A SNAPSHOT OF KINSHASA:
Loud thumps on the windows of our vehicle interrupted my
(Erin’s) chain of thought as I pondered what we had gotten
ourselves into on our first drive through Kinshasa. A sort of
awareness strategy was being used by passengers of one
severely overcrowded bus where they gently thumped on the
side of our van to give the divers an indication of how much
space they had as they squeezed past us. A wide menagerie of
vehicles slowly scraped past our van, some sounding friendly
honks, others requesting we fold in their rearview mirrors (as
we were that close). Still more were inching as close as they
could to navigate whatever direction they were crawling on
the packed highway. On our first day in Kinshasa, our thirtyminute drive home from the airport took us over four hours.
The traffic jams (“les embouteillages”) are easily the most
notable aspect of living in a city with around 14 million other
people. Not an inch is spared when navigating the roads here
as motorcyclists weave around cars and traffic signals are
essentially ignored. The motorcyclists are referred to as “les
fourmis” (the ants) as they stretch the laws of physics to carry

passengers and their loads through the streets of Kinshasa.
When traffic comes to a halt, pedestrians appear in droves,
selling anything you can imagine, changing money, or trying
to hail taxis.
Somedays have become “business as usual” as we have grown
more accustomed to life on the road here. But there are other
days where I find myself wondering what in the world we
are doing here as we lumber into potholes the size of dining
room tables while onlookers stare at the “mindele” (foreigner),
likely wondering the same thing I am. Yet as I watch their
confused expressions, I am reminded of our calling to reach
the lost with the good news of Christ.
We have each processed the last few months a little
differently, coping with culture shock, the excitement of
new opportunities, painful homesickness, and the thrill of
small linguistic victories. But I find myself thankful for God’s
continual provision for our family and our ministry. He has
provided us with a deep love for the Congolese people, a
team who has graciously supported us, and a peace and
excitement about starting our ministry with MAF in this
extraordinary country.

AT THE AIRPORT
Elijah is in the process of being “oriented” to the program
as he reads operational and maintenance manuals for the
four aircraft that operate out of N’dolo International Airport.
Things were unusually slow for our first few weeks here, so
Elijah was able establish to a good operational foundation
before all of the necessary maintenance and inspections
started to pile up. We received our shipment after about two
months of living here, and he is thrilled to be reunited with
his tools and working on aircraft again after almost two years.
There are two national Congolese employees, Thony and
Wane, who are being trained as maintenance assistants, with
the hope of being certified technicians someday. Elijah will
be working with them closely in the days to come!

AT HOME

PRAYER REQUESTS:
Praise God with us that:
• Our shipment arrived, and everything is intact. We are so
excited to begin establishing our home here.
• Our French has been sufficient. We are thankful that God
has given us the ability to communicate.
• God has blessed our family with good health.
Pray with us for:
• Opportunities to continue learning French and Lingala to
interact well with the Congolese.
• Our hearts as we struggle with homesickness and the
stresses of daily life here.
• A suitable vehicle that can handle the roads here. We are
patiently waiting and searching for the right one to come
along before we purchase.

Anna and Sarah are thriving despite the enormous changes
they have undergone since leaving France. Both of them
are growing and developing, changing daily and enjoying
the constant new adventures. I am learning how to interact
with locals as life here is very interdependent. This has been
quite the test for my French comprehension, but I have
enjoyed asking questions and hearing about what life is like
here. There is always a project (or twenty) waiting around
every corner in our home. Elijah has enjoyed the joys and
frustrations of making our house into a more functional
home, but there is still a long list of projects that will keep
him busy in the months to come.

