Greetings from Shalom University, Bunia! Alegsitiegis teaching the translation studentsef, giving me some
precious breathing space, so I'm finally sittirig danewsletter. Can it really be almostiacgebstarted teaching here?
Life at USB is chaotic, in-your-face, vibradictaipe, all-engrossing, frustrating, extzangstimrivilege to be part of. Each
day I find myself stretched beyond my abitipeshit each day I'm also learning more alsqubvrcand grace at work
in my weaknesses.

= ;? Days begin early here, with the sunrise, af@amd. '3 not a surprise to hear a knock at the etrly

d as 6 o'clock, or to find my colleague’s wifinmpé@eanaize crop when | open my curtairinglandst
clucking announces the early morning arrivia¢ighti@urhood chickens in my garden for #fastoka
bean leaves. The daily chapel service is at THé& amapel “communiqués” are an indispensablaf sou
the latest campus news. This morning the deatlwitd of a prominent church leader in one of o
supporting denominations was announced. Deatysisnathe midst of life here, and funeralst can la
several days and nights. It is a social olfbgainyone with even a tenuous connectiondd fier st

e
ne@hboﬁrhoncock an‘ or their family to spend time at the funerathmyiegpects and showing their solidaritg gitbving
alarm clock relatives. Those in positions of responsikeilityspecially, find big chunks of their timeexivajo

responding to death and its aftermath.

Just before Christmas one of our students, Mdchezs studying Environmental Science, deedwafteronth-long
mysterious flesh-eating infection which stadesivaill wound. She had been sent to Kampadéa folgasatment, but was
told at the hospital there that nothing couta lferdeer. She was 22 years old, a brighingstondent, and a vibrant
Christian, a leader among her peers. Losing diéicsagor all of us to accept. Two of mguesllmade the daylong
journey by motorbike on rough roads to attendr#hénf Machozi's home village. On the wayehmiefly arrested and
detained by soldiers who were angered by ltla¢ fi@cicolleagues had unwittingly whizzed pasitilthéme soldiers were
raising the Congolese flag and singing the aatiiema) showing a lack of respect for thgir Thentwo were quickly
released when the police realised that thegturens fieom Shalom University.

It's encouraging to see how the universitngsagegputation in Bunia and beyond as aaringtigre academic standards
and Christian values are upheld. A month aigothevasmigration offices in Bunia waitingciamard which would allow
me to send my passport to Kinshasa to get ¢éneegmdmit | need. One of the officials sawuniiyl ¢46B skirt and
remarked that USB is a university where thereéigelk”, i.e. a place that “takes thingdySetiotuisned out he was
referring to the simple fact that the univepsitysréhe academic calendar fixed by the goveastireenhan starting its
terms weeks late, as is common here. The uisiadssitgerious about taking a stand agaipsibooltis become an
accepted practice in state universities, foejristdacturers to sell their lecture noteetdassin order to make money, and
to fail those students who cannot afford toeptineinases. This practice is banned at USB.

Lectures begin at 8 am, and are the high aihtdzfyefor me. | love the spirit of participdtemioperation among the
translation students, and the absence of aicerspeitit Their perceptive questions and sticlami&ributions mean that
we all learn from each other. One class oimtydriblatal poetry had the students presatitiogatr@poems and songs from
their cultures to analyse the way that po@irysseekin their communities, so that theyocarprgss poetry using natural
forms in Bible translation. We all listenetkdrdbrtiie class leader, Atumu, acted out amduiabyg that mothers in his
culture traditionally sing to their babies eatjélyem on their backs. The lullaby is ay&mehtiigy teaching the baby its
family tree. Another student, Avasoku, presemniggraising a new born baby’s eyes, whictparedctortermites’ eyes,
which represent the pinnacle of beauty inuBaliandt contrasted with lizard’s eyes, whidlseygloess. There is an
amazing richness and diversity of expressiacrfmasthe ten cultures represented by the sthidbnisey are learning to
tap into in their translation of the Biblerividege to be party to the discovery of thesesrand to see the students
developing a concern for documenting and priasgrvihg each class we get a glimpse of God's
creativity which is expressed through all siity divirese different languages and cultures.

By lunchtime, around 12.30 pm, I'm drainedy gratefet for the tranquillity of my new housedear by
its sea of maize and beans. The house is kghcantg and already feels like home. An encrououet
work has been done on it in the past three Moptrents courageously came and spent Chitstmas
in Bunia and worked tirelessly to put up selkesnd sort out broken furniture. Mum ik stil as 1

Mum with prize vegt
from the gard



write, making curtains, planting out a straatobrrgn@ helping out with administrative theks at
university. I'm very thankful, too, for Margieritgorks for me in the house, preparing deliciol
meals, washing clothes by hand, bargainingarkéhdomthe best prices, and responding to th
frequent visitors to my home, vegetable selleiknttan, people requesting employment, studer
needing help, acquaintances coming to greeamngerit®lis about my age and unmarried, which
very unusual for a Congolese woman. Like songaleg&friends, she has a dramatic story to tell
Marguerite wartime experiences. In 2002 she found heyaakkund¢ during the horrific massacre thatéook pla
in the hospital there. Her life was saved whahishie house of the missionary doctor she we
working for at that time. She eventually escajgddtkie bush and made it back to the reddyivef Bamia. This experience
has profoundly affected her understandinfeofSter Wants to stay single so that she cargivmento serving God. | am
challenged every day by Marguerite’s deep tgfeaddnce on God, and her thankfulnessftaftlife.gi

Today on the menu it's beans, celery, care¢ksafrdin my garden, with rice. | have my lepadimiedt, Kabucungu, to
thank for this bumper crop of vegetables. lddaagd family do not have a field of theicolweatie, and they need to grow
food to supplement their income. Since | hdaadntian | can manage, we've decided thatchplahbhis crops in my
garden, and | get a share of the harvest. Theayeds would rival any first prize in am flovgdis show! | have Kabucungu
to thank for many things at USB. As my headrokedepad long time SIL colleague and frisradchestant source of
encouragement and practical help to me. | agpsegsn and consultative leadership stglesdnis s Kabucungu's w

of humour, his pastoral concern and his contmiBi®@attranslation not only in his own langu@@fnono, harvesting maize
Chitembo, but into all local languages. Last aeekis family were shocked to wake up ome fioH
and find most of the contents of their house piedes) saucepans, TV, clothes, almost gueag
gone. Thieves had got into the house usingtan&eg biithe family heard a thing. We aretefury
to God that none of the family was injured. Lendeanahd the judiciary system urgentl
strengthening in Bunia. In particular theredda@ meproperly paid and trained policerfausgcéoin
the courts and for an adequate prison serviaejrsmtent people are not wrongfully impnision
convicted criminals allowed to escape.

Afternoons are often taken up with workingleritis stu their ‘mémoires’ (theses). | don't bHice aet, so we hold our
discussions in my study at home. As dusk dransundas o’'clock | sometimes go for a stlelitbetsampus. | pass the
wooden booths of the local ‘bureaux de chasgd’ Geadolese francs stacked in blocks onnkeyis,cand the motorbike
taxi drivers hanging around on the corner,ohfgpiggsomeone into town. The streets areHitiag kwosks stuffed full of
plastic bottles of paraffin, tins of powderedemiéd soap, matches, and small bags of seghr Sadhe blare out jaunty
music and one boasts a public TV where fan®@ardosatch the football, or lurid Nigerididdknand white UN vehicles
of every shape and size are part of the landse@pel Iserve as a reminder of Bunia’s redent piegibl return home at a
dignified Congolese pace, savouring the delightahf evening : the flushed pink of théndegipeas the sun goes down

2] &o& behind the mountains, the cool stillness phtithE soaring beauty of student voicesrsinging
exhilaration as a choir practises just outsimelamy i my opinion, the Congolese are the be:
singers in the world. Their rich, exuberantigsaamgoa sign of hope, a symbol of what can b
achieved in this country when God’s peopletedametheer in creativity for his glory.

for my lovely new home on the USB campus. for security in Bunia and the whole of DRC.
for the dedication of the translation students. for the establishment of justice and peaceumthe c

for faithful friends and colleagues like Kabucungu.  for wisdom and love in responding to the madg deaman

for Marguerite and the example of her faith. time and resources here.

for my parents’ visit to Bunia that USB will be an agent of hope and transfanmatio
Congolese society.

that my residence permit will be granted quickly
Kinshasa.

May God's transforming power be at work enig@01a! !
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