
 

 

 

 

                                                         Dearest friends and family, 

 
Hello from the Atlantic Ocean! We set sail from Benin on June 3rd. We anticipate 

a ten day sail to the Canary Islands, where the ship will go into dry dock. 

Meanwhile, I look forward to flying home for a visit for five weeks, after which I 

will return to the ship for the sail to our next field service in Cameroon.  

 

As always, it was a mad rush to get the hospital cleaned and secured before the 

ship left port, but with the help of my wonderful team of nurses, we got the job 

done. I am now working in the galley, keeping the crew fed until we reach the 

Canary Islands.  

 

Our last few months in Benin were busy and filled with bittersweet goodbyes. One 

precious little one who was with us for months was named Gifty. Gifty was born with 

multiple facial deformities, most notably a large midline facial cleft. She and her 

mother had been abandoned by her father just after her birth, and yet her name 

alone tells you just how precious she was to her mother. Gifty. Her mother gave her 

that name because she believed her daughter was a gift from God. Her mother 

travelled with her all the way from Liberia when she heard that Mercy Ships was in 

Benin, hoping that we could help her daughter.  It saddens me to know how much 

this precious little one has suffered in her short five years on this earth, the derision 

and the abuse that she has had to endure, all because she looks different from “normal” children.  

It hurts to say that I’ve lost count of the number of times people have asked me, “How can you look at them 

and treat them normally, with deformities like that?” I have to admit that I’ve never really understood that 

question. How could I look at them or treat them with any less love than the love that has been offered to 

each and every one of us by our heavenly Father? Why should anyone’s outward appearance change how I or 

anyone else look at or treat them? Gifty is not disgusting. Gifty is not ugly. She was created in God’s image, 

just as I was. 

Not that I didn’t struggle with her at times, but it had nothing to do with her 

appearance. Already stubborn to begin with, Gifty had developed a tough 

demeanor to cope with the way she had been treated by others. She could be 

sweet and charming, but she could also scream and hit and fight, and for the first 

few weeks after her surgery this was the Gifty I knew. I understood why she didn’t 

like us. In order to give her a better shaped nose and mouth we had drugged her, 

caused her pain by cutting and stitching up her face, poked needles into her, and 

were making her take nasty tasting medicines. What was there to like about us?  

But as she began to heal and the pain went away, Gifty began to smile and laugh as 

well. The nurses became friends instead of enemies, and she blossomed in an 

environment where no one treated her differently or cruelly because of how she 
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looked. Gifty will never look completely normal, though it may be possible for us to do more plastic surgery to 

help make her face more symmetrical in the future. But Gifty and her mother left the ship just a few weeks 

ago with newfound hope and joy, and I am left with precious memories of a little girl who stole my heart and 

reminds me to be grateful that our God looks at the heart and not at the outward appearance. 

Another little one who came to us very near the end was a sweet six-year 

old named Adjidjiatou – affectionately called Adji by the nurses on the ward. 

Adji was a very sick little girl when she came to us, all skin and bones, and 

barely able to walk. Blood tests revealed that the tumor growing in her jaw 

was causing the calcium levels in her tiny body to skyrocket. Before we 

could remove the tumor, we had to get her calcium levels down and her 

bodyweight up. For a few weeks as we treated her symptoms and tried to 

fatten her up, and I began to wonder if this little girl even knew how to 

smile. She lay in her bed like a limp rag doll. We had to place a diaper on her because she was so weak that 

she couldn’t even make it to the toilet in time. She was so thin that she was wearing the same size diaper as 

the nine month old in the bed next to her. And then one day I walked into the ward and 

she wasn’t in bed anymore, she was sitting at the nurse’s desk with a huge smile on her 

face. After that she never seemed to stop smiling, and she loved my balloon creations, 

especially her “princess crown”. We got her healthy and we did her surgery. In the 

process of removing the tumor from her jaw, we had to take a piece of her rib and 

place it where the tumor had been. Then the surgeons wired her jaw shut for six weeks 

to give the bone time to grow and heal. Can you imagine having your teeth wired 

together for six weeks? And still this little girl smiled. She was with us until the wires 

came out of her jaw and she completed her speech therapy. She was one of the few 

patients to stay with us until the day the hospital closed and she and her family were 

given a round of applause as they left the hospital.   

Adji was from a Muslim family. Her father and uncle went to an empty room several times a day to pray. They 

left the ward whenever the chaplaincy team came to the ward to share Bible stories or sing worship songs, but 

for some reason, they let Adji stay and listen. I don’t know what seeds have been planted in that little girl’s 

heart, or in the hearts of her father and uncle, but they know that the people who helped their family loved 

Jesus. We have done what we can to share that love with this family. The rest is in our Lord’s hands.    

 

I have been on this ship for four years now. Yet, somehow I feel as though I have barely begun. There are still 

times that I miss my family terribly and wish I was not so far away from them, especially when I know that 

they are struggling or suffering in some way. I would love to be able to be in two places at once. But I also 

have peace, knowing that I am where the Lord has called me to be at this time in my life. Please pray for safe 

travels as we sail to the Canary Islands and I then fly to the United States. Please also lift up the team that will 

be performing the repairs on the ship while in dry dock and for the advance team already in Cameroon, 

preparing for our arrival. Thank you all for your continuing prayer and support.  

 

Catrice  
 

"Also I heard the voice of the Lord, saying: 'Whom shall I send, and who will  

go for Us?' Then I said, "Here am I! Send me." Isaiah 6:8 
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