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Dear Friends, 

Greetings from Kikongo, DRC! (Democratic Republic of Congo)  It is good 

to be back here.  A few days have passed since I arrived, and in that time I have 

received a lot of old friends stopping by to say hello.  Many of the kids around here 

have grown so much in the years Iôve been away that I have to be reintroduced to 

them.  Here at the Chapman house, I also had to be introduced to all the other 

creatures who call this home.  A five-month old otter pup, Mazu, follows my mom 

around the house, five dwarf crocodiles of various sizes share the backyard with two 

blue duiker antelope and a flock of chickens, while Jimmy the African Grey parrot 

keeps watch over the front door, mumbling to himself about the goings-on of this 

place.  Yet this is all quite normal!  Our house has always been a zoo.   

People here have heard that I have been 

working in Ethiopia and are quite curious about where 

Iôve been and about the people Iôve been working among.  As I describe the area 

around Makki and a bit of what the Mursi are like, the Congolese shake their heads.  

Why would I pass up living in the US or in Congo to go to live in such a place?  

Pictures I show are met with disbelief, that there are people like this in the world 

today.  ñYou need to make those people wear more clothes,ò they say.  ñYou need to 

civilize them!  Bring in development!ò   I am so glad that we donôt preach a gospel of 

clothes, of civilization or even development, but we preach a Gospel of new life, of 

forgiveness of sins and reconciliation with God, a Gospel for every tongue and tribe 

and nation, regardless of how clothed they are.    

My last month or so at Makki was at the tail end of the rainy season.  The 

crops were maturing, and many of the agriculture projects required minimal attention, 

so I decided to go out and do what I am always anxious to do: visit fields.  The aim of 

these field visits is twofold.  It is, first of all, to inspect the fields, to see what kinds of 

plants a family is growing, how these plants are doing and what the farmers think of 

the seed we distributed.  Secondly, it is to spend 

more time in their world, to build relationships, and 

also to learn more of the language.   
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 I loved these visits.  When I set out, I never knew what I was signing up for or who I would see, but I 

always felt my day was well spent.  I wandered through many a sorghum maze, trying to discern any kind of 

pathway on the ground.  Lithe, dark figures of Mursi women and children on wooden watch-towers, silhouetted 

against the green fields of grain kept watch against invading flocks of birds.  The sharp 

ñthwackò of a sling and shouts of  ñAraaraaraa!ò occasionally crescendoed into yells if a 

stealthy troupe of baboons was discovered raiding the field.       

As I made these visits, I 

quickly discovered that 

visiting more than one or 

two families was quite 

difficult.  Upon my arrival 

at a field, the owner would 

sit me down, disappear for 

a minute and reappear with 

her arms full of fresh corn.  

Soon there would be a 

calabash bowl full of 

roasted corn set down next 

to me with the solemn 

command, ñEat!ò Protests 

of being too full were 

futile, and I usually left an hour or two later with 

both my stomach and my backpack full of corn.  

All this eating severely limited the number of 

people I could see, but I was able to get to know 

these families a bit better and share in their joy 

over a bountiful harvest.  

After my time here in Congo, I will return 

to Makki to serve for another year.  Lukins arrived back from 

their furlough in late June, and I am looking forward to 

working alongside them when I get back.  When the small rainy 

season begins in September, we hope to plant out more trees, 

this time mostly Australian acacias.  Our hope is that these trees 

can provide enough edible seed to carry the Mursi through the 

hungry times they experience each year.   

       Thank you for your 

prayers for me as I serve in 

Makki, and for all my travels.  

Please continue to pray for my 

ministry there and for my 

improving language ability.  

Pray also for the Mursi church, 

that the believers would 

continue to grow in maturity and that they would overflow with joy as they share 

the hope they have in Christ with their own people and beyond.  It is such a 

privilege to be your representative in these places. 

                                                         Marcie 

 

 

The Mursi like to take pictures of me after I've taken 

pictures of them - which is fair. But sometimes they miss 

the part about having the whole person in the frame.                 

I liked this one. 

On top of a watchtower in a sorghum field. Notice the sling and 

ammunition in the foreground to keep the birds away. 

Oliserali, age 6. 

Behind him, his 

brother, Bargaha, is 

holding freshly picked 

sorghum. 


