Sr. Mechtild Kuhl OSB
10. April 1941 - 21. April 2005
“HE will take care”

This motto Sr. Mechtild had engraved into the ring of her Perpetual
Profession and with it she understood her whole life. For the last time it
came true in the early morning hours of the 21st of April 2005, as HE in
his inscrutable plan fetched our dear Sister Mechtild, unnoticed by us all,
home into eternal life.

Born in difficult wartime, on the 10th of April of 1941, into a big family deeply loved by her, Sr.
Mechtild grew up with six brothers and sisters in her as well dearly loved native village, in
Westerholt, Westphalia. All through her life, she remained closely connected with her family, lived
through and suffered with her parents and brothers and sisters, especially those that went ahead of
her in death. Her family remained faithful to Sr. Mechtild and accompanied her on her mission with
much understanding and concrete help. Innumerable were the love-parcels they sent her in the
course of the years, helping her endure more easily the deprivations of her missionary life. Still for
the sake of the family, Sr. Mechtild postponed her home leave, to be able to celebrate her sister's
golden wedding in the coming year. For the family, it was the last big sacrifice that they could not see
Sr. Mechtild anymore, being unable to accompany her to the grave.

Sr. Mechtild's life was simple and forthright, just like she herself was: once a goal had been
decided, there were no further big words and discussions over it. From 1947 to 1962, she attended
the junior high school in her hometown and afterwards the Technical College for Social Work at Soest
and specialized, after it, in pediatric nursing. On the 15th of April of 1963 she joined the Missionary
Benedictine Sisters of Tutzing and made her First Profession at the 21st of October of 1965. From
1966 to 1971, she continued her professional training with the study of general nursing and
midwifery in Cologne. She sealed her professional and monastic formation with Perpetual Profession
on the 15th of April of 1972. In a telephone conversation, only two days before her death, she still
confirmed: “For me, Perpetual Profession was the most important event in my life. At that time, |
knew what | promised and wanted to live and that has shaped my life!”

Soon after her Final Profession, she was sent for mission to Angola, to the station Cazombo, lying
at the Zambezi River, far in Angola's east, in the heart of Africa. She followed readily and with
courage and began a one-year study of the Portuguese language in Portugal, which was at that time
required by the government to secure a visa for entrance into the colony of Portugal, “overseas
province” Angola. Learning a new language remained a heavy task for Sr. Mechtild in her mission life
and all her life she suffered from her allegedly poor knowledge of the language. Yet she could
communicate with the people everywhere, even in very difficult dialects like Mbukuschu or
N'gangela. There was certainly no wrong diagnosis she had made because of lack of understanding of
the language.

Finally she could depart by ship from Lisbon on March 17, 1973. On the 1st of April she arrived in
Luanda/ Angola, the country of her destination and of her great love. “Angola - meu amor™* (Angola
- my love) - this propaganda slogan of the colonial government she took to heart and it accompanied
her henceforth until her death. She lived it out with its consequence and with stark fidelity,



sometimes until stubbornness. The love of Angola brought her much joy in the fulfillment of her
tasks, but also painful sufferings, rich in privation, compassionately living the tragic history of the
Angolan people and their country.

The beginning in Cazombo was promising and seemed to meet with the young sister’s dreams:
much work in her beloved ministry with pregnant mothers and with children in the hospital of the
station Cazombo, a lively church in a happy tribe. However, the disastrous development of the
country cast its shadows soon. Cazombo, in the stem country of the UNITA, which was already at that
time living and fighting in opposition to the colonial government, could not hold itself due to
intensifying fights and raids and had to be closed, to our big sorrow, in January 1975. Still in 1974 Sr.
Mechtild moved into Cuchi, our oldest Angola mission, in the Kuando-Kubango Province in the south,
at the “end of the world”, as is the saying of the Angolans until today. There, she worked very
beneficially and there, in the newly constructed hospital of the mission, she established her
reputation as an excellent, competent nurse and midwife. And again, the politics unexpectedly
stopped her work: the “revolution of carnations”, from April 25, 1974, changed not only Portugal, but
brought also to the colonies the long awaited independence. Angola’s hour struck on the 11th of
November 1975 - however not for peace but for the final, cruel civil war. Already before, it
announced itself with bloody unrests in all provinces, as well as with growing military confrontations
among the ideologically contrasting three big “liberation movements”. Our sisters were granted only
a short time to serve the poor, harassed people under most dangerous conditions. Already in
summer 1975 the situation became so untenable that the sisters, among them Sr. Mechtild, could
only save their lives through escaping into southern Namibia. It was only due to the company of a
high UNITA-Officer that the group of sisters arrived there on adventurous ways.

The flight brought Sr. Mechthild a new mission assignment in the Priory of Windhoek, in the
station Andara, among the tribe of the Mbukuschu, at the River Kavango, which forms the border
between Angola and Namibia. The following 13 years she worked there in the hospital, with some
interruptions in Windhoek. Technically advanced training courses in South Africa enriched her
professional competence and during her home leaves she always took advantage of opportunities for
spiritual renewal. Her yearning for “Angola” however increased with the years and also the many
helps for Angolan refugees in Namibia's north could not dampen her eagerness to return to the
country of her “first love”. Finally, her desire was fulfilled and on the 21st of October 1988 she
returned to Menongue (formerly Serpa Pinto), the new station, which the sisters had completed
halfway in 1974, exactly before the beginning of the war. A return to Cuchi remained impossible,
since the mission had been destroyed and land mines remain until the present day. The fulfilled

A longing brought Sr. Mechtild now on the road of
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in the province hospital in Menongue, but beyond it,
in the private care for poor and sick persons,
especially children. She empathized deeply with
famished babies and was very skilled in diagnosis.
Always, she found a remedy for hopeless cases. Her
reputation as medically competent was outstanding.




Doctors sought her advice, and some preferred her treatment to that of Cuban or North Korean
personnel. After her exhausting duties in the hospital, many sick and needy who sought refuge at the
sisters’ house expected her there. Sr. Mechtild did not only care about medical treatment: other
important general matters about the needy took much time: here to prepare a provisional bed; there
to hand out a warm blanket; to mix, cook and distribute milk for the infants; to seek out food and
clothing. The transfusions of her own blood with which she rescued the life of so many children were
famous. In these years, Sr. Mechtild overspent herself completely; her physical strengths diminished
strikingly and she never recovered from this exhaustion. Nevertheless, she was ready for new tasks.
In the last years, after the war ended in 2002, she planned and began with the medical supply in the
accessible villages of the people outside Menongue, who had to live there without medical or social
help for decades and who are today Angola's really poor. In the Dispensary “Sdo Bento”, annexed to
the sisters’ house in Menongue, she cared for many patients and on the last day of her life she still
looked after a malaria patient in his house, although she did not feel well at all.

Was all this service “only” an idealistic love of medicine, of nursing, of social help? This service was
in its deepest sense the dedication of her life, as she had promised on the day of her Perpetual
Profession — that’s how she understood it. This vocation, this answer she lived in her own way, simply
and consequently, without many words. The poor were the goal of her personal “mission” and
following of Christ. In her Divine Office Book, she stored a word of Gertrud von Le Fort, saying: “The
sorrow of the earth became blissful, because it was loved”. This was what Sr. Mechtild wanted to
accomplish with God's strength at this insignificant place, in her personal, modest way. Her authentic
compassion with the wretched and distressed could stir her to tears; on such occasions, her
temperament was for her like a “blocking rock” that kept her from showing her pity. Fury and
indignation about the misery could prevail and lead to vehement reactions. Sr. Mechtild found it
hard to show or to receive emotions, which caused her a lifelong suffering. She lived in an extremely
modest way and did not want to be a burden to others, so that it was not easy to share her problems
or help her during her days of illness. And so it was on her last day, when she felt quite weak because
of a strong diarrhea and the beginning of malaria. On this day she remained in the sisters’ company
and went to bed in her room only in the afternoon. Several times the sisters visited her, brought her
some meal and finally checked on her again late in the evening, about 21.00. Sr. Mechthild gave the
information that she was well and needed nothing. She had taken a strong malaria medication that,
perhaps, her heart could no more withstand. As the sisters wanted to let her rest in the morning,
they checked on her only at 9.20 of the following day. How terrible was the shock, when Sr.
Mechthild was found dead. She obviously had died already some hours before, without agony or
death-struggle. She had slid from the bed, as if she wanted to get drinking water, because she held
her water bottle in the arm. Even in the coffin, she had a quiet, peaceful, almost serene expression --
one could imagine her sleeping with a beautiful dream.

God took her at life’s end, we believe, completely in accord with her desire. She was prepared for
the encounter with her creator. In her prayer book, she kept in a prominent place a picture of the
‘cross of the resurrection’ and wrote on the rear in red ink:

“My ark keeps afloat on God's promise.
Drinking his fidelity, | can bear the days and pass the nights”.

Her ark had landed on the mountain of God!



“Her Angolans” honored Sr. Mechtild in death through an exceptionally big mourning community,
according to African tradition for three days and two nights. Hundreds of people bade her farewell;
the poor and sick, the rich and powerful. Nine priests concelebrated at the Requiem in the afternoon
of the 23rd of April in the overcrowded cathedral of Menongue, where she lay in the open coffin.
Later, the big crowd accompanied her to the graveyard, far outside the city.

Sr. Mechtild found her last resting place in a simple field for the dead, in the vastness and silence
of the landscape she had loved so much during her life.




