
Passing of a Pioneer 
On February 4, former WEC Congo missionary Annie Davies passed into the presence of the Lord. The 
person at WEC headquarters who received the news had no idea who she was. This was perhaps 
because Annie left Congo in 1964 and was aged 97 at the time of her death!  
 
We do not want to let her passing occur without taking the opportunity to recognise a wonderful 
testimony of service to Jesus, especially in Congo. Were it not for the ministry of people like Annie, the 
huge CECCA church would not be the powerful witness it is today in north east Congo. Her story is 
encouraging and inspiring. 
 
Annie Elizabeth 
Merritt was born on 
October 7, 1910 at 
Wednesbury in the 
Midlands, UK. Her 
father was a 
railway carman and 
she was the middle 
one of three. She 
had an older 
brother Jack, and 
her sister Vera. She 
survived both of 
them. 
 
She worked in the 
jewellery trade. She 
was converted 
while attending a 
Primitive 
Methodist church at 
Hurst Green, Blackheath, Birmingham. Consequently, her father threatened to throw her out of the 
house until she ‘came to her senses.’ 
 
She felt called to missions through reading CT Studd in the Christian Herald and felt God speak to her. 
‘I looked at C.T. and I looked at myself. All his qualifications. I’d none. God said, “All things are 
possible” Then He helped me to believe.’ 
 
Bizarre entry to WEC 
She studied for two years at Emmanuel Bible College Birkenhead and applied to WEC, but received  
no reply. Her entry in to WEC was strange, by today’s standards. By ‘chance’ she was offered a ride to 
the WEC Headquarters in London by a representative visiting Birmingham (Fran Rowbotham). She 
found WEC people friendly but no one welcomed her or asked why she had come! After 3 weeks the 
lady leader said to her, “Oh yes, we had your letter but we didn’t reply because the war is on and so we 
are not inviting people to headquarters. However, if people feel led by God to go [to the fields] they are 
welcome.” So Annie stayed. 
 
She was subsequently told that she was accepted for WEC’s Congo field, despite the fact the war was 
still on. She arrived in 1943. Her early experience was in literature distribution in the villages and 
coffee plantations. Her language learning progressed through getting out among the people. At 33 she 
felt she it was harder to learn a foreign language but she testified to the Lord’s help. Others recall how 
eventually Annie used to speak several languages - all at once; she would use at least 5 dialects along 
with French all in one sentence! –the Congolese understood and loved her! 
 
Her main ministry became teaching in the boys’ and girls’ schools, mainly in Wamba with Daisy 
Kingdon and Erina Foster. There was also trekking around the villages and plantations first with Daisy 
and Erina and then on her own. 
 

Annie sells books in Congo probably 
sometime in the 1950s 



Annie and David Davies met at Conference at Ibambi. They had to receive special permission to write 
to each other! An early diary of David’s suggests that they were allowed “A rendezvous for 11 days 
with Annie at Poko” – 27/9 – 8/10, 1946!  

 
On March 19th 1949 David and Annie were 
married at Hurst Green Methodist Church. They 
then returned back to the Congo as a married 
couple on 13/8/1949 and were stationed at Wamba 
where Glyn was born. 
 
They experienced the powerful blessings of the 
revival that swept the church in 1952. “God came 
down,” she said. (The revival at Wamba is 
recounted in chapter 4 of This is That, re-published 
in 2000 by Christian Focus under the title The 
Spirit of Revival). 
 
Miraculous Escapes 
Independence was granted to the Congo in July 
1960 and, in the turmoil that followed, the family 
of three had to escape via vehicle convoy. They all 
claimed the verse in Psalms – ‘The Angel of the 
Lord encamps around those that fear him’ and, as a 

result, while travelling through a rebel army camp it rained – thus they did not see a soul and escaped. 
 
Glyn then remained in Emmanuel Grammar School, Swansea as Annie and David returned to Congo in 
July/August 1963, where they were stationed at Nala, not far from Paulis [Isiro]. 
 
In early 1964, a new crisis broke out as Congolese rebels, calling themselves Simbas (Lions), took over 
the north east of the country. Yet, where many other Congolese, westerners and missionaries were 
raped, imprisoned and murdered, David and Annie were miraculously spared. Here are excerpts from 
what she wrote after their rescue in November 1964: 
‘When the rebels flooded through our Paulis areas (350 miles north of Stanleyville) they immediately 
began a large-scale purge of all State-employed people. Then followed the killing of all who did not 
belong to their political party. Also, anyone not holding their political party card or road pass; any 
European who had not been registered and given a number; anyone holding a car .., (cars were 
immediately requisitioned), were shot on sight. We were “offenders” on each of these points, and on 
others which we cannot mention. 
 
‘Nala Mission compound, where we were stationed, is a cul-de-sac, 200 yards off a secondary road. At 
the entrance to the Mission there was a large metal sign, painted white, with black letters  -  “Mission 
Protestante, H.A.M. Nala”. No-one could miss seeing the sign. The rebels passed along that road 
almost every day, and often several times a day. For three and a half months we were, moment by 
moment, in danger. You can imagine the tension. 
 
………, the Africans brought us news of the slaughter and torturing of the blacks and whites. We looked 
death in the face and gave ourselves over to the will of God, happy to die for Him if He wished it. But 
each time we returned to prayer (and we had several sessions of prayer each day) we were led to pray 
for deliverance. Oh the preciousness of the Word of God! Oh what a wonderful Book! What great 
assurance and strength we gained from such verses as “Call upon Me in the day of trouble: I will 
deliver thee and thou shalt glorify Me”. Psalm 50v15. 
 
Our African Christians were wonderful, the Lord bless them. They travelled distances to see if we were 
safe. Their care for us was touching. They brought us food, which they could ill afford to spare, as the 
rebels were stealing so much, leaving the village folk in a state of almost famine. 
 
………………… The morning the planes carrying the Belgian paratroopers came over we thrilled to 
think of the rescue of the European hostages. But we wondered if they would come as far as Nala for 
us. How can we describe the moment when their armoured cars drove in, with Colin Buckley in the 



first car, directing the twenty-five commandos. They had had to fight their way to us, and the same to 
get us to the airport. God bless the brave Belgian men who risked their lives to save us.. 
 
Saying goodbye to our dear Africans on the compound is best passed over. It hurt deeply. They kept 
saying “Thanks be to God for the answer to prayer for our deliverance. But the tears at our leaving . . . 

 
Prayer Warrior, Evangelist 
She was a prayer warrior. Glyn says she was fully informed of the latest world wide missionary news 
and even two days before she died she was praying out loud in the hospital where she was in bed! 
 
Annie was a true evangelist – brimming full with the love of Jesus and wanting to share this good news 
with all she came in contact with. When she returned home in 1964 she would go around the local 
Welsh villages on her bike selling books and taking many meetings.  
 
The testimony of her on the order of service at her funeral was this; “She was a lion for God, passionate 
in her commitment, guileless in her devotion for Jesus, setting an example of faithfulness and 
enthusiasm.”  
 
Annie is survived by her husband David, 97, son Glyn and his wife Ninon and their three children 
Craig, Ruth, Claire (and her husband Matt). All are Christians and strongly involved in Christian work.  
 

 
 

Selling books 
at Kilgreggan 

You can listen to her Thanksgiving service at 
www.woodlandschurch.podomatic.com 


