
Dear ones, friends and family,   October 28, 2019 
This is my interim ministry report on our team venture in North 

Africa. Names of people and places omitted, to protect the work and 
identity of local workers and the hidden fellowship groups that are 
shedding light into the M world. You get the picture. These pics are a 
poor substitute for what the eyes of our heart can see. We pray that the 
Lord will lift the veil that blinds our cousins to the Father. 

I came to Spain and North Africa with reservations about what I’d 
experience or accomplish. No one changes the world in 10 days! The 

long-term benefit of short-term mission trips is almost entirely for the team who goes. Such was the case for ten of us 

(top left, waiting for ferry to cross Straits of Gibraltar). We ride camels & visit where Mediterranean Sea meets Atlantic 
Ocean. One point of departure for “boat people,” believing “Europe is good,” is just below the spot where Sue stands 
(immediately above). A window on a world of hurt—peering over ancient walls, through closed doors, and in crowded 
marketplaces (3 pics above panoramic) open our hearts to the plight of others. The women in our group interact with 
the poor about feminine hygiene and menstrual health (not pictured). Older women (from Portland, pictured below) 
joined this venture to “prayer walk” the city and pray for us at the one legal church allowed in this city of 500,000. 

Worship is packed with refugees from 6 different North African countries joining us; it’s all in French (see Scripture). 
Living without the internet in a Third World country was frustrating for me. (I am now composing this in Spain.) I’m 

used to hearing from God in the posts and devotions of others, as if God were only in the iCloud, with no other way to 
communicate with me. Boy, was I wrong!  My own “prayer walk” with others (above left) was eye-opening. As I walk 

and watch for signs, I am encouraged 
by images of God: tea poured out by 
one waiter = outpouring streams of 
Living Water; fresh baked bread = 
Jesus as the Bread of Life; colorful 
fresh fruit = fruits of the Holy Spirit. 

With rich food to eat and after 
walking for miles, I suffer bouts of diarrhea, leaving me drained of energy, as well. I grow familiar with every “water 
closet” in North Africa and Málaga. I must get back up for tomorrow, however, as we unload 50K lbs of food from two 
semi-trucks for Málaga’s pantry, operating out of Diez42—a ministry of helps, living out Matthew 10:42, “giving a cup 
of cold water in Jesus’ name.” That about sums it up for our weekend. Next post in four days. Love & peace—Dietrich 


