
The following is the majority of my journal from a 3 week trip to Goma in the Democratic Republic of the 

Congo. I was traveling under the charity Project Congo, with charity founder Dr. Sylvia Gleason (an ER 

doctor from Dayton, OH), her pre-med daughter Lizzy, JD (a fellow Ohio med student), and Paul (a 

Wright State med student). Gary, who works for worldwide labs, also came down for a week to set up 

lab equipment in Goma. The purpose of our trip was to deliver needed medical supplies, check in on 

local Project Congo funded projects and to do medical work. We flew into Kigali, Rwanda where we 

stayed with a Catholic Priest, Fr. Pascal for a few days. We then went onto Goma where we spent the 

majority of our trip at a Don Bosco Center, run by the Salesian order of Catholic Priests. We then spent 

the final days of our trip in Bujumbura, Burundi at another Don Bosco center. I want to thank Dr. Sylvia 

Esser-Gleason for running Project Congo and for making this trip possible. None of this would have been 

possible without her. 
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I left my trip about 12 hours ago but I must say I have lost all sense of time. It is nearly 2:00 AM back 

home and here it is 8:30 AM and the sun is out. I started yesterday morning very anxious about how the 

trip would go. I was mean to my mom and was wonder what I was getting myself into. I have left the 

comforts of the US of A to jump into an unknown where there is a civil war 30 miles away tearing apart 

the country. 

Now, I sit in a Brussels airport waiting for my flight to Kigali (26 hours in total transit)Χ!ƴƻǘƘŜǊ т ƘƻǳǊ 

trek to my semi-final destination. By this time, my nerves have calmed a bit. Now, I am anxious to get 

there. The flight is said to be full. I have already noticed much greater diversity even here. I wish I would 

have visited Europe sooner. There are a lot of different cultures but it is nice because all the people here 

still speak English. Still, three weeks far away from my comfort zone seems like a long time. 
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We Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ YƛƎŀƭƛ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ у ƘƻǳǊ ŦƭƛƎƘǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ .ǊǳǎǎŜƭǎΦ /ǳǎǘƻƳǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ōƛƎ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ōǳǘ 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΦ Sylvia 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ arriving till later, so the three guys were stuck to fend for ourselves. When we got to baggage 



claim, of course there were 2 bags missing. You could tell that they went through all our stuff (We had 

10 military sea bags total filled with medical equipment and medical supplies)  

 

The bags that we brought along on our trip. 

We then met up with Father Pascal, a local priest and a good friend of Sylvia, and drove around Kigali 

(capital of Rwanda). To me, the city resembles many Mexican border towns. Apparently 10 years ago 

during the genocide, the current President, Paul Kagami, killed off much of  the poor and bulldozed 

Kigali to the ground in order to modernize it. Now, downtown looks like a Hollywood set. According to 

Dr. Gleason (Sylvia) there is no longer a lower class. All the poor people were killed or were moved out 

of the city. Anything that resembles poverty (shoes, carrying things on heads, begging, riding bicycles) is 

illegal. There is vast modernization in the capital with the hope of becoming a major industrialized 

ƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ Ƙŀǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǊŜǎǳƭǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƳŀƧƻǊ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƻŦ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅ ŀƴŘ ƳŜŘƛŀΧǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

telephones and internet. Most calls are tapped and spies are everywhere. Oppositions to the 

government quietly disappearΧ even though there is no death penalty in Rwanda.  

After our stroll through the city, we drove through the country side and got to see the true side of 

Rwanda. Father Pascal (who is a Catholic parish priest in the city of Muhondo) drove us to his parish. It 

took an hour on a dirt road that made the ride son of Beast feel like a lazy river. It was a nice first 

experience of African roads.  

Father Pascal is the real deal around town and is definitely a person to know. He has connections all 

throughout the country even though many in the government want him dead. He says that Rwanda is 

ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘ ƻŦ ŀ мллл Ƙƛƭƭǎ όǿƘƛŎƘ L ŀƎǊŜŜ ǘƻύΧ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƭŀƴŘ ƻŦ мллл ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎΦ IŜ ǎŀȅǎ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ǇŀǊƛǎƘ ƻŦ 

20,000 people who walk 20 miles or more from the surrounded hills to hear him speak. He speaks of 

liberation theology, which puts the needs of the people ahead of the needs of prayer and the church. 

The belief is that religious obligation cannot be met until the basic needs of the people are met first. This 

type of preaching is something that the government, and a great deal of the Catholic Church, looks 

down on and punishes. It was amazing that even at 11:00 PM, there were still people out everywhere, 

even in the darkness just standing. Once we got ot his parish, we ate a feast of rice, beans, mystery meat 



(a common theme on our trip), and mystery fruit. We were then offered some African beer (another 

common theme).  

  

Father Pascal is seen (center) in his Ohio University shirt.              Our first African meal. 
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We all awoke at 5:30 with the sun and walked around the town. I found the people to be pleasant. The 

school children were fascinated at the sight of white people. I am sure that few, if any, have ever been 

to Muhundo.In the afternoon, the school children preformed a skit and dance for us which was truly 

African and truly beautiful. Sylvia believes that Africans are born with a natural sense of pitch. Their 

singing was amazing. 

  

Posing with stars of the skit and some school children.                                   Sylvia (far left), Paul (center), and I (far right) check out the progress 

                   of the pig project.                  

²Ŝ ǘƘŜƴ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ŀ ǇƛƎ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘ {ȅƭǾƛŀ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǘŀǎǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ǘŜŀ ŀƴŘ άŎŀŦŞέ ōŜŀƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘŜŀ ǿŀǎ 

terrific and was probably the best I have ever had. Apparently America gets the left over coffee beans 

ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘŜŀΦ ²Ŝ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǘƻǳǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ōŀƴƪΧ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳΣ 

and talked about the Green Mamba which lives in the trees in MuhoƴŘƻΧ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ occasional sighting of 

its cousin, the feared Black Mamba. There are not many large animals in the area because they were 



wiped out, along with the people, during the genocide. Later on in the afternoon, we delivered pigs to 

some widows of the genocide in a nearby city.  

  
Widows of the genocide, performing and customary dance.                                                                             Sylvia delivering pigs to the widow.  
Regardless of the hardship of the people, it is amazing how much enjoyable life is when the focus is on 

staying alive instead of worrying about making a living. L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭ ǊŜƭŀǘŜŘ ȅŜǘΣ ōǳǘ L 

would spend the entire trip doing exactly what I have been doing. It is truly an incredible cultural and 

historical experience. I do wish I would have learned some French before I came, since that is all the 

people here really speak. Regardless, thus far the trip has been very enjoyable and very beneficial 

  
Children (boys in yellow, girls in blue) get ready for the start of school.   Magnificent views from the land of 1000 hills (from Muhundo, Rwanda).  

I should also note some additional observations from the trip thus far. Most of the cars are 1980s 

¢ƻȅƻǘŀǎ ƻǊ aƛǘǎǳōƛǎƘƛΩǎΦ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ŀƭǎƻ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ Eminem and Beyonce dominate the radio 

ǿŀǾŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀƭǎƻ ŀƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ .ŀǊǊŀŎƪ hōŀƳŀΧ²ƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ Ŧǳƴƴy because American me had never 

heard of Paul Kagame or any other sub Saharan President before this trip. Muzig pronounced Meat-zing 

is the beer of choice here. (In the Congo it will be Primus) Most houses are made of red brick and 

interesting and unique smells are everywhere. In the city of Kigali, it smells of industrialization. 

 

Morning, noon, and night, these were the African drinks of choice. 
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Mazungos and Salesian Priests 

The first thing I noticed on this day is that there is such a thing as African time. I woke up at 5:45 ready 

ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ōȅ сΥол ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƛƭƭ фΥллΦ ²Ŝ ǘƘŜƴ ŘǊƻǾŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘies of Butare and Gitarama. Jean 

Pierre, the Salesian Priest from Goma, picked us up and drove us to a Franciscan monastery. On the way, 

we had some car troubles. The car we were supposed to take had gas trouble and broke down along the 

way so we had to stop in downtown Muhondo to move all our bags to the other car. Of course, 5 white 

people in the mƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǊŜƳƻǘŜ wǿŀƴŘŀƴ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ 

lifetime. I think every person in the city was out around the car. All you here is MazungoΧ Mazungo, 

which we would soon learn and be reminded of every day, is the Swahili word for white man. Of course, 

ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴƻō ǿŜ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ άƎƻƻŘέ ŎŀǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǎǘŀǊǘΧ ŀƴ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ 

broken down.  

  

Notice the broken down car on the left (with on lookers), and the new broken down on the right with on lookers. Also not the clothes the people are wearing. 

We finally got moving and got to Kigali where we dumped our driver at the bus stop. (I would soon learn 

that everyone who is anyone in Africa has a hired driver to drive them around, but that Jean Pierre 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ǊǳƭŜ. Our current driver, Daniel, was the handpicked selection Dr. Joseph in 

Goma. Jean Pierre ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘǊƛƭƭŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ŘǊƛǾŜǊ ǎƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜǎǳƭǘŜŘ ƛƴ WŜŀƴ Pierre verbally 

and physically beating Daniel in the middle of downtown Kigali. This also created a mini mob as our ex-

driver was ripped out of the car by a priest. Finally things got settled down and we headed to the 

Monasteries. Both places we visited were very nice and very modern by African standards. Being a Priest 

ƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƴ ŜŎƻƴƻƳƛŎ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴ ƛƴ !ŦǊƛŎŀ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ άǊŜƭƛƎƛƻǳǎ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎέΦ ¢ƘŜ tǊƛŜǎǘǎ ŀǊŜ ŜŘǳŎŀǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŀƴŎƛŀƭƭȅ 

supported ($60 dollars a month). Most of the Salesians also have doctorates, taking 6 years to do so. As 

mentioned, ǎƛƴŎŜ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǇŀƛŘ ŦƻǊΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƳǇŜǘƛǘƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǇŜǊŎŜƴǘŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ 



the way through. Parents dream of their children becoming priests. Imagine priests in the US not making 

the cut because there are too many priests and not enough slots available. 

Another thing I would quickly notice about the priests in Africa is that they never go hungry. Actually, for 

the most part, food is fairly plentiful in Rwanda if you have a place to grow it. The area is lush and 

primed for farming. We filled out our afternoon, with more mystery meat (a little more gamey than the 

first batch) and a visit to the Rwandan cultural and genocide museum. We then went to visit an 

orphanage. This orphanage was run by an 80 year old American woman who had amazing stories of 

volcanos, wars, and her time in Goma. We were then offered to go out to eatΦ !Ǝŀƛƴ ƻƴ wǿŀƴŘŀ ǘƛƳŜΧ it 

took two hours to prepare our meal... at least it was probably fresh. I really do think here they do have 

to kill it and then grill it. At dinner, there was some talk about going out with some locals to a night club. 

I was not crazy about this because I was tired and was a little nervous about the whole idea.  

 

So, Paul and I got into the back of the car, all ready to go home. Jean Pierre then gets into the ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ 

seat and all these Rwandans (Instead of all my American friends) get into the car and we start driving 

away. Before we know it, we are heading to a night club with 5 people who only know a few words of 

English. Sylvia and the others are nowhere to be found. Paul then decides he needs to go find them 

because we have no idea where we are staying for the night (another dilemma). He then hops on the 

back of a moto-taxi with another Salesian priest and takes off. So now, I am standing outside a Rwandan 

ƴƛƎƘǘ Ŏƭǳō ǿƛǘƘ р ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǇŜŀƪ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴŜƴǘΦ 5ŜŀǘƘ ŀǎƛŘŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ 

was going to make a great story. We then go inside and have a seat. I found this to be very similar to an 

American club, minus the people and the music. The then order some MutzigΩǎ and we start talking to 

some of the locals. I was still worried about getting home and of course Jean Pierre όǿƘƻ ŀƭǎƻ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 

speak English) thinks it iǎ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƻǳǘ in this situation. Before I know it, JD and Paul come walking 

into the club. This put me at ease because now all of us were in an awkward situation. Being American, 

we were pretty popular with the people. I would also soon learn that it is illegal in Rwanda for your beer 

to go below half way. It seemed like every time mine did it would quickly get refilled. The people of 

Rwanda were very warm and hospitable. They were also very fashionable. (We even saw a Cincy flying 

pig shirt on our trip). It did not take long for me to feel comfortable (with the help of Mutzig) in this 

distant culture. Jean Pierre ǘƘŜƴ ŘǊƻǾŜ ǳǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ άƘƻǘŜƭέ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ. 



  

Paul taking off on a moto-taxi to find the others.                                                                   The group reunited.  
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¦Ǉƻƴ ǊƛǎƛƴƎΣ L ǘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎƘƻǿŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛǇΧ ŀƴŘ ōȅ ǎƘƻǿŜǊ L ƳŜŀƴ L ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ŀ ōǳŎƪŜǘ ƻŦ ŎƻƭŘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ 

washed myself off. We then quickly got ready (African time) and started our trek to the now mystical 

city of Goma. The road to Goma is covered by one amazing mountain after another. It was a magnificent 

ride through the country side. The main road was also newly paved. Apparently, the Chinese came in 

and did all these construction projects in Rwanda and Congo in exchange for naǘǳǊŀƭ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜǎΧ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ 

Coltan ( what the current civil war is over) and possibly diamonds. 

  

A few images of the road to Goma. Once again, the pictures do not do the scenery justice. 

¢ƻŘŀȅ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ άƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎέ Řŀȅ ȅŜǘΦ ²Ŝ ƎŜǘ ƘŀƭŦǿŀȅ ǘƻ Goma, when we are obligated to 

stop and eat with a Project Congo board member, John Baptist. We wanted to get to Goma before 

nightfall due to danger so we had to make it a quick stop. We all eat really fast and get ready to leave 

when John Baptist decides that we need to go meet his mother, who lives right down the road. It would 

be an insult for us not to visit her so we leave our driver with the bags and begin to walk down the road. 

IŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǳǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƴƻƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǿ оΥолΧ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ time by African standards. We 

start walking down the road and end up at the bus stop. We then find out that mom lives 20km away 

near the Uganda border. We then cram into a crowded bus and head to a remote village near the 

national parks of the volcanos. We get off the bus stop expecting his mother to be close by. Next thing 

we know, we are told we will be taking moto-taxies to the house because it is much too far to walk. In 

Africa that is saying something because they walk everywhere. JD and I then jump on the back of a 

moto-taxi and it takes off well ahead of everyone else. Now we are driving down a dirt road and the 



driver is showing off because he has a couple of Mazungos on the back of his bike. I then turned around 

and realize that no one else is anywhere to be seen. Before we know it, the dirt road turns into what I 

would call a deer trail and then turns into no trail. We keep driving and before I know it, we have 

stopped on the road in the middle of nowhere. We are either actually lost or we have been involved in a 

kidnapping. Now stopped, people come running down mountains in every direction to see the 

Mazungos. The driver then makes a call and we sit there anxiously waiting. Now we are in the middle of 

nowhere with people we cannot understand and even the driver looks confused. After a couple minutes 

of conversation (as we near nightfall), the driver turns around the bike and we take off in the completely 

different direction. We then head further and further into the wilderness until ending up at the 

orphanage that John Baptists mother ran. We were met with applause by everyone, who were also 

worried about our whereabouts. The kids then greeted us with a few songs. In a way, it made the 

interesting ride to the orphanage worth it. 

  

The National Park of the volcano off in the distance.                                                       Taking a picture with the orphans who had just sang us a song. Note the Red Sox fan behind me. 

  

Our interesting and scary ride on the back of the moto-taxi.                      Anyone with a camera was a favorite of these kids. 

We then got back on the moto-taxis and headed back to the bus. This got interesting because the moto-

taxi drivers were arguing about money and there was a lot of yelling and screaming in French. To add to 

the excitement, the bus was getting full and it was getting dark. Some man finally shoved us onto the 

bus and we drove back to town. At this point, I am freaking out about crossing the border at night. Even 

Sylvia, who is up for anything, seems worried so I am really fearing for my life at this point. After we get 

off the bus, our driver, who has probably been drinking since we left, picked us up and we made the 



final 2 hour drive to Goma. Our driver, Safari, kept his window down the whole time so by now I am also 

freezing. Thankfully, before we reached the border, we met with Jean Pierre and Dr. Joseph. I had 

quickly put great trust in Jean Pierre and seeing him lowered my stress level a little. Jean Pierre then 

took our passports and talked to military personnel on both sides of the border. Instead of going 

between the gates like we were supposed to, we went behind these buildings in order to pass the 

ōƻǊŘŜǊ ǇŀǘǊƻƭΦ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƴƻ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƭŀƴŘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŜŀ ōŜǘǿŜŜn the 

countries, as Jean Pierre dealt with the patrol. Once on the DRC side, Jean Pierre once again took our 

passports and told us to go to the cars. (Similarly, Jean Pierre got our bags full of medical equipment 

across the border a few hours earlier by using bribes and knowing the person who was working.) He 

worked similar magic this time because the people working had all kinds of questions about our visas, 

which we had gotten in the US. (I should mention that it took me a month a numerous phone calls 

before I finally got my passport and visa back from the Embassy only a few days before my departure.) 

We did as he said and walked to our cars as he sweet talked the AK-47 armed guards.  

I was really nervous about traveling through Goma, which had a different feel from Rwanda. I ducked 

Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǘ ŀǘΦ !ǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ 

the walled fortress of Don Bosco. Before reaching our final destination, we stopped at a convent near 

the center of town to drop off Gary. He would be staying with some nuns there. I made sure I was riding 

ǿƛǘƘ WŜŀƴ tƛŜǊǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛǇ ǘƻ 5ƻƴ .ƻǎŎƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴŜǊȅ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘΧ¢ƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ŦŜƭǘ 

ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǿŀǊ ȊƻƴŜΧ ¦b ǇŀǘǊƻƭǎ ŀƴŘ ōŀǊōǿƛǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘǊŜets were made of lava rock and 

were the worst I have ever experienced. Unlike the world I left behind in Rwanda, this truly was a 3rd or 

even 4th world experience. I would later decide ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭƭΧ ōǳǘ ŀ hell that 

had just been desolated by mortar rounds. As we drove, the bad roads turned into horrible roads and 

the lights and UN patrols disappeared. There were even places in Goma that they refused to go. Before I 

knew it, we had arrived at Don Bosco. 

6/20 

Similar to yesterday, today was again interesting to say the least. We got up early and ate which was at 

7:30 sharp. We were then given a tour of Don Bosco, which was a very advanced facility. (For people not 

ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 5ƻƴ .ƻǎŎƻ ŎŜƴǘŜǊΧ ƭƛƪŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŦŀŎƛƭƛǘƛŜǎ Ǌǳƴ by the Salesian order of the 

Catholic Church and are set up to support poor and orphaned children. They have schools (primary, 

secondary, and trade), dorms, meal rooms, and even a hospital.) We toured the offices (administration, 

social work, counseling, banking), as well as their meal room, woodworking room, metal shop, and 

hospital/ doctor offices. The rooms were all small and the materials were very outdated but everything 

functioned very well. We then visited the orphanage which was made up of a couple crammed concrete 

rooms. Most of the orphans were brought in from the war zone. If they are lucky, many of them will 

spend their entire adolescent lives at Don Bosco. The unlucky ones will leave on their own to become 

street children. This orphanage would ōŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ Ƴƻǎǘ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ŀǊŜŀǎΧAfter our tour, we would see 

our first patients! 



  

We are getting our first tour of Don Bosco and our first view of Goma in the daytime.       Dr. Joseph (center) and the others listen to a man talk about food rationing.  

We first saw 4 peds patients and saw one child who look to be 18 months but was really 7! Malnutrition 

and a later discovered heart defect would be partially responsible for this slowed development. He had 

signs of malnutrition, gallops, and left sided heart failure, verified by ultrasound. I also saw 2 otitis 

externas which was a first. We then practiced how to do a complete pediatric exam. I was also taught 

how to do a fast ultrasound EM exam. 

  

We listen to the heart of a malnourished 7 year old. I never would have guessed his age.                   Since we had water, we caught up on some much needed laundry (JD is doing the first rinse.) 

We returned to our rooms and found them to be flooded. We had no water when we arrived but had 

plenty of water by lunch time. Sylvia had left her shower on and it flooded the area. However, the rooms 

had not been used in years so they could have probably used the cleaning. 

We then ate lunch and went to see the new Project Congo hospital on the beautiful but toxic lake Kivu. 

(There are huge pockets of poisonous gas at the bottom of that lake that occasionally bubble to the top 

and cause mass devastation.) It was about a 25 minute drive to the hospital along the bumpy lava roads 

of Goma. This was my first sighting of Goma during the day and it was as dire as it had appeared the 

night before. There were people everywhere on the streets though. I tried to look out my window to see 



how long I could go without seeing a person. I counted to one 5 or 6 times and then gave up with my 

ƴŜǿ ƎŀƳŜΦ bŜŜŘƭŜǎǎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴ !ŦǊƛŎŀ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǇŜƴŘ ŀƭƭ Řŀȅ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘǾΦ We 

got to the shores of Lake Kivu which was significantly different from the area around Don Bosco. It was 

more lush than Don Bosco, having escaped the latest volcano eruption, and was lined with 600,000 to 1 

Ƴƛƭƭƛƻƴ ŘƻƭƭŀǊ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜǊŜ ŦǳƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ /ƻƭǘŀƴ ǘǊŀŘŜΦ όLŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ /ƻƭǘŀƴΧ ŀǎ L 

was. It is a powdery mineral that is used in all electronics. Needless to say it is in high demand and has 

resulted in civil wars and the desolation of an entire country) Many of the houses were also used by 

charity workers. Millions, if not billions of dollars, are pumped into the city of Goma creating a dual 

economy. On one side you have the locals who cannot afford the standard of living and on the other 

side you have the volunteer and charity organizations that are more worried about being comfortable 

and promoting their image than they are about helping the people. If anything, this trip definitely gave 

me a different view of larger charities and what their missions truly were.  

  

A picture of downtown Goma from our car window. Note the lava rock that covered the city.            The new Project Congo hospital is busy during the opening day! 

The new Project Congo hospital was very nice with a magnificent view of the lake. It was being rented 

out for a very reasonable price. The idea was to charge the people in the wealthier area of town a small 

fee for their services so that the people at Don Bosco could better be fundedΧ When the first world 

countries face economic troubles, there is a trickledown effect to small charities like Project Congo and 

Don Bosco. We got a tour of the large house turned hospital and found that they had everything they 

needed. We saw rooms that would be used for surgery, peds, maternity, TB, general patients, pharmacy, 

and lab. We then unpacked our sea bags and observed patients. Paul and I went and worked with Dr. 

WƻǎŜǇƘΣ ǿƘƻ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎǇŜŀƪ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ǎƻ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ truly rely on patient observation. I saw some scabies 

(common between fingers SubQ; in the same class as lice). I also saw severe spleenomegaly (Which was 

decided to be due to entomoeba instead of Schistosoma). We also saw severe pitting edema, probably 

Ascaris, and some other Gi worms. Mebendazole, Albendazole, Metronidazole, and anti-fungals were all 

used as treatment options. The saddest patient of the day was a 16 year old with a direct non-

strangulated hernia. It was the size of a cantelope and there was nothing that could be done about it 

because there were no surgeons around and it would cost way too much. Now this kid would have to 

live with a treatable problem for the rest of his life. The last case of the day that I saw was a 25 year old 

girl who had stomach pain for the past 3 months. 2 ultrasounds were done and both were non 



diagnostic. We ran a urinalysis which showed ketones but was otherwise unremarkable. A CBC was 

conducted and was also unremarkable. We then tried a pregnancy test for a possible ectopic pregnancy. 

This was negative. The girl was in extreme pain with no localization but previously there was pain 

localized in the left lower quad. We are going to do more tests today and at the top of the differential is 

IBD and pancreatitis. Sylvia had us sit down and brainstorm differentials. Now that we have microscopes 

which we brought down, I would also like to do a fecal smear. An amylase test is another possibility. It is 

sad that in the US, all these test would be done stat, but here we have to patiently wait for results. 

  

tŀǳƭ ŀƴŘ L ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘŜ 5ǊΦ WƻǎŜǇƘΩǎ ŘƛŀƎƴƻǎƛǎΦ !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ōǳƎǎ ŀƴŘ ŘǊǳƎǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ƴŀƳŜǎΦ                                         Paul organizes meds for the new pharmacy. 

After seeing patients, we went to see Dr. JƻǎŜǇƘΩǎ house. He lived with his beautiful wife and 2 children. 

Although he is a physician, and a brilliant physician at that, he does not make enough money to afford a 

house in GomaΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ ƘŜ ǊŜƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ н ǊƻƻƳ ƘƻǳǎŜΧ ŀƴŘ ōȅ н ǊƻƻƳ ƘƻǳǎŜ L ƳŜŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŀlk in and 

there is a living room and then there is one door to the bedroom. I must say I have seen bigger rooms. 

Here is a man who would be making 250K+ in the US and he is instead working and living in a rough part 

of Goma, with no car, no 401K, and no guaranteed contract or job security. Kind of puts life into 

perspective. Things may be bad in the US by US standards, but it will never be as bad as it is here. As we 

left this rough part of town at night, I noticed that my comfort level in the city had increase. 
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This may have been the most interesting medical day to date. We started off with a peds patient who 

had a cough, night sweats, and night fever for a month. We looked at an old chest x-ray and saw 

interstitial patterns. After making a differential, we decided on TB as our diagnosis. We next saw a case 

of severe respiratory distress and a temp of 103.4, 160 heart rate, and 74 pulse. We expected sepsis and 

gave Tylenol for the fever, ceftriaxone for the infection and did 2 cycles of albuterol inhaled with a 

concentrator. Before treatment, there was flared nostrils, stomach breathing, labored breathing. After 

treatment, respirations dropped to 54 and temp dropped to 101. We stopped treatment around a pulse 

of 190, although it was hard to count this via heart rate, due to the rapid rate and the crying baby. 



  

The respiratory distress baby is doing much better after treatment.                                      Our first sights of a baby who was left in a ditch to die. 

While we are working on the respiratory patient, a 1 month old infant is brought in by the UN. She was 

found in the war zone left for dead in a ditch next to her dead raped mother. She was breathing and 

conscious but was not alert or responsive. She did not respond to pain or motion and was too weak to 

cry. Her skin was wrinkled naturally over her abdomen due to severe dehydration, and her eyes were 

sunk in. There was also a possible skull fracture at one of her suture line. Malnourishment was also 

apparent. She had a temp of 97F, HR of 150 and resp of 50. The weight of the baby was 2.5kg. Even 

Sylvia was very worried that the child was going to die. 

We quickly gave a Ceftriaxone injection and an immediate 2,4,6 interosseous injection (2L H2O, 40mg 

Y/[ ŀƴŘ слƳƎ ǎǳŎǊƻǎŜΦύ ¢ƘŜ ōŀōȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀƛƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƧŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ Sylvia then gave 

more sucrose and more saline. After an hour or 2 of work, the baby look much improved and even 

started to cry. Due to stiff veins, IV was unattainable in hands and feet. An IV was finally inserted on the 

side of the scalp. In the US and here, this is a major ICU case. The babyΩs improvements were promising 

but we were still teetering with death. Even if she survived, permanent brain damage was still likely. 

  

Miracles of medicine and rehydration. Pascalene 2 hour post treatment.                     Paul tries to increase core body temperature as I look on.  

While we were working with the baby, who was later named Pascalene, the respiratory distress patient 

was released by another doctor who was there. Sylvia said in the US this baby would have been there 



for 3 or 4 days. I guess in Africa whŜǊŜ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ŀƭƛǾŜ ƛǎ ŀƴ ŜǾŜǊȅŘŀȅ ōŀǘǘƭŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ŀƴ L/¦ ŎŀǎŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǎƻ 

serious.Pascalene was then given another 4ml saline injection and was moved to a crib in the nursery 

where she was wrapped in a heating pad and blankets after her temp dropped to 96F. Sylvia then put in 

an NG tube to give her some formula. 

We then ate lunch and spent some time delivering presents to the orphans. We blew up and handed out 

hundreds of balloons to all the little kids. I have never in my life seen a group of kids so excited. This was 

another trip highlight. I was amazed that 3 dollars worth of balloons could bring so much joy to a group 

of people. 

  

  

Talk about getting Christmas in June. These kids had never been so happy or excited. 

We next headed to the new hospital (called Health Aliance Goma or HAG for short). When we got to 

HAG, we saw fishermen in old wooden boats fishing in Lake Kivu. While there, we did some research on 

TB, 2,4,6, and peds vitals. We were researching TB because we were starting TB testing in the morning. 

We then headed back to Ngandi (the name for Don Bosco) around 7. Since Goma is near the equator, 

there is 12 hours sunlight, 12 hours darkness and it never really changes. On the way back, we passes 

100s of people on the streets. Since there was no power, everything was lit up by candles. It was an 

ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜ ǎƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΦ Lǘ ŦŜƭǘ ǎǳǊǊŜŀƭΧƭƛƪŜ ŀ 5ƛǎƴŜȅ ǊƛŘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ муллǎΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ǎǘill hard 

to fathom the reality of some of the things that I witnessed.  Upon our return to Ngangi, we made final 

rounds on the babies and prepared for the day ahead. 
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This day was the most tired I had been. I drug out of bed at 6:40, also the latest I had gotten up. Last 

night before bed, we decided to try to turn our TB testing into a research paper, so we spent the 

morning preparing for that. Initially, we were going to test 35 kids, mostly infants and rape victims, as 

our 2 groups. This process was unorganized and difficult. The nurses we had helping us did not trust us 

and did not think we knew what we were doing. It is very difficult to explain to someone who does not 

speak your language that people who have had the BCG vaccine against TB, cannot be tested because 

they would give a false positive. Imagine trying to explain antibodies and hypersensitivity reactions to 

someone who had never had a biology class and who does not speak English. The close contact between 

us and potential TB patients bothers me but all the physicians and nurses here deal with them all the 

time and they seem to be fine. Finally, we found Sylvia and she explained ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŜǎǘ 

BCG kids. The nurses talk amongst themselves and it still seems that they ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǳǎΦ Dr. Joseph 

then showed up and helped with the explanations.  

  

Me administering a Tuberculin skin test to an unhappy patient.                              We prepare to test some more patients as they all line up to get purple marker on  

      their arm. This part was very exciting for them. 
We then broke for lunch before getting a second wave of 70 more patients to test. This time we made 

an assembly line and are much better prepared, running through the group in an hour. Within this group 

are the infants from the nursery. Again we must explain why we cannot test infants under a certain 

age...once again try explaining the timely development of antibodies in infants when there is a language 

barrier. It was also a sight ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƻǳǊ ǎƘŀǊǇǎ ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜǊΧ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ǇƛŎƪƭŜ ōǳŎƪŜǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘ ŦŜŎŜǎ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ 

in a nursery full of babies. Protocols and rules are definitely different here. We would then spend the 

next two hours in their computer lab doing research on the known prevalence and incidence of TB in the 

region. The CDC actually had some results based on sputum, which is more accurate but also more time 

consuming than the skin test. 



  
A baby sits unattended in the courtyard, playing with old medical boxes.                                    A boy takes a break to play with his new contraption.  

After a week of little sleep and ample work, we are all cranky, testy, and tired. Sylvia had an afternoon 

meeting at HAG, so we all got a few hours off, which were spent napping in our rooms. I took a little nap 

and caught up on my journaling, which had been neglected due to our busy schedule. We then we to 

dinner at 7:30 with Jean Piarre, Father Galveoli (who ran this Don Bosco center) and a number of Italian 

volunteers who were involved in administration. 

 

A post meal pic with Fr. Galveoli (on right). Notice the picture of Don Bosco in the corner.                                         Looking official outside the entrance to HAG 

NOTE: In the morning, Pascalene look a little worse so we switched antibiotics to Ampicillin/ 

Gentamycin. She was improving by the afternoon. I am also happy that I have yet to catch an intestinal 

parasite and that I have not gotten very sick. I do have a slight cough and may have caught a weak virus 

because I feel a little fatigued. With all the patients we have seen, I am sure my immune system is on 

overdrive. We ended the night with a little fun game of hallway soccer juggling. Tomorrow, we are going 

on a 1.5 mile run through the city of Goma to deliver some supplies to a local soccer team. This should 

be interesting and I am very anxious about the trip. 


