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

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

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

� �� � � � 
���� � ! "�� 
� � � �� �

� � � �� �� �� �
� �� � 
� �
�	 � 
�

! � � � �� � ��#$ �
� �
�%&�
���������	
����	��
������
���������

�������� �
 Francine is a 23 
year-old woman who 
should be dead, but 
God is keeping her 
alive!  She miscarried 
at home when she was 
seven months pregnant 
then developed a severe infection.  She came to the 
hospital for a hysterectomy.  Three surgeries later 
to close a nick in her bowel, stool still leaked into 
her stomach.  Then she started bleeding.  After 
giving her all the blood we had, she finally stopped 
bleeding.  When she started coughing, we thought 
of pneumonia, but it turned out to be an abscess in 
her chest cavity, so a chest tube went in to fix that.  
Francine continues to fight for her life! 
 A number of times it seemed like she was 
going to die--when they couldn’t get her blood 
pressure up during surgery, when she was bleeding 
so much, when she had such difficulty breathing 
due to the abscess, and when the infection attacked 
her body.  You can call her a strong woman, a 
fighter. But I prefer to stand in awe, watching God 

perform miracles in 
her life.  Pray for Fran-
cine's healing. 
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 Part of my job involves going to the different wards, seeing how patients are doing, and observing 
the nurses.  When I walk from ward to ward, I always hear giggling and whispering.  I know the patients 
are talking about me.  The other day it was odd because a patient started taking pictures of me with a cam-
era phone (not common here).  I’m used to having people stare at me, but not snap photos! 
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 Last week two of the nurses who come 
over to watch movies, went with Kristy and me to 
Kumbya, the missionary campground.  One knows 
how to “swim,” well…dog paddle.  She doesn’t 
trust herself, so she wears a life jacket.  The other 
decided swimming would be fun but had never 
been before, so she wanted lessons.  As you can 
see from the picture, we didn’t get very far with 
the lesson! :-)  She never did get into the water!  
Maybe next 
time we go, we 
can get her to sit 
on the steps and 
put her feet in 
the water! :-)  
That will be ma-
jor progress! 

How Am I Doing On My Own? 
 Sheila's jobs that I now do take me a lot 
longer, but I’m getting along okay on my own.  
Not only am I learning about the jobs, but also 
how to communicate without words or with just a 
few words to get the point across.  Hopefully soon, 
things will become routine and take less time.  If 
you are worried about my being lonely, don’t be!!  
A. I don’t have time to be lonely, and B. I have 
lots of people coming to visit me.  I see more peo-
ple here each day than I did back home. 

Another precious pree-
mie and a new hat.  
Thank you for your 

gifts! 



�������

��������	�
�������

���������	���


�������
����������

����
����������	�

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

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

���������	�����
 It has been wonderful having my 
sister here for a month!  Before I moved to 
Rwanda, Kristy and I owned a house to-
gether.  It seemed our sink was always full 
of dishes.  So Kibogora is the perfect place 
for us to share a house.  Here the dishes are 
done every day by my cook! 
 We are enjoying nice long chats 
plus relaxing at Kumbya.  Kristy has saved me hours by setting up the 2008 
accounts I've taken over with Sheila gone.  God knew I needed a financial 
analyst to get all this figured out, so He sent Kristy! 
 The down side is I think Kristy 
brought the Western Washington 
weather with her!  It has been cool and 

wet most of her visit!  Good for 
growing crops, but don’t expect 
Kristy to have a tan when she 
returns home!  We've been 
wearing sweaters most of the 
time! 
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 Kibogora Hospital 
survived the government 
PBF inspections with a 
score of 84%.  Not too bad!  
A score of 100% means a 
perfect hospital which we 
know we don’t have, so 
84% is fine!  People here 
give me a bad time because 
I've started calling PDF files 
on the computer PBF files.  
Everyone says I must be 
traumatized from the PBF 
inspections.  :-) 
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 Today we had a class at the hospital put on by the 
government.  It was the same class I had back home at St. 
Peter's on how to treat our patients so they feel welcome and 
know they have a part in their care--only in a different lan-
guage.  The government presenter stressed that we shouldn’t 
call our patients “patients,” but "clients."  Then he gave ex-
amples of how to provide good care to the "clients" in the 
different departments like pediatrics, laboratory, administra-
tion, etc.  When the presenter came to the morgue, he asked 
how we could give good care for these "clients."  One of the 
nurses spoke up that we should first tell the “client” we're 
sorry he died.  Then after washing and dressing the "client," 
we should present him with the bill and tell him that after 
he's paid, we'll give him his body and let him go home. :-) 

Prayer Requests 
Sheila and her family 
Wisdom for me as I make the decisions here 

Praises 
Francine’s continued improvement 
A wonderful visit with my sister 
Surviving PBF! 

An original art sculpture:  Kristy’s Dishes 

A group of seven visitors from America arrived yesterday. The hospital staff 
sang and danced as they greeted Al and Louise Snyder. 


