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We often hear the beautiful names and courageous works of the late
Bethuel Dongo and Florence’s biological children, “Thanks,” “Glory,”
“Worship,” and Ezra, for they have been passionately working in the
ministry since its conception. However, we don’t often hear the name
“Victory,” who was Bethuel and Florence’s firstborn, because she
passed away before the age of three from contracting the measles.
Little Victory was God’s blessing to the young couple in many ways,
one being that God had victory over the life of Bethuel who narrowly
escaped death when soldiers had come to rob their first home during
the time of civil war under Idi Amin. Florence recounted the story,
“After soldiers raided our home and took everything we had in our
possession, the Holy Spirit had instructed Dongo to close the door of
their house sideways for the Spirit let him know that the soldiers would
attempt to take his life by shooting through the door. It was in this
moment that Dongo lost his two fingers, but that loss would become a
testimony of the Lord’s VICTORY and protection over his life… a
victory that would be echoed later in the name of their first child.

Victory was a strong and bold child from the beginning. Florence
explained that she had no time for toys for she was all about helping
her daddy in the ministry, learning worship songs, and telling others
about Jesus. Story continued on page 2...

A M i s s i o n  T e am  Membe r ' s  Re f l e c t i o n
In a sea of new and often overwhelming experiences, it’s hard to pick one that that sums up the day. On
our first visit to God Cares Primary School the experiences reminded me of the Velveteen Rabbit by
Margery Williams...which is also known as “How Toys Become Real.” In the story, The Velveteen Rabbit
asks the Skin Horse, “What is REAL?"
“Real isn't how you are made," said the Skin Horse. "It's a thing that happens to you. When a child loves
you for a long, long time, not just to play with, but REALLY loves you, then you become Real."

We started our day by packing up the vans with the suitcases full of presents,
toys, and supplies and headed to the school. After lunch, it was time to deliver
the toys to the preschool. I often like to play things out in my mind beforehand
on how a given event might go, however, nothing could have quite prepared
me for the juxtaposition that would occur during the toy distribution. The
suitcases were brought into an open preschool room and dumped in a pile...a
huge pile. The room then filled with approximately 6 teachers and 40+
preschoolers. The pile of toys distributed was descended upon like ants
descending on unguarded food at a picnic.
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Victory’s little body was recently moved to rest by her daddy,
Bethuel Dongo, in July of 2018, at the Buyamba farm.

During one season of time, she was aware of the fact   that her parents
were praying for their neighbor next door for salvation, so Victory would
get up in the morning and open the window that faced the neighbor’s
house and would boldly call out to the woman that she should repent and
love Jesus. She would then sing a worship song with all her might. Later,
when the woman came to know the Lord, she shared how Victory’s
“morning sermon” had touched her heart and made an eternal impression.
Victory’s time on this earth would prove to be short, but God had used her
in a mighty way. Even though many hearts were broken in her death,
those she had loved and shared Jesus with, would have Victory in their
hearts forever.
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A Miss i on Team Member 's Ref lect i on
Then it began. Squeals of delight, laughter, huge smiles, and faces of joy as the toys were picked up,
examined, and played with. There were cars, trucks, baby-dolls, puzzles, plastic eyeglasses, toy food,
dress up jewelry, toys that rolled, toys that made sounds, toys of all imaginable shapes and sizes. There
was a rubber snake that whimsically became instant play for the teachers to tease and chase each other.
It was as if the teachers themselves were playing with toys with each other for the first time in their lives. It
was a sight I wasn’t prepared to see unfold before us.

The older kids crowded around the
classroom door and pressed their
faces through the bars on the
windows. They weren’t allowed to
enter the preschool room, and it was
interesting to see the preschoolers
(and teachers) playing while the
older elementary children watched
with longing.

We slowly made our way out of the classroom to the large crowd of kids gathered outside. We didn’t have
any toys for them...just ourselves. But when we sat down in the little preschool chairs just outside the
preschool classroom, it didn’t take very long for each of us to be encircled by the kids. They wanted to see
pictures of America, press the buttons on our watch, run their hands over our skin, pet the hair on our
head, press their little faces close to ours, sit on our lap, and so on. You see we were different to them, and
they were exploring and learning. At that moment we became the toys, and we were very “loved” on. We
didn’t have our eyes drop out, like the Velveteen Rabbit, but it sure felt like some of my hair had been
rubbed off, and I was a little shabby afterward. Don’t make the mistake of thinking this was not fun or
enjoyable, because it definitely was. It was also a little bit overwhelming to be the object of interest and
affection, yet in that moment, I became real. Real to the children and real to myself. Real life is connecting
with others and putting yourself out there to be loved on and give love.

Sometimes the adults get to be children, and sometimes you get to be the Velveteen Rabbit…
well loved.

My prayer going forward is that I may always have a child-like faith and a curiosity to “love” on Jesus and
know him better. May I always long to press my face against his and connect with him. Jesus said, “Let the
little children come to me, and do not hinder them, for the kingdom of heaven belongs to such as these.””
-  Matthew 19:14 NIV

 
 


