth and just dance and sing together
in our broken Spanish.
Things I will always remember is that terrible bus ride we had to take twice, with dogs in between our legs,
loud music and sweaty people. Sleeping on the airport for two days and those toilets- oh those toilets, with
the doors that couldn’t close, or that would swing open when you bend your legs while making eye contact
with the next person in line. It was also the first time all the barriers were broken on the girl’s side. One toilet
and one dustbin, so while you doing your business you were never surprised when someone opened the door
that could never be closed, reach over and throw something away .The conversations with the person in the
shower or at the basin while you on the toilet! To the cockroaches and bugs that lived in our room, I shall not
miss you but to the people I met, one will always cherish them.
Cuba is definitely a country we can continue to pray for, I know the people who are staying there are
struggling. Medical doctors receive almost the same salary as the street sweepers and have to juggle two or
more jobs to survive.

Ministry points





Help with building a church.
Help clean a couple’s house.
Went on an outreach with a church
Street evangelism

A few photos from my time in Cuba.
First photo is when we were working on a house.
The second photo is after a prayer walk the one morning we got some
sweet coffee.
Third photo is Marelize and I in Havana before we went to Santiago.
The group photo is us and the youth after church the one evening.
The photo of us on the floor is where we slept two days on the
airport.
The other floor photo is where we ate our meals at the church.
Then the last photo is of me on our outreach with the church.

Jamaica
Hot, humid Jamaica, the country where we roughed it in a dodgy neighbourhood with gunshots and smiles.
The church was located between pubs and fumes of weed, giving us, forceful entertainment till the early hours
of the morning. We had a water shortage, with only one container to flush the toilet, take a bucket shower,
cook and drink from. In a neighbourhood where no tourists go, we stayed for three weeks and never felt
scared once. Some of the friendliest people I have met was on this journey with a pastor who encouraged and
motivated us for the year that was ahead. He was such an incredible man; he introduced us to people who
shared stories and wisdom with us that we will all hold onto until we die. People who sacrifice their lives for
others, with no expectation of return- only builds treasures up in heaven.
What an incredible time! We were involved in many different ministries but almost all of them were in poor
and impoverished neighbourhoods. After the shock wore off, you became grateful for what you have and
where you come from. The night shelter work we did was the hardest for me, people sharing stories of what
lives they used to have and then to see where they are now. They shared of a world where drugs, prostitution
or a mental illness cost them everything. They don’t believe in a Saviour and they don’t have hope. This was so
contrasting with the children’s shelter where the children’s parents gave them away, they have nothing not
because they lost it but because someone took it away. In this time I realised only God can help the helpless,
the hopeless, the lost and the wandering and all we can do is pray and love them and share the hope we have
in Christ.
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Helped at a children’s home.
Did a few devotionals and assemblies at various primary and high schools.
Helped at a homeless centre.
Helped at an old age home.
Did a few devotionals and sermons at a women’s house.
We painted the church we stayed at.
Shared messages, dramas and danced at the church events.

Pastor Neville, the pastor’s church we
stayed at in Kingston.

The mayor of Kingston

I am standing with the Kingston fire
brigade

The best ice cream in the world!

On the left is the photo of us girls at
the gospel concert

Guyana
I can still remember the morning we landed in Guyana, it was about 2 am and when we got off the plane and
we stepped into the worst humidity I have ever experienced (and I have been to the UAE). There were cricket
noises everywhere and it felt like we were in a jungle. We all piled into a taxi and went to another church
where we stayed for three week. Looking back I would say we ate ourselves through Guyana, it was a taste and
see the Lord is good kind of food ministry we had going. We had almost two meal dates with families and we
would spend hours listening to their stories while eating and eating and eating. It was in the jungle and it was
beautiful. We stayed at two churches, one in Timehri and the other in Berbice. In Timehri we had our food
ministry but in Berbice the pastor organised street evangelisms where we parked the truck and shared
messages. I sang my heart out on a mike – “which shouldn’t actually be legal”! It was such a fun time and it
was completely out of my comfort zone but it is when you are out of your comfort zone you can grow.
In the jungle you are surrounded by all kinds of sounds and creatures and you experience Gods creativity in
another way compared to living in a city or dodgy neighbourhood. It was really a beautiful time we had and we
were also faced with many unbelievers as the predominant religion was Buddhism. We were confronted with
our beliefs and it was hard to see people captured in a religion where you have to pray to a million gods for
anything. Even when I shared with a lady about praying, I had to tell her it is like talking to a friend, but she
struggled with the concept due to her religion. We can be thankful for the freedom we have in Christ and the
fact that we are not persecuted for what we believe.
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Evangelism
Shared messages, dramas and danced at the church events.
Food ministry

They eat these things!!

Jigga—we got some worms in our feet

Suriname
A country of Dutch speaking African looking people, where we were faced with chickens ‘eiere op rapen’ and
cows every day. We had one week in this country; we visited new contacts at a Bible school where we filled in
with their program. It was a group of people of various ages giving up their lives to learn and go back to their
tribes to share the gospel. It was a quick and busy week but it was really amazing to see how hard these
people work to follow their dream and passion to share the Word. What are we passionate about? What
sacrifices are we making to share?
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Worked at the Bible school we were at, from picking up eggs, milking cows to cooking.
Shared messages, dramas and danced at the church events and at the Bible school.

Brazil
After Suriname we went back to Guyana for a few days and then over landed to Brazil, at first to Boa vista
where we stayed with people we had never met before and in a week we loved them like our family. We
shared at their churches but they shared their lives with us, just loving us and just accepting us. They couldn’t
speak English and we couldn’t speak Portuguese but love conquers every language barrier.

Sao Paulo a city that never sleeps but with people whom I will always cherish. A month of late nights, lots of
ministry points and experiencing what community is. From painting to ministry points. Brazil presented many
opportunities and challenges, not only the only Portuguese country but a rather expensive one to say the least.
The church was amazing. Their love for God, each other and poor communities was contagious. We learnt
what it is like to live a life where it was the most similar to South Africa, a life with purpose. They imparted
their lives and challenged us not only with their 4 am meal times or their love for soccer, but how to live. How
to love each other and those who are not so fortunate. I left a big part of my heart in Brazil and it was
definitely the place with my favourite people throughout the whole year. It taught me not only how to live a
simple lifestyle but one where you live a life to love God and through His love for us to love others.
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We joined in the plans of the church we were with, so a lot of evangelism and shared messages did
dramas and danced at the church but also at many other churches, universities and schools.
We painted a few houses and the church.
We went on a quite a few outreaches with the church.

My host family I stayed with for a month

Our Boa Vista family

Paraguay
Paraguay was the country where we did our Luke 10. The Luke 10 is almost exactly to what the Luke 10 in our
Bible says. We had a few days to pray about where God wanted to send us and what He wants us to do .We
took no money or extra clothes except what we were wearing and went. Yes go in a foreign country where we
could not speak the language yet be completely dependent on God for we had no other choice. We started the
journey on a raining and freezing day, thinking we might freeze to death on the streets and go hungry the next
week as we had 6 nights and 7 days to complete our journey. Yet God provided supernaturally in ways above
our comprehension and we slept warmly every night, had food and had the opportunity to minister in a small
town. If you want the full story please email me and I will send it as it is quite a detailed story. In short God
really protected and provided in a foreign country through people we didn’t always understand. God provides
and through our Luke 10 we experienced it supernaturally. I think the most amazing moment was that through
our confirmations we realised we really heard His voice. It was a confirmation for our team and we were an
answer to our host’s prayer. That moment when you realise we can hear our Fathers voice yet His timing and
our timing is different and most importantly the way He answers our prayers aren’t always the way we expect.
Our host in our Luke 10 journey didn’t expect 4 white foreigners to pitch up one rainy afternoon. Yet God used
us and blessed us and those in a way we could never had thought.
After our exciting Luke 10 journey we went to a small town outside Asuncion where we stayed in a little room,
showered with a hose pipe (in freezing weather I might add). We painted the church, played soccer with the
locals and had opportunities to minister at the church. The people were amazing and it was my favourite
ministering country of the journey.
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Our Luke 10 ministry.
Painted the church




Shared messages, dramas and danced at the church.
Played soccer with the children and locals.

Argentina
We made a quick pit stop in Argentina, the family we stayed with during our Luke 10 decided to bless us with a
trip to Argentina and a litre of ice cream .It was a quick but memorable day trip, God really blessed us and
treated us to something all of us really wanted to do but did not have money to do so yet He provided for
everything. Just another testimony of how God provided during the year.

Our soccer team, we did a lot of soccer ministry with the kids and locals.

My Luke 10 team.
We took this photo just before we left
on our journey. I think our faces depict
our emotions.

Bolivia
What a country, it was cold and we went to some high places, some salty places and some rather spiritually
dark places. We learnt how to shower in the cold with cold water, survive altitude sickness and welcome our
parents. In Bolivia we went to a few places, Santa Cruz, where we met up with church that was a new contact
for global challenge. We stayed with wonderful host families and we were very busy with the youth and church

program. I am still in contact with some youth members, really people who are on fire for God, just sparking in
a city where Christianity is really in the minority. We went to La Paz, a city 4500m above sea level and what an
experience, we had some off time and the parents joined us there. I had the opportunity to go to Uyuni and
see the salt desert which was spectacular and rather salty. We also went to Copacabana, a city that’s very
dark, people who pray for Jesus but in the form of sacrifices and offerings. I saw what bondage was and was
once again just confronted with how lucky we are to know what freedom in Christ is. The parents also joined
our team for a while. We unfortunately had to leave Eileen behind with our leader as she left her passport on a
bus and had to struggle to get a temporary passport.
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Santa Cruz






Shared messages, dramas and danced at the church events.
Park ministry
Evangelism in the streets
Went to a homeless centre
Went to a lot of schools to do assemblies

The amazing youth group

My host family in Santa Cruz

The parents came to visit

Peru
What a beautiful country, we had the opportunity to go to Machu Picchu with my parents, which was an
amazing opportunity. We were tourists for a week while the parents visited and it was a much needed pickme-up for our team. After the parents visit everybody’s spirits were a bit lifted and we had the energy and will
to finish the journey and give it our all for the next few countries.
After the parents’ visit we had a quick jolt back to reality where we lived in the slums for a week in Lima,
where hardly any tourist is ever seen and where we were never allowed to walk around alone. We stayed in a
tiny room and mainly lived on rice (the staple diet of South America). Yet through it all I realised how fortunate
I am, it was a tough week where we were very oppressed and saw many people who struggled with oppression
yet it was one week of my life but that’s where they live, that’s their reality.
We then had a 360 change of scenery where we lived high up in the mountains of Peru after we travelled in a
truck with live stock. Then in a tiny taxi , where my knees and ears met each other and we lived the simple life
with people who still wear their traditional clothing and hardly speak Spanish. We met Bible translators and
weavers. It was amazing to breathe fresh air yet witness how people still live like they did in the 1600’s, it was
eye opening and a moment to be thankful for all that I have. The women are very oppressed and we had to
step into their shoes for a week where we had to speak softly and not look men in the eyes, yet it was an
amazing opportunity with villages high up in the Andes Mountains. As a woman it was such an eye opener of
how fortunate I am, these women and their lives are so restricted and already planned out for them where I
have choices options. We sometimes forget that even a choice is a blessing, be that what you want to become,
do or what you want to do tomorrow.
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Street evangelisms
House visits
Held services in the evenings where we did dramas and shared messages and testimonies.

In the mountains





Handed out Bibles
Dewormed kids
Shared messages
Helped in inkawasi with the women’s project.

A few pictures of the natives in the
mountains

One of my favourite moments on the journey
The women in the mountains hardly speak and when they do it’s a
whisper. They don’t look at you when they speak; they run away when
you speak to them or give them attention. Their hands are calloused,
they work with the livestock, they raise their children, they cook over
fires, they carry incredibly heavy objects, they never smile and they
never laugh. They work to survive. In the week that we were there it
was a struggle to communicate or help, at times I would just sit in
silence with them peeling potatoes or just sit with a fire crackling
waiting for the rice to cook.
The one day we girls said we loved their clothing.
The day before we left a few ladies from the village came with bags
over their shoulders, the younger girls came with. The men were all
taking a nap and after a struggle with communication we realised
what was happening. They brought us traditional clothing to wear.
They dressed us up and if anyone knows me I love being dramatic and
so did the rest of the girls on my team. So we were making a big fuss
about how much we loved the clothing, doing a few twirls and posing
about. That’s when it happened.
The women and girls started laughing out of their bellies. We were all
in tears, I don’t think these women had laughed in years yet we heard
them crying with laughter. When we were finished we never heard
them laughing again yet we saw the tears running down their faces
when we left.

Ecuador
It was beautiful country, just mountains upon mountains. We stayed with new contacts yet again and we saw
how God used us. We always ended up ‘randomly’ being where help was needed, that saying it was from
painting, cooking, cleaning, and children’s ministry to helping to fill in Spanish documentation. It was amazing
how things just happened at the right time and place, sometimes it felt like the weather was causing us not to
minister but then ending up to help serve food at a conference where people really needed help. Things
happen and we don’t always understand why in the moment but in the end when we look back we can really
see how God was present that His will is always perfect. We must just be open to and God and uses us if we
are willing and open in ways we don’t expect.
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Painted a hall
Helped prepare food, clean and serve at an event.
Helped with the children at the compassion organisation.
Went to an old age home

Colombia
I still have my battle scar from Colombia. One I will most probably always have. Colombia was one of my
toughest times yet I enjoyed it thoroughly. We worked at an amazing missionary training camp where we met
incredible people, worked hard and I got my seven stiches in my leg. It was with the new tribe’s mission’s
organization. I would encourage you to look at the website, it is really an amazing organisation with a heart for
people who has not yet been reached. In South America there are still quite a number of tribes who has never
been reached and these people need to start from scratch, be trained then live in the village and learn their
language for about 7 years before they even start sharing the message.
We also had time in Santa Marta where we stayed in a beautiful town with a lovely American couple and their
kids. It is also where we had the fateful house incident.

Ministry points
Vusa
 Worked at a missionary base camp – any and all physical work
Santa Marta



Cleaned the disgusting house I spoke of in my previous news letter
Evangelised and shared at the university





Helped with the youth
Park evangelism
Did a lot of cleaning at the church and at houses.

My hospital incident

The missionary base camp in Vusa

The university grounds where we had
bible study and worship

Venezuela
I sent a newsletter on Venezuela quite recently so before this newsletter gets too long let me round it off. It is
hard to sum up 8 months where so much has happened and in retrospect you realise even more thing than
when you were in it. It was an amazing journey, one of my hardest years of my life and Venezuela was also
really hard because not only did my leg get infected from the stiches from Colombia but I got a virus from a
mosquito (chikungunya). Yet through it all God blessed me through amazing people, countries and memories I
will always cherish. So my challenge is to keep all these experiences close to my heart and share all the love I
experienced from god through me.
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Worked at a missionary base camp – any and all physical work

It feels surreal... 8 months, 12 countries, over 15000kms overland, about 280 hours on busses & 40 hours of
flying, 8 new family members, too many new precious friends, God’s blessing and favour that was unlimited.
Memories that will never be forgotten, people I will always cherish in my heart and countries I will always
remember.
I cannot believe it is over.
God is love.
Love changes everything.
It has been real.
I am only one, but still I am one, I cannot do everything, but I can do something and because I cannot do
everything, I will not refuse to do the something I can do. - Edward Everett Hale.

My challenge to you, you are one but listen and hear Gods voice for He is ruler of all. Be
open and willing and He will use you in ways that you cannot phantom, it may be a simple
thing like blessing someone with food or just listening, or he may ask you to leave your
job and go travel through 12 countries.
Whatever it is do it with love for he loved us first.

