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Missionaries Kids

     When I pastored, we often hosted missionaries and their families in our 
home and at our church.  It was truly our joy to do so.  To this day our sons – 
Brett and Hayden – can recall the names and details of missionaries and their 
ministries from all over the world.  My wife, Gena, was both intentional and 
deliberate about helping missionary families with shopping, supplies, laun-
dry and a myriad of other, sometimes forgotten things.  As for me, I almost 
always made it a point to allow the missionary’s children pick the restaurant 
when taking the family out to eat.  We ate lots of pizza and burgers!

     The point is this:  There is more to loving on missionaries than merely mailing a few dollars to them 
every month or two.  Sure, we prayed for them and rarely allowed their families to leave our home or 
church without praying specifically for their needs.  And, yes, we supported them financially and did so 
happily.  However, sometimes it is the little things that matter most.

     Recently I came across a great article which reminded me of things I already knew but am guilty of 
sometimes forgetting.  Abby Farran was a sixteen-year-old missionary kid in April of 2019 who had lived 
in America, South Africa, Tanzania and Portugal when she penned, “4 Things Missionary Kids Won’t Tell 
You.”  In her very well written article, she noted (1) “I just want to be normal.”  (2) “I don’t know where I 
am from.”  (3) “I might not be a missionary when I grow up.”  (4) “I want to know that I am more important 
the ministry.”  Abby, and her article, gave me pause.  I challenge you to read it for yourself.  The article 
can be found at www.abwe.org/blog/4-things-missionary-kids-won’t-tell-you.  

     With these things – and a hundred more – in mind, this edition of the Missions News & Views focuses 
on missionary kids (MKs).  In addition to a number of photographs [with accompanying information you 
might appreciate] of MKs from all over the world, we are featuring five MKs and their stories.  Please be 
mindful that every attempt was made to leave the articles as undisturbed as possible – aka: written in 
the voices of the young people who penned them.  The grammar may not be perfect, but the testimonies 
are!     

     Having traveled the world with her father, Mission Builder Brant Lane, and family, Aubree brings a 
great perspective to this periodical.  With a missionary dad, missionary husband and missionary chil-
dren, Kelli Pruitt, offers an angle to missionary life most will never see for themselves.  As a teenager, 
Kylie, along with her younger siblings, moved to France as her father, Foreign Missionary Anthony Phil-
lips, became our only ABA missionary currently in that country.  When the Daniel Estrada family moved 
from Mexico City to Spain Emmely’s life changed, completely.  As the daughter of a Foreign Missionary, 
the language was all she knew of her new home…and even that was different.  Carolyn Abigail is one 
of four children of Interstate Missionary James Shields and his wife, Stacey, who crossed into a foreign 
country just to get to the State to which God had called them.  Alaska is more than just beyond Canada; 
it is, in many ways, a world away for Carolyn Abigail and her siblings.

Furthering the Gospel, 
Dr. Roger Stewart
Philippians 1:12



   My  story                                                                                      
  By Aubree Lane

     Hi everyone, my name is Aubree Lane. My journey with missionary 
life began when I was very young. Around my fourth birthday my family 
moved to help with a ministry called Macedonian Missionary Service. Our 
little family of only four at the time packed up from Acworth, Georgia, and 
headed to Nancy, Kentucky. As every other missionary on the field we left 
behind friends, family and all familiarity. Although we only moved a little 
over five hours away the sense of normalcy was nowhere to be found. 

     The first thing about the mission field that I remember is bits and pieces 
of the first year. Being five years old your comprehension of the situation is 
less than the full picture, but here is what I remember. My dad was gone for 
most of the year as he was raising funds for our family. My mom got a job at 
a local high school to help make ends meet during this time of deputation. 
I started kindergarten at the local elementary school and my little brother 

started daycare; life went on. It was very difficult that first year in many ways. Not only was my dad 
gone, but we only knew a few people in the entire State of Kentucky. But by the Lord’s faithfulness He 
got us through. In hindsight now, I can see how the Lord was guiding our family for what our future 
held. Little did we know the blessings around the corner. After the first year of being separated as a 
family, the idea of doing home school wasn’t so terrifying. Shortly after, my mom committed to home-
schooling us kids, we purchased a camper and hit the road. 

     Macedonian Missionary Service has many different branches with coordinators of each. My dad is 
the coordinator over the “Building” branch. Growing up, I didn’t have to learn a new language, but I 
did learn how to become useful on a construction site! In a normal year Macedonian will plan around 
five building projects. Naturally, that takes up a good bit of our year traveling to and from the projects. 
In fact, doing the project is really only half the battle, the other half is raising the funds to do it and 
awareness of the physical help needed. The time spent when we aren’t on a building project is used 
telling people of various needs of missionaries around the globe. For many years traveling around the 
USA to different churches was far from what I wanted to do. The bad parts of missionary life seemed 
to outweigh the good. My outlook was simple-minded and self-
ish because of my spiritual condition. It wasn’t until I took my 
relationship seriously with Jesus that I truly gained perspective 
on what was important in my life! You can only coast down a hill 
for so long until you have to begin pedaling for yourself. I learned 
that the same applies with my relationship with Christ. Being a 
missionary kid, going to countless revival meetings, and singing 
every Sunday wasn’t enough. I had to become personally invest-
ed in my relationship with Jesus. It was then that my eyes were 
opened to the value of what my family does! 

     Looking back, one of my most favorite memories took place in 
a town called Calera, Alabama. At the time my family had come 
into town to help Paul and Amy Armstrong with a small project 
to be done on their newly constructed building. Our families have 
been friends for many years, I consider them like family. That 



Aubree (July 23),  Alex (Aug. 28), 
Austin (Jan. 12), Aaron (Sept. 5)

Children of Brant Lane, Macedonia Builders
Sent out by

White Oak MBC, Nancy, KY

Fellow MKs.
Left to right: Parker Hebert, Alex Lane, Peyton Hebert, Aubree Lane, 

Hannah Armstrong and Tara Jones

particular year was extremely rainy, and the 
job site was nothing less than a mud hole. 
Somehow, we got parked in the red clay 
parking lot but the more it rained the more 
it became a disaster. Our so loved white Ex-
cursion just didn’t have what it took to get 
out of the mess.  It got so muddy that we 
were no longer going outside unless it was 
absolutely necessary and going to town was 
also fastly becoming an option no longer. A 
family of six (my two younger brothers had 
come into the picture) kind of trapped in a 
camper with no way to go outside is a reci-
pe for insanity. To cure the insanity my dad 
came up with this risky plan to get us out of 
the camper for a while. The parking lot had 
a steep embankment that led to a field. So, 
if we could get down the embankment, then 
up this tiny trail with a deep ledge on either 
side we could possibly get to the road which leads to town and the opportunity to get out of the mud 
hole for a little while. All of us kids thought this idea was a stroke of genius; my mom didn’t agree. But 
despite her doubts we all got inside the trusty Excursion to try the idea out. Dad counted down 1, 2, 3 
go!!!! Mom immediately started screaming as we rapidly slid down the embankment. Gaining speed 
to try and make it up the other tiny uphill trail, dad yells, “Here we go!” The tires are sliding, kids are 
yelling, and mom is screaming as we somehow make it to the road. That particular moment lives in 
infamy for the rest of my life. 

      If I were to tell all of the stories from over the years, it would take me a small eternity. The impact of 
every experience, big or small, will stay forever with me. Whether I realized it or not these years have 
molded me into the person I am today. If I were to choose one of the greatest blessings God has ever 
given me, it would be the blessing of His people. As I leave for college here in a few days and start a 
brand-new season of life, I have learned to value true obedience to God over vain worldly success. I 
cannot help but look back and be overwhelmed by the goodness of God. He has been faithful.



   a Front row seat

   Missionary Kid to Missionary MoM                                 By Kelli Pruitt
     During my childhood, my dad, Scott Bourland, planted several churches in the State of Indiana.

     Columbus, IN (1992 -1999)

     My fondest memories were born here. I grew up in this mission church, met some of my best 
friends, and learned so much about life and God there. I saw a church building raised from the ground 
up in 2 days by the Macedonian builders, lives drastically changed, and people make big decisions 
for God. I often stood in awe of our great God and his hand on people’s lives. Many tears and sorrow 
happened here as well. Losing a childhood friend to cancer, families losing babies, and long nights 
watching my parents minister to others in some of their darkest times. This is where I really learned 
what ministry and serving God was all about. It is not just doing church together but walking through 
life together. There is not enough ink and paper in the world for me to tell you how I loved this church. 

     Nineveh, IN (2000-2005)

     This move was not an easy transition for me. Life is hard when your 12 years old and trying to fig-
ure out who you are in this big world. This move meant leaving my school and all the friends I had 
made for the last 7 years. It was a nice enough place, and I learned to love it; but I put up a good fight 
for attention and made some poor life decisions during this time. As any 12-15 year old girl is, I was 
self-centered, confused, and scared to death. Don’t get me wrong, there were some great times here 
as well. I eventually quit kicking and screaming, came to my senses, and enjoyed it as well. It was here 
that I learned how to truly worship, it’s where I surrendered my life to the ministry of God no matter 
what that looked like, and eventually where I got married. 

     I know that every experience is different for every child, even children within the same home can 
have a different perspective of how life as a MK is.  For me, it was mostly wonderful. I loved the trav-
eling of deputation when we were going to a new area. I loved the fun my parents always made sure 
we had at every place. The sites we saw: Niagara Falls, Grand Canyon, Redwood Forest, Yellowstone, 
and everything in between, were breath-taking and a true testimony of our great God and Creator. I 
loved meeting so many new people as a child (which is funny because now I am quite the opposite 
and a room full of strangers seems like a nightmare). As a child, I don’t remember having a care in the 
world and always enjoyed being along for the ride. It was like having a front row seat to ministry; the 
good, the bad, and everything in between.

     Some of the best memories are rooted in missions’ 
conferences and in the rooms of houses all over the US 
and abroad.  I remember the missions conference where 
I got my first Walkman Disc Player (some of you have no 
idea what that even is), the little country church in Arkan-
sas where I first learned God had gifted me with sing-
ing and, staying in homes of generous people all over the 
world. I got to experience several mission trips. Jamaica 
is where I drove my first car and was affectionately nick-
named ‘buttercup’ by a village teen who was an albino. 
He was thrilled to see an American with white skin and 
hair like him.  Africa was where I fell in love with native 
worship; the sound of pure joy in their worship still brings 



me to tears in an instant.  So many of you - pastors, families, and 
churches - have had a huge impact on the woman I am today. I would 
love to list you all, but it would be impossible. 

     Now, as a missionary mother I can only hope that I learned from 
the tough times and replicate the best times for my kids as they get 
to experience the journey of growing up in the ministry. I’m going to 
be honest with you here. It is LONG hours. I worry way more about 
the traveling and logistics of moving a crew our size across the na-
tion in a minivan than I did as a child. I’m convinced that God has a 
special crown in heaven for Missionary Moms who have done depu-

tation with multiple small children in tow! Some of you have heard my “Circus Side Show” stories.  As 
a child it was all fun and giggles. As a mom it’s…never enough snacks, too many bathroom breaks, 
and at least one carsick child along the way (true horror stories have taken place in our minivan). It’s 
your hangry toddler who lets out a groan and tells the pastor of the church you’re visiting that he 
“hates prayer because he is hungry, and he just wants to eat.” It’s blow out diapers, lost shoes, the 
potty-training toddler who accidentally pees in your heel at the truck stop bathroom because you 
BARELY made it in time, and LOTS of McDonald’s French Fries. It is how God sanctifies and humbles 
missionary moms. Most importantly, it is all the memories I will cherish for the rest of my life. 

     As we count the cost of ministry, in our humanity, we often wonder if 
we aren’t giving enough to our kids. As a mom especially, our first mission 
field is our children, but our hearts want to be laboring every minute we 
can beside our husbands. We often try to juggle too much and buy into 
the lies of the enemy that we still aren’t doing enough. Then churches, like 
New Home MBC in Wetumpka, Alabama, and Hillcrest Baptist in Acworth, 
Georgia, invite us to a mission conference and shower our kiddos in love 
and fun for a whole week. They send birthday cards, cards of encourage-
ment, small gifts, and messages at just the right times. They say “thank 
you” to our kids when no one else even knows it matters. And when the 
kids seemed surprised, I realize that it’s because this is the only life they 

have ever known. This is normal for them. It’s those mo-
ments that make my heart smile. When you bless mis-
sionary children, you bless the heart of their mother too. 
It means more to us than you will ever know!  You be-
come a vessel through which God calms our hearts and 
assures us that he loves those kids way more than we 
do, and he’s got this!

     My heart’s prayer is that the Lord speaks loudly to our 
children through each experience; that he shows him-
self strong in their times of need, and whispers peace to 
their heart when it needs comfort; that they will never 
see ministry as a burden, but as the blessing of a life-
time; that they know that this is more than a “job” this 
is living life with an eternal prospective, as all Christian 
families are called to do; that they experience the mighty 
power of the God of the universe, who knows everything 
about us, yet still loves us, and longs to use us to bring 
others to him. They just happen to get a front row seat! 

Leah (age 15), Carson (age 14), Ethan (age 12), 
Abigail (age 9) and Micah (age 6)

children of Missionary
Kevin Pruitt, Indiana,

sent out by 
Calvary BC, Magnolia, AR 



   France is My HoMe                                                                                      
  By Kylie Phillips

     Hello, my name is Kylie Phillips. My family and I are missionaries 
to France. We live in the city of Carcassonne which is situated 2 hours 
north of Spain and 1 hour west of the Mediterranean Sea. As I’m writing 
this, I can see the Pyrenees Mountains from my bedroom window.

     Before moving to France, we lived in Orlando, FL where my dad pa-
stored Calvary MBC for nearly 8 years. We moved to Orlando when I 
was 6 years old. It was home. I loved Florida. I loved Orlando. I loved our 
church. I loved our life. 

     Then, my whole life got shaken up. Dad called us all together for a 
family meeting and told us that God had called him to go to France as a 
missionary.  He, of course, was insistent that we move with him.  I was 
14.  I didn’t want to move to France. I didn’t want to move anywhere! All 

of my friends were in Orlando. It took a couple of weeks to even adjust to this idea, but, eventually, God 
helped me to accept that this was something He was calling our family to do. 

     Just seventeen months after dad’s family announcement, we landed in France. At this point, I had 
never even visited France. I had only seen the countless photos my dad took during the survey trip and 
listened to my dad recount hundreds of mind-numbing facts about the country, the language, the cul-
ture, the food, and the people. 

     If I were to give my honest first impression of 
France, it would be that I wasn’t all that impressed. 
In fact, I was angry. I was angry that we had to move. 
I was angry that I couldn’t communicate. I was angry 
that in two short months I would be tossed into the 
French school system without the ability to either 
understand or speak much more than “Bonjour.” I 
struggled with this anger for quite some time. 

     Then, after several months of living in France, 
feeling helpless, angry, lonely, and afraid something 
changed. I realized that I could not do this without 
God. I started getting serious about my devotional 
times. I learned to depend on God in ways I had nev-
er done before. 

     As my relationship with God grew, my attitude 
changed. I began to learn the language. God bless-
ed me with a friend. Suddenly, I stopped looking at 
France through the lenses of my own fear and frus-
tration, and I began looking at France through the 
lens of God’s Kingdom. I began to love France. In fact, 
my plan at this point is to finish university here and 
then stay and work in France as an English teacher. 

     France is my home. 



     Although we have had many awesome experiences on our mission 
field here, I think my favorite memory so far was the teen Bible study 
that we did in our home during our first year in France while my par-
ents were in language school. Each week, we had other teens from 
America, France, Indonesia, and New Zealand coming together and 
talking about God’s Word. Some were believers and some weren’t. To 
me, it was a perfect picture of exactly what we’re here to do, lead peo-
ple of all nations to the worship of our glorious Creator. 

               

                     Missionary Anthony and Nikki Phillips 
with their children, 

Kylie (age 18), Joshua (age 17) and Taylor (age 14)
sent out by Calvary MBC, Orlando FL

Ten Things only Missionary Kids will UndersTand:
10.  Being way behind on fashion when you come back to the States.
9.  Awkward conversations while on furlough.
8.  You can literally fall asleep anywhere.
7.  You’ve embarrassed yourself more than once by asking the meaning of a bad word.
6.  Being more afraid of traffic than of poisonous snakes.
5.  You’re totally OK with B.O. but you wear deodorant for your friend’s sake.
4.  Asking your friends if there’s room in the band for your sitar.
3.  Your parents will dress the same in States.  Every.  Where.  You.  Go.
2.  Knowing your pet monkey (or lemur) was way better than a dog.
1.  You can speak four languages (but you can only spell one).

[Adapted from Brian Orme at churchleaders.com]



Cyrus Abiel Cristobal, (age 12)
Son of Missionary 

Alfonso Cristobal, Philippines, 
sent out by Landmark BC, 

Pine Mountain, GA

Emmett Jones (June 1)
Son of Missionary 

Michael Jones, North Carolina
sent out by Eastside BC, 

Minden, LA 

Emily (Apr. 2), Riley (Sept. 7)
Children of Missionary
Allen Barton, Alabama,

sent out by The Baptist Chapel,
Grand Bay, AL

Mackenzie Wysocki (July 13)
Daughter of Missionary

Philip Wysocki, Michigan,
sent out by Mt. Carmel MBC,

Bradford, AR 

Gabriel (Aug. 24), Melfrance (Oct. 16)
Children of Missionary 
Fred Ando, Philippines, 

sent out by 
Hubbard MBC, Mt. Calm, TX

Julian (July 16), Olivia, (Aug. 2), Bianca (Oct. 26) 
Children of Missionary 
Michael Torres, Texas, 

sent out by Mission Bend BC, Houston, TX 



SchuylerAnn (Oct. 6), Zechariah (Dec. 20), Char-
ity (Sept 22), Josiah (Mar. 19)

Children of Missionary 
Daniel Branscum, New York, 

sent out by Mohawk MBC, Rome, NY

Hannah (Mar. 26), Jonathan (Nov. 4),
Elijah (Mar. 19), Elisabeth (May 28), 

Joanna (Jan. 14)
Children of Missionary 

Scott Maness, Argentina, 
sent out by 

Nevills Chapel MBC, Mt. Pleasant, TX

AJ (age 12), Nicholas (age 10)
Children of Missionary

Kevin Hutcheson, Romania,
sent out by Westwood MBC, 

Winter Haven, FL

Gaius (age 20), Gaila (age 17), Garwin (age 11)
Children of Missionary 

Yolito De Gracia, Philippines,
sent out by Abiko BC, Japan and

Shiloh MBC, Vidor, TX

Joshua, Stephen, Timothy, Daniel, Sarah and Anna
Children of Missionary Rodney Burdette, Pennsylvania

sent out by 
Lighthouse BC, Walkersville, MD



   wHy spain                                                                                     
  By Emmely Estrada Cruz

     Hello, my name is Emmely, I´m 19 and I am a missionary’s child.

     My full name is Emmely Haniel Estrada Cruz. I’ve lived in Spain for 7 years 
with my family in the city of Malaga, in a village called Alhaurín de la Torre. It is a 
very nice and picturesque place, especially whenever there is a celebration like 
Christmas or a fair, the decorations are lovely.

     I live with my father Daniel, my mother Eloisa and my big brother Oseas 
Daniel. I’m Mexican and I lived in my native country for 9 years. My father was 
the pastor of a church in Mexico City in a neighborhood called Jamaica. Then I 
moved to the United States because my father had to do his Master’s degree. I 
did not want to go there. I barely knew how to speak English, but I was forced to 
learn it quickly because we stayed there for the next 2 years. I was in school, and 
the adaptation process to my new American school was kind of hard because 

it was very different from the Mexican ones. For example, I had different teachers for every subject. I 
got very sad as a result of the multiples mocks and the rejection my classmates and some teachers 
would make to me. But thanks to God, my family and one teacher, who helped me reading and writing 
in English, I moved forward and finally I graduated from 5th grade. But then I stopped going because 
we were doing the deputation process so we could go to Spain to continue with our missionary job. 
That was a tough year, we practically lived in the car and hotels, or different brothers and sisters would 
let us stay in their homes.

     And finally, when the time of moving to Spain arrived, I was 11 years old, and the school year had al-
ready started so I had no friends. In addition, I disliked the food and hated living there; it was a harming 
and tiring process. Most of my culture shocks were due to my personality, I am very loving in contrast 
with the Spanish, who are so cold. I didn’t know how to communicate with them so most of the time 
I was drawing and painting alone. The first days of school were a mess as I didn’t understand their 
Spanish, which is very different from the Latino one; there were a lot of things I didn’t comprehend and 
expressions I keep learning until now. 
They speak so fast, and they cut words 
which was so frustrating to me. 

     But regardless of that, the thing that 
shocked me the most was family re-
lationships: most of the children only 
had a mother or a father. They never 
are together; also, most of the Spanish 
talked in a very rude way with a lot of 
curse words and their tone whenever 
they talked was so high. Due to that lan-
guage problem I had to repeat 6th grade 
as I failed half of my subjects, the kids 
and teachers would make fun of me. My 
parents didn’t know how to help me so I 
just asked them to change school, which 
was a good decision. In the new school 



they treated me very well and they helped me 
pick up the language.

     For the 3 first years I didn’t want to live there, 
I wondered why, always why and not “to what” 
(purpose)?  Why God wanted me and my fam-
ily in Spain?  After that time, I understood ev-
erything.  I understood why we were there with 
less money than we needed and with our res-
idence permission. It all had a purpose: a plan 
that goes beyond our understandings.  I had 
the opportunity to know wonderful people and 
share God´s love.  And I was there to support 
my parents in different ways, helping my father 
with the church furthermore trying to cheer up    
my mother as she felt very sad in this new coun-
try because her family was far away. Also, my 
brother and I started developing both, mentally 
and spiritually. 

     In 2020 I understood that there is no comparison between man and God’s plans. A virus arrived 
which I think was heartbreaking for everyone. Sadly, this virus took away a lot of beloved ones like my 
paternal grandparents. Even then, I knew God had us in his hands and he wouldn’t leave us.  In those 
difficult moments when you can´t be with your family because of the distance is when you understand 
that following God is difficult, as Jesus himself had troubles. The enemy will always try to defeat you 
and make you stop preaching the Gospel, but these trials we went through as a family made me realize 
how important it is to support my father.

     Thanks to our job as missionaries, we had the chance to know a lot of countries like France, Israel, 
Morocco, Spain, United States and Mexico. These trips were not all for missions but to visit as well, 
like Israel. That was a wonderful experience. The trip was one of my father’s biggest dreams. It was a 
blessing for all of us because of other missionary families we met there that could relate to the life God 
has called us to. Going to Paris and Morocco was a holiday thing but we kept spreading our message 
and preaching the love of God. In Mexico, the US and Spain was God´s work. 

     What living in different countries has taught me was helping me be more outgoing and I have grown 
as a person. The things I learned in every country were the tools that had helped me in my life as a 
missionary. I wouldn’t change anything of what I’ve been through because it has been the reason I´m 

like this and all the testimonies I can share 
with the others. 

     Regardless all the bad stuff I went through, I 
had wonderful experiences with amazing 
people as brothers in Christ who cheered us 
going to Spain or the memories of my grand-
parents who wanted us to continue the good 
work in Spain. But also, my sweet Spanish 
friends that don’t refuse hearing about my 
faith which I think is nice and comforting. 
When I look back, I feel that God is always 
soothing us so we can be better every day.

Family Estrada
Missionary Daniel, Oseas Daniel, Emmely and Eloisa



We Are All Missionaries
   By Carolyn Abigail Shields

Hello there! My name is Carolyn Shields.

     I am the eldest daughter of James and Stacey Shields, missionaries to 
Alaska. Pretty soon, we will have been living up here for a whole year. We 
moved up here from Round Rock, Texas. Prior to this move, the biggest dis-
tance we’d ever put between our old homes were a few towns. As you can 
imagine, moving from Texas to Alaska is a pretty big leap, and was one of 
our most difficult moves.

     Alaska is a beautiful place, especially in autumn. The birch leaves turn a 
lovely shade of orange and yellow, and the sky is clear as crystal! Even on 
the days where the sky is cloudy and grey, it’s still such a pretty place. I will 
be honest, though, moving here during the wintertime was both the best 

and the worst decision, in my book. I don’t know if you’re aware of this, but when Alaska winter rolls 
around, it takes the sun with it. So, during our first several months of living here, it was dark all the 
time. Now, coming from Texas, where the sun never stops shining, this was a new experience for me. 
And quite a depressing one, I might add. Moving is always hard. Always has been, always will be. And 
it was with God’s help every single time that my siblings and I adjusted as smoothly as we did.

     Around March of this year, my family and I made a few friends. Any time you move, finding good 
friends is a difficult task, and though it may take a while and seem impossible, it really is just a pass-
ing trial. In time, God will show you to 
the right people. No matter where it is in 
the world that God takes you, family is a 
blessing, but friends are a special kind 
of blessing. These people that we met? 
They really were a Godsend. They’ve 
shown themselves to be true friends. 

     I am all for the mission work we were 
sent to do up here. I admire my parents’ 
desire to help the people of Alaska, but 
I feel God has been narrowing my min-
istry focus. Until recently, I had never 
known how to tell if God was placing 
something on my heart. About a month ago, my siblings and I went with our friends to an event called 
Fusion. This event feels a little like Missionary Training Ministry, except they hold Christian concerts, 
and the lessons are built more for teens and young adults. Around this time, I was struggling the most 
I ever had since the move, but Fusion was an eye-opening experience for me. It helped me to remem-
ber how amazing God really is, and how blessed I am to be called His child. While attending the event, 
a few of us opened up about things we were struggling with, and ever since, we’ve all been trying to 
be more honest with each other. We are being more observant, checking on each other when one of 
us seems down.

     I have learned that as Christians, we are all called to be missionaries. Maybe not official, church-
sent missionaries, but every day, as we live out our lives, we are to be ministering to the people in 



our lives. For some, this may look like showing kindness 
and patience to the waitress, or loving on your little brother 
when he’s feeling down, or standing up for the kid getting 
bullied. Right now, I’m ministering to my group of friends. 
I am sitting with them as they cry into my shoulder. I am 
giving them the care and affection some of them are not 
getting in their own homes. I am praying for their growth in 
Christ. 

     Sometimes our ministry up here feels like we are trying 
to minister to all of Alaska. However, those to whom we give 
the most time and with whom we choose to go the extra 
mile are the people whose lives are touched the most.

     I have been searching for God’s calling over the years. 
I’ve always wanted to have the heart of a missionary, to have 
the heart my parents have, but I have found my current call-
ing. It’s not the most specific, but it is a calling all the same. 

I am to love and care for those who are hurt and broken. I am to show that I will 
be there for them, to be the example I, as a Christian, need to set. Since God is 
unconditional love, I need to live that out. That’s what I am striving to do. 

     Being a missionary is really hard. Because we go wherever God sends us, we 
have had to move a lot. That means goodbyes have been pretty frequent. You 
see friends come and friends go, and you never know what the next calling will 
bring. I feel that God allows us, as missionaries, to live a life full of uncertainties 
so that all we are left to do is trust His plan, and to let Him lead us.

     I love seeing the way God pieces things together. It’s like our life is all one 
giant puzzle, and each obstacle or accomplishment is one step closer to com-
pleting the picture. Ever since God first placed it on our hearts to minister to 
Alaska, I’ve started journaling. I find it’s the best way to look back on all that 
God has done.  It’s truly amazing to see how He has been working in and 
around me. 

     The thing that I love about being a missionary is just how close you become 
with your family. Sure, we don’t always get along, but that’s every family for 
you, and we’re all human. We all make mistakes. However, this closeness we 
have is as rare as a purple moon. You won’t find it anywhere else. 

     To be quite frank, I have personally been struggling a lot as of late. I am 
eighteen years old and only just now trying to figure things out while trying to 
become my own person. I am trying to graduate school, to look for a job, and 
on top of all this, I’m trying to keep a good routine of quiet time with God in the 
mornings. I’m not the best at juggling things, especially now, when the future 
holds so many questions. Honestly, I have not been communicating with my 
parents as I should. That seems to be taking its toll and has made living peace-
fully as a family difficult. I’m praying for God’s guidance and strength, and trust 
everything will smooth out.

     He has done so much up here in Alaska already, big and little. I look forward 
to what He does next for us. 

Missionary James and Stacy Shields
Carolyn Abigail (age 17), Jayne (age 16), 

Ben (age 13) and Grady (age 10)
sent out by Faith MBC, Round Rock, TX

Jayne Shields

Ben Shields

Grady Shields



Niah (Mar. 6), Josiah (Feb. 2) and 
Kyria (Apr. 4)

Children of Missionary 
Johnathan Woodring, Indiana

sent out by 
Landmark BC, Anderson, IN

Joshua (age 25), Jonah (age 22), Jesiah (age 18), 
Jemuel (age 17) and Jazreel (age 14)

Children of Missionary Jesus Lansangan, Philippines
sent out by 

Landmark BC, Pine Mountain, GA

Joy (age 26), Jay T (age 22), Jayson (age 20), 
Jeheil (age 18) and Jay (age 16)

Children of Missionary Jay Tayone, Philippines
sent out by 

Shiloh MBC, Vidor, TX

Reuben John (age 12), Ruin Jay (age 11),
 Rehob Wench and Revile Job (ages 5)

Children of Missionary
Roleven Bistis, Philippines

sent out by
Westview MBC, Gatesville, TX

Dalton (Oct. 24), Harlyn (Oct. 21)
Children of Missionary
Jack Brown, Colorado,

sent out by Eastside MBC,
Minden, LA 



...her price is far above rubies.
Proverbs 31:10

Rosalba Chacon, Missionary Wife 
of Carlos Julio Mendoza,

 Colombia

Mirna Pinzon, Missionary Wife 
of Gilberto Pinzon, 

Colombia

Deborah Veazey, Missionary Wife 
of  Wesley Veazey, 

New Mexico

Teresa Kight, Missionary Wife 
of John Kight,
New Mexico

Mavis Hagen, Missionary Wife 
of Don Hagen,

New York

Holly Couch Naimushin,
Missionary Helper to

Russia

Shawn Branscum, Missionary Wife 
of Daniel Branscum,

New York

Cheryl Boone, Missionary Wife 
of John Boone,

A.M.E.N. Ministry

Margie Dever, Missionary Wife 
of George Dever,

Maine

Amy McCarver, Missionary Wife 
of Glenn McCarver,

Texas

Jung Mi Lee, Missionary Wife 
of Youngbae Kim,
Washington, DC

Erika Estrada, Missionary Wife 
of Sergio Estrada,

Mexico

“Rubies” I’ve met along the way:
By Gena Stewart
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Join us in reaching our goal 

$300,000$300,000
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“...with � ace in y� r he� ts to the L� d.” 
C� ossians 3:16b
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