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In This Edition: The Accident: a true story

Yaounde is a rapidly growing city of 3,000,000+ people. Roads have not 
been upgraded as the population has increased. You think you have 

heavy traffic? Come to our city!

!

The Accident (October, 14, 2020)
I had just dropped off the children. That was the first of many gifts from God to me that day—they were not 
with me when it happened. The kids were all in school, completely unaware of the incident.

Just moments after leaving the school grounds, I waited for someone to allow me into the bumper-to-bumper 
traffic. I had to cross the near lane to turn left and go home. After a moment, a driver waited while traffic 
advanced a car-length so that I could pass through. I saw no oncoming traffic, so I entered the road. A 
motorcycle drove passed the stopped car just as I entered the street and the rear of the motorcycle and my 
front bumper connected.

There were four men on the motorcycle—the driver and three passengers. The man furthest to the rear was in 
military fatigues. He was knocked from the moto and rolled into the lane of moving traffic. But there was no 
traffic at that moment. If a truck or bus, both frequently cruising at speed on that road, had come upon him at 
that time, he would have certainly been killed. But by God’s grace, no vehicles came near him when he was 
laying on the road in pain. This was the second gift from God that morning. Soon, police officers, who had 
been nearby directing traffic, quickly stopped oncoming vehicles.

I pulled onto the shoulder, grabbed my phone and wallet, and, exiting the vehicle, locked the car. As I walked 
closer to the injured man, people had carried him to the side of the road and a crowd began to form. A number 
of police officers where there ascertaining the facts for witnessed who had gathered. Some started to say, “the 
white man hit that moto and hurt this soldier.” But two well-dressed men (indicating status) repeatedly 
defended me to the police, giving clear accounts of the event: “The moto driver failed to stop along with the 
other cars. It was an accident. The white is not at fault.” God showed his favor again.

I was worried about the man. I was also worried that, as a soldier, I could be in real trouble. Powers could be 
brought to bear. I could end up in a Cameroonian prison. The police took my drivers license and automobile 
papers and told me where to go to try to retrieve them. Then they allowed me to take the man to the medical 
facility of his choice. Witnesses, including the moto driver, helped the injured man into my car. Another man 
was there at the scene, someone I had met years early. We’ll call him Chris. The former nightguard of 
missionaries, he had been walking down the road from the school behind me, waiting for a phone call about 
some work. Instead he saw the accident and stood by my side most of the morning. He corroborated my 
version of the incident and entered the car with me to take the man to the hospital. Again, God showed up. I 
was not alone. I had a French-speaking Cameroonian friend to help.



We arrived at the clinic and helped carry the man into an examination room. We were afraid his lower leg 
was broken—the skin of his shin was split open and the bone was visible. Chris became the go-between, 
getting money from me to purchase items as the medical staff indicated. A nurse took me into a side room 
and said, “Do you have a Cameroonian friend to help you? You need to call someone right now. This was 
an accident, but you need to have someone to support you.” What she meant was, “this is a military man. 
You don’t know what they will try to do. You need someone who can really help you navigate this situation.” 
I was still shaking with adrenaline and it was difficult to think. Who could I call? “God, who should I call?” 
God brought a name to mind; we’ll call her Violette. Through the school director, I was able to reach her 
and she arrived just 30 minutes later. This godly woman was an amazing help. God. Again.

The soldier’s wife arrived a few minutes before Violette. That’s when I found out that the moto driver was a 
friend of the injured man. I later learned that the moto driver was also a soldier, a member of the 
Presidential guard. This could get worse easily. There were comments about calling the commandant and 
the minister of defense to bring suit against me.

A policewoman arrived. She talked to us a moment and gave Violette all the documents that the police had 
earlier taken from me, declaring me not-at-fault. We transported the man and his wife to another location 
for x-rays. Violette followed with the moto driver/soldier. While waiting for the results, a couple important 
looking men walked towards my car. One was wearing an upper-level police officer uniform and the other in 
fatigues. I greeted them appropriately, “Bonjour chef.” They nodded, then passed me to talk with the injured 
soldier who was resting in the back seat. As they were leaving, the senior officer turned to me and said in 
French, “Hang in there. It will be ok. This is just one of those things that happens.” I knew then that the 
military was not going to be blaming me. If God is for us, who can stand against us.

The x-rays came back negative—no broken bones! The wife said, “Thank God! Thank you, God! This is 
exactly what I was praying for.” We had doubly good news: no broken bones, and the wife had some level 
of faith. My Cameroonian ministry partner, Patrice, met us at the clinic as we retrieved the soldier’s 
paperwork and prepared to go to the pharmacy to get his meds. Patrice greeted us and we sent him to get 
crutches from RFIS to loan to the soldier. Violette, the wife, the soldier and I continued on to the pharmacy. 
I stopped just inside the door, thinking, “do I have enough cash left.” I had been paying for everything. 
Everything is cash in these situations and I had already paid out $100 in CFA Francs. Then I remembered. 
Before I left the house that morning, something told me to grab more cash. As I counted the bills remaining, 
I knew I had enough to pay for what we needed. Holy Spirit sighted!
We left the pharmacy and parked to wait for Patrice and the crutches. God led Violette to speak to the 
couple about God. She talked about how much worse it could have been. What if a truck or bus had been 
approaching at the moment he fell? God preserved his life, but was trying to get his attention. God’s not 
finished with him yet. What if a different kind of person had been driving the vehicle that hit the moto? 
God’s showing them favor in the midst of this. The accident would have cost them 1-3 months in wages, 
but they have not had to pay for anything. God is trying to get their attention. Will they listen? They both 
agreed and said they had been thinking the same things.

Patrice arrived with the crutches. We entered their home, helped the soldier get situated, helped clarify 
instructions for the meds. We prayed with them and left them a tract and some funds for follow-up 
appointments. As we left, the soldier shook my hand warmly, thankfully. Their attitudes had changed a lot in 
the four hours we spent together. As we drove away, Violette and I talked about how this was an 
opportunity for us to show God’s love to them. It is an opportunity for a local church to reach out to them. I 
texted the Cameroonian pastor of a local church and he plans to follow-up the couple through one of the 
small groups that meets near them.
Please pray for this soldier, his wife, and his children. Pray that they will draw close to God and 
become sincere followers of Jesus Christ. Pray that the man will recover fully and that there will be 
no infection. Please pray for his knee, which was very swollen this morning.

And praise God. We walk by faith and not by sight. But sometimes, His loving, protecting, 
providing, saving presence pierces the darkness and reveals His glory. Praise Him. Oh, praise 
Him.



ATNA's Muslim ministry training center is nearing 
completion. We need to paint and finish out the 
bathroom. You still have time to get involved.

Click here to help finish the building.
Designate project number 2200-5461

https://facebook.us6.list-manage.com/track/click?u=f7ee4088375749b88a7ed35d5&id=a17d39ebc6&e=9f1bc131f0
https://facebook.us6.list-manage.com/track/click?u=f7ee4088375749b88a7ed35d5&id=a17d39ebc6&e=9f1bc131f0


Motorcycles are a main form of transportation of people, goods, even 
livestock. Gridlock is common, especially during the school year. 
Conflict other parts of the country have led to rapid increases in 
population in the capital, Yaounde, our home.

Give by Check to:

EFCA — Donor Services
901 East 78th Street
Minneapolis, MN 55420
Memo Line: Gerbrandt #2006
                 OR
Click Here to Give Online and 
use account "Gerbrandt 2006"
** please send us an email if 
you are planning to give monthly

Ways to Contact Us:
Mail: Gerbrandt, 33916 Loon Drive, Ogema, MN 56569
Skype: Ryan.Gerbrandt1  OR Kristin.Ger85
Email:  Ryan.Gerbrandt@efca.org
           Kristin.Gerbrandt@efca.org

Newsletter Sign-up: eepurl.com/u3cHr
Facebook: www.fb.com/kristin.gerbrandt
Ministry Page: click here or go to https://www.facebook.com/
groups/560688077415787/
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