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To the Cuban Exiles and Al Larson : 

 

We would like to share some information about ourselves and say 

Thank you  
F or your bravery  

and for saving our lives at KM 8, 

Kisangani, Congo 

 

From the rescued survivors of Kilometer 8 
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2 

 

Background 

   In 1960 Belgium had given Congo (Dem. Rep. of Congo) its independence, but most Congolese opposed the newly 

installed government believing it was supported by the West and civil war ensued.  Fidel Castro used the 

opportunity to launch a military expedition ǘƻ /ƻƴƎƻ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƻǊǘ Ƙƛǎ /ǳōŀƴ ǊŜǾƻƭǳǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǇƭƻƛǘ /ƻƴƎƻΩǎ ǊƛŎƘ 

resources. By the later part of 1964 the country was an East-West, Cold War battlefield. Many countries were 

ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŦƭƛŎǘ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ /ǳōŀΣ ǘƘŜ {ƻǾƛŜǘ ¦ƴƛƻƴΣ ¢ƘŜ tŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ wŜǇǳōƭƛŎ of China, the United States 

(represented by military advisers, the CIA and Cuban exiles), Belgium, France, the United Kingdom, and several 

African countries. Stories of inhuman brutality by Communist trained Simba (Swahili for Lion) rebels against white-

skinned civilians began to surface and the taking of hostages and killings occurred in central and eastern Congo. 

   On November 24th, 1964, two groups of people were miraculously brought together at a place called Kilometer 8 

just outside of Kisangani (Stanleyville). One group was the 25 missionaries that had been under house arrest for 

several months and now were trapped as hostages of the Simbas at the headquarters of the Unevangelized Fields 

Mission (UFM) 8 kilometers north of Kisangani. 

   The other group was the special operations /ǳōŀƴ ŜȄƛƭŜǎ ƭŜŘ ōȅ /L!Ωǎ wƛǇ wƻōŜǊǘǎƻƴ. These men were willing to 

fight communism anywhere in the world and were brought to Congo under tƘŜ /L!Ωǎ Ǉƭŀƴ ǘƻ ǊŜǎŎǳŜ ¦{ Embassy 

personnel in Kisangani.  The Cuban exiles, when asked by UFM Field Leader, Al Larson, to rescue the missionaries 

including his wife and small daughter, agreed to undertake the rescue attempt. With Al showing the way, the 

Cubans bravely launched out with guns ablaze beyond the safety of Kisangani within hours ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴΩǎ liberation 

from rebel forces.  24 of the 25 missionaries were rescued and brought back to Kisangani airport to be flown to 

safety. Missionary Hector McMillan was killed just 2 hours before the rescuers arrived. ¢ǿƻ ƻŦ IŜŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǎƻƴǎΣ YŜƴ 

and Paul were wounded at the time their father was killed. Two members of the rescue team were wounded prior 

to the rescue mission but went along anyway and one team member was wounded during the rescue. 

   So now almost 47 years later, a book entitled, Cold War in the Congo, by Frank Villafana, about the confrontation 

of Cuban military forces in Congo and the significant role played by the anti-Castro Cuban exiles in the Kisangani 

rescues, is read by Janet Ray of Miami who begins the process of bringing the two groups together.  

 

 

Cuban exiles in 

Congo
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Rescued Survivors of KM 8  KM 8 Rescuers  

  
Olive Bjerkset h* Rip Robertson* 

Lois Carper*  Al Larson  

Marilyn Carper (Wendler)  David Grant * 

Muriel Davis Santiago Arguelles  

Steve Davis  Alcio Calas  

Beth Ann Da vis Alfredo Fernandez 

Mina Erskine  (Allan)  Conrado Fernandez 

Jean Larson Felix Fuentes 

Carol Larson  (Urquhart)  Orlando Garcia  

Bob McAllister  Jose Gonzalez Castro  

Alma McAllister*  Jose Hernandez 

Bill McAllister  Gu illermo Lazo 

David McAllister  Pedro Lopez 

Ruth McAllister (Reynard)  Ricardo Morales Navarrete 

Ione McMillan* Manuel Rivero 

Ken McMillan  Jorge Rodriguez 

Paul McMillan Andres Romero 

David McMillan  Jorge Silva  

John McMillan  Juan Tamayo 

Steve McMillan   

Tim McMillan   

Thelma Southard   

Lar ry Southard   

Viola Walker*  

 

*known to be deceased 
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Marilyn Carper (Wendler) 
 

 

Marilyn Carper Wendler (2nd from left) with her extended family 

My mother, Lois, and I were in the group rescued from 
Km. 8 outside of Stanleyville on Nov. 24, 1964.  My 
father, Del Carper, was in the group of hostages at the 
hotel in downtown Stanleyville.  They subsequently 
returned to Congo and served as missionaries there until 
1974.  They then served together in France as 
missionaries until 1986 when my mother, age 59, died of 
leukemia.  My father continued serving in France until 
his retirement in 1992, age 67.  He will be 86 in 
CŜōǊǳŀǊȅΣ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘƭȅ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƛƴ ŀ ǾŜǘŜǊŀƴǎΩ ǊŜǘƛǊŜƳŜƴǘ 
home in Chula Vista, CA.   
  
My husband, Bruce, and I live in Burbank, CA.  We have 
3 grown children and 4 grandchildren (the last one was 
ōƻǊƴ ƛƴ WǳƴŜ нлммΧŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻǘƻ ƛƴ aŀȅ нлмлΗύ  Our 
daughter and son-in-law live in Louisville, KY and have 
the four children.  Our middle son is finishing emergency 
medicine residency in preparation for medical missions 
work in Burundi.  Our youngest son and daughter-in-law 

live in San Diego, CA. He is an accountant and she is an RN.   
  
Realizing the sacrifice people made to deliver me and my family from the Simba Rebellion has always been a poignant reminder 
of the sacrifice Jesus made to deliver me from the eternal consequences of my own rebellion and sin.  THANK YOU to all the 
brave soldiers and THANK YOU, JESUS! 

Del Carper 
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The Davis Family  

    For Muriel the experience with our UFM friends at Km 8 will never be 

erased from her mind. The details that she shares with me from time to 

time are always illuminating. Not having been on the spot (Chuck was 

being held hostage in Stanleyville at the time.-Ed.), I have no mental 

images to retain only the memories however clouded by the mists of 

time that Muriel has shared with me. Steve shared some things with me 

recently of how he acted in the trailer being drawn by the jeep in which 

soldiers were making their way through a fire fight with rebel Simbas 

trying to get back into the relative safety of Stanleyville. Most of this 

took place after or simultaneously with our experience in the city with 

the Stanleyville massacre. 

    We are forever grateful for the life threatening commitment of these 

Florida Cubans without whom our families may have been lost. Let me 

give you a bit of insight on how they got there. I'm sure you know all 

this but I've not had occasion to put this in writing recently.  After the 

Stanleyville massacre and the death of Dr. Paul Carlson we were freed 

by the Belgian para-commandos from our closet tomb with a glass door 

where God miraculously hid Al Larson, Del Carper and myself while the 

rebels where hunting out those who had dispersed from the street 

during the massacre. When the commandos released us we were 

brought under heavy guard to the airport where I was collared by an 

American Major who had been sent to be sure that American hostages 

were gotten safely from the city. Al and Del saw me being brought against my will to the plane for evacuation and they 

turned and ran. It was then that the Cuban ground forces were just coming into the city after having been detained by 

a rebel ambush outside the city to the South. Al convinced them somehow, despite the language barrier, to drive out 

to Km 8, to get the families out. The rest is the history that you McMillan boys know more about than I. 

    After leaving Stanleyville we were home for two years during which the Lord opened so many opportunities to 

present the glow of His glory in the darkness of the Simba enterprise. In 1965 I had traveled 115,000 miles and 

preached or taught over 350 times. Then we returned to work in Switzerland to work with a French church where we 

had originally learned our French. It allowed me to deepen my knowledge of the language and though we didn't know 

it the Lord was preparing the both of us to return to the Congo after we had been there for one and half years. In all 

we spent 14 years committed to the Congo and the seminary before the mission Africa Inland Mission asked us to 

come home and represent the mission's interests in the campus world. Our search was to find the best folks to export 

into the many needs of our work in Africa. Later because I had so many church meetings apart from my campus work 

the mission changed the title to National Representative which I did for 30 years. I missed Congo and the people and 

the growing needs of the seminary but the mission felt it was a better use of the gifts God had planted in me to speak 

to the student world about missions than to train African church leadership. Because we wanted to go back it made us 

more diligent in communicating our love for the work. Now of course we are retired after having worked 47 active 

years with the mission. 

                                                                                                                          Love, Chuck and Muriel Davis 

Chuck Davis and his wife Muriel with their two 

children, Beth Ann and Steve (circa 1964) 
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Carol  Larson (Urquhart ) 

   Please extend my utmost thanks to them (Cuban exiles) for saving my life. There are no words to 

honestly say that express my gratitude. I suppose all I can say is that without their help, I cannot be sure 

that I would have my beautiful daughter today. So please give them a hug from a baby they took out of 

harm's way who now has raised her own. I am attaching a photo of my girl.  

Thank you, 

Carol

18 year-old Glenna Urquhart Al Larson with her daughter, Carol 

Glenna with her grandparents, Jean and Al Larson 
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The McAllister Family  

 

 

 

 

The McAllister family would like to collectively thank you for rescuing us on Nov. 24th, 

1964.  You risked your own lives to save us and for that we are forever grateful. While 

our lives have been varied and different, we all share the same experience and memories 

of those days in the Congo.  We will never forget those missionaries and Congolese 

friends who did not survive those awful days and for the past 47 years, we have always 

wondered why.  Yet, we know that ultimately, God is God and we are simply His people.  

Life can be difficult and hard to understand and often we need others to help us 

through.  That day you all appeared at Km 8 was such a time.   

We needed your help, and you were there ð thank you! 

It is amazing that we have connected again after all these years.  God bless you! 
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Bob and Alma McAllister  

 

 

 

 

 

Bob and Alma were in the group you rescued.  Alma was a mid-wife and actually went out at nights from 

the compound into the forest to check on women in labor and even to deliver babies.  One night she left to 

deliver a baby only to find a hut full of Simbas with guns and knives.  They told her they would watch while 

she delivered the baby but that she needed to know, they did not want anything to do with the 

ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴŀǊƛŜǎ ƻǊ άǘƘŜƛǊ DƻŘέΦ  ¢ƘŜ ōŀōȅ ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴ ς dead!  Alma explained the situation to Bob who had just 

arrived breathless from running through the forest to find her!  He held the baby in his arms and simply 

ǎŀƛŘΣ ά[ƻǊŘΣ ȅƻu have heard what has been said.  We believe you ARE God and we ask that you show it here 

ǘƻŘŀȅΗέ  ¢ƘŜ ōŀōȅ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƪƛŎƪΗΗΗ  ¢ƻŘŀȅΣ ƘŜ ƛǎ ŀ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊŜŀΦ 

Alma passed on in 2007 after over 40 years as a missionary.  Bob, Alma, Billy, David, and Ruth spent 10 

years speaking at various meetings and church services in Ireland, UK, Europe and the US.  They sang 

ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǊŜŎƻǊŘŜŘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ŀƭōǳƳǎ ŀǎ ά¢ƘŜ aŎ!ƭƭƛǎǘŜǊ CŀƳƛƭȅέΦ  ¢ƘŜƛǊ ƳƛƴƛǎǘǊȅ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ 

thousands of people around the world ς people would come to see the family singing together and each 

time, the story of 1964 would be told in memory of those friends who died there. 

Bob is still living in Northern Ireland and is 85 years of age.  He continues to tell the story and speak at 

meetings and church services.  He is a blessing to all he meets and continues to be an example and mentor 

to his family.  Bob and Alma were great friends of Ione and Hector McMillan.  On the day you came to 

rescue us, Bob and Hector stood together facing the Simba guns.  Hector was shot to death and Bob was 

ƎǊŀȊŜŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜŘΦ Iƛǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ {ƛƳōŀǎ ǿŜǊŜΣ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƘƻǘ Ƴȅ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΗέ 

 

 

 

Bob and Alma 
Bob today 
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Billy (William) McAllister  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ά.ƛƭƭȅέ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǊ ΨƪƛŘǎΩ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇƻǳƴŘΦ  IŜ ǿŀǎ мнΦ  IŜ ǿŀǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ aŎaƛƭƭŀƴ άōƻȅǎέ 

and with the older boys, had some responsibility to keep the younger ones in order and safe from harm.  

.ƛƭƭȅ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎǘƻƻŘ άǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƛƴ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘέ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ aŎ!ƭƭƛǎǘŜǊǎ ǘƻ .ƻōΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŜŀŎƘ Řŀȅ ǿŀǘŎƘed 

anxiously as his dad would meet the Simbas in the driveway and worried as his mother would leave the 

compound to help Congolese women in the forest ς wondering if he would see her again.  His younger 

siblings, David and Ruth, did not have the same worries as Billy carried the burden for them 

Since those days, Billy has completed a B.D. degree and a Dip. of Social Anthropology at Queens University, 

Belfast, and completed a Ph.D. at the University of Aberdeen, Scotland.  His thesis was a study of the 

history of the church in Eastern Congo.  Billy married Norma, a nurse and midwife and together they 

served in the Congo as missionaries with the World Wide Evangelization Crusade (WEC), Compassion 

Canada, and Christian Blind Mission International.  Billy and Norma have four children: Kerry is living in 

Dubai with her two children, Rosheen and Maeve, and her husband, Kieran. Keith is a famous painter of 

African wildlife and a photographer for various mission organizations 

[http://www.natureartists.com/keith_mcallister.asp ].  Cheryl is living in England and is getting married 

next year.  Adrian lives and works in Cambridge, England, and is a musician. 

Currently, Billy and Norma live in England where Billy is UK Director for Christian Blind Mission and Norma 

is the general manager of a hospital [ http://www.cbmuk.org.uk/ ] . 

 

 

 

Billy, Keith and Norma 

Grand-daughters, Maeve 

and Rosheen 

Kerry Kieran 

Adrian 

Cheryl 

http://www.natureartists.com/keith_mcallister.asp
http://www.cbmuk.org.uk/
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David McAllister  

 

 

 

 

 

 

David was 10 when you all came to rescue us.  He was shelteǊŜŘ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ƻƭŘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ άōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘέ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ 

ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ  {ƻΣ 5ŀǾƛŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǿŀȅǎ ǘƻ ƻŎŎǳǇȅ Ƙƛǎ ƘƛƎƘ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǉǳƛǎƛǘƛǾŜ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΦ  IŜ ŀƴŘ ά{ǘŜǾƛŜέ 

aŎaƛƭƭŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƳƛǎŎƘƛŜŦ ƻƴ ŀ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ ōŀǎƛǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŜǎǘŜŘ !ƭƳŀΩǎ ŀƴŘ LƻƴŜΩǎ ǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜ ƻƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ 

oƴŜ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴΦ  Iƛǎ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǎǳƴƴȅ ŀƴŘ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŎƘŜŜǊŜŘ !ƭƳŀΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘǳƎŜ ǎƳƛƭŜ 

and warm hug.  David was always a source of comfort and joy and had an incredible love for people ς 

particularly those in need or harm. 

Since the rescue ƛƴ мфспΣ 5ŀǾƛŘ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ vǳŜŜƴǎΩ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ ƛƴ .ŜƭŦŀǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ .ŀŎƘŜƭƻǊ ƻŦ !ƎǊƛŎǳƭǘǳǊŜ 

degree and began his work in the Congo working with agricultural projects. He married Sabine, after 

meeting at Bible School in France, and together they had four children and worked for many years in the 

Congo and Kenya with Compassion International and Christian Blind Mission.  They now live in N. Ireland 

and there, he is Irish director for Christian Blind Mission and Sabine was worked tirelessly in peace and 

reconciƭƛŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ά¢ǊƻǳōƭŜǎέΦ  ¢ƘŜƛǊ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ǎƻƴΣ 5ŀƴƛŜƭΣ ƛǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƴŜȄǘ ȅŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ 

lives in England.  His has worked for several years with the Irish Heart Foundation.  Philip is also now living 

in England and is a physical trainer and rugby player and has been involved in several mission projects 

using sports to reach children and youth.  Patrick plays rugby for the Ulster team and is involved in the 

/ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ !ǘƘƭŜǘŜΩǎ !ǎǎƻŎƛŀǘƛƻƴ ώ http://talkingrugbyunion.co.uk/pro12/irish-teams/ulster/patrick-

mcallister-profile ] .  Christina is at university studying nursing like her Granny Alma. 

David continues to travel around war torn and violence-ridden areas of the world bringing hope and help 

to thousands with his work with CBMI [ http://www.cbm.ie/  ] .   

 

 

 

David and 

Sabine 

Phillip, Patrick and 

David 

Daniel, David, Sabine, Patrick, Phillip, and Christina 

http://talkingrugbyunion.co.uk/pro12/irish-teams/ulster/patrick-mcallister-profile
http://talkingrugbyunion.co.uk/pro12/irish-teams/ulster/patrick-mcallister-profile
http://www.cbm.ie/
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    Memories of David McAllister of the rescuers on Nov. 24th, 1964: 

 

 

o As a 10 year old, I was enthralled how they (the rescuers) jumped off the vehicles and 

equipment belts and guns and bullets and "secured" the area by crouching behind the four big 

trees in the driveway with guns pointing to the forest while the commanding officer came 

striding down the pathway to meet Dad (Bob McAllister). 

 

o I remember standing beside Dad and was captivated and scared of this huge commanding 

ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ɉÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á 4ÅØÁÎ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ Á -ÁÊÏÒ ) ÔÈÉÎËȣȩɊ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ ͼ ) ÈÁÖÅ 

something for you kid" and he opened his ammo pouch (I was really scared) and he pulled out a 

Hershey chocolate bar! 

 

o I distinctly remember three vehicles, one pick-up and two jeeps, the jeeps had trailers 

 

o I remember I was annoyed they put me in a jeep to sit on ammo boxes under the machine gun 

but what I really wanted was to sit in the trailer as it would be swinging a lot during the drive! 

 

o I remember sitting beside Steve (McMillan) on top of the ammo boxes and I distinctly 

remember the powerful "thud, thud, thud" of the heavy machine gun as the man fired the 

whole way in to Stanleyville 

 

o I remember seeing mud huts disintegrate as he shot them up on the way in to town. 
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Ruth McAllister (Reynard)  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ruth was only 4 when you rescued us that day.  She remembers leaving her doll behind and the dog!  She 

also remembers that her best friend was Larry Southard, also rescued that day and who was 3.  While the 

ōƛƎƎŜǊ ƪƛŘǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǘƘŜȅΣ ƴŜǾŜǊǘƘŜƭŜǎǎΣ ŦƻǳƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

attention.  One was the day when they were outside at the side of the house and came running back in 

ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎΣ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ƘŀǘǎΗΗέ  ¢ƘƻǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ {ƛƳōŀǎ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ 

war and who had come to shoot everyone.  Moments later, Ruth and Larry were lined up with their 

families and faced the firing squad. 

{ƛƴŎŜ мфспΣ wǳǘƘ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜŘ ŀ .Φ!Φ ƛƴ [ƛǘŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ [ŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ŀǘ vǳŜŜƴǎΩ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΣ .ŜƭŦŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŀƴ 

M.Ed. and Ph.D. in Education from the University of Toronto.  Ruth met Andrew (Andy) who was from 

England and they married and had four children.  Together, while in full time church ministry, they have 

lived in Germany, Canada, and the US.  Andy, who has an M.Div. degree was a pastor for 20 years and he 

and Ruth have been involved in various church and community projects; helping marriages and families 

through counseling and support. Hannah, their eldest daughter is married to Cam. She is in medical school 

ŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ŀ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ά!ƭƳŀ aŎ!ƭƭƛǎǘŜǊ /ŜƴǘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ IŜŀƭǘƘέ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴƎƻΦ  tŀǳƭ ƛǎ 

married and he and his wife, Stephanie, have a baby son, Luke.  Paul and his brother, Stephen (both 

college athletes), started the Sports4Hope organization to bring peace and reconciliation through sports 

and peace education to children, youth and communities in war-torn areas of the world 

www.sports4hope.org .  Stephen is headed for the Congo this fall with Sport4Hope and their initial project 

is in the Bunia area of Eastern Congo.  Bethany is studying elementary education at Belmont University in 

bŀǎƘǾƛƭƭŜΣ ¢bΦ  {ƘŜ ƛǎ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ŀ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΩǎ ǘǊƛǇ ƴŜȄǘ ȅŜŀǊ ǘƻ ŀƴ ƻǊǇƘŀƴŀƎŜ ƛƴ ¦ƎŀƴŘŀΦ 

 

 

 

 

Andy and Ruth 

Grandson, Luke 

Bethany, Paul, Stephanie, 

Hannah, Cam, and Stephen and 

Chloe, the dog 

http://www.sports4hope.org/
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Personal letter to Al Larson from the McAllisters: 

 

Dear Al, 

It has been many years since we were all together and much has happened.  Recently, we have been 

reconnected, as you know, with the group of Cuban commandos who came to rescue as that day at Km 8.  

We would love to be with you and them on Sept. 29th as you reunite.  What a reunion!! 

While we cannot be there in person, please know that we send our thanks to the group and we would also 

ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÒÁÖÅÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÒÁÇÅ ÉÎ ÁÒÒÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÏÕÒ ÒÅÓÃÕÅȢ  /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÁÓ ËÉÄÓȟ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

really know the full impact that was going on, however, now as adults, we realize the stress you must have 

been under and the great wisdom, innovation, and boldness you demonstrated that day in working out 

the details of our rescue.  We owe you so much and we (and our children and their children) are eternally 

grateful! 

$ÁÖÉÄȭÓ Ï×Î ×ÏÒÄÓ ÁÒÅȟ Ȱ)Ô ÓÔÒÕÃË me yesterday very forcefully that we owe it all to Al Larson....it must 

have been very hectic and chaotic in Stanleyville that day and he had gone through his own incredible 

trauma....his wife and child and friends were somewhere in the jungle and I cannot even imagine the 

turmoil this young man was going through as he tried to get a military force put together to come rescue 

us....at this event when you are all thanking the rescuers please, please, go to Al and thank him personally 

and very sincerely from ÍÅȢȱ 

7Å ÁÌÌ ÁÄÄ ÏÕÒ ÔÈÁÎËÓ ÔÏ $ÁÖÉÄȭÓ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÁÎÄ ×ish we could deliver them in person. 

 

God bless you! 

The McAllisters 
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The McMillan Family  

 
 
        McMillan family in 1963  (front row L-R), Ken, John, Steve, Tim, (back row L-R), Hector, Ione, David, Paul 

   The above photo may be the only one available that shows the entire McMillan family within two years of the time 

Hector was killed.  It is certain that Ione, if she were still with us, would have loved to meet our rescuers again and 

thank them personally.  

   But 47 years has brought a lot of changes in each of our lives and those of us that remain on this earth are happy 

to share with you our family information, our thoughts, some photos of our families and projects, and especially our 

gratefulness and thanks to the Cuban exiles and Al Larson for your courage and bravery in coming out to KM 8 to 

rescue us. 

   November 24, 1964 will remain one of the most pivotal and fateful days in all our lives. As Al Larson said to Chuck 

Davis just as they awoke as ƘƻǎǘŀƎŜǎ ƛƴ YƛǎŀƴƎŀƴƛ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘ ǇƭŀƴŜǎ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊƘŜŀŘΣ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ 

it,έ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƘƻǳǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΦέ  And what a story it is. 

From the McMillan family ς THANK YOU. 
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Ione McMillan  

Ione McMillan passed away in 1976 but she was a prolific writer and her inspirational life is documented in her many letters to 

family and supporters. After the death of Hector, her loving husband and father to the 6 boys in 1964, she began to write her 

own story. Her story is being formally prepared for public reading but the McMillan family would like to share an excerpt of her 

account of November 24
th

 from her writings as follows: 

 

MARTYRED AT KILOMETER 8 

Ch. 6 - NOVEMBER 24  

 

(Readers should note that Ione refers early in her writings to KM 8 rescuers as mercenaries, not knowing at the time that they were in fact, Cuban exiles.- Ed.)  

 WŀƳŜǎ IŀƳƛƭǘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ tǎŀƭƳǎ млсΥооΣ άΧƴƻ Ƴŀƴ Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ ƻƴ ŀƴȅ ŘŀǿƴƛƴƎ Řŀȅ ōǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ that day be the most trying day in all 

his life; how wise ǘƻ ǇǊŀȅ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŎŜŀǎƛƴƎΣ ά¦ǇƘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŀŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǳƴǘƻ ¢Ƙȅ ǿƻǊŘǎΦέ 

ά5ǊƛǇΗ 5ǊƛǇΗ 5ǊƛǇΗέ [ŜŦǘ-over rain fell from the umbrella-like clusters of parasolia swinging toward the early morning sun. Sleepy jungle parrots 

stretched themselves, and lifted their grey and red wings to flap with strident screech ineptly across the grassy mission compound. 

It was November 24, 1964, and the McMillans were beginning their 112
th

 day of house arrest under the rebel government. Our sleeping 

ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ΨƘŀƴƎŀǊΩΣ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ spreading cement block and rammed earth building which had formerly been an old furniture 

ΨƳŜƴǳƛǎŜǊƛŜΩΦ ¢ƘŜ ΨƘŀƴƎŀǊΩ ǇŀǊŀƭƭŜƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŀŎƛƻǳǎ Ƴŀƛƴ ǎǘǊǳŎǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴŜǾŀƴƎŜƭƛȊŜŘ CƛŜƭŘǎ aƛǎǎƛƻƴΣ Ŧƛve miles outside 

of Stanleyville, Republic of Congo, now called the Democratic Republic of Congo. 

My Canadian husband looked up lovingly at me from where he was sitting on one of the two camp cots, which belonged to Ken, aged 17, and 

tŀǳƭΣ ŀƎŜŘ мсΦ IŜŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƭƻƴƎΣ ƴƻǿ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǘƘƛƴΣ ƭŜƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƴŜŀǘƭȅ folded back so as not to have his feet trodden upon by the troup around him. A 

cluster of boyish legs in khaki shorts filled the tiny aisle between us. 

I breathed deeply, feeling the fresh tropically-warmed breeze through the louvered glass windows, and then sat down carefully on the sunny 

side of the tucked-in blanket of 13-year-ƻƭŘ WƻƘƴΩǎ ōŜŘΦ Iƛǎ Ŏƻǘ ŦƛǘǘŜŘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ мр-year-ƻƭŘ 5ŀǾƛŘΩǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǿƛǘƘ 

their heads together. 

Hector was checking his little notebook which contained the Bible verses claimed each day for his six sons. He observed with satisfaction that 

the total of verses for the past three years was now up to 6,000. His leather-bound Bible was lying in his lap. Familiarly adjacent was an over-

sized worn copy of Martƛƴ [ǳǘƘŜǊΩǎΣ άwŜŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴέΣ ƛǘǎ ǉǳƻǘŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘƭƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǿŜŜƪǎ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇΦ 9ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ 

pre-ŜƳƛƴŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǊŜŦƻǊƳŜǊΩǎ ǇǊŀȅŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ǘǊƛŀƭΥ ά5ƻ ¢ƘƻǳΣ Ƴȅ DƻŘΣ ǎǘŀƴŘ ōȅ ƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ wisdom and 

ǊŜŀǎƻƴΦ hƘΣ Řƻ ƛǘΗ {ǘŀƴŘ ōȅ ƳŜΣ ¢Ƙƻǳ ǘǊǳŜΣ ŜǘŜǊƴŀƭ DƻŘΗέ 

Hector was opening the Bible as I considered our family of boys. From Tim, aged 10, to Stephen, almost 12, around the cluster of legs and 

eager faces. Genesis 42:11 came to mind ς ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƻƴŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƻƴǎΤ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǘǊǳŜ ƳŜƴΣέ ŀƴŘ L ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǎƛȄ ǘǊǳŜ ƳŜƴ 

of God. 

The Lord had sent us six little men in the midst of a 20-year missionary career. When it was evident that ours were all boys, Hector decided 

that this was because of the shortage of men on the mission field. Like the two famous missionary brothers, Drs. Don and Dick Hillis, ours 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ άǊŜŀǊŜŘέΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ άŎŀƭƭŜŘέ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴŀǊƛŜǎΦ 

άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǊŀƛǎŜ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴŀǊȅ ƳŜƴΣέ IŜŎǘƻǊ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŜǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ Řƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘΦ Iƛǎ ǘƻƻƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ άǊƻŘέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

άōƻƻƪέΣ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǎǘƻǳǘ ǎǘǊŀǇ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ DƻŘΩǎ ƻǿƴ Iƻƭȅ ²ƻǊŘΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǿŜƭƭ-behaved chiƭŘǊŜƴΣέ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƘŀŘ written comfortingly upon receiving the announcement of the sixth. So I 

decided that they must be well-ōŜƘŀǾŜŘΦ !ƴŘ L ǎǘƻƻŘ ǿƛǘƘ IŜŎǘƻǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ Ǉƭŀƴ ŦƻǊ άƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǘέ ƻōŜŘƛŜƴŎŜΦ 

Such obedience was paying off in time of stress. The discipline required by our captors was of the άƻōŜȅ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƭŀǘŜǊέ ǘȅǇŜΣ ŀƴŘ 

ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜōŜƭǎΩ ǳƴǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭŜƴŜǎǎ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ǘƻ ŜȄǇŜŎǘΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǳƭǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ŀƭŜǊǘƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ a genuine 

thrust that the Lord would never make it too hard. 

Hector sensed my thoughts concerning the boys and his warm hazel-brown eyes were misty as he confidently opened the Bible. 

But before he could read the first word, we hear the sound of the airplanes. 
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ά! ǇƭŀƴŜΗέ YŜƴ ŎǊƛŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƎǳŀǊŘŜŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΣ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜōŜƭǎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΦ IŜŎtor laid his Bible on the bed as we moved quietly in a 

ƎǊƻǳǇ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǳƴŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ΨƘŀƴƎŀǊΩΣ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ŜȄƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ǎŀǿ aǳǊƛŜƭ 5ŀǾƛǎ ŀnd her two little 

ones, Stevie, aged four, and Beth Ann, nearly two, coming out of their room. At the same time Lois Carper and daughter Marilyn, aged 11, 

ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳΦ aǳǊƛŜƭΩǎ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΣ /ƘǳŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ [ƻƛǎΩ 5Ŝƭ ǿŜǊŜ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴ ƻŦ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅǾƛƭƭŜΣ Ŝight kilometers 

away, being held with the political, merchant and missionary hostages. Al Larson, our Field Leader, just come out from his furlough, a few 

weeks before the rebel occupation, was also held in the same place. 

Stepping out into the sunlight, we saw auburn-haired Jean Larson and happy little two-year-old Carol on the back porch of the main building 

next to us, along with Mina Erskine, Olive Bjerkseth and Viola Walker. The McAllisters were looking skyward as they came from under the 

overhanging roof of their low, three-ǊƻƻƳŜŘ ōǊƛŎƪ άǎŜǊǾŀƴǘΩǎ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎέ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ƻŦ YƛƭƻƳŜǘŜǊ 9ƛƎƘǘΦ .ƻōōƛŜ aŎ!ƭƭƛǎǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

husband and father of the Irish family composed of Alma, who was a nurse, their two sons Billy and David, and little 4-year-old Ruth. Lastly we 

saw Mrs. Thelma Southard coming with an excited little son Larry, aged four, behind the single ladies. Twenty-five pairs of eyes were gazing 

up. The boys counted the planes ς one, two, three, four, now flying over Stanleyville. 

άΨ¢ƘŜȅΩ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǳǇΣ ǘƻƻΣ άWŜŀƴ [ŀǊǎƻƴ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ǳǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŎŀǇǘƻǊǎΣ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ tŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ !ǊƳȅ ƻŦ [ƛōŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΣ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

house that formerly belonged to Charles Bonte, a Belgian planter.  

We sought to regain our composure and went back to finish family worship. 

ά.ǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘΗ ¢ƘŜƴ ȅŀǊŘ ŎƭŜŀƴ-ǳǇΗέ ŀƴƴƻǳnced Bob McAllister, and led the way into the main house to the three tables. 

When seated, I noticed that the other mothers were making a studied attempt at concentrating upon the meal. I said to myself, άLǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǘŀǎǘŜ 

good, this Bulgar wheat. It was toastŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōƻƛƭŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǇƻǊǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŜŀŎƘΦ !ƴŘ L Ƴǳǎǘ Ŝŀǘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭΣ ŀǎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ Ŝŀǘ 

ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 

The children watched their parents and the beloved single ladies, and carefully finished their cereal. 

Hector was the first away from the tabƭŜΣ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ Ƨƻō ǘƻ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎƘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǿŀǎƘƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ !ǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ у ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ L ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ 

at the sink. 

άLǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ../ bŜǿǎΣέ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ IŜ ŀƴŘ .ƻōōƛŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǊŀŘƛƻΦ 

The British Broadcasting Company was giving out the decision of the Americans and Belgians to send in the para-troopers to assist the 

overland mercenaries in the rescue of the hundreds of white people being held by rebels in and around Stanleyville, Congo. 

We knew the world was concerned about us. But it takes water to wash dishes, and when the water supply stopped, it was our third son, 

David, who was dispatched to the motor house, to turn the crank which started the diesel motor pumping water from the well to the kitchen. 

The hum of the pumping could be heard along with the noise of the planes which continued overhead. As Hector turned off the world news he 

glanced out the front door and saw rebel soldiers running toward the well. He hurried out and met them halfway, noticing how extremely 

agitated they were. 

ά{ǘƻǇ ƛǘΗέ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŀǘ IŜŎǘƻǊ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀǘ .ƻōōƛŜΣ ǿƘƻ ŎŀƳŜ ǎǿƛŦǘƭȅ ŀƭƻƴƎǎƛŘŜΦ 

ά{ǘƻǇ ǿƘŀǘΚέ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ƛƴǉǳƛǊŜŘΦ 

ά{ǘƻǇ ǘƘŀǘ ΨƳŀŎƘƛƴƛŜΩ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎƛƎƴŀƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǎΗέ 

The missionaries quickly stoppeŘ ǘƘŜ ΨƳŀŎƘƛƴƛŜΩ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎŀǇǘƻǊǎ ŦƻǊ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀǿ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΦ 

One carried a rifle, another a pistol 

ά/ŀǳǎŜ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƭƛƴŜ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ȅŀǊŘΗέ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊ ƛƴ {ǿŀƘƛƭƛΦ 

I wiped my hands on a towel and crossed the kitchen and back porch. 

A rebel soldier was by this time inside and he swept everyone ahead of him as we made for the door. 

άIǳǊǊȅΗέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŜƳǇƘŀǎƛȊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ōȅ ǘƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ōƻǘǘƭŜΦ 

He pushed Muriel Davis, and I caught her before she tumbled down the steps. 
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Nine women and fourteen children lined up in the back yard of Kilometer Eight. Hector and Bobbie were roughly hustled off toward the road 

and a waiting vehicle. The rest of us were waved back into the house. Our feet seemed heavy as we climbed the back steps and filed through 

the dining room into the living room of the main building. The man with the pistol followed us. 

As we sat down wherever we could, we watched the young rebel who looked about 30 years old. His eyes were fierce with a glassy brightness. 

He went into the bedroom, emptied a suitcase and filled it with sardines from the hall cupboard. These he handed to his helper. He came very 

close to me as he seized the radio and passed it on to his aide. 

TheƴΣ ǇŀŎƛƴƎ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊǘƘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ΨƭƛƻƴΩ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΣ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŦƛǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ǇƛǎǘƻƭΦ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ōƭŀƴƪǎΣέ L ǊŜŀǎƻƴŜŘΣ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƴǘŜŘ ŦƻǳǊ ǎƘƻǘǎΦ 

But the bullets were flying, and we were falling to the floor as we were told to do in such times, mothers covering their tiny children with their 

ƻǿƴ ōƻŘƛŜǎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜƴΦ YŜƴ ŀƴŘ tŀǳƭ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ŎƘŀƛǊǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛƴƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ǘŀōƭŜ ƴŜŀǊ ǘo the soldier. 

Later, when I asked which ones were sitting and which were on ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŜƳǇƘŀǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ άaƻǘƘŜǊΣ L ǿŀǎ Ŧƭŀǘ ƻǳǘΗέ 

We remained still on the floor until the Simba went out the back door. Alma McAllister looked from one to the other. Sixteen ςyear-old Paul 

opened his eyes and saw his older brother, Keƴ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴǘƻǊǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŀƛƴΦ άYŜƴƴȅΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎƘƻǘΣέ tŀǳƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŀ ǘǊƛŎƪƭŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ŎƘŜŜƪΣ 

brushed it with his hand, and discovered that he too, had been hit. A quick but silent inventory determined that the two boys were the only 

ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ƛƳōŀΩǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǊŀƴƎŜ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎΦ !ƭƳŀ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ŀǎǎŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ tŀǳƭΩǎ ƛƴƧǳǊȅ ǿŀǎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘΣ YŜƴΩǎ ǿŀǎ 

more serious. He had been struck in the hip by a bullet that had gone through the aluminum table and bounced off the floor. Alma quickly 

stopped the flow of blood. 

²Ŝ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǎƘƻǘǎ ŦƛǊŜŘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦ IŜŎǘƻǊ ŎƭǳǘŎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎΦ .ƻōōƛŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ǎƘƻǘ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΗέ ǘƘŜƴ Ǌŀƴ ŀǎ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ toward Hector. 

The gun was turned on him and fired. The bullet left a red welt as it grazed his forehead. He threw himself on his face and remained as he fell. 

Hector, still holding his leg, turned toward the house, as he heard us crying. At this time the final bullet was sent into the back of his left 

shoulder. It passed through his chest and out his right upper arm. He died instantly. 

!ƭƳŀ ŎƭŜŀƴŜŘ ǳǇ tŀǳƭΩǎ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ŎƘŜŜƪ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ōŀƴŘŀƎŜ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘΦ ! ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ŀǘ YŜƴΩǎ ƘƛǇ. As soon as this 

was accomplished, Alma joined Thelma Southard by the window and they observed that the rebel car was gone. 

I lifted up my eyes above the window ledge in the living room in time to see a second car coming from town. It hesitated, then stopped, the 

rebel occupants peering out toward the path leading to the house. 

hƴŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά[ƻƻƪΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŘŜŀŘΦ [ŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΦέ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘǊƻǾŜ ƻƴΦ 

.ƻō aŎ!ƭƭƛǎǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƭȅƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƘ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΣ ŦŀŎŜ ŘƻǿƴΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ IŜŎǘƻǊ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ !ǎ L ŎǊŜǇǘ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴŜŘ porch, Alma and 

Thelma went out the back door and around the outside of the house. 

I looked through the bamboo blinds and discovered Hector very near the front steps, on his back under the nearest mango tree. There was 

blood on the sleeve of his light yellow shirt. The two missionary women approached cautiously, and spoke to Hector. 

άLŦ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎΣ LΩƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŘŜŀŘΣέ L ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ IŜŎǘƻǊ was already gone. He 

ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ !ƭƳŀΩǎ Ƙǳsband. 

ά.ƻōōƛŜΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚέ {ƘŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦŜŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƻǇŜΦ 

Slowly Bob lifted his head from where he was lying on his face. His arms and legs moved into position as he raised himself. As he stood I saw 

the red welt on his head. He came silently toward theƳ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻƻǇŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ŎŀǊǊȅ IŜŎǘƻǊΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ 

I met them at the back door and opened it. As I shared the load, Thelma turned to the others and said mournfully, 

άIŜΩǎ ƎƻƴŜΗέ 

L ǎŜŀǊŎƘŜŘ !ƭƳŀΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

ά!ƭƳŀΣ Ƙŀǎ ƘŜ ƎƻƴŜΚέ 

{ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άLƻƴŜΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘΣέ 

WƻōΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǎƻ L ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ 

ά¢ƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ƘŀǘƘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ƘŀǘƘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀǿŀȅ ς ōƭŜǎǎŜŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ bŀƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘΦέ 
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²Ŝ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƻǳǊ ǇǊŜŎƛƻǳǎ ƭƻŀŘ Ǉŀǎǘ YŜƴ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ƛƴ [ŀǊǎƻƴΩǎ ǊƻƻƳΦ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ him, except for Ken, who was lying on a 

ƳŀǘǘǊŜǎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭΦ ²Ŝ ŜȄŀƳƛƴŜŘ IŜŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǿƻǳƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ L ŀǎƪŜŘ !ƭƳŀ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǊŜǾƛǾŜ ƘƛƳΦ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ her head. 

{ƻ L ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎΣ ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳǊ 5ŀŘŘȅ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ we can do to save his life. Now, you can cry if you wish, but I 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǿƛƭƭΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŀƳ ǎƻ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎƛǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ŦƻǊ WŜǎǳǎΦέ 

{ǘŜǇƘŜƴ ǿƛǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŀǊǎΦ ¢ƛƳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎǊȅ ōǳǘ ŦŜƭǘ ǎƛŎƪΦ IŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǾƻƳƛǘŜŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƭŀȅ ƻƴ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ /ŀǊƻƭ !ƴƴΩǎ 

bed nearby.  

Paul, David and John came as near as they could and sat down. The other missionaries gathered in the hall, some in the office at the end of the 

hall. 

We talked together for a little while and then, because we all felt that more rebels would be coming, it was decided that six of the women 

should take the tiny children down into the forest to hide. The McAllisters and Viola Walker stayed with me.  

Feeling that we might be there for some time, Almŀ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭƭŜǘ ŦǊƻƳ YŜƴΩǎ ƘƛǇΦ L ƭŜŦǘ IŜŎǘƻǊΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ 

only a razor blade. And the slug was deeply lodged, so she eventually gave it up. She stopped and made tea in the kitchen. Viola served cool 

aid to the McAllister children and ours. 

During this time the youngest son Timothy, now feeling better, sat down beside us on the floor and began in his high, 10-year-old voice to 

quote Psalm 124: 

άLŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǎƛŘŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƳŜƴ ǊƻǎŜ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǳǎΤ ǘƘŜn they had swallowed us up quick, when their wrath was 

kindled against us. Then the waters had overwhelmed us, the stream had gone over our soul. Blessed be the Lord, who hath not given us as a 

prey to their teeth. Our soul is escaped as a bird out of the snare of the fowlers; the snare is broken, and we are escaped. Our help is in the 

bŀƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘΣ ǿƘƻ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜŀǾŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǊǘƘΦέ 

Ken was lying quietly, but lifted his head once and asked me, 

άaƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ /ƻƴƎƻΚέ 

L ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ŜǎΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ōƻȅǎ ŀǊŜ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎΦέ 

!ǘ ǘƘƛǎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǎƛȄ ƻǊ ǎŜǾŜƴ ƭƻŎŀƭ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ /ƻƴƎƻƭŜǎŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ L ŀǊƻǎŜ ǘƻ ƎǊŜŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ IŜŎǘƻǊΩǎ ōƻŘȅΦ One tall man 

was a local leader. Several I did not know, but I was sure they were not rebels. One couple I knew well. It was old Ndule, and his wife, Terese. 

Toothless Ndule was the mission gardener. Faithful for many years, he now came to pay his last respects to the man who led him to the Lord. 

¢ŜǊŜǎŜ Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀǊƳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƛƳƛŘƭȅΣ άhΣ aŀƳŀΗέ L ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘed their bravery in identifying themselves with us. 

One of these friendly folk went over to the workshop at the back of the hangar and watched Mr. McAllister as he tried to make a coffin. There 

were boards the right length, but he could not nail them because the noise of pounding might attract the rebels. He decided to lay the two 

ōƻǘǘƻƳ ōƻŀǊŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƭŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ IŜŎǘƻǊΩǎ ōƻŘȅΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ǘƻǇ ōƻŀǊŘǎΦ bƻǿ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƭŜ ŘǳƎΦ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ the Congolese 

who was watching him and asked in Swahili, 

ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŘƛƎ ŀ ƘƻƭŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ .ǿŀƴŀΩǎ ōƻŘȅΚέ 

The Congolese shook his head. 

ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜōŜƭǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ƭŀǿΣέ ƘŜ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜŘΦ 

¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅǘƛƳŜ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

Just then a motor was heard and all the friendly natives fled. It was not the rebels as we feared, but white mercenaries, led by Al Larson, 

coming from Stanleyville to deliver us.  

²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ IŜŎǘƻǊΩǎ ōǳƭƭŜǘ-ridden body. For just as the brave negotiations for burial were being made under the very 

contiguity of the killers, we were rescued. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΗέ ōŀǊƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǊŎŜƴŀǊƛŜǎΦ 

άbƻ ƘŀƴŘōŀƎǎ ς ŀƴŘ ƻƴƭȅ [L±LbD ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦέ 

L ƘŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƻŦŦ IŜŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǎƘƻŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ-stained shirt, when I turned from the dead to care for the wounded. I was still 

ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ YŜƴ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ŎŀƳŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊŀƴŎŜΦ L ǘƻƻƪ WŜŀƴ [ŀǊǎƻƴΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ Ŏƻŀǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ putting it on 
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Ken when I looked up surprised to see David Grant. This UFM Canadian missionary who had been interned with his wife Sonia in Stanleyville 

ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ !ƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎΦ 5ŀǾƛŘ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƳŜ ǿǊŀǇ ŀ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ YŜƴΩǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŦǊŀƳŜΦ 

άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƴ IŜŎǘƻǊΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ 5ŀǾƛŘΦ 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƘŜΚέ ƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘ ŀnd I motioned to the bedroom off the hall. He slipped in and looked, and came out with a wonderful 

expression on his handsome, tired face. I thought afterward that he had the same look of anticipated glory that I had seen on Hector several 

weeks before he died. 

Eight months later David was with Hector in glory, due to open heart surgery performed shortly after he returned to the homeland. 

It was David Grant who helped to get Ken to the truck and safely installed in the cab with Muriel Davis and little Beth Ann. 

I climbed into the back of the pick-up. The boys were in the Jeep and trailer. As the vehicles moved out on the road toward Stanleyville, I put 

my head down. Bullets were flying toward and from the cars. One mercenary was wounded, but my thoughts were on the body left behind. 

²ƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ƴŀǘƛǾŜǎ ōǳǊȅ IŜŎǘƻǊΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΚ ²ƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Řƻ ƛǘΚ L ƘƻǇŜŘ ǎƻΦ 

Then through the numbness which I felt came the remembrance of a statement which Hector himself had made recently. 

ά[Ŝǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƳǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘΗέ 

He had said it when I told him about a book I was reading on the life of Adoniram Judson. This was only a few days before. 

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ IŜŎǘƻǊΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŜƴ !ŘƻƴƛǊŀƳ WǳŘǎƻƴΩǎ ǿƛŦŜ !ƴƴ ŘƛŜŘΣ ƘŜ ƎǊƛŜǾŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ōƻŘȅ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƘŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǿŜƴǘ ƳŀŘΦ He sat by the grave 

ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǊŜŎƛƻǳǎ ōƻŘȅΦέ 

L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ IŜŎǘƻǊ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ŀǎ L ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ never ƎǊƛŜǾŜ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

άbƻέΣ ŀƴŘ IŜŎǘƻǊΩǎ ōǊƻǿƴƛǎƘ-ƘŀȊŜƭ ŜȅŜǎ ǘǿƛƴƪƭŜŘΣ άbŜǾŜǊ ǘŀƪŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘ ōƻŘȅΗ Wǳǎǘ [9¢ ¢I9 ²hwa{ I!±9 L¢Ηέ 

L ǎƘǳŘŘŜǊŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘΣ άhƘΣ IŜŎǘƻǊΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΗέ 

But he only chuckled, as though he might rather enjoy putting his nearly six-foot frame at the disposal of a family of worms. 

ά[9¢ ¢I9 ²hwa{ I!±9 L¢Ηέ 

Lǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ IŜŎǘƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜōŜƭǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǘŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŎƻǳƴǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ƴƻǘ ŘŜŀǊ.  

As the pick-up jogged along, with bullets flying, I decided that what did happen, though it seemed to matter so much to me, did not matter to 

Hector. In danger, God held his trembling hand; during the darkness of dread, when he turned toward the house, a living light shone. For loss, 

ageless treasure would be gained. A young church would stand against the gates of hell. Life would flourish from that grave.  

IŜŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƭŜƎŀŎȅ ǿŀǎ ǿƛŘŜ ǎǇǊŜŀŘΦ IŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ /ƻƴƎƻ ŀǎ ŀ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴŀǊȅ ƛƴ мфпр ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ нл ȅŜŀǊǎ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ άŀ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘΩǎ ƻŦ 

DƻŘέΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŜǾŀƴƎŜƭƛǎǘΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōǳƛƭŘŜǊΣ ŀ άŦƛȄ-ƛǘέ ƳŀƴΦ IŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜŘ ŦǊƻm station to station and people always said when anything 

ǿŀǎ ōǊƻƪŜƴΣ ά²ŀƛǘ ǘƛƭƭ IŜŎǘƻǊ ŎƻƳŜǎ ς ƘŜΩƭƭ ŦƛȄ ƛǘΦέ 

IŜŎǘƻǊ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ .ŀōǳŀ ¢ǊƛōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ LǘǳǊƛ CƻǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴƎƻΣ ǘƻ ǎŜŜƪ ƻǳǘ ŀ άǇƭŀŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘΣ ŀ Ƙŀōƛǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ aƛƎƘǘȅ DƻŘ ƻŦ WŀŎƻōΣέ 

PsŀΦ монΥрΦ IŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ .ƻƴƎƻƴŘȊŀΩǎ ƛƴŘƛƎŜƴƻǳǎ ƻǳǘǎǘŀǘƛƻƴǎΦ IŜ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ /ŀǊǇŜǊΩǎ ŦǳǊƴƛǘǳǊŜ ǘƻ ŀ place called 

Bunga, the spearhead operation of the work among the Babinza Tribe. His Chevy truck stopped at Ekoko, where the Snyders welcomed his 

mechanical and building ability. He rigged up the electrical lights for Mary Baker and Margaret Hayes at Bopepe. And coming to Banalia, he 

turned aside to travel an unbelievably bad road to the newest station, Bodela, to help Dennis Parry get his Jeep going. Bangwade, with the 

{ƻǳǘƘŀǊŘǎ ƛƴ ŎƘŀǊƎŜΣ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜ Ƨƻōǎ ǘƘŀǘ ΨIŜŎǘƻǊ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘƻΩΤ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƻƴ ƛƴǘƻ Stanleyville he went to replenish supplies. The road to the east 

was always attractive to Hector as it led past Maganga and his friends the John Artons, and then on to another lap to his schoolmate and best 

man, Chester Burk, at Boyulu. The Congolese also loved Hector McMillan - for his gentleness, his laughter, his patience in their problems. 

wǳǘƘƛŜΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ with the gun. But Ruth heard the shots and saw Alma go to my two wounded sons. In 

ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ōƻŘȅΣ wǳǘƘƛŜ ǿŀǎ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ !ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ !ƭƳŀ ŀƴd Bob thought of 

her, she could not be found. At first we wondered if the rebels might have taken her. Search was made. She was not in the kitchen; nor in the 

living room, nor in the bedroom. At last she was found in the bathroom behind the door, down on her little knees with her hands folded. She 

was prŀȅƛƴƎΣ άIŜƭǇΣ [ƻǊŘΗέ 

Ruthie McAllister knew what to do in time of trouble. Her faith was simple enough to trust a Known Person to do a promised thing. 
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Would there be no grave for the body of John Hector McMillan? No grave for any of the 19 UFM martyrs, except Bill Scholten? I pondered this 

as I traveled, head down, toward the airport. 

The mid-day sun penetrated the primeval forest which hung over the rough old Buta road. I hardly felt the heat or the ruts. I lifted my head 

from my knees and looked at Lois Carper, crouched at my right, and then at Mina Erskine, sitting like myself, with her back against the cab of 

the pick-ǳǇΦ ¢ƘŜ /ǳōŀƴ ƳŜǊŎŜƴŀǊȅ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƭŜŦǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŀƛǎŜ Ƙƛǎ άŎŀǊǘƻǳŎƘŜέ ƻŦ ōǳƭƭŜǘǎ ǘƻ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ soldier 

who had run out of ammunition. 

I passed my hand in front of Mina and lifted the bullets up to the waiting hand of the man who was firing. This was done several times. The 

wounded soldier gave me a grateful look. I met him weeks later in Accra, Ghana, at a plane stop, where he told me I was brave. I do not recall 

feeling very brave, only thankful to be able to do something that was helpful. 

I heard Al telling the men not to fire on certain houses where our Christian people lived. Our mission leader was never more greatly admired 

than when he stood in the truck with those soldiers on the hasty trip to the Stanleyville airport. And loading 24 people into already filled 

vehicles had not been easy. 

While climbing over ammunition and gear, I had gasped at his sharpness and directness. He countered, 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƻŘŀȅ ƛƴ {ǘŀƴΗέ 

ά!ƭΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƴŘŜŘΚέ L ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘΦ 

άbƻΣ LƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘΧΦέ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭƭŜǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŎƪΦ 

It was when we arrived at thŜ ŀƛǊǇƻǊǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ !ƭΩǎ ŘǊŜŀŘŦǳƭ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ 5ǊΦ tŀǳƭ /ŀǊƭǎƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƪƛƭƭŜŘΦ !ƭ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ŀƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ 

Dr. Paul and hid a Belgian child and others in a closet until the para-troopers came. 

Then when he saw the mercenaries were arriving with vehicles, our field leader made speedy arrangements for our rescue at Kilometer Eight. 

We could count on Al to do the right thing and just in time. 

The planes which we heard at the headquarters during the earlier hours of the morning were found at noon to be sitting at the airport amidst 

a hubbub of commotion. It was two-and-one-half hours after Hector was shot that we were rescued by Al Larson and the mercenaries, Cubans 

from Florida, Anti-Castro men, with an American Major. Twenty-four of us crouched, sat or lay in an open Jeep and trailer and Chevrolet pick-

up, amid the soldiers and their guns, during the perilous half-hour ride. For the last three kilometers, past Stanleyville, there was no more 

shooting. 

Safe at the airport, we thanked our rescuers. We were still 

too stunned to climb out nimbly. And Ken, with blanket 

dragging pitifully behind him, was trying to walk from the 

truck. 

!ƭ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ άLǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƴƻ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ōƻȅΚέ 

His face searched the crowd, and I could see that it hurt 

him to know that my son was wounded. 

A stretcher was found, and in very little time we were all 

inside one of the planes, a C-130, on our way to 

Leopoldville (now Kinshasa). 

Before I boarded the plane, a Catholic priest thrust into my 

hands a loaf of bread. Having not one other possession, I 

accepted the bread gratefully. I took it with me as I sat with my back against the side of the plane. Ken with the bullet still in his hip, lay beside 

me. Paul, a piece of bullet in his cheek, sat with his brothers and fellow missionaries across the plane, which was crowded. Greeks, Indians, 

and Belgians were sitting on the floor or lying on stretchers. 

I examined the bread, and tƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ ŎǊǳǎǘȅ ƭƻŀŦ ƛǎ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎƛȄ ōƻȅǎΦέ 

But rations were being handed out, and a cup of water was going around. I did not need to divide my bread, so I looked for a wrapper with 

which to cover it and give it a little dignity. Scarcities at Kilometer Eight had given me a healthy respect for a loaf of bread. 

Al Larson with wounded Ken and other rescued KM 8 hostages 

arriving at Stanleyville airport. 
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There was nothing at hand with which to cover it, but as I turned my head I saw a plastic sack folded behind me on the wall. I took it out and 

ǊŜŀŘ ƛǘǎ ƭŀōŜƭΣ άCƻǊ ǎƛŎƪƴŜǎǎΦέ Lǘ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ǳǎŜŘΣ ǎƻ L ǳƴŦƻƭŘŜŘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ Ƴȅ ōǊŜŀŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦ 

I tucked my precious loaf of wrapped bread under my arm, and was just beginning to enjoy a feeling of security, when someone shouted, 

ά{ǘŜǇƘŜƴΩǎ ǎƛŎƪΗέ {ƻ L ǘƻƻƪ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǳƴǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƭƻŀŦ ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

When we arrived in Leopoldville the bread went with me and Ken into the ambulance and to the hospital and on up to the operating room. 

¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƛǾŜ ōƻȅǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛƻƴ aƛǎǎƛƻƴ IƻǳǎŜΦ tŀǳƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭƛȊŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ōǳƭƭŜǘ (fragment) was taken from his 

face a few days later. I stayed with Ken, but was not allowed to go into the operating room. 

I stood by the door of the emergency operating area, with the bread still under my arm. 

L ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ άbƻǿ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ōǊŜŀŘΦέ 

Just then a Flemish lady stepped up to me and said in French, 

ά{ƛƭ Ǿƻǳǎ ǇƭŀƛǘΣ aŀŘŀƳŜΣ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΚέ 

L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǇƻƻǊ CǊŜƴŎƘΣ άhǳƛΣ ƳŜǊŎƛ ōŜŀǳŎƻǳǇΣ aŀŘŀƳŜΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΣ ōǳǘ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ far, for my boy 

is in ǘƘƛǎ ǊƻƻƳΦέ 

She assured me that her house was just a short distance down the road, and that she would bring me right back. So I went with her. As we 

were walking up the steps of her lovely home, she turned to me again. 

ά!ƴŘ ƴƻǿΣ aŀŘŀƳŜΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ L ŀƳ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ Ƙƻǘ ōŀǘƘΦέ 

I was a bit alarmed at this announcement, and afraid that she would keep me from getting back to Kenneth. Then the thought caƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ άL 

ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŜŀǊ ƭŀŘȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ L ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŀ ōŀǘƘΗέ 

For the first time that day I looked down at myself. I saw that my dress was torn and dirty and there were spots of blood on it. 

I agreed to have the bath, and found the lady had put out fresh clothing for me. Even a folded pocket handkerchief! I drank her coffee, and ate 

some of her bread. Then, picking up my loaf, I went back to the hospital.  

L ǘǳŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀŘ ƛƴ YŜƴΩǎ ŎƭƻǎŜǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ƛǘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜŘ ōǊŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΦ IŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƎŀǾŜ ƛǘ to the maid to carry 

ƻǳǘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ōǊŜŀŘ ƘŜǊŜΣ aƻǘƘŜǊΣά ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ²Ŝ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻŀŦΣ ōǳǘ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ŎŀǊǊȅ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ 

to show me that He would never deprive us of our daily bread. Nor has He.   --- Ione McMillan 

 

Ione McMillan lived long enough to 

enjoy PauƭΩǎ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ DǊŀŎŜ 

{ŜƳƛƴŀǊȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ aŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ 5ŜƎǊŜŜ ƻŦ 

Divinity, his marriage to Linda 

Hoffman, 5ŀǾƛŘΩǎ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ǘƻ 

.ŜŎƪȅ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳǎΣ 5ŀǾƛŘΩǎ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘƛƻƴ 

with a BA from Illinois Univ. in 

Chicago, the birth of her first 

grandchild, Karen Dawn McMillan, 

first daughter of David and Becky, 

ŀƴŘ YŜƴΩǎ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ²ŀȅƴŜ 

State Univ. Med. School (see photo 

at right showing Ione McMillan (L) 

with her mother Leone Reed and 

Ken , taken п ƳƻƴǘƘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ LƻƴŜΩǎ 

death). 
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Ken  McMillan  

 

Ken McMillan Family with (Front Row L-R) Ken and his wife, Ginny and (Back Row L-R) daughter Jane and son Tommy. 

     I should quickly send a personal note of praise and gratitude to the Cuban "Low Beam" team that rescued me 
along with the other 24 at Kilometer 8 on November 24.   
     The oldest of the "McMillan boys," I was17 years old at the time and well remember some details.  I was 
wounded by a Simba soldier seconds before they shot my father, Hector McMillan, at about 8am.  A bullet from a 
pistol hit me in my seat (left buttock, to be exact) and was found later to be lodged in my pelvis.  One of the 
missionary nurses, Alma McAllister, tried to get the bullet out with a razor blade while we were waiting for rescue, 
but it was too deep. Even an operation later that night in Leopoldville (Kinshasa) failed to remove it.  It is still in my 
pelvis.   
     I remember being put into the cab of the pickup (the other vehicle was a Jeep, I think, and one of them had a 
trailer,) but I had to keep my head down below the window as our rescuers blazed their way back to Stanleyville.  So 
I didn't witness the pig-shooting brother Paul tells about.   
     Would I have died without the rescue?  I can't say what would have happened with ongoing bleeding and 
infection had we not been rescued, but we certainly would have been at risk of being "finished off" by rebels still 
lurking around Km 8.   
     Thanks, fervent Cuban (exiled) brothers and sisters, for your courage and passion and prayers during those 
dangerous days!   God certainly used you to perform many miracles that day.  
     I will send another email to John with what I know of others in the Km 8 missionary party.   
     For now, I can summarize my own family facts by saying that I ended up in Congo in 1982 as a surgeon, met and 
married Ginny Stone from Minneapolis, worked a busy 15 years at a rural northeastern Congo hospital called Rethy, 
then evacuated with my family in December 1996 at the first Kabila rebellion.  We live in Minneapolis now, and work 
in health ministry with Native American homeless people, and in health coaching of church members in crisis.  I have 
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been back to Kisangani and Kilometer 8 almost every year since 1996, and can report amazing healing, progress and 
church growth in all the locations where Congolese and missionaries perished in the bloody 1964-65 Simba 
Rebellion.   
     Kilometer 8 is now called Paroisse MacMillan, and has a chapel, a health center, and a primary school built 
recently in memory of the death of Hector McMillan.   This little village serves 5000 rural inhabitants in the 
surrounding Ituri forest.  See photos (below) and an aerial view in 2011.   
     Sorry I can't be at the momentous reunion on September 29, Janet.  I will be back in Congo that weekend 
celebrating with Congolese Christians in the dedication of a large new church building at Banalia, where 1964 
mercenary rescuers arrived too late, and 11 UFM missionary friends were speared and thrown into the Aruwimi 
River.   
     So, the saga continues.  As associate members of CrossWorld, Ginny and I are commited to daily prayer and 
frequent communicaton and occasional aid projects to benefit the Congolese people. Our family photo is attached, 
with daughter Jane and son Thomas (Tommy). 
     Many thanks, Janet, for your liason work.  Have a wonderful reunion to the praise of our eternal Savior, Jesus 

Christ!            -  Ken  

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Under Kenõs guidance and 

assistance, the locals have 

transformed the KM 8 site that was 

virtually destroyed and have built a 

memorial chapel  (upper left), a 

health cen ter (upper right), and a 

primary school (below).  

The memorial chapel, whose front 

wall contains 6 windows, one for 

each of Hectorõs sons, was designed 

by Ken and John McMillan.  

The health center sits on the same 

foundation and walls of the old KM 8 

main bu ilding.  

The road on the left in the aerial photo is the 

road leading to Kisangani.  
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Paul McMillan  

After the "64 rebellion and rescue, Paul finished his 

high school in Pontiac, MI, studied for three years at 

Moody Bible Institute in Chicago, two years at 

LeTourneau College in Texas, and three years at Grace 

Seminary in Indiana.  He met Linda while he was 

studying at Grace Seminary, and she was getting her 

teaching degree at Grace College, at the same 

location.  They were married in 1976 in Eugene, OR, 

and lived for a year in Gooding, ID.  

 They had planned to go back to the Congo as missionaries in 1978, but there was still some unrest, and the national 

church in that part of Congo was not prepared to receive new missionaries.  God opened the door for them to study 

Spanish in Texas and then go to where they now serve the Lord, in the Dominican Republic.  They began working in a 

Bible Institute helping to train young men and women for church work; then they worked in a Dominican church, 

Paul as one of the pastors and Linda helping with the Sunday School organization.  For the last 18 or so years they 

have been helping to direct a Christian school, now composed of some 320 students, K-12 grade.  Paul is pasturing a 

small church here and Linda is teaching English classes to young adults in the afternoons.  They also have a dairy 

goat farm, to provide goat's milk for their family, and a French cheese factory. They have provided goat's milk for 

children who are intolerant to cow's milk.   

God has blessed them with three lovely daughters, all born here. As the picture shows, their twin daughters, Kathryn 

and Sandra have children; Kathryn now has three sons and one daughter, and Sandra has a son and a daughter.  

Carol their third daughter, has a home in Charlotte, NC, where Sandra and her two children live with Carol.  Kathryn 

and her husband are presently living with Paul and Linda in the Dominican Republic. 

tŀǳƭ aŎaƛƭƭŀƴΩǎ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ  

(Back Row L-R) Twin daughter Sandra holding her son 

WƻǎŜǇƘΣ tŀǳƭΩǎ ǿƛŦŜΣ [ƛƴŘŀΣ о
rd

 daughter Carol holding 

YŀǘƘǊȅƴΩs daughter Katie  

(Middle Row L-Rύ {ŀƴŘǊŀΩs daughter Jennifer, and 

YŀǘƘǊȅƴΩǎ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ōƻȅΣ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ 

(Front Row L-wύ tŀǳƭ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ YŀǘƘǊȅƴΩǎ ǎƻƴ WƻǎƘǳa, twin 

daughter Kathryn (pregnant with Josiah, now 5 months 

old) 
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David McMillan  

 
Dave & Becky McMillan and family 

  

Dave McMillan and extended family  

For the past 10 years Becky and I have been on the staff of a Camp/Church in a rural African American 

community 60 miles south of Chicago.   I am the pastor of the church and we have children õs Bible 

clubs during the school year and hold  camps during the summer.   
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John McMillan  
 

 
John McMillan and Mary Manning 

After graduating from RVA in Kenya and attending college for a couple years, John lived and worked in Alaska in 

the commercial fishing and oilfield industries  with winter trips to Kenya and Congo mixed in,  One such trip 

involved research  on sport fishing in central Africa  which resulted in his writing and illustrating a section entitled, 

The Ultimate Fishing Safari, in Jane & Leah Taylorõs, Fieldingõs African Safaris, published by William Morrow & Co. in 

1987.                                                           

 

John moved to Seattle in 1990  to continue his graphic art and design business. He then  obtained an Industrial 

Design Technology degree from the Art Institute of Seattle,  and met Mary while bird watching  in Seattle.  We have 

lived in Gig Harbor, a small waterfront town south of Seattle, for 15 years where John runs his business 

manufacturing and selling a proprietary quick release mechanism (www.seacatch.com) and is involved with local 

historical maritime preser vation projects. Mary is a professional violinist and teaches pri vate lessons at her studio at 

home.  

 

At the time John heard from Janet Ray, he had almost complet ed  the transcription of letters and writings  of Ione 

McMillan, his mother that had been preser ved by various family members.  Ioneõs life story of almost 30 years of 

mission work in Congo, which includes the turmoil in Stanleyville and the death of Hector, her husband and the 

boyõs father at KM 8, has been and will continue to be an inspiration to m any who were privileged to know her 

and hear about her.  

 

Needless to say, it was a delight to find out from Janet  Ray in Miami about the Cuban exiles responsible for our 

rescue at KM 8 near Stanleyville. I wish to thank all of you for your bravery for wit hout your e fforts, we may not 

have survived.   

 

I trust this document will be accepted as a token of our gratitude, and will be a blessing to you all for years to 

come.   
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 Steve McMillan  

 
Steve McMillan and family 

Steve returned to Congo as a single miss ionary in 1980 working at Rethy station near Bunia. Melinda came out as 

a medical worker t o Nyankunde medical center. We met at Rethy a nd were married in NC in 1987. So we were in 

Congo as a family from 1987 until 1996 when war broke out between Mobutu and  Kabila. We were forced to 

evacuate with 150 other missionaries losing everything we owned but no lives were lost. We resettled in Kenya and 

we have been here since 1996. We are working in Kenya at a large missionary kid school at Kijabe We have 

made a cou ple trips back to Congo but so far it is too unstable to work there as a family. Now with this news 

surfacing of the Cubans who rescued the McMillan family, we are totally amazed and really appreciate any news 

that fills in a lot of holes we have of those days in 1964.  

 

Steve & Melinda McMillan, with Michelle (now finished college looking for a job it NC), Rachel is a Junior in 

college in NC, Suzanne is a senior here at Rift Valley Academy and Daniel is in 9
th

 grade here at RVA.  


