
BREAKING THE SILENCE 

 

I too have a story to tell about the Hardys and the church in Mauritius, although at the time I lived 

with them, they were still part of Durban Christian Centre (from hereon referred to as DCC. (DCC 

warned the Hardys that they were in error and when they refused to listen to counsel, DCC had no 

option but to dis-associate themselves with the church in Mauritius. 

 

In June of 1986, DCC sent three young women with a passion for children, to the church in Mauritius 

to plant a Children's Church, run workshops for Children's Church workers, minister to the familes, 

preach, run a Kids Club ….. I was one of those young women - it was an amazing experience and out 

of that I believed that God was leading me to return to Mauritius during my December/January 

holiday of that year to care for the children while Miki and Audrey handled the church work. During 

this time, final preparations were being made for Jesus 1987 – a conference drawing speakers and 

delegates from France, South Africa, Reunion Island and various African countries – the start of 

everything. 

 

Shortly before I departed back home and back to my job as a lecturer at a then Technikon, I discussed 

with the family the feasibility of my returning fulltime to care for their family and handle the English 

correspondence. All parties agreed that this was certainly from the Lord and so I returned home in 

early 1987 and began making preparations. I sold my flat and my recently paid-up car. My mother was 

devestated (my father had died the previous year and she was struggling to adjust and she saw this as 

my abandoning her). However, once I had returned to South Africa, I began having second thoughts 

about going. When I indicated this to Audrey – she was on a visit to SA – she was scathing in her 

criticism of my, saying that I had given my word that I would come; how was she to trust my word if I 

could so easily back out; had I really heard from God, the children were expecting me …..... and so it 

went on. (For those who have been in a similar situation, I am sure this is familiar). I finally cracked 

under the tirade and agreed to go. 

 

So the preparations began – exporting two matresses so that I could sleep comfortably – a coir 

matress is certainly not very comfortable and began sending bedding and items from my home ahead 

of me with whoever was willing to take a case or 10 with them when they went across to the island. I 

resigned my well-paid job, sold my flat and my recently paid-up Ford Sierra and off I went in early 

December. 

 

From the start, things were so different. The first thing I was told was that I was now under their 

authority and not that of DCC and therefore I would have to prove myself before I would be permitted 

to be involved in any ministry within the church. I had requested a small salary and that was refused – 

in fact, when I left to return to SA, nothing was given and very little said – but before I landed back in 

Durban a great deal had been said to the leadership of DCC! 

 

One of my concerns prior to going and one which I discussed with Audrey was that I would be a 

servant in their home. She assured me that this would not happen and that I would be a part of their 

family. That certainly never happened - I immediately became the servant in their home. I adored the 

two girls and so anything that they required was done with pleasure as well as my involvement with 

the administrative tasks at the church office - but many other demands were placed on my – cooking, 



shopping ….. I could handle that but the verbal and emotional abuse because impossible for me to 

handle. Audrey is very domineering and controlling. She is always right, is the only one with an 

opinion and everyone else, including Miki and the leaders of the church know nothing. I was 

repeatedly told I was stupid, useless, an ***** and knew nothing. Sadly I bought into this as there was 

no support for me.  

 

As time when by, I stopped having much contact with people outside of the home as I was not 

trusted. I was accused of talking about the family and what went on in the home – no matter what I 

said or did, I was not believed. The manipulation was such that even the other young girl living in the 

home at the time turned against me. (When I arrived at the airport, she followed me into the airport 

building and asked my forgiveness for what she had done – on Audrey's instrruction!) I though that, as 

a family, we would share the Word and pray together – in the six months I lived in their home, this did 

not take place once!  

 

Complaints/references were continually made about the quantity of loo paper which was being used, 

how much food was being eaten etc etc etc. I am a big person and because of this, I was instructed by 

Audrey that when I travelled in the back of the car, I had to sit in the middle so that the tyres did not 

wear out uneverly on the one side. I remember Miki challenging her about this – we were in the car on 

our way back from Port Louis – and of course, because she is always right, she won the day. I actually 

did not want to travel in the car after that and preferred, as far as possible to walk! 

 

If anything went wrong, I was blamed, If something wasn't done, it was my fault. I would be woken 

during the night if something that was being looked for could not be found! I was shouted at, 

berated, humiliated. I can count on my one hand the number of times I was treated with love and 

respect – these occasions were either when people were around.. 

 

One of my greatest shocks was hearing Audrey berating the church leadership at a meeting one 

morning in their lounge – with Miki – talk about role reversal. I was taught that the man was the head 

of the home and the pastor was the leader of the church – certainly not so in this case. From my 

bedroom window I watched these amazing men leave on foot with their tails between their legs and 

their shoulders stooped. 

 

I was desperately unhappy but was reminded that I had given my word and that that stood. Mike 

travelled to Central Africa on a mission and during this time, I had a terrible migraine and was unable 

to open my eyes as the light hurt me. I called out for assistance as the two girls were sleeping with 

their mom. What drama unfolded – another leader was called in and there was much praying going 

on – and it was decided that I was demon possessed!!! Well, from thereon out things continued to 

disintegrate. Every night I would go to bed and think “I can't do this any more – tomorrow I'll get out” 

then I would wake up the next morning and think “This is a new day, Yesterday wasn't really so bad – 

maybe I imagined it all – it will be fine”. You see, I adored the girls and they were what kept me there 

so long. 

 

And then God stooped down and intervened in what I saw as an impossible situation. I had extended 

my stay in the country and had attempted to apply for a visa – on good authority from the Hardys 

that it was easier to get a visa within the country – not true. It doesn't work that way. Immediately 



Audrey questioned me as to whether I had wished to return home when the extention was not 

granted– when I admitted that I had, she informed me that I had brought the non-visa issue on 

myself! 

 

Once the government was on to me, I was given 24 hours to leave the country. However, that was not 

possible due to flight constraints and I left the country five days later. Not with ease! A “request” was 

made by Audrey to a high-ranking government official that he marry me. Thank goodness this 

amazing gentleman refused! Then it was suggested that I go to Reunion Island and stay with the 

pastor there and after a “reasonable time” return. The most bizarre of all was coming back in a small 

boat so that the authorities were unaware of my return! 

 

And during this time I was being trailed by a private detective – he was even at the airport on the 

Sunday evening when I flew out to ensure I was leaving. 

 

I had to leave a number of possession behind because of space constraints. Friends visiting Mauritius 

kindly agreed to bring the balance home. Imagine my shock when I unpacked and found that a 

number of my dresses and my two expensive leather handbags had not been returned! I consider that 

taking liberties. 

 

On our drive to the airport I was asked to call people in SA on their behalf. By the time I got home, 

calls had been made to these people. While I hung in the air somewhere between there and here, the 

Hardys were making sure that their side of the story was being told – that I had been a disruptive 

influence in their home and church – needless to say, I returned to a very hostile reception from the 

leadership of DCC. To this day I have never told my story to them. 

 

Is there life after an experience such as this. YES, YES AND AGAIN YES!!! 

 

I landed at around 22:30 – my mom and cousin were there to meet me. To say they were shocked at 

my condition is an understatement. I had lost a phenominal amount of weight – I had stopped eating 

much because I began to feel guilty about the food issue – I even fasted on water for 21 days! - and 

my mental state was decidedly questionable. My first few days were difficult. I was restless, felt 

trapped and was so afraid. I rushed up to Ladysmith to stay with some wonderful friends. When I 

arrived there, I discovered I didn't actually want to be there – two days later I went home. I was too 

afraid to tell anyone of the abuse which had taken place, as I had been warned to be very careful of 

the things that came out of my mouth. 

 

I had not job, no car and very little money and was unsure as to whether I would survive in the outside 

world again. I really believed I was useless, stupid and everything that had been thrown at me. But 

God had other plans. Out of the blue I received a call from a fellow colleague of mine who asked me if 

I was interested in a teaching post. I agreed to go to the interview and was employed on the spot. 

 

I am still working for the same institution but much has changed since then. I now co-manage the 

Business Studies Department of 15 staff members. I am successful and in demand in my career. I 

adopted a girl child in 1992 and this has brought much fulfilment, joy and meaning into my life. We 

worship in an amazing church where we are family. 



 

Have I seen the Hardys since? Yes, once many years ago when Cara was about 18 months. Miki was 

preaching at George Campbell High school and I popped down one evening to meet them but more 

to see my dear friend Veronique who had accompanied them. I visited them in the home of Howard 

and Michelle, more to visit with Vero than anything else. After I had seen them for a very short time, I 

realised I no longer wished to have the Hardys involved in my life. On this occasions, Audrey told me 

about a young Kloof girl who was going to live in Mauritius and teach tennis. My reaction – I wanted 

to say to her “Please don't do it. Please don't go. It is not what it seems” - but I didn't – and I carry 

that with me because I could have prevented her being hurt and abused. 

 

God has restored me but I will never forget what I endured at the hands of these people. As I read 

experiences of others, it was as though it was me. At times I tried to convince myself that I had dreamt 

it all up – it must have been in my imagination – but it is not so. Thank you for sharing your stories – it 

gave me the courage to share mine – 22 years later! 

 

For those of you who have “lost” children – I understand your pain – I lived it and it was hell. I commit 

myself to stand with you and support you in any way I can. There is life after the Hardys – ask me – I 

know!!! 

Posted: Sun Mar 07, 2010 5:32 am 

Dear Des 

 

Thank you for your boldness to come forward and share and relate your ordeal. There is an uncanny 

symptom that prevails - that of silence of those who have been hurt and derailed in their faith, and the 

sense that we are the only one - and therefore must be corrupt or indifferent or have some major 

problems going on to have been ostracized and sidelined and kicked to the curb by CTMI - especially 

after raising questions, and wanting simple answers. 

 

I have no idea who you are, but get the sense that the Lord has done a deep work in you, and that 

through incredible trust, and seeking His face you have found healing and restoration, and are once 

again in a healthy place where you are plugged in and connected to a vibrant live giving fellowship. 

 

Reading over the vast number of testimonies each one could almost be from within the same 

household, the similarities are amazing, and yet we see that there is certainly life and hope after CTMI 

- and that they are not the end all and be all sole proprietors of the gospel, maybe "a" gospel but not 

"the" gospel. 

 

Thank you for sharing your story, and for being a source of encouragement to us all, both present and 

future. Your silence has been broken, and your story has been told, may the Lord bless, strengthen 

and lead you forward in all you do. 

 

Posted: Sun Mar 07, 2010 7:04 am 

Hello Des. Thank you for coming forward and sharing your testimony with us. I can only but wonder 

how many more people like you is still out there, that have a similar testimony to tell? Your story 

confirms that which we have known all along. The erroneous teachings of CTMI originate from the 

“top”. Audrey Hardy is a very manipulative woman that has systematically interfered in people’s lives 

over the past 25 years. 

It is wonderful to hear that you are in fellowship at a loving, caring church. There is definitely life after 

living a CTMI nightmare. God bless you and take care. 

http://ctmiconcernedparents.com/phpBB-3.0.5/phpBB3/viewtopic.php?p=1177&sid=fcfee0dfb01ccde0e0e5a6ee1c034cb0
http://ctmiconcernedparents.com/phpBB-3.0.5/phpBB3/viewtopic.php?p=1178&sid=fcfee0dfb01ccde0e0e5a6ee1c034cb0


Posted: Mon Mar 08, 2010 9:25 pm 

I am so grateful to God that he has led you Alicia to share your story after all this time!  

 

I feel so grieved for the pain you have had to endure and the hurt you have carried all these years. 

Praise God that He comes with healing in His wings and has provided strength and a place where you 

feel nurtured.  

 

Sadly your story sounds familiar! Those who are not fully "sons and daughters in the house" feel the 

chilly winds of islolation or direct abuse and when you leave you are " the enemy" and "evil" and 

others are informed of this status!  

 

What continues to baffle me so is that the more we share stories like this with them, the more they say 

nothing about this. They post glowing testimonies as though that is going to change Des's 

experience? They cry "persecution" and "twisted lies". How is this dear sister sharing her story 

"persecution"? And feel free to tell her where she is lying.  

 

Lord please shed light! 

 

Posted: Wed Mar 10, 2010 8:27 pm 

Thank you for sharing that Des. I know the control, intimidation and fear that is instilled in followers of 

this group. I have been at the receiving end of the anger, the bullying, the insulting and humiliation 

dished out, mostly in public by Audrey and many others in positions of power. I have felt the pain of 

being ostracised and ignored.  

 

I also know how hard it is to break free and step outside of the nightmare, only to see how wrong it 

was and how bound up in legalism and manipulation you were. What a grace - but a real grace! (To 

coin a phrase) 

 

I recall the time you came to visit in 1992 having set up a time and how you had to wait hours for the 

shopping Mauritians to return, uncaring that they had missed the appointment with you by hours. 

 

So Des, welcome to the liberation of freedom from legalism and heresy! Know that you are precious 

and valuable to our Lord, and those who rule in anger and with malice have a greater judgement. Pray 

for them! They will need it. 

 

http://ctmiconcernedparents.com/phpBB-3.0.5/phpBB3/viewtopic.php?p=1182&sid=fcfee0dfb01ccde0e0e5a6ee1c034cb0
http://ctmiconcernedparents.com/phpBB-3.0.5/phpBB3/viewtopic.php?p=1186&sid=fcfee0dfb01ccde0e0e5a6ee1c034cb0

