
Dear F2F Sponsor 

The families in our F2F programme tend to be the poorest and most needy. But they are 
not helpless or lazy. They are often extremely hard-working, care for and love their children 
as best they can, and would love life to be easier. 

In this edition of Family to Family, we want to give you a sense of what life is like for fami-
lies in the countries where we work. This time, we describe the living situation of one family 
that the recent Sponsor Tour group, got to meet when we were in Moldova. 

Thank you for sponsoring and for being an important part of the answer. And best wishes 
to you and those dearest to you for 2012. 

Andrew Wilks, NZ Director, MWB NZ Office 

Summer 2011-12 
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For those who can, going 

to meet a sponsored fami-

ly (or child) is an unforget-

table experience. Visiting 

countries in Eastern Eu-

rope, seeing the condi-

tions, and seeing the 

commitment of Mission 

Without Borders’ staff 

there, will leave a lasting 

impression . These are 

not our words but those of 

the group that has just 

been in Ukraine and Mol-

dova. 

We are looking at the pos-

sibility of offering a similar 

experience in 2012, trav-

elling to another two 

countries in Eastern Eu-

rope. We will update you 

in a later newsletter.�  

������������	
�����
��	
������
��
������
��
��	

��
�������
������
����
������

The Botica family and their 7 New Zealand visitors outside their house — October 2011 

Bouncing and lurching, our van negotiates the steep, 

corrugated road. Our usual minibus can't make this road 
because it is too uneven, so we are in a smaller one. A 
row of gated fences lines one side of the white, dusty road 
and we pull up by one with unpainted, wooden palings. We 
pile off the minibus and together with two mission staff and 
our interpreter Alexandra are ushered through a narrow 
gate into the courtyard of the Botica family from Brinza, a 
village in southern Moldova.  

Ana-Emanuela — not camera shy! 

We enter to find Grandma Botica sitting on the hard ground 
beside a huge pile of sweetcorn husks, together with the 
two middle children, scraping the bright yellow kernels into 
a pot – chicken feed for the winter to come. She explains 
with gestures that she is deaf and won't be coming inside 
to join us. Shy introductions are made between the waiting 
family of six and us, seven strangers from some foreign 
land. Little Ana, aged 18 months, looks up at us, curious.  



Nicu, the father, a lightly-built man with a sun-browned 
face, looks to be about 40. His wife Angela is a few years 
younger and has a shy but sweet smile. Our own Margaret 
joins the children in scraping the corn kernels but soon ad-

mits it is a job that is 
tough on hands. We 
are taken on a tour of 
the property first, past 
their house, under a 
pergola covered in a 
grapevine with 
bunches of purple 
grapes, past a small 
pigpen, and out to the 
open section at the 

back, gently sloping down and covered in straw. The har-
vest is all but over and we can see the signs of potatoes, 
tomatoes and cabbages from earlier crops, and beetroot 
ready for digging. The view is beautiful. There is a lower 
field and house with similar fields running down to the 
greenish, tree-lined River Prut, and beyond it, the, rolling, 
sun-baked fields of north-eastern Romania – so close you 
feel you could reach them with a stone’s throw.  

Nicu, like most Moldovans in the countryside, grows what-
ever he can, with his family's help, to feed them. The 
ground is hard and dry. He tells us that there has been no 
rain for months and that this is serious for them, now facing 
winter. He also tells us through our interpreter that when 
the rain comes from the West, it sometimes brings with it 
toxic chemicals discharged into the air by a factory in Ro-
mania, and when it falls, the rain kills their plants.  

We adjourn to their house, entering through the kitchen. 
We see where Nicu has scraped back plaster from the ceil-
ing and some walls – part of his plan to renovate. The 
kitchen is small, dark and spartan. There is a large old gas 
bottle connected to a rusty gas stove. We sit around their 
sparsely furnished lounge-dining room on simple chairs 
and a bed. The wood-fired stove built into the thick dividing 
wall has been freshly painted with silver paint. Elder son, 
Vasile (14) and Valeria at first listen from the doorway, then 
come closer. 

We are told that a few years back, Nicu was desperate for 
work and went away to work in construction in Belgium for 
three years, sending back money to his wife and family. We  

Valeria and Iulian-Alin scraping off the corn 

all wonder that this must have been a difficult time for all of 
them — especially for his wife and children. Now Nicu tries 
to find occasional work to supplement what they produce 

themselves, but there isn’t 
much to be had.  

We explain that we are not 
their sponsors, but sponsor 
other children and families: 
their sponsors live in New 
Zealand too. They ask us 
about life in New Zealand and 
so we tell them where New 
Zealand lies, with the aid of 
our deflating “beachball 
globe”, and tell them a little 
about sheep and dairy farm-
ing, horticulture, sea and 
mountains. 

We produce some bags 
of groceries that we 
have bought at a super-
market in Cahul, the 
regional main centre, 
where we were staying 
overnight. Flour, sugar, 
oil, toiletries, chocolates 
and various other ne-
cessities. Little Ana spots the biscuits and holds out her 
hand. Her daddy opens them and lets her take one. She 
amuses us by feigning to offer an already-nibbled biscuit to 
her siblings and to us and then pulling her hand back, 
keeping the new one for herself. Angela brings in bunches 

of grapes that 
she has washed 
in a bowl out-
side and passes 
them around. 

With the talking 
over, we go 
outside and 
take some pho-
tographs "for 
their sponsors". 

Outside in the courtyard Grandma Botica is still scraping 
the corn kernels and doesn't want to join us for photos. 

The dappled sunlight coming down through the grapevine 
outside makes taking good photographs difficult, so we 
take lots. Angela puts more bunches of grapes into a plas-
tic bag for us to share on the return journey to Chisinau. 
They all come to the van with us outside and we squeeze 
back in, waving goodbye to the family standing at the gate. 
Such meetings always leave us thoughtful. Life for families 
like this is a struggle and they appreciate the help that they 

are given by the Mission.�  

Tree-lined Prut River and Romania lying beyond Mrs Botica Senior: ”I’m fine 
here — you go ahead”!  

Grapes in abundance 

Vasile and 
Valeria  

observe  


