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The Storm 

“I was so scared. I was sitting in this house with the tin roof, but then the roof 
started to lift off. The water was rushing through the house and I was so scared 
that I ran out to the grass roofed hut out the back. I sat in there crying until the 
storm passed.” Mama Asicote.  

This (accompanied by lots of noises and wild gestures) was my friend’s account 
of the mini tornado that passed through Massangulo just a week or so before 
Christmas last year. It all happened late on a Friday afternoon so we headed out 
first thing Saturday morning to survey the damage. Around 50 or so houses in 
our neighbouring villages had completely fallen down. Others lost fences and 
roofs and there were trees down everywhere. It was just devastating.  

We made a plan, together with the Falconers and some of our missionary 
friends who just happened to be staying for the weekend, to go and buy some 
emergency pack supplies (blankets, black plastic for roof repairs and some 
food) to distribute with the help of our chief the following day. The blokes also 
headed out with the chainsaw and helped clear the road and cut down a few 
trees that were perilously close to falling on houses. 

Quite a few of our fences fell down and we had some flooding inside in the 
rooms where we hadn’t closed the windows, but the damage was pretty 
minimal. It was an epic weekend - we had planned to have an outdoor Carols by 
Sunset evening the night of the storm and run Youth Group! We had over 50 
people staying between our house and the Falconers! Thankfully, missionaries 
are some of the most flexible and helpful people in the world so after a quick 
venue change, we soldiered on!  

“Fear not, for I am with you; be not dismayed, for I am your God; I will strengthen you, I will help you.” Isaiah 41:10



 

“For unto us a Child is born, unto us a Son is given.” Isaiah 9:6

Christmas 2017 
After the storm incident on Carols by Sunset evening I was a little hesitant to plan an 
outdoor Christmas lunch, but we set up hoping for the best and weren’t disappointed. We 
had a lovely lunch under the tarpaulin on the basketball court. Our American friends from 
Mandimba (60kms / 2 hour drive away) joined us along with the Goods, the Falconers, Sally 
and Bek’s brother and (soon to be) sister-in-law. It was a really, really lovely day with 
amazing food, great company, great fun times and an epic impromptu Christmas play!  

A few days after Christmas (it took us a while to recover from the storm so our plans were 
delayed a bit), we had a special lunch for all of our workers. We first did it last year and at 
that time, Cam told a couple of bible stories that he had been working on in Ciyawo. Everyone 
loved it and wanted us all to have a go but we chickened out promising them that next year 
we would. So we spent the few days leading up working on four different parts of the 
Christmas story and then each narrated those while the kids acted out the various parts. It 
was hilarious!  

We had lunch together and had a great time thanking everyone for another good year of 
work and giving thanks to God for his protection over us all.  

We feel very blessed to have such lovely, caring and friendly people working with us. Cam and 
I went out to sit with all of our guards in their hut last week after Paulo had passed away. 
After greeting everyone, Baba Nikiss asked us what the plan was (why had we come to sit 
down?). I just said that there was no plan, we just felt sad. And we all understood… it’s good 
to be together when you’re feeling sad. 

Above: Levi (wise man), Jack (King Herod), Tilly (wise 
man), Katelyn (shepherd), Sydney (Mary) and Josiah 
(Joseph).



 

Celebrations!  
It’s not often that we get together with our Mozambican friends for a celebration. It’s 
usually funerals, and funerals and more funerals… in fact with this one family, I have 
been to no less than 6 funerals for their immediate family members and we haven’t 
even been here 6 years. So lets just say we were a little bit excited to be going to a fun 
gathering all together! 

Emília & Afonso were married on the 30th of December and it was such a fun day! 
Afonso is Januario’s (Cam’s former nurturer) brother (and my former nurturer’s 
brother in law) and Emília has been a friend since we first moved so with everything 
we’ve been through together, we feel a bit like part of the family. It’s lovely.  

Sally was one of the bridesmaids for Emilia as they’ve been spending a lot of time 
together since Sally arrived last year and are great friends and Ben and Sam came 
along as well! Cam had to get his suit out and dust it off (and get the waist taken out 
a bit but don’t tell him I told you that). I had to sew myself an outfit! I was initially told 
that there was a particular capulana that everyone would be wearing so I spent ages 
trying to find that with no luck. Good thing I didn’t because some wires must have 
been crossed somewhere along the line and nobody was wearing the one I’d been 
looking for. In the end, I just found one that I liked and, 3 days before the wedding, 
started sewing! After two failed attempts at making a top I finally came up with a 
pattern that worked. I think I finished it at 1am the day before we had to leave!  

We spent an hilarious evening at the Goods house the night before the wedding 
practising our dance moves, sure that we were going to embarrass ourselves. As it 
turned out Sam took the kids home while I gave someone a lift home leaving Cam and 
Ben at the wedding unsupervised. From all reports, they were quite entertaining on 
the dance floor! 

“This is the day that the Lord has made; let us rejoice and be glad in it!” Psalm 118:24

Top: Cam, Afonso, Emília & Kath  
Bottom: Kath, Cam & Januário



The lake  

We had a really lovely week at the lake to start off the year. We went down 
the day after the wedding in time for New Year’s Eve with some of our 
friends. Cam didn’t get malaria and I didn’t have a massive millipede crawling 
on me at 1am so we were off to a much better start than 2017!  

We then spent the week watching movies, playing board games, cruising in 
the boat along the shores of Lake Malawi, snorkelling, tubing  and jumping 
off big rocks!  

Our kids are all much braver than I am already - they all jumped off that big 
rock above - even Sydney. They spent quite a long time the next day trying to 
convince me to jump off one maybe 2/3 that height.  

The snorkelling at the lake is pretty incredible - there are lots of beautiful 
fish to see and amazing rock formations along the coast. Being back close to 
the water for a girl who pretty much grew up on Yallingup Beach is always 
good for my soul. Not quite the same without the salt… but the kids think 
that’s better.  

It was lovely to spend time together as a family. We worked on some family 
values and our mission statement and made some plans to try and make the 
most of the opportunities God brings along our paths this year. 

“Come to me all you who are weary and carry heavy burdens and I will give you rest.” Matt. 11:28



The Runaway Chief  

Cam was invited by a friend of ours (a small chief ) to come and meet his friends in a village about a 40 minute drive away, right our near the 
Malawi border. He went out there recently and had a wonderful day of chatting with people, touring around farms (check out that maize!) and 
making new friends, including the big area chief and his brother.  

A few weeks later, the big chief ’s brother called to say that the big chief was unwell - had sore legs and wasn’t able to walk well. They wondered 
if Cam could come and take him to the hospital. He had to delay a few days as I’d taken the car to Lichinga, but on Wednesday last week, he went 
out there to see if he could help. Before long the big chief, his wife, brother, the shehe and a couple of others had piled in the car and they 
headed off to our hospital. On arrival, the doctor put in an IV cannula, took some blood, did a malaria test and a few other tests and observations 
and then waited for results to come back.  

While the wait was on, the chief excused himself, saying he needed to go to the bathroom. After he hadn’t come back quite a while later, Cam 
went out to look for him only to be told that he’d done a runner… escaped into the village wearing only a singlet in the rain, absolutely terrified. 
Cam went with a friend to find him, called me and asked me to send our friend, the little chief, to talk him around, and then went back in to 
explain what was happening to the doctor.  

Despite numerous people trying to convince him, the big chief refused to go back in. Someone managed to convince him to wait in a little hut not 
far from the hospital while Cam waited for the medicine the doctor had prescribed. A negative malaria test and nothing remarkable in the blood 
tests - he was sent home with painkillers, antibiotics and meds to lower his blood pressure (which seems a little ridiculous because if you’re 
scared enough to run, of course you’re blood pressure is going to be through the roof !)… really none the wiser than when he arrived. We’re not 
really sure why he was so scared, nothing particularly bad happened. Cam brought him back to our house where I removed his IV cannula! He 
refused to go back in and let them take it out but was willing to trust me.  

This group of people have invited Cam to come and spend time with them and share bible stories with them. He’s working on just hanging out 
and getting to know some people first off and will take things slowly, building trust, showing people we care, and sharing God’s love along the 
way. Fear is rampant here… we’re praying for our friends to be able to say with us, “I’m no longer a slave to fear, I am a child of God.” 

For you did not receive the spirit of slavery to fall back into fear, but you have received the Spirit of 

adoption as sons, by whom we cry, “Abba! Father!” Rom. 8: 15



Paulo  

The three little boys played contentedly on the shady verandah of the small mud brick hut. Full 
of life and smiles, mischievous looks in their eyes and buys chatting away to one another, I 
heard one ask my friend’s four year old grandson, “Where’s Paulo?” Gift replied with a shrug of 
his shoulders, “I don’t know. I haven’t seen him around lately.” Hearing this, my friends gently 
asked the boys to go and play on the other side of the house. They picked up their few toys and 
moved straight away. Paulo had died 10 days before. The son of my friend and uncle to Gift 
(though only 2 years apart and the same height, they looked more like twins) had passed away 
in his mother’s arms on the way to the hospital. He’d been sick for a few days, I’m not sure 
what with, but by the time the decision was made to take him to the hospital, it was too late. I 
was returning from Malawi when I heard the news, having taken another friend to a mission 
hospital there. We drove back straight away and I went directly to the funeral. A number of 
people had gathered already. The men sat on the verandah of one house while the women 
gathered inside another. Cam met me nearby with an extra capulana and a scarf. I tied the scarf 
around my head as the tears streamed down my face and then walked past the men on the 
verandah and into the hot, dark room where the women sat. There I stayed for the next five 
hours, mourning with the women. Each time new people arrived, wailing would start again 
along with the desperate cry of a mother’s broken heart, “Mwanace jwangu, mwanace jwangu.” 
My child, my child.

Top: The men on the way to the burial. Bottom: 
Paulo on the left with his nephew Gift and 
older brother Charifo - taken earlier this year. 

“The Lord is near to the brokenhearted and saves the crushed spirit.” Psalm 34:18



Where is God?  

I recently spent the day with my friend at her farm uprooting and burying weeds - an essential task unless you want to let them take over your 
maize crop. It’s ridiculously hard work and by the end of one day, I was exhausted. At this time of year, it’s pretty much an everyday routine for 
most of our neighbours. Our day involved a 6am start, 6km walk, fetching water from the river, digging for about 4 hours, cooking lunch, eating a 
ton of ugali, collecting firewood & cassava and then a 6km walk home. As we got close to home, we talked about how difficult life here is. After 
losing her husband late last year, my friend was saying it’s particularly difficult to maintain the farm by herself but she just has to keep going. If 
she doesn’t farm, there won’t be any food and she will die. She then told me that it seems as though God has forgotten about people here... there 
is just so much suffering.  

On a Sunday morning recently, I felt God tell me to go and visit this same friend. I was tired and would have rather stayed home eating pancakes 
but I’m learning that when God says things like this, I really should listen. So I went to her house, only to find out from her children that she was 
in Lichinga - our state capital, a couple of hours drive away. She had called me earlier in the week to say she was going but had hoped to be back 
after just a day or so. I was a bit worried about her! She has no family in the city and had only ever been there once before! I asked God to help me 
find her and see if there was something I could do to help.  

I tried calling her all day but her phone was switched off. Eventually I got through and we arranged to meet at the big market. After a few phone 
calls back and forth, we finally found one another. She told me how she was having so much trouble getting her documents sorted and how she 
had run out of money and had no idea how she was going to buy food or pay for her transport home . I told her not to worry, God had sent me to 
help. I gave her some money and spent the next morning trying to help (quite unsuccessfully mind you) with her papers. When it looked like she 
wasn’t going to be able to get it done that day and I had to get back home, I had to say goodbye, feeling a bit like I’d failed. But I don’t think God 
sent me to help fix all her problems... I think he sent me there to tell her that he hasn’t forgotten about her, he loves her, there is hope. I’m 
thinking more and more that that is one of the most important things we can do here. Listen to God, see where he wants us to go, love people, 
help where we can and show them that God loves them. 

“But God, being rich in mercy, because of the great love with which he loved us, even when we 

were dead in our trespasses, made us alive together with Christ…” Eph. 2: 4-5



“He makes me lie down in green pastures. He leads me beside quiet waters. He refreshes my soul. He guides me along 

the right paths for his name’s sake.” Psalm 23: 2-3

Kwendajenda-ing 

There isn’t a whole lot to do for entertainment here in Massangulo… no shopping 
centres or cinemas or swimming pools or coffee shops or… anything really. 
Thankfully, our kids are pretty adventurous and are usually keen to head out 
kwedajenda-ing… which basically means to be out wandering or exploring or 
walking around without a specific purpose! We try to spend Saturday mornings out 
and about as a family, often taking the car out to places we haven’t been before to 
see what we can find.  

A few weeks back, we had planned to do a loop around north then in towards the 
border with Malawi and back to our house from the South. Halfway around our loop, 
we reached the “bridge” pictured to the right. There was no way around and 
certainly no getting over it so we ended up having a little picnic there and then 
heading home.  

Last weekend we drove the car to a border post with Malawi and went across on 
foot to explore the coffee plantation. Coming from Australia… the idea that we can 
both see and walk into the next country is a little mind blowing! The kids took 
their bikes and we had a great time! As well as having fun, it’s a really great way to 
get to know our district and suss out where God might take us in the months and 
years to come. 



Prayer & Praise Points 
There are quite a few prayer and praise points you can pick out from the stories above and here are a couple more.  

- We’re so grateful for an amazing team of supporters - thank you so much for enabling us to be here! 

- We’ve been able to help out a number of people recently to get access to some healthcare options that they wouldn’t normally have available. Please pray for us 
as we seek to be wise in the way we help people, to be compassionate and full of love and please pray for healing for our friends. We won’t share their personal 
details here but if you’d like to pray more specifically, please email us and we can let you know.  

- The kids are starting school officially today! They’re all starting new programs - the girls are doing Distance Ed through ACC Southlands and Jack is not officially 
enrolled anywhere but we’ve lined up an interesting program for him and a friend of ours is very kindly tutoring him in Maths! We’re still looking for some 
teachers to help out either here or in Lichinga. If you’re interested or know someone who might be suitable - let us know. You can check out some more details 
here… https://beeckbrief.files.wordpress.com/2018/02/teachers-for-mozambique.pdf  

- We are both making progress with our Ciyawo speaking and listening skills and we’re making lots of new friends all the time here in the village so that’s all going 
really well. It’s always a struggle to work out where to put most of our time and energy but in amongst what often feels like chaos… I think we’re doing ok - 
thanks God!  

- During the storm in December, our local education department suffered quite badly. They lost both their brand new office building roof and their old office building 
roof (and all of their equipment). One of the primary school classrooms was badly damaged and the entire toilet block at the high school lost the roof. Global 
Interaction has put together an emergency relief project to help get these building repaired. The Mozambican kids are due to start school today as well. If you 
would like to contribute to the project, please go to http://www.globalinteraction.org.au/support/projects/yawo/massangulo-emergency-relief  

Lots of love from the Beecks xx 


