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6.  PROPHETIC DECLARATIONS ABOUT THE FUTURE OF TEXAS.

EARLY EVENTS AND REVELATION ABOUT TEXAS.

I am given to dreams and visions. I dreamt during President Trumps first term, that I saw an oil tanker being tossed about, by enormous angry waves and vicious winds.in the high seas. The tanker rose on an exceptional high wave and I thought the tanker would break into two parts. Suddenly, supernaturally, the waves of the sea calmed. The vicious winds stopped and the tanker headed for the nearest harbor of calm waters. Next, I was standing on the tanker looking up to the bridge at the pilot. To my surprise Donald trump smiled at me waving his right hand. As the boat docked at the jetty, there was a large crowd watching the tanker dock. Donald Trump stepped off the boat and the crowd started to clap, whistle and shout out their appreciation for bringing the tanker into calm waters. I believe President Trump with the Lords help, will restore peace and order to the United States.

Two events happened to me in 2016. I was staying in North Carolina in Midlands; while I was there, I was doing a three-week prophetic ministry tour. I was asked to go to Pagosa Springs in Colorado, to minister. We drove through Kansas and I asked Pete, my host, to drive another way back to North Carolina, through another state. I had said that the trip through Kansas was boring, as all I could see from the passenger seat were sunflowers and windmills that generate electricity.

Colorado is a beautiful state with snow peaked mountains, rivers and unlike flat Kansas, it has many sites to see along the way. The ministry was cancelled due to the Pastor going on leave and not informing his elders that I was on the way. As a consolation and to my surprise Pete’s cousin arranged for me to minister in the Roman Catholic church which was very charismatic.

I kept asking the Lord what this trip was all about as the events happening to me didn’t make sense. I was not getting any indication from the Lord, and I have learnt to surrender to the Lord and wait patiently for His revelation.

Due to the doors closed that I could not minister prophetically we returned to North Carolina driving through New Mexico. Outside Santa Fe we stopped at a gas station for gas.

“Pete I am going into that small shop to buy us something to drink and a snack to eat.” I mentioned to Pate my intention to leave the truck.

As I put my right foot on the ground, I heard.

“I have started the process through you, and I am going to fulfill a promise I made to your great, great-grandfather!” The Lord spoke clearly into my right ear.

I got such a shock at what I had just heard, I jumped straight back into the truck and began to tremble at what I had heard. I never saw the inside of the store. I sat trembling and confused, trying to find a way to understand what I had just heard.

Pete climbed back into the truck and stared at me.

“Pastor Andre, what’s wrong? You are as white as a sheet! What’s going on?” Pete asked, surprised.

“Pete, I heard the Lord say, He has started to fulfill a promise He made to my great, great-grandfather and I have no idea what the meaning is of that statement!” I mumbled to Pete. 

We rode the rest of the way to Charlotte in silence, while I wracked my brains to find a clue to the meaning of that prophetic encounter with the Lord.

It was snowing in North Carolina when we returned and I went up to Banner Elk to spend time with my friends, Todd and Donica. I mentioned to them that where I live, we never have snow, so it was a new experience for me to see and walk in deep snow.

“Let’s teach Pastor Andre how to make a Snow Angel.” Tony, one of our friends who was visiting with us, suggested. They all agreed and they dressed me warmly and we walked out into the front garden. I had no idea what was about to happen. Suddenly these so-called friends turned me around to face them, and they then proceeded to push me backwards, onto my back in the snow. I lay there totally confused and then I heard Tony shout, “Pastor Andre, move your arms in the snow.” I did what was requested, but I had no idea why or what the purpose was of the exercise. Tony and Todd pulled me up onto my feet.

“Pastor Andre, turn around and see the Snow Angel impression, you made in the snow!” Donica instructed. They pointed out the impression I had made in the snow, and the arm movements gave an impression of wings next to my bodily impression. I was so surprised and we all laughed at the experience. Even for a serious Pastor, it is fun to play in the snow.

We went to bed early and while sleeping in Donica’s house, I had a dream. Sometimes the dreams and events in our lives don’t make sense, but the Holy Spirit always has a plan and wants to reveal His ways and plans to us.

I was still considering the prophetic event at Sante Fe, and I continued to ask the Lord to show me the meaning of His statement to me. 

That night, I dreamt I was standing in deep snow looking towards the sun setting in the far distance. I saw a figure walk towards me and only when he was close to me, did I realize he was an Angel. He was dressed in a white robe, with light brown hair and he held a long golden rod in his right hand. He said nothing but pointed his golden rod towards the deep snow that separated us. The moment his golden rod touched the snow a golden number appeared before me, rising out of the snow.

The first golden number was four. He touched the snow again and the golden number seven appeared. He did it again and a golden number eleven appeared.  More golden numbers appeared, every time his rod struck the snow. Twenty-two, Twenty-nine and Forty-seven. I had no idea what the numbers meant and before I could ask for an interpretation the Angel disappeared before me.

What was I to do with these numbers? I thought they might be lotto numbers but by playing them, I was wasting my money, and I was making my anti-gambling wife angry. At that stage I had no idea what the dream meant!
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When I returned home to South Africa, I told The Haven Home Church group about the event in Sante Fe. A week later, Denzil, one of the brothers, presented me with two books about my great great-grandfather, to help me understand the prophetic event.

The first book was ‘My Reminiscences of the Anglo- Boer War’ written by my great great-grandfather General Ben Viljoen. He continued to fight the British till the very end of the war. He was known as a ‘bitter-einde’ one who fought till the bitter end. Towards the end of the war, he was captured and interned in the British island of St. Helena.

At the end of the war, he was sent home with a British soldier to accompany him. He told the British leadership that he would divorce his wife and move away to another country to start again. They did not trust him and a British soldier had to accompany him, wherever he went. The British wanted to stop him from starting another war in South Africa. He got divorced and then settled in the New Mexico area in the United States.

The second book was ‘Boere in Texas.’ It was written by Brian M Du Toit. In this book he talks about the founding of the American Southwest Settlement.

Land was bought from Santa Fe to the Mexican border to establish alfalfa farms. The idea was that Afrikaans speaking South African farmers who lost their farms to the British at the turn of the 20th century, during the Boer war, received land which was bought in Texas for the Boere farmers.

The major propagator for the resettlement of these farmers was Ben Viljoen, my great great-grandfather. He used his war hero status to help ensure success in this endeavor. Unfortunately, he had limited success due to the pressure on the Afrikaners back in South Africa. The Dutch Reform ministers threatened, cajoled and told the struggling farmers, that they would go to hell, if they left and settled in Texas. Many were intimidated by the preachers and chose to turn down the offer my great great-grandfather had made for them. 

I understood a divine promise must have been made to Ben Viljoen, but it was never fully realized. In 2017, I knew South Africans would go back and settle in New Mexica and Texas, but at that stage, that seemed an impossibility.
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