
July 2022 

All things work  
together for good1 

Barbara Ferguson 
 
Introduction 
 
We know God has a different plan for each of us and so He deals with 
us in different ways, gives different skills for different activities.  For 
the next few weeks I will be sharing the ways in which He is dealing 
with me but I pray that my pilgrimage may be in some ways relevant 
and an encouragement to you in yours. 
 
It was a few weeks ago that Bruce asked me to speak at this service for 
these next few weeks about some of the work I have been involved in, 
and my motivation, and to come up with a theme and a title.  I was a bit 
hesitant at first and I contacted my colleagues in Congo for ideas. 
Immediately I had an answer from Pygmy Child Care’s star graduate 
and the newest member of staff, Jonathon Dieudonne. He said, ‘I think 
you should make it an invitation: “Come, see what God is doing for the 
abandoned Pygmies!”’ 
 
And yes, what he says is so true: what I share over the next few weeks 
is all about what God is doing.  It is all his grace, and all praise and 
thanks to him for the privilege of being involved in his work 
 
I call him Jon for short but this young man’s French name, Dieudonne, 
means ‘God’s gift’ and he really is God’s gift to me and to PCC – and I 
pray that many young lives in the Pygmy village will be similarly 
transformed by education and the Gospel. 
 
But this connection with Jon might not have happened except for an 
incident that from my perspective seemed to be a bad thing at the time.  
That’s why I have chosen Romans 8:28 as my theme for a few brief 

 
1 Romans 8.28 
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anecdotes from a long life because so often I can look back and see that 
at the point when I have faced a problem, set back, challenge, delay it is 
then that God intervenes to achieve something magnificent – beyond 
expectations. So, in fact, ‘all things – good and bad - work for good to 
those who love God and are called according to his purposes’. I am a 
slow learner, however, I am learning to thank God in all circumstances 
and wait for His purposes to be fulfilled. 
 
In Jon’s case I met him on the last day of my second visit to Congo in 
2010.  I had been offering psychosocial counselling training to staff at 
the HEAL Africa Hospital in the frontier city of Goma.  But Congolese 
friends in Sydney had introduced me to their part-Pygmy relative and 
he had persuaded to leave the safety of the city to visit these exotic 
Pygmy people who had been forcibly displaced from their forest homes 
by conflict and government policy and left destitute without any form 
of compensation, aid or skills and assets to survive.  Some of you have 
seen the first photos I took but they can’t capture the abysmal misery of 
their situation: a scatter of low grass huts on the rocky ground of their 
encampment. They were clothed in dirty rags, obviously starving and 
many were sick. They described themselves as beggars and nomads. I 
felt compelled to offer to help – perhaps food, clothes medicines?  But 
in the end, I had agreed to their request to pay school fees, buy 
uniforms, shoes, books, bags, soap and haircuts for 45 primary school 
aged children.  We had danced together to celebrate their joy at having 
my immediate gift of beans and rice.  It was getting late in the day as 
they went off to prepare their first meal in days. I knew that very soon it 
wouldn’t be safe on the road back to Goma. But the vehicle which was 
my only means of getting back to the city refused to start and the driver 
disappeared saying he was going to get help to fix it. 
 
Waiting nervously in the car I had one of those nudges from the Spirit, 
the foreknowledge God gives once in a while, ‘use the time I’m giving 
you and talk to those boys by the side of the road’. When I approached 
them in my school girl French, Jon was quick to ask, ‘Why can’t you 
send us to school too?’.  They had been able to attend school briefly in 
the past and longed for more opportunities.  But fees for high school 
amounted to $200 per year per child.  I hesitated wondering how I could 
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do this. But then I heard the engine turn over and hurried to the car.  But 
all the way back to Australia for 3 days by road and air I was haunted 
by Jon’s face.  Home again, after checking my own resources and 
talking with St Mark’s friends I sent word to Goma that we could send 
no more than 6 children to high school. 
 
I went back to Congo 6 months later and visited the local school where 
the principal was eager to show me the exam results – Jon had come 
second in his class although his classmates were non-Pygmy students 
whose living circumstances were so much better than his.  Jon was the 
second of our Pygmy children to pass the equivalent of the HSC and 
completed a trade course as an electrician.  He followed this up with a 
course in motor mechanics, and then IT and English and incidental 
courses in carpentry and painting.  For a few years, I lost contact with 
him.  But last year he came back to Mubambiro saying that he had 
received so much help in his life he wanted to help other Pygmy boys.  
At first, he volunteered, organising soccer games for youth which are 
the highlight of life for everyone in the village. Last December I offered 
him $100 a month to work for us. 
Since then, everything he studied has been of enormous benefit – he 
installed solar power in both our buildings, he organises Zoom meetings 
with me and the other staff and the entire village, he maintains our 
motor cycle which serves as an ambulance to take people for emergency 
medical treatment, as a truck to transport workers, supplies of food and 
equipment from Goma.  He has mobilised a team of volunteers to repair 
and paint our first building which serves as church and youth project 
headquarters – and so many other handyman jobs! All because that car 
on my first encounter with the Pygmies wouldn’t start. 
 
As for my motivation in life, perhaps the first and most life changing 
lesson of this principal of expecting God to work all things together for 
good, was when I was 8 years old at a camp for girls held in the 
Anglican church hall at Kiama.  I was miserable and lonely because not 
only was I the youngest child and couldn’t keep up with the games, but 
most of the other children knew each other.  But my heart was ready for 
the message in the church on the Sunday night.  The young curate 
talked about the testimony of David Livingstone, living and working 
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alone in deepest, darkest Africa (actually, relatively near Mubambiro), 
without any modern medicines or supplies of any kind, out of 
communication with the rest of the world.  He testified that he was 
never lonely because he claimed Jesus’ promise, ‘Go ye into all the 
world and preach the gospel ….. and lo, I am with you always to the 
end of the World’ (Matthew 28:19-20 KJV).  I responded immediately 
when we were asked to offer our lives to Jesus. I not only wanted him 
to be my saviour, I promised to serve him in Africa – assuming that to 
be the end of the world.  For the first time in my life – but by no means 
the last - I was overwhelmed by the sense of God’s love and that I was 
safe and cherished in his embrace.  A sensation that has sustained me 
through many difficult and dangerous situations.  A foretaste of heaven 
I believe, and in the words of the old hymn, love so amazing, so divine, 
demands my soul, my life my all. 
 
Tasmania and Vietnam 
 
“All things work together for good to those who love God and are 
called according to his purposes” (Romans 8:28). 
 
Today, I will talk about how this promise played out in my early work 
in Vietnam. 
 
It has been interesting reflecting on what I can share with you about 
where I have been led since I gave my life to Christ when I was 8 years 
old and I vowed to serve God in Africa. 
 
I maintained this focus throughout my education and initial work as a 
teacher but as it happened, in 1966 when I was completing study at 
Deaconess House and Moore College in the final stage of my 
application to CMS, I received a clear call to go to South Vietnam.  
CMS and ABM had no work in Vietnam and it seemed highly 
unlikely that I could find a mission to join there since the war was 
raging across the country and Australian forces were increasingly 
involved in the conflict. But one Saturday morning a friend gave me a 
copy of the Sydney Morning Herald where the Australian Council of 
Churches call for a teacher to go to work in refugee camps in South 
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Vietnam was featured. Of course, I saw this as confirmation of my call 
and was the first – and only – teacher to respond.   
 
I expected to be on my way to Vietnam very soon – but in December 
1966 fires devastated part of the island of Tasmania taking the lives of 
63 people, destroying the Union Carbide factory which employed so 
many of the population, and wiping out the orchards that gave the state 
the name ‘The Apple Isle’.  The Australian Council of Churches joined 
with an ecumenical group to support an agency called Fire Victims 
Welfare and I was told that I was needed there before Vietnam – and 
that since I had never worked out of Sydney and never worked with 
traumatised children it would be excellent preparation for Vietnam.  I 
lived with some of the destitute survivors in a caravan parked on the 
football field in the little coastal town of Snug.  My work was divided 
between activities for the children who had been traumatised by the 
speed and terror of the fires progress through their world.  Given paper 
and crayons for play the little ones covered the pages in black scribble – 
or, if older, with images of the blackened skeletons of the trees.  My 
work with adults while helping them to apply for government 
assistance was part of the government policy to relocate the small 
subsistence farmers from rural areas to work in the cities.  It was not a 
policy that sat well with people whose families had farmed there for 
generations.  Now, I get furious when people say a natural disaster was 
‘like being in a war zone’ it isn’t; for one thing, living in a war zone is 
characterised by involving personnel trained and equipped to 
deliberately murder fellow human beings.  But I do admit that this work 
was a preparation for work with refugees in Vietnam.  
 
My first assignment in South Vietnam was also to work with children in 
camps on the outskirts of another pretty little town on the central coast. 
I held activities to amuse them, provided supplementary food and 
organised medical care when possible. Their drawings had some 
striking similarities to those of the children who had survived the 
Tasmanian fires. God-incidentally, in December of 1967, a Vietnamese 
pastor who was completing his studies at Moore College just when I 
was beginning my course happened to have been assigned to the local 
church in that same provincial town.  When we met up again there he 
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asked me if I could arrange for our agency minibus to take youth from 
the church to hold mission services in the camp.  I was delighted to 
help in this way because our agency, Asian Christian Service had an 
agreement with the only missionary agency permitted to evangelise in 
South Vietnam that we would not ourselves confuse people by trying 
to make converts according to our denominational alliances. But I was 
happy to go along and watch the activities as the Gospel was 
proclaimed by local Christians. For Christmas, I emptied our warehouse 
to provide gifts for the children and improvised Christmas decorations 
as they heard the story of Christ’s birth for the first time. It happened 
that, Colleen, our team leader was on leave for 3 weeks at this time – 
but when she returned, she was furious because she believed I had 
broken the agreement with the government and the Christian 
Missionary Alliance by participating and providing the vehicle with our 
logo on the side. 
 
A few weeks later even the refugees in the camp were preparing to 
celebrate Lunar New Year – Tet.  It is a bit like celebrating New Year, 
Christmas, a memorial for family who have died and everyone’s 
Birthday at the same time.  Traditionally, everyone has new clothes, 
homes are cleaned, special Tet food, flowers and fruit prepared. All 
debts must be paid on the last day of the old year so since I would not 
be going out to work in the camp over the holiday period I went out to 
pay the young women resident in the camp who worked in the 
children’s programs with me.  Most days I took a local form of 
transport, little 3 wheeled vehicles called ‘xe lambro’, but Colleen told 
Mars from the Philippines, a recent addition to our team to take me out 
for a quick visit in our converted military jeep.   
 
When Mars saw the deep sand of the camp he refused to drive in, so a 
bit cross with him I walked in – somewhat surprised by the fact that all 
the lean-to huts were shut up and no one came out to meet me.  Usually 
my arrival was heralded by the roar of the Lambro motor and the 
children would all run out to greet me.  I assumed it was because 
everyone was busy with Tet preparations and made my way to the hut 
of my chief helper, Hue, daughter of the man who seemed to be the 
camp chief and banged on the piece of tin which served as a door to 
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their hut. Slowly the door shifted, and I could see that there were a lot 
of young men in the traditional black pyjamas crowded inside.  In my 
not so perfect Vietnamese, I greeted these young men with enthusiasm 
assuming that they were the sons and brothers of the family allowed 
home for the ceasefire to celebrate Tet.  There were smiles and nervous 
laughter all round when suddenly Hue was there and urging me to leave 
– ‘di ve di – di ve! go home Co Ba go home’! I handed over salaries 
and fearing I had broken some custom walked quickly back to the jeep 
where Mars was having a siesta.  
 
That night we were up till after midnight while the town-folk celebrated 
with deafening fireworks and red tracer bullets fired into the air for 
hours.  Finally, we went to bed but hadn’t even fallen asleep when the 
noise started up again and we heard the emergency phone the US 
commander of the military advisory camp of just 100 men stationed 
outside the town had recently installed for us.  Minutes later as I looked 
out the window, I could see red tracer bullets no longer fired into the 
sky but this time aimed at the power house at the end of our street. And 
Colleen was calling out that our town was under attack, and we had 
been told to get to the US camp if we could.  At one point on the road in 
the jeep red tracer bullets flashed past us and we realised that we were 
driving through a fire fight with the North Vietnam Army (in their 
new disguise – traditional peasant black pyjamas) on one side of the 
road and Army of the Republic of Vietnam) on the other. But 
thankfully, we made it safely to the American camp where we spent the 
next 6 weeks – mostly taking shelter in a sand bunker.  A few weeks 
into the battle, our American friends told me that air reconnaissance 
reported that the people from my refugee camp were seen moving out 
en masse and back into the surrounding mountain strongholds of the 
Viet Cong.  They were probably being used as human shields by the 
retreating NVA.  
 
I never found out what happened to those people. But there were several 
things I could thank God for even though they were frustrations at the 
time: one was that Mars had refused to drive the jeep into the camp. 
As a lone woman, the surprised men in Hue’s hut hadn’t seem me as a 
big enough threat to kidnap but that army jeep with a man in it would 
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certainly have meant we would have been captured, if not killed on 
sight.  The other is that for those 3 weeks before Christmas 1967, the 
people in the camp had the opportunity to hear the Gospel from 
passionate Vietnamese Christians.  I believe God is still fulfilling his 
purposes in the lives of those who heard and believed. 
 
Africa 
 
Today’s message could be titled, ‘All things work together for good in a 
different world’– Africa. 
 
When I was 8 years old I promised to serve God in Africa but in my 
27th year he sent me to Vietnam, and just as work in Tasmania prepared 
me for Vietnam, I am so thankful he sent me to Vietnam before I faced 
the challenges Africa presents. I was in my 68th year when once again a 
friend showed up with a copy of the Saturday SMH where I read about 
the war in the Democratic Republic of the Congo and God said, ‘now 
you can go to Africa!’.  
. 
The DRCongo is a different world – Joseph Conrad called that country 
‘The  
Heart of Darkness’. Life in Mubambiro, and especially life for Pygmies, 
is completely outside an Australian’s experience. I realised how some 
of my supporters might not realise just how different, when I attached 
our Child Care Director’s report on the health of the children under 7 
years in the day care program to the last emailed update. 
 
A medical friend’s reaction was useful – and I am really grateful for all 
responses to my updates because they tell me what is not understood.  
My friend was concerned about the number of cases of malaria and 
advised more use of screens. But: there are no screens on the windows 
or doors in the guest house where I stay in Goma city – there’s not even 
any glass in the windows of huts in the village.  Concerned at the 
number of cases of scabies and abscesses from skin infections, I was 
advised to encourage bathing and washing of clothing and bedding and 
no sharing of bedding. But: people have no cash to buy food let alone 
soap to wash bodies or clothes.  There are no beds and if there is a 
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blanket, on a cold night high on the mountain by the lake, everyone will 
share it.  
 
In this area there are no industries, and among the one million people 
displaced from their villages and farms who have taken refuge there 
from the war, unemployment is close to 100%.  Without skills and 
generally discriminated against, the Pygmies compete for the most 
menial jobs, or beg for scraps, or break the law and risk being 
kidnapped or killed to go to the forest verge and collect firewood and 
roots and nuts to sell and eat.  In my book, Don’t Look Away! (available 
directly online from Morning Star Publishing or any book store can 
order) I tell the story of meeting a woman walking back from the local 
market town with 2 plastic bags – one with leaves she had found on the 
ground beside a stall selling cabbages and in the other dirty water.  This 
turned out to be the water that a fisherman washed his knife in which 
she had begged so that she could cook the leaves in this fishy water to 
give the cabbage leaves some flavour for her children.  
 
This is the world the children under 7 years who come to our program 
live in. Every day we provide 2 nourishing meals – a porridge of 
multigrain when they arrive, a meal of beans, fish, or egg served with 
rice, cassava or sweet potato before they go home.  They are given 
clean clothes which we teach them to wash at the centre.  We give them 
shoes to protect them from injuries from the sharp stones underfoot and 
from stepping on snakes and spiders. They learn about keeping hands 
clean and washing themselves in water we have now piped to the 
village. We paid for Evelyne, our Child Care director and herself a 
Pygmy, to have training in first aid with the Red Cross and a course in 
pharmacology at HEAL Africa Hospital so that she can provide basic 
treatment, dressing minor wounds, applying ointments, recognising and 
medicating for common childhood complaints – or referring to the local 
clinic if necessary.  We have other programs to provide school fees for 
the children whose parents will ensure they go to classes regularly 
rather than taking them out to help in the daily struggle to find food. We 
have a few young people who have completed training as bakers, tailors 
and beauticians and as they persevere in trying to make a profit in the 
work we hope they will inspire other youth and even adults to take 
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opportunities we provide.  Marvellously, we have several high school 
graduates like Jon who are now coming back to work with us. 
 
But from an eternal perspective, we are sharing the love of God with 
them in a meaningful context and we see them turning to God for hope 
in this world and the next. Literacy rates are so low in Eastern Congo 
due to the conflict and most of the adults in the village had no education 
at all and could not read even if they could afford to own a Bible.  But 
our first building for the child care program has always also been the 
church where every Sunday about 100 people gather to praise God and 
hear his word faithfully presented by Thomson. 
 
I have been debating how I can present my experiences in such a way 
that they can be a blessing to you.  I assure you that I have never felt so 
close to God than in the last dozen years when I have had to trust that 
he gives me the physical health and strength to meet the challenges of 
the travel and living conditions, that he gives me the knowledge and 
insight to work across the cultural and linguistic divide, that he guides 
the design of programs, that he brings me the essential local people to 
work with me and that he funds the projects according to his purposes – 
often in ways that amaze and thrill me. 
 
We face challenges here too, life is not easy even in Australia – but 
perhaps in comparison to the Pygmy’s world we can we see how rich 
we are in resources and opportunities, and thank God – especially for 
the peace- and remember we are blessed to be a blessing. 
 
Pygmy Success Stories for God’s Intervention  
 
Today I thought you might be blessed by hearing the uncensored voices 
of some of the Pygmies themselves as they thank God and Pygmy Child 
Care donors for the help they are receiving in the name of Christ. 
 
They mention me as the one who meets them face to face in bringing 
this aid – but we all know it is God’s grace and I work only at his 
direction and in his strength. 
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These past 4 weeks I have told a little about how God has dealt with me 
and how he sent me to Vietnam and Congo.  But with 39% of 
Australians saying they have no religion and so many young 
Australians reporting mental health problems, we have so much to do 
here in sharing God’s transforming love without leaving these shores. 
 
Barbara Ferguson PhD OAM 
July 2022 
 
Six stories 
 
Most of the pygmy were mourning one of a fellow child of 2 years 
passed away next to Byakweli’s home on the eve of our arrival for 
success stories data collection. We did not take any photo because most 
of them had no happy faces mood but some of those to whom we 
explained the stories’ purpose were eager to express themselves despite 
the sorrow.  
 
Collated by Pastor Samuel Mayele, Pygmy Child Care Secretary 
 
Story 1:  
Name: Solange Alexis 
Marital Status: Married 
Number of Children: 1 
Location: Mubambiro Pygmy Camp 
 
First of all, I thank God who keeps me alive up to this day. I have gone 
through ups and downs, like sicknesses, so many other trials, but God 
always fights for me.  
I always find comfort from friends, and other people from the church 
who tell me to endure and be strong in trusting and expecting God to 
perform a miracle in my life. I sometimes get comforted by nurses to 
trust God in all things and they always encourage me to remain 
prayerful in order to overcome sickness and stress to remain steadfast 
despite all the life challenges. I have gone through cycles of war but 
God always rescue me and my family to survive from clashes.  
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I also thank God for mum Barbara and all the Australians who keep us 
in prayer and especially their support in the village, total care for our 
children who are attending school at all levels, good health, nutrition 
and I am happy that some of our pygmy community members are 
benefiting new houses.  I know my turn will come. I have worked as a 
caregiver for 8 years up to now (since 2014), through my salary, I was 
able to get an income for livelihood, together with my husband we were 
able to buy a motorcycle. May God give long life to Madam Barbara for 
her heart towards us pygmies.  
 
Story 2: 
Name: Kayese Mutahemuka 
Marital Status: Divorced 
Number of Children: 2  
Location: Mubambiro pygmy camp 
 
I thank God for everything in my life though my wife left me but God is 
looking after my 2 children and myself. Through the church we have 
many advantages, I am personally comforted by Pastor Thomson who is 
our leader.  
 
Since 1997 we have been fleeing from different wars under raining 
bullets over our heads and under our legs. During the sickness, I thank 
God because I am nothing without God. He always heals me and my 
children. I have a big testimony of God’s intervention in my life. I have 
been a recipient of university studies through the help of Madam 
Barbara and her Australian friends. I now have my Post-Graduate 
Diploma in Community Health Development thanks to PCC. God has 
been so gracious to me; I am one of the beneficiaries among the 22 
houses rebuilt here locally.  
 
I have seen changes happening in our pygmy community because men 
have come to realize that we all need to join Mum Barbara’s vision of 
loving the neighbor as Mum Barbara loves and cares for us in 
displaying a mindset of courage and joy.  
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We have now come to a point of knowing that education and working is 
the key to development, thus, this is a transformation of us pygmies. I 
have a dream of mobilizing my community to remain focused on Mum 
Barbara’s vision through love and mutual care. May God bless our 
Australian partners who never cease on praying for us.  
 
Story 3:  
Name: Esperance Safari 
Marital Status: Abandoned 
Number of Children: 7 
Location: Mubambiro pygmy camp 
 
I am a pygmy from Kibati (10 miles northern Goma). I got married by a 
pygmy from Mubambiro once we were settled in Mugunga IDP camp 
during clashes but after having 7 children with me, he abandoned me to 
join the army and he remarried where he has been deployed 5 years ago 
and he never thinks of supporting his family.  I am hardly looking after 
children myself but I am experiencing God’s amazing favor and 
intervention through Madam Barbara’s help to feeding our children 
because I have no relative or any one who can support me here locally.  
 
I thank God because I don’t just stay crossed-hands but I sometimes go 
in the bush to fetch for selling firewood though it is always dangerous 
to return home without meeting rebels or kidnappers but we are always 
lucky to be protected by park reserve armed guards. It is always God’s 
hand upon us women who go in the bush daily to support our families. 
God is my protector and my only hope.  
 
In times of sickness, God always intervenes to look after my children’s 
recovery. My neighbors are very supportive because we are always 
involved in Mothers’ Union for women’s spiritual and social 
development.May God bless our Australian donors, and long-life 
Madam Barbara who has been the mother of all of us pygmies.  
 
Story 4:  
Name: Pascaline Masika Jules 
Marital Status: Teanager  
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Age: 14 years old 
Location: Mubambiro Pygmy camp 
 
I personally thank God for His protection upon my family. I am one of 
the recipients who were trained among the youth in sewing but I also 
sing in the choir.  
I thank God for His healing several times when I fell sick. I am happy 
to be part of the choir because Pastor Thomson always brings us to 
Goma to sing in other Anglican Churches.  
Two of who were invited to Goma to sing fell sick while in the church 
service but we thank God for pastors who earnestly prayed until both 
singers felt healed and touched by God’s amazing hand. 
I thank PCC and Mum Barbara for her support from Australians.  
 
Story 5: 
Name: Evelyne Kamala Riziki 
Marital Status: Single mother/Director of Child Care Program 
Number of Children: 3 among which 2 are twins and all of them from 
rape (confidential) 
Location: Mubambiro village 
 
Through the Mothers’ Union, we have seen mighty deeds from God on 
how people especially women are empowered to perform and 
encourage women to not be idle. Women can be agents of change both 
in the church and community. Women were resentful to serve God, but 
now they have realized that they can do more. Spiritual growth is our 
target, loving ourselves, right and positive thinking to face challenges, 
standing firm in times of sorrow are some of our topics.  
 
I personally have experienced God’s hand in my life and I can write a 
whole book. First of all, I thank God for leading Madam Barbara to 
come all the way from Australia to Mubambiro.  I am not pretentious to 
please her but this is the truth. She came to DRC (Democratic Republic 
of Congo) after crossing the border, she might have seen other people, 
other needy neighbourhoods from Goma, Mugunga, Mudja, but her 
focus and dream were led to the pygmy community after hearing that 
there are types of people who we are here in Mubambiro. Both Bantus 
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and pygmies always testify that Madam Barbara has been the mother 
who raised her Bambuti children because all of us were only living our 
primitive life of not being civilized even sleeping on a mattress we 
knew nothing about it. We only were used to spend nights in small huts 
where both parents and children almost slept together in a tiny 2m2 

house but now we have bigger houses she built for the pygmy 
community but currently being rehoused.  She took all our children to 
school starting with the day care Centre to university, she has been 
looking after pregnant women’s nutritious food.  
 
I personally always wonder why God did not bring this lovely lady 
while she was still young?  Yet, by God’s timing she came to us with 
her godly loving heart that enables her to lobby for pygmies and get 
some donations from friends so that they may also be touched to help 
Barbara’s children as God leads them.  
 
I personally find a big change among pygmy children because 
whenever any baby was born, they were born eyes closed and the eyes 
open when they have done divination upon them little by little after or 
beyond one week. But God is good because nowadays, pygmy pregnant 
women are now giving typical childbirths like Bantus because they are 
able to cry normally with eyes open and no more enchantment upon 
them.  There is safe motherhood because they did not deliver from the 
hospital but through Madam Barbara’s education, pygmy women are no 
longer delivering at home. This became one of the requirements to get 
maternal feeding food stuff. Since then, women started attending 
prenatal care. 
 
We pygmy people were very rude; we could not deal along with other 
community people because they used to look over us. We then became 
distant   because nobody was considering us a human being. Since 
when Madam Barbara came, she would hug all of us, shake hands to 
hundreds of people, we were amazingly loved by this old (muzungu) 
lady from Australia, she considered us as her own children.  
We found her buying more land and she built clay houses for us 
because we only survived living in small tents. She also built a church 
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for us where we all gathered for community meetings and multipurpose 
trainings.  
 
God is so good and he is loving towards children. On daily basis, we 
could find 10 children falling severely sick, like 20 would die of acute 
malnutrition per year, because life was very hard for parents and they 
were not motivated to take them to the health Centre though they 
needed a non-existing therapeutic Centre where they could be treated 
for malnutrition recovery.  We started finding the cause and one of them 
was uncleanliness because not only that pygmy used to live in an 
unclean environment but they also seldom took shower. But because 
Madam Barbara could see beyond that, she brought a clinician mobile 
outreach nurse who would treat and go deep in the environmental 
context of observing hygienic measure.  It is now obvious that a year 
can end with zero death among the children due to that theory of change 
especially hygiene is thoroughly and solely observed in our day care 
Centre.  
 
Pygmy children are now eating well and reaching the Bantu stature 
because over the past years, you could be amazed to see a child of 2 
years thinking that he/she is still six months but now they are growing 
bigger in weight and height like other typical children. And yet, women 
are now having babies of 3 to 4 kg. Malnutrition and unsafe/unclean 
environment were causing that cognitive, physical and intellectual 
retardation.  
 
Winding up, we thank Madam Barbara for all the community recovery 
she brought in our village and there is more than a book to tell. We 
thank all her friends and donors who join her hands to support PCC and 
wish you all the best. May the heavenly Father who grants our prayers 
bless you all because He is our witness that we never cease praying for 
you. 
 
Especially when we hear about drought, fire, flood in Australia, we 
always get mad in prayer for you, our friends.  
May God bless each hand that has given to PCC, Christian or non-
Christian, may God’s blessings sprout out.  
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I am also a recipient of Madam Barbara’s support because I have this 
passionate job and my family has been helped through it. I have also 
gained a first aid training through the Red-Cross and pharmacology.  
 
May the dew of heaven flood all of the Australians for their generous 
and sacrificing hearts to the unknown who we are. This an unmerited 
favor. We cannot reward you. All the children thank you so much for 
food, education, health care, buildings, and yet some people in the 
community cannot believe that an old woman can support such an 
entire pygmy community thinking that it is the DRC government doing 
all this.  
 
Cheers to you all the Australians!  
 
Story 6: 
Name:  Dieudonné Kikumu Jonathan  
Marital Status: New bridegroom 
Number of children: None 
Location: Goma 
 
“……..”as for me and my family, we will serve JEHOVAH. “Joshua 
24:15b”, With all that I had to go through in childhood, makes me say 
and repeat this biblical passage every time. 
 
I went through a very complicated childhood life as I am from a family 
of 10 children, of which I am the second of my household. Both parents 
being farmers, they worked to provide for all our spiritual, emotional, 
material, physical needs…. 
 
I grew up in Sake town, MASISI Territory, North Kivu Province, DRC. 
This territory has encountered several clashes between rebel groups and 
the DRC loyal force "FARDC". Bullets started throughout sake around 
at midnight, everyone spent the night in our living room on our 
stomachs because we heard bombs being fired and houses starting to be 
set on fire by bombs which had not reached their target. We all started 
praying for our parents who were far from us where the bombs were 
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heading, then one of our neighbors took us by the hand to lead us to the 
MONUC (United Nations Observation Mission in Congo) camp where 
we took refuge for 3 hours, then rebels started shooting where we were 
sheltering and our lives were in danger because I watched 10 people 
being shot and several wounded who were treated by the MONUC 
contingents. 
 
Finally, MONUC expelled us out of their camp around 3:00 p.m.  
fearing that we would not all be killed there, and through that we got 
lost to one another and I found myself with my 3 young brothers 
leaving MUBAMBIRO on foot passing along the edges of Lake Kivu 
in the volcano lava, danger of drying off by the methane gas, 
barefoot until I arrived at Goma to a distance of 25 km from Sake; I 
have a talent to persuading someone and securing their protection even 
though the situation is complicated. This is how I persuaded my little 
brothers who begged me for this answer, to continue walking and that 
we want to reach to our destination. My worry was that if they rest, they 
might feel too tired and they won't be able to continue the journey. 
Fortunately, GOD granted us strength that surpasses human imagination 
to reach GOMA around 9:00 p.m. 
 
I hardly did my primary studies, until God allowed us to meet Dr 
BARBARA who took care of me in everything. In secondary school, 
she clothed me, she gave me school supplies, she paid all the school 
fees, she paid for all the training I was able to do in GOMA City, and 
now, she gave me chance to work with PCC GOMA team. The question 
I ask myself every day is where does she get alone all this money from 
to support me and my pygmy brothers and perform great works that she 
is able to achieve? This is how I understood that thanks to your various 
gifts, donations, she collects them all to be sent here afterwards.  
 
Trust me! the $1 you give to her there, achieves a lot here, may GOD 
richly bless your efforts, and I promise to do my best here to facilitate 
all the tasks I am asked for the sake of my pygmy brothers whatever the 
price it will cost me. 
Thank God I survived from horrible things this year like traffic 
accidents, kidnappings, falling into ambushes of armed bandits, the 
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crackling of bullets between FARDC soldiers and M23 rebels, many 
people lost their lives but us, by Divine Grace, we are still alive. To 
achieve this, I will serve my brothers here. May JEHOVAH be praised 
forever! 
 
May God fill your pockets 10 times more than they were, for helping us 
with all your gifts; do not underestimate it, even a penny can provide 
for the needs of one of my brothers, and be reassured that any penny 
you entrust to Madame BARBARA will reach us. 
 
Your son, who loves you so much,  
DIEUDONNE KIKUMU JONATHAN 
Email: Kapjona12@gmail.com 
Whatsapp No. +243993937811 
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Pastor Samuel – PCC Secretary and my long term guide and advisor 

 

 
Pastor Thomson from Goma Anglican church who goes to hold services every Sunday 


