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Handwritten on the first page of Hennie Keyter’s Bible is 
this hymn …

I want, dear Lord, a heart that’s true and clean;
A sunlit heart, with not a cloud between;

A heart like Thine, a heart divine, a heart as white as 
snow;

On me, dear Lord, a heart like this bestow.

I want, dear Lord, a love that feels for all;
A deep, strong love that answers every call;

A love like Thine, a love divine, a love for high and low;
On me, dear Lord, a love like this bestow.

I want, dear Lord, a soul on fire for Thee;
A soul baptised with heavenly energy;

A willing mind, a ready hand, to do whate’er I know;
To spread Thy light wherever I may go.

I want, dear Lord, a faith that looks to Thee;
To cheer the way when naught but clouds I see;

A faith sublime, a faith divine, a faith that will not fail;
To trust in Thee and over sin prevail.

I want, dear Lord, a hope steadfast and sure;
A hope that holds to things that will endure;
A hope in heaven, a hope in Thee, a hope  

that’s bright and clear;
Dispelling doubt and conquering every fear.

A Heart Like Thine © Homer Rodeheaver 1913
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Foreword by Dudley Daniel 

I have often thought that if Hennie Keyter had been alive 
a hundred years ago we would in all likelihood still see his 
life story on our bookstore shelves today, fitting naturally 
and timelessly alongside all the other books about great 
pioneers in the Lord. Hennie is a man of great vision and 
energy. 

He is fearless in the face of opposition and obstacles, 
and he has faced death on numerous occasions – even once 
in the form of a firing squad! – all because of the Gospel. 
He has been a faithful friend and partner in serving Jesus 
to my wife Ann and me, and we have felt honoured to 
know him and his family. 

I have a deep appreciation for his commitment to and 
passion for seeing nations discipled and churches planted 
and cared for across the continent of Africa and various 
other places around the world, and for his dedication to 
building His church in a Biblical way.  How we need more 
men and women like Hennie and his precious wife Rita: 
sold out to God, world evangelism, training leaders and 
church planting.  Lord raise up an army of them!

Dudley Daniel
Adelaide, Australia
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Foreword by Ray Oliver

I first met Hennie Keyter in the early 1970s when I was 
attending Bible school and Hennie was doing his stint in 
the armed forces. 

His reputation as being wild preceded him and so it 
was with great joy that we heard of his commitment 
to Christ and the radical change in him that resulted. 
Subsequently, Hennie attended the same Bible school as I 
did, and then began his ministry which has had influence 
in many nations and touched thousands of people. In the 
early years of his ministry into Africa Hennie would go 
on his own into Malawi, Mozambique, Zambia and other 
countries and spend long periods of time there. 

During this time our personal friendship had developed 
and so on one occasion, in order to keep him company and 
hopefully to encourage him, I went on a trip with him to 
Malawi. To be honest, the motive for my going was more 
friendship with Hennie than a love for the people and the 
nation, but that trip changed everything for me. It began a 
series of many trips and many adventures (some of which 
Hennie has described in this book) and covered well over 
20 years.  A heart of love for the people of Africa was born 
in me on that trip and it continues to this day. 

This has been the ministry of Hennie all of his life. 
His passion, courage, sacrifice and love for the people 
has inspired many others to follow his lead. Hennie has 
a unique God-given ministry – that of being led by God 
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through amazing ‘coincidences’ into nation after nation. 
In more recent years much of his activity has been in 
North Africa, which is not always a friendly environment 
for Christian evangelism, but his work has resulted in 
great fruitfulness. I believe the accounts in this book will 
continue to inspire many – as I myself have been inspired 
by this man.

Ray Oliver
Pietermaritzburg, South Africa 
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Introduction: The Total Package 

A wife of noble character who can find?  
She is worth far more than rubies. Proverbs 31:10

I met Hennie when I was 23 years old. I had known him for 
only a few days when he shared with me that God had told 
him I was to be his wife.

My head was spinning as I tried to focus on what he was 
saying to me. I wasn’t sure at the time if he was the man 
for me, but something about him and the way he told me 
made me at least agree to seriously consider his offer. 

After I had agreed I went down on my knees. ‘Lord, 
what just happened? Did I say the right thing? Is this really 
You?’ I asked. After all, I hadn’t heard anything myself up 
until then. 

I soon found out that Hennie was a bright and sincere 
man who heard clearly from God like no one I had met 
before. I also knew that he had been called to great things 
and to evangelize the world. He was a man filled with 
passion for God and he had a calling on his life. 

That year, in God’s providence, I had applied for 
my annual leave from my job in October rather than in 
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December as I usually did. I had met Hennie in July. In 
October he invited me to come out to his farm to stay with 
his family. During the time I was there God spoke to me as 
well and I remember one particular day clearly, when I was 
inside the house with Hennie’s mother, when I realized 
that God had orchestrated the whole thing. He had brought 
me my husband, just as I had prayed He would. 

When Hennie asked me to marry him two months later 
I asked him, ‘What do you expect of me?’ 

All I could think was: I can’t marry this guy . . . I’m not 
good enough for him. After all, I was only a girl from Reitz, 
used to a very small world. 

‘What I expect of you is to serve God,’ Hennie replied. 
He made it so easy for me to say yes. 
When we got married I knew I would sacrifice time 

with my husband for the calling he had on his life and I 
was happy to do it. There was never any pressure to be 
someone I wasn’t. I was happy to be a wife and mother 
who stayed at home and raised our children, so that I could 
release him to go wherever God sent him. 

I missed Hennie when he was away and at times I admit 
it was lonely. The life of a wife of a missionary is not for 
everyone. Many times, with the dangers that Hennie would 
be facing in the bush, I would say goodbye to him and pray, 
not knowing if I would see him again. There were many 
years when our children did not see their father often. 

Nevertheless, looking back I can say that I have had a 
blessed life and I am happy to have been given it. I have no 
bitterness or regrets over the time God has given me with 
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Hennie. Each day has been a gift. It has been easy to follow 
him because he hears God. 

God had given me my own calling to be the wife and the 
mother and the lifeline at home, so it fitted well with the 
calling Hennie had on his life. It was exactly what I wanted 
to do. 

It has been a pleasure and an honour to be Hennie 
Keyter’s wife. I love the total package. 

The greatest reward of the ministry we have been 
involved in together is that we have worked together every 
step of the way. We’ve done it all for our King and His 
Kingdom. 

Rita Keyter
Johannesburg, South Africa
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1 
Firing Squad – Mozambique, 1985 

What, then, shall we say in response  
to these things? If God is for us, who can  

be against us? Romans 8:31

I was standing trial for collaborating with the enemy, the 
military court a crude boma made of mud and grass in a 
remote area of Mozambique on the east coast of Africa. 
The principles of law and justice were not a priority for 
the commanding officer who was standing in front of me, 
now holding my fate in his hands. He was already furious 
with me. It was the second time in one day that we had 
met and his temper had not improved. We were both well 
aware that I had disobeyed his orders earlier the same day. 
Mozambique was a country ravaged by the civil war that 
had raged for years, and I understood that the chances of 
me getting a fair trial here were very slim. 

Next to me, trembling with fear, was a poor black man 
who was standing trial on the same charge. Like me, he 
had simply driven his vehicle on a road without a military 
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escort, but this had put the two of us in deep trouble. 
The several soldiers around us observing events unfold 

were obviously amused by our predicament and they didn’t 
hold back their laughter. They laughed at the unusual 
juxtaposition of a white South African man next to a black 
one, about to meet the same end for the same crime. It was 
funny to them, something that lightened their monotonous 
day spent supervising weary soldiers. 

Across from me, the commanding officer was screaming 
into his radio, talking to his superior officer in Zimbabwe. 
Even though he had turned away from me, I could hear 
him clearly and he was speaking English.

‘We have caught two drivers who are certainly 
collaborating with RENAMO,’ he said. ‘What shall we do 
with them?’

The only sound I heard after the crackle of the radio 
transmission was the soldiers laughing and jesting. I stood 
still.

‘You have done this before,’ the answer came, also in 
English. ‘It is your decision. You may execute them. It’s 
up to you.’ 

Having received confirmation of his autonomy, the 
commanding officer ended the radio transmission and gave 
a command for the soldiers to form a firing squad. Soldiers 
suddenly came to attention and did as they were ordered. 
They formed a line, uniforms straightened and guns ready. 

I looked at the big red African sun setting on the 
horizon. I thought that it would be the last sun I would 
ever see in this life and it was beautiful. 


