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Megan Bocock 
 
As I look back 
on the week 
in Arizona 
and remem-
ber how God 
worked, I re-
member one 
amazing 
thing. On Fri-
day, the 
Fourth of July, 
it rained. Now 
you might 
think that’s 
not something 
special, but it was. I remember that when 
we had our orientation meeting when we 
first got there, the pastor said that it was 
getting close to their wet season. So 
throughout that whole week, I kept think-
ing to myself that it would be awesome to 
see it rain in the desert. On that Friday, 
my prayers were answered. It started to 
rain sometime after lunch, but it wasn’t 
your average rain—it was hard core rain. 
If you stood outside it felt like being hit 
with pebbles going 20mph. But after see-
ing the smiles on children’s faces while 
playing in puddles and mud, I thought 
that it was truly a gift from God.     

Ashleigh Bowers 
 
I saw god on 
the mission trip 
when we where 
doing really 
good at our vil-
lage and then 
half way 
through the 
week, Tiffany’s 
dad died. She, 
my mom, and 
Katie all left to 
go home. My 
mom and Katie 
where in my group and after they left the 
first day, we had a little trouble with our 
group. By Friday, we got a lot better han-
dling our group with less people. I think 
that is a God moment because He 
showed us that we could do it even 
though we didn’t have very many people.  
 
 
Kim Bowers 
 
In my heart- God has been building rela-
tionships with me over the years.  He has 
placed me in a loving family, given me 
friends, co-workers, church friends, and 
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even strangers 
to love.  I have 
learned to 
build a rela-
tionship with 
God through 
reading the 
bible, prayer 
time, and 
seeking his will 
for my life.  As 

we met in Arizona during mission week, 
we heard that word relationships over 
and over.  The whole trip was about 
building relationships with the Tohono 
O'oodham nation.  It was amazing, I did-
n't even feel like we were on a mission 
trip because we were just having fun 
playing with the children, and visiting with 
the adults.  At first, I was apprehensive 
about how to share the gospel with 
strangers.  But as we met the T.O. peo-
ple, that's what the locals called them,  I 
found out that they were just like us.  Try-
ing to survive in this world God made for 
us. I saw over/over how God touched 
their lives and how similar they were to 
our lives/problems.  

Some examples were:  

grandmother in a village -  We were able 
to share with each other how God helped 
us through deaths in our family.  She had 
just lost her husband.  

kids in our VBS village - Our group was 
able to show love, play games, and sing 
songs with the children.  They even 
asked their brothers/sisters/friends to 
come play with them.  

helping a friend -  I was able to help a 
friend go through a traumatic experience 
and it helped me to see that we can't go 
through life without our friends.  

church service-  During the service, the 
preacher asked the congregation what 
they needed help with.  They needed 
prayers for drugs in the family, gang 
members in their families, and even to 
stop smoking cigarettes.  It reminded me 
of home.  We all need prayers for some-
thing and their problems were things that 
could happen to any one of us these 
days.  I remember feeling that the T.O. 
people were so much like us.  They 
wanted and needed God's help and guid-
ance.    

Building relationships is what Jesus did 
with his disciples and friends.  He wants 
us to do the same. Show love, Show ac-
ceptance, Give unconditional love to oth-
ers.    

God wants us to be a light to others that 
have not heard the gospel. We can do 
this by building relationships with all of 
God's childrens.    

Your word is a lamp to my feet and a 
light to my path.  Psalm 119:105  

Ryan Bowers 
 
On the trip I 
saw God in 
many ways. 
but one or 
two was 
much more 
distinctive 
than the oth-
ers. One of 
the ways was 
the kids. We 
had (I think) 9 
people in our 
group, and usually 5-6 kids that came, 
but it was cool because we all got to play 
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and interact with all of them. My favorite 
part was at the end of most of the days 
there, our group would play a game 
called jail - which was basically all us 
older kids chasing the younger ones 
around, and every now and then the 
roles were reversed. By the third day we 
would drive up and there they were, wait-
ing for us to get there. That was really 
something. I know when I was in boys 
and girls club in elementary school, I did-
n’t run to the room as soon as school got 
out, but they did.  
 
I also remember the 2nd or third day we 
went to one town, and some people 
dropped by and talked to us for a while. 
As they left, one of them said, “This is 
what the kids need,” and it was true. It 
really showed that relationships are the 
difference in life. It’s what keeps us go-
ing, and if we had no friends, no family, 
no relationships, we would truly have 
nothing, but as long as we have relation-
ships, that's always worth something.  
 
 
Samantha Campbell 

Sponsors, 
 
Thank you so 
much for all that 
you did. The trip 
to Arizona was 
amazing and one 
of the best things 
I have ever done. 
I saw God in so 
many ways over 
the short week 
we were there. 
The main place I 

saw his presence though was in the inno-
cent young faces of our kids that came to 
Vacation Bible School. The pure joy that 

was on their faces the very first day we 
arrived just to see the area we would be 
working in blew me away. They were so 
excited that there was someone there to 
play with them. The first day we weren’t 
supposed to stay long but there was no 
way I could have turned down a little girl 
that just wanted to play a quick little vol-
leyball game with us. Each day when we 
came back the kids were so excited. We 
would play with them and just hang out 
with them.  
 
It was whatever they wanted to do, but 
when it was time for our bible story they 
would sit down and listen to the word. 
These kids amazed me because they 
didn’t have much in their village, but they 
were some of the happiest little kids I 
have ever met. As the week went on it 
was great to see them learning about 
God and his love. They caught onto the 
love so quickly with us being there and 
showing it to them. Even though these 
kids were young they were growing in 
their faith in the few days we were there.  
 
I believe that they affected me more than 
I affected them though. They showed me 
that God is always there no matter what 
the circumstance is. These kids that I 
grew to love showed me God’s love in 
the most indescribable way and they truly 
changed my life forever. Thank you again 
for making this trip possible. It was a life 
changing experience. 
Thank you, 
Samantha 

 
Chris Colosimo 
One way I saw God this week was, the 
way the kids opened up to us by the end 
of the week.  On the first day the kids 
wouldn’t even approach us, but after a 
little bit of talking to them, we got three or 
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four to 
come join 
us at the 
community 
center as 
we played 
games. 
Their 
friends soon 

joined in on the fun.  At the end of the 
first day when it was time to close, Justin 
asked if anyone would like to pray. A 
young boy raised his hand and said I 
will.  So we all bowed our heads and 
waited for him to start. As we were wait-
ing, there was nothing but silence.  After 
about ten seconds, Justin asked if he 
knew what to say, the boy said, “No.” 

By last day we had built up relationships 
with the kids and each day more and 
more kids came.  The last day after our 
hectic water fight, we gathered around to 
pray together one last time as a group, 
Justin asked if anyone wanted to pray. 
The same boy from the first day raised 
his hand and said he would.  We all 
bowed our heads. After about five sec-
onds this boy belted off one the best 
prayers I've heard from a nine year old 
ever.  I think God spoke through this boy 
that day as he prayed.  That’s how I saw 
God.  

 
Dan Colosimo 
 
When I first found out that we where go-
ing to an Indian reservation I thought that 
Indians still lived off the land. When we 
arrived the first thing I noticed that there 
was a lot of trash right off the side of the 
road. We went to the church service on 
Sunday at Pastor Jay Juan’s church and 
had a two hour church service. It was 

very good and very 
hot. The village I 
was in was called 
Pisinemo. We 
where lucky we 
had a rec. center 
where we had our 
vacation bible 
school. When we 
first started, only a 
few kids actually 
responded to us. 
On the second day 
after our Time 
alone With god, we 
took the hour long 
drive back to our 
village. This time they really responded 
to us - constantly jumping on our backs 
for piggy back rides. That’s when we 
really started to make a connection. On 
the third day we lost two people Katie 
and our leader Ms. Kim so the rest of the 
group had to step up in which we did. We 
worked really hard and we still pulled it 
off. The next two days went about the 
same. On the last day was the water day. 
We had an absolute blast with the kids. 
Many of them where very sad that they 
had to leave.  
 
Kelly Colosimo 
 
When I first 
found out we 
were going to an 
Indian Reserva-
tion, I was some-
what taken back.  
When I pictured 
an Indian reser-
vation, I pictured 
the old TV commercial with the American 
Indian on the horseback, relaying a mes-
sage about littering (I’m dating myself, I 
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know).  At the end of the commercial a 
single tear ran down his check, upset 
over the littering that has taken place 
along the highways.  They were people 
who lived off the land – very peaceful 
types, right? 
. 
The scenery was awesome!  Never be-
fore have I seen such beautiful sunsets!  
The desert with the backdrop of the 
mountains was truly God’s work. Cristy 
and I would find the perfect sunset pic-
tures to take at night from the different 
villages we visited. 
 
In our village of Pisinemo, there was a 
huge recreation center, called “the rec” 
from the natives.  They seemed quite 
used to missionaries coming around and 
interacting with them. Sweet kids!  Most 
of which were preschool/early elemen-
tary aged.  They just loved having our 
youth crew there!  The were few times 
that one didn’t have someone climbing 
on their backs, piggy back riding, wres-
tling, or just talking.  Our crew was awe-
some!  After Kim and Katie had to leave 
to go back to Texas, the rest of the crew 
stepped up!  Even if they weren’t real 
comfortable with the little ones at first, 
the children didn’t allow that for too long.  
They wanted to play and if you were go-
ing to be there with them, you were going 
to play as well.  They interacted well with 
each other.  We had a 6 yr old boy caring 
for his 3 yr old sister and left her in his 
care as we left.  Driving around from 
house to house picking up kids to attend 
our VBS, not knowing any of their fami-
lies, they would just climb into the van 
with us.  Could you imagine!   They were 
so trusting. 
 
Each of our “crew” took care of a bible 
lesson for a day.  That seemed to be the 
hardest part for everyone, but no one 

complained.  They would sit and think 
about it for a while – even ask for help 
from one another, pray about it and did 
what was asked of them.  I saw God in 
each one of our “crew” in how they inter-
acted with the children during this time, 
the things they said, the way they said it 
to the children.  Their lessons were well 
thought out, but not too rehearsed so 
they could learn to “go with the flow” of 
the kids. 
 
 
Steve Corn 
Our mission trip to Arizona was amaz-
ing!!! We took 28 people to the Tohono 
Oodham Reservation to work with chil-
dren doing VBS. Our youth had to learn 
to give their testimonies and present the 
gospel in order to attend. Once we ar-
rived on the reservation we were split 
into 3 different groups who each trav-
eled to separate villages to do ministry. 
My team went to the village of PiaOik 
(sounds like Bee-oik). Anyway, this vil-
lage was 
abandoned 
by the 
Catholic 
church 
about 15 
years ago 
and we 
were the 
first people 
to do any sort of official ministry in the 
village since that time. That means that 
some of the children we worked with 
had never heard the name of Jesus. 
Some had heard through their families, 
but unfortunately, much of what they 
knew was a mixture of Catholicism and 
native tradition. Anyway, it was truly a 
pleasure to get to know these kids and 
to tell them about Jesus. 
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Bringing Light 

For me, one of the biggest experiences 
happened the last day we were there. 
Well, it started the first day, with a little 
girl (3 yrs old) named Sadie peeking 
around the door of her house at these 
strange white people who were inviting 
her to VBS the next day. It was obvious 
that she was a little scared of us, but 
interested. The last day, as our van 
drove around the curve of the road, we 
could see Sadie, literally jumping up 
and down waving at us as we arrived. 
The transformation we saw in Sadie 
was a beautiful hint that we had cer-
tainly won her over and I feel confident 
that we had an impact on her. Sadie's 
transformation was duplicated in each 
of the kids we worked with. Chelyssa, 
Listen, Jayden, Brent, Sidney, and 
Colin. 

The Darkness 

Life on the reservation was also very 
eye-opening. The average income is 
just under $7,000/year. (Lake Jackson 
FUMC averages $100,000/year) Most 
people didn't have running water and 
still used outhouses. The kids only go to 
school 120 days a year (as opposed to 
our 180) which means that the few who 
graduate will still only have an 8th 
grade education. Many don't graduate 
'cause it's sometimes a 2-hour bus ride 
to get to school. When they do gradu-
ate, they struggle at a college 'cause 
they're so far behind academically and 
so most end up coming back to the res-
ervation to live. This also sends the 
message that even if you work at 
school, you’ll end up back on the reser-
vation. Many simply drop out. The res-
ervation is also the largest crossing 
point for drug traffic and mexican il-
legals and so Border Patrol presence 

was everywhere. In addition, we  met 
the gang task force leader on the reser-
vation. Because of the environment in 
which they live, gang activity is ram-
pant. He has a staff of 4 in a huge area 
which has more gang activity than most 
states. The native religion worships a 
god called I'Itoi. He is believed to have 
led the Tohono people into this world 
from the underworld and when some-
one dies, he leads them back from the 
light into darkness. They use a symbol 
of a man in a maze to depict it. 

God is Sovereign 

Interestingly enough, the grandfathers 
also speak of a time when their people 
worshipped the "Creator God." They 
say that in those days (less than 100 
years ago) the land was much more fer-
tile - even describing walking through 
grasses that were waist deep. Today, 
however, it's just desert - dry, dusty, 
nothing but cactus. Anyway, they have 
a legend that says that when the To-
hono people go back to worshipping the 
"Creator God" there will be "Streams in 
the Desert." Isaiah 43:19 also speaks of 
Streams in the Desert when Jesus re-
turns. It's amazing to me that two totally 
different cultures are saying the same 
thing. God reveals Himself all the time 
in so many ways if we'll just listen. 

 
Anyway, all this is to say, that it was a 
great trip! We got to learn a lot about the 
Tohono Oodham culture, and we got to 
tell them about Jesus. Our group also 
had the chance to bring a slip-n-slide to 
PiaOik the last day. The kids had a blast 
on it. In the desert, there was no grass so 
we slid across the concrete basketball 
court. We also had fun watchin’ fireworks 
on the fourth of July which were lit by 
hand about 50 yards from us - I kept 
wondering what would happen if some-
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one accidentally knocked one over in our 
direction. We also had "Hampster Races" 
on a T.O. ranch one night. You'll have to 
ask someone about that one.  
 
Clint Goodrich 
 
Originally I wasn’t signed up to go on this 
mission trip. Although about two weeks 
before, someone dropped out of the trip 
and I decided to fill the spot. The reason 
that I did not sign up in the first place was 

because I 
and a few of 
the other 
people in the 
youth 
group were 
disappointed 
because we 
were not do-
ing a labor 
camp like 
U.M. Army. 

However, it turned out that this mission 
trip was just as interesting and fun as a 
work camp. The first day we drove out to 
our village with a representative of the 
church. When we got there, the village 
people knew exactly who she was. The 
people in the village were not Christian 
and so I figured that we would be ig-
nored, but that was not the case. Within 
10 minutes of being there, 10 children 
showed up and we played some volley-
ball with them and told them that we 
would be there all week. They seemed 
excited. We came at the same time eve-
ryday and played games the majority of 
the day, but we also had a bible story 
time. At first, the kids just ate their 
snacks, but towards the end of the week, 
they were actively participating in the les-
son. Some even prayed to have God in 
their lives. I saw God in these kids be-

cause they are practically forced into 
gangs at an early age. Their brothers and 
sisters were a part of them and even 
some of there parents were associated 
with the gangs at one time. Although 
these kids I believe, will be brave enough 
to say no and not join the gangs and end 
the cycle. They are strong-willed kids. I 
learned first hand that week that they, 
through Christ will become something 
better.  
 
Madison Guthrie 
 
Hmmm..... well where do i start? I saw 
God so many times in Arizona. We left 
early Friday morning at like 4:30. We 
were all tired but super excited or at least 
I knew I was. I couldn’t wait. We got to 
Arizona on Sat-
urday about 5. 
We were all 
happy just to 
be outta the 
car. lol. We got 
all set up and 
fought over 
who was going 
to get the top 
bunks. I was 
ready to meet 
some kids we would be spending the 
next week with but that didn’t happen ‘til 
Sunday afternoon. So me and 7 other 
youth and 2 adults got in a van and drove 
an hour to PiaOik. When we got there, 
we saw there were about 9 houses in our 
village so we went out to meet some 
kids. We met 6. I think they were so cute 
and so excited for the next day. I was 
also excited.  
 
So the next morning, we went to preach 
the word of God. We got there and kids 
were waiting for us. You could see the 
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energy and excitement in their faces. 
 
We did this ‘til Friday. Everyday we had a 
bible story and the first two days it was 
hard for them to sit still but by the third 
day they were asking when we were go-
ing to do the bible story. 
 
It was sad when we had to leave on Fri-
day. I cried. I didn’t wanna leave but on 
the inside I felt amazing ‘cause I knew I 
did something amazing. 
 
So I really saw God through the kids we 
had. They were amazing. 
 
I also saw God through my surroundings. 
I saw that they don’t have much but they 
are happy with what they do have. It 
made me think we have a lot yet we al-
ways want more. It was hard to leave 
Saturday morning. I made great friends - 
some from Alabama - some from Dela-
ware - and some that I’ve known for over 
4 years became closer. God showed me 
that you shouldn’t change to be accepted 
- that people will accept you for who you 
are. 
 
I had an amazing time in Arizona thanks 
for the support prays and thoughts. 
  
Love,  
Madison Guthrie  
 
Sidney Helmintoller 
 
While on the mission trip to Arizona, I 
met a lot of really great kids. In our vil-
lage we usually had about ten or fifteen 
kids come everyday. They were all really 
sweet and fun to be with. One thing that 
really stuck out to me was how grateful 
these kids were. They were always 
happy with what we did no mater what it 
was. Something else that I saw was how 

happy they were. Seeing some of the liv-
ing conditions that some of these chil-
dren had, made you wonder how they 
made it. These kids though, never let it 
show that any-
thing bothered 
them. They were 
really strong kids 
that have been 
through rough 
times, but they 
were truly happy 
which is some-
thing that you 
don’t see much 
anymore. A true 
moment that I 
saw was when 
one little boy 
showed so much interest in learning 
about God, and he even asked if he 
could pray, but when the time came he 
couldn’t do it because he didn’t know 
what to do. It was sad because he didn’t 
know what to say, but was also cool to 
see that he wanted to learn more about 
God. There was also another little boy 
that said he wanted to accept Christ. The 
only thing that one little girl wanted was 
for someone to sit down and talk to her. I 
sat with her and she told me about her 
life and what had gone on. Some of it 
was kind of sad, but then she told me 
that she had been coming to the VBS’s 
that had been held there for the past cou-
ple weeks, and she had learned about 
God and realized that He did good 
things. I thought that it was really cool 
that the things that we were doing made 
a difference to these kids. 
I’m not entirely sure what it is or how they 
did it, but these kids touched my heart. 
From them just being so thankful to just 
seeing pure joy on their faces, they made 
a difference to me. 
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Cristy Hockstra 
 
This mission trip was one of the most 
humbling experiences of my life. Walking 
into a situation where these kids literally 
have next to nothing, yet are so willing to 
come listen to what you have to say and 
play with you was just amazing. Through-
out the week I never saw a kid without a 
smile. I could talk for hours 
about the fun we had to-
gether but I will just tell you 
about one example.  
 
So we were in the middle of 
the desert in June…hot 
right? Very hot! The plan for 
the last day of VBS was to 
have a water day. It sounded 
perfect. Steve even found a 
brand new slip-n-slide and 
decided to set it up. The kids were ec-
static. One problem…they have abso-
lutely no grass. There was sand every-
where and mixed in with the sand was 
glass, so that option was out. The only 
other option was the concrete basketball 
court. Sounds a little painful, but they to-
tally didn’t care. We put down a few rugs 
and away they went. They loved it and 
did not want us to turn the water off when 
it was time to go. It amazes me that 
these kids were so content with their sur-
roundings.  
 
A few of us also spent about two hours 
that day hand filling water balloons with 
plastic water bottles (which is very frus-
trating and takes a lot of time) because 
the water hose didn’t work, but when the 
kids saw them and began to play it was 
worth it. While many of the kids were too 
young to completely understand every-
thing we told them about Jesus, I pray 
that they experienced His love through 

the hours we spent playing with those 
wonderful children. I have always loved 
kids and loved working with them. As 
soon as I was old enough I started baby-
sitting and helping at VBS. So, I was so 
excited when Steve told us we would be 
working with children for our mission trip 
this year. I expected to see God the most 
in the children and the smiles on their 
faces. While this was very true, I also 

saw God in a very powerful 
way through another ex-
perience.  
 
We were told that we would 
be attending the local In-
dian Baptist church on Sun-
day afternoon. We were 
also told that the service 
could be a little long. When 
they told us that I was truth-
fully thinking, “Great, we 

are going to be in a hot building for like 
two hours!” Was I wrong or what!? That 
church service was one of the most in-
credible services I have ever been to. It 
started off as a typical service, but about 
halfway through the preacher said that 
the people would be given a chance to 
tell the congregation what they were 
struggling with. Now in our society I’m 
pretty sure that that room would have re-
mained in an awkward silence for about 
one minute and then the preacher would 
have just moved on, so that’s truthfully 
what I was expecting. But that’s not what 
happened. One by one the people of that 
church began to rise and share with their 
church family their hurts and struggles. 
They poured their hearts out in front of 
everyone, even us who were strangers in 
their church. They were so trusting of 
their brothers and sisters in Christ and 
knew that they would be prayed for be-
cause they were struggling. They weren’t 
afraid of what people would think of them 
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or if they would be judged. I was as-
tounded and that service was so hum-
bling and powerful to me. So as you can 
see, I saw God in so many ways that 
week and I am so blessed to have been 
able to experience God in that way! 
Thank you so much! 
 
Dylan Ilseng 
 
I went on the mission trip because I 
thought it would be fun and I had never 
been to Arizona.  It felt like we were in a 
different country-Mexico.  We had to 

travel on dirt road to 
get to the village we 
went to everyday.  
There were animals 
like cows, horses and 
dogs just walking 
around, even outside 
the mission building 
where we were stay-
ing.  The thing that 
surprised me the most 
was that the children 
in the village didn't 
seem to have very 

much, but they were always smiling.  
Even though we were strangers and eth-
nically different, they had no problem lis-
tening to us as we did the Vacation Bible 
School and having fun doing it.  I realized 
how lucky I am to live where I do and 
have the things that I have. 
 
Dylan Ilseng 
 
Emily Ilseng 
 
The way I saw God on the mission trip 
was in the village we went to everyday 
for Vacation Bible School. On the first 
day of Vacation Bible School, my lead-
ers, Mrs. Nancy and Mrs. Pelton, asked 

us to sit down with the kids and 
pray.  Mrs. Nancy asked us who would 
like to pray?  Then this boy named Jason 
said,  "I would like to pray for us."  Mrs. 
Nancy said, "O.K., start whenever you 
are ready."  Then Jason got nervous and 
said, "I really don't know how, buy I really 
want to pray for us."  So, Mrs. Nancy said 
she would start us off and to repeat after 
her.  "Dear God, ..."  We all repeated af-
ter Mrs. Nancy.  After we did this, I 
thought that it seemed Jason really 
wanted to know God better and maybe 
he was already a Christian, WOW!  I was 
so happy on 
Friday, the last 
day of Vacation 
Bible School, 
when we gave 
the kids a bi-
ble.  I am pray-
ing that Jason 
and the other 
kids will read 
the bible and 
learn more about God.  That week 
changed my life.  I will definitely go on 
another mission trip again!  
  
Emily Ilseng 
 
 
Tonya Ilseng 
 
I do know that 
God was with 
me throughout 
the whole mis-
sion trip.  From 
the moment 
we entered the 
van with the 
youth of our 
church to drive 
in three states 
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to the moment we exited the van after 10 
days, I felt God’s presence.  It is a bless-
ing when God calls me to serve along-
side the youth of our church.  What an 
awesome experience!  God was there in 
the small Baptist church as we sang 
praise music and met some of the locals.  
I was assigned to a small village called 
Pio’Oik.  This village had never been vis-
ited by One Way Ministries.  I was so 
scared.  I really didn’t want to mess this 
up.  Of course, as we learn, that with 
God you can accomplish great things.  
As I stepped out of the van, I felt I was 
surrounded by God’s beauty as I looked 
at the mountains.  As we went through 
the week teaching vacation bible school 
and visiting different villages at night to 
bring food and games, I realized that it’s 
not so bad to step out of your comfort 
zone.  I knew by the end of the week that 
I was going to be emotional because I 
will probably never see these children 
again (Chelyssa, Brent, Sadie, Sydnie, 
Colin, Lystan and Jayden).  One day dur-
ing the week I helping Cristy and Katie 
get ready for their lesson and Jayden, 
who is about 8 or 9, saw by bible sitting 
there and asked me about it.  I told him 
that this was full of God’s word.  He 
asked me if I could see God.  I told him 
that when I stepped out of this building 
and looked at the beautiful mountains 
that God had created that I could see 
Him.  I told Him when I look in Jayden’s 
face, I could see God.  He nodded and 
said that he sees God in the mountains 
too.  What a blessing!  God was right 
there with the right words for me to say.  
As we drove away on Friday with tears in 
my eyes, my prayer was that One Way 
Ministries will keep sending someone to 
the tiny village of Pio’Oik because I be-
lieve God has some hearts and minds 
ready to let Him in.  The best blessing of 
all is that I was able to share this experi-

ence with my children.  Thank you God, 
the church, Steve and the youth for giv-
ing me this wonderful opportunity. 
 
Tonya Ilseng    
 
 
Katie King 
 
Every morning it was mandatory for us to 
get out of bed a whole hour before break-
fast and have TAWG time (Time Alone 
With God)…this was hard…but the next 
time got easier and easier...we had a de-
votion 
book the 
One Way 
Ministry 
had put 
together 
for us to 
use during 
our TAWG 
time…I 
would do 
the day I 
was sup-
posed to in 
the book 
and then I 
would jour-
nal about 
what I thought and I’d write my prayers to 
God…trying to figure out what I want to 
share, I looked in my journal and man, 
after reading entry after entry I can see 
how much God was a part of my time 
with Him…He had answered prayer after 
prayer…and I was only in Arizona for 4 
days… 
 
I’ll start with TAWG Day 1...the devo-
tional talked about the need for unity in 
the body of Christ and giving up my 
struggles, worries, and fears to God…in 
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response to this I gave up my fear of the 
unexpected, and that I know He will be 
there with me through anything…that 
same day we went to church at First Pa-
pago Baptist and God revealed what 
unity in the body of Christ was like by 
showing me the unity between the To-
hano Nation people…they could share 
anything at church and not feel judged, 
and others encouraged them by saying 
they’ve been there too, or I know that 
must be really hard…yet in our own 
“perfect church” in “innocent Lake Jack-
son”, if we share the slightest bit of 
something we struggle with, like tempta-
tion, we know we will be judged by our 
“wonderful Christian church family”…it 
just makes me sick that in the Tohano 
Nation, where people are having a hard 
time scraping by…they can talk to each 
other about anything they are going 
through and others REALLY care…the 
community of First Papago Baptist is so 
trusting and caring of one another…they 
are a great example of how we as peo-
ple, as a church, should be unified in the 
body of Christ…that evening God tested 
my fear and my groups fear of the unex-
pected by moving one of our group mem-
bers to another group…we were so mad 
because we had already had everything 
planned and were ready to go…then 
BAM! Things got “messed up”…but we 
got through it together… 
 
that wasn’t the only time He threw an un-
expected event to me…the third night we 
were there a very good friend of mine got 
the worst phone call she had ever got-
ten…the news of her dad dieing…my 
heart sank…the first thing I thought was 
what do I do? I wanted to do some-
thing…anything to make her better…
whatever that takes…but nothing came 
to me…I was angry, confused, and sad 
all at the same time and I couldn’t do 

anything about it! So I just stayed there 
with her and the other adults…Cheryl 
and Steve made arrangements for her to 
leave the next morning with an adult…
before the plans were finalized he asked 
her if she wanted me to go with her…she 
quickly answered yes…the first thought I 
had was “ok I can do that“…then it was 
“but…I want to finish my mission trip”…I 
was going no matter what I thought but 
the whole plane ride back I was mad that 
I couldn’t stay and complete my mission 
trip… 
 
during the plane ride I pulled out the de-
votion book and read day 4...and guess 
what it was about…obedience to God…
that’s CRAZY! I knew right then and 
there the thoughts of staying in Arizona 
never crossed my mind again because I 
know I had done the right thing and 
obeyed God…so during my time in Ari-
zona I experience God when I spent time 
alone with Him…go figure!  
 
Jeremy Menter 
 
The mission trip to Sells, AZ was amaz-
ing. Spending time with all of the Tohono 
O’odham children was great. These kids, 
despite the harsh conditions of basically 
living in the Arizona desert and relative 
poverty, were never down about their 
situation. I guess it’s because they just 
don’t know any 
better, or who 
knows, perhaps 
it’s God’s work. 
The gang prob-
lems on the na-
tion are impossi-
ble to miss and 
yet the parents 
of these children 
just let them go 
play games for a 
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few hours with complete strangers.  In 
such a tight-knit community this isn’t a 
problem. The kids spend the majority of 
the day out in the heat because it’s actu-
ally hotter inside with no air conditioning. 
 
The main place I saw God was in one 
little girl, Misty. She took a liking to me on 
the first day when we played basketball 
(and she won). She spent the whole time 
laughing and having a great time even 
though the game we were playing was… 
pretty boring. Every day we went to pick 
her up, she was ready at 8:30 in the 
morning to go spend time with strangers 
and learn about God. When we would 
sing songs and give the lessons, she 
was the only one who sang along every 
time and sat still and listened to the les-
son. I don’t think I’ve ever met an 8 year 
old who wants to sit still and learn about 
God’s word. 
 
I loved spending time with all of the chil-
dren, but Misty was my favorite. I could 
definitely see God through her because I 
know I have trouble relating to and toler-
ating small children, but having one that 
actually listened to authority figures and 
followed along really helped me get the 
hang of spending time with the children. 
 
 
Collin Mikulencak 
 
I was very much against going on this 
mission trip. I did not choose to do this. 
My mom made me go. The day we left, I 
was kind of frustrated because I didn't 
want to be there. I wasn't being nice to 
some people. By the time we got to Ari-
zona, I had pretty much accepted the fact 
that I couldn't do anything about it so I 
was fine with it. 
 

On Sunday we went to our village which 
was called PiaOik. I was surprised to see 
how small it was. There were only 6 or 7 
houses. Some of the group went to invite 
the kids in 
the village to 
Bible school, 
but I just 
stayed to 
help set up 
things. Dur-
ing the 
week, we 
played with 
the kids a 
lot. We 
played a lot 
of kickball. 
We probably 
played 4-5 
games a day. A boy named Brent, who 
was about 6 years old, started hanging 
around me. I had fun playing with him 
and I missed him when he wasn't there 
on the last day. 
 
I made friends with some other people. 
They were a Mennonite youth group from 
Virginia. I had fun with them and we are 
still talking. 
 
I think I was oppositional because I was 
worried about what I would have to do 
out there. I'm not very comfortable when 
it comes to talking about God, but I liked 
being with the kids. I thought the mission 
trip was a cool experience and I would 
seriously consider going again. 
 
Justin Mikulencak 
 
Believe it or not, mission trips are not 
worked by those who have everything 
"together" enough to represent God to 
the real world. People are either there for 



16 

 

the wrong reasons, or they realize that a 
mission trip an opportunity for God to 
speak to them through new settings and 
places, people, situations, and even their 
own actions. 
  
On this trip, God spoke 
to me so many times 
that I can only begin to 
recall and realize all of 
them in hindsight. One 
thing now stands out in 
my mind. I believe that 
God revealed to me the 
epitome of who and 
what He has call His 
church and His followers to be through 
the heart of a 5 year-old boy. 
 
I was the person who would help make 
the rounds in the mornings to gather up 
kids for Bible school. We had our hand-
drawn map of all the houses in both vil-
lages, and where our "regulars" lived. 
Even though we couldn't really get other 
kids to come, we did manage to get one 
house's kids to start coming on the third 
day. There was Nikea who was around 
8,Ezekiel who was 6, and Venass ( Who 
went by Ray-Ray) who was 4 or 5. These 
three guys came with us on the third day 
of Bible school when we promised there 
was food and games there. Hours later, 
Bible school ended for the day, and we 
dropped the three off at there house just 
like all of the other children and promised 
to be back tomorrow morning.  
 
Well, we did show back up the next day. I 
knocked on the door to get the boys, and 
the door swung open, showing the two 
older boys standing there not really 
awake yet. I asked if they were ready to 
go, and they acted like they were about 
to tell me to go on and let them go back 
to sleep. Before they could do anything, 

Ray-Ray's voice exploded from the other 
side of the room in the way that only little 
kid's voices can. 
He yelled " I am ready, I want to go!" until 

I  could get him to hear me 
say "ok, let's go!" Because 
of Ray Ray's enthusiasm, 
the others came along 
quickly. 
 
While this seems like a 
regular kind of thing, this 
speaks volumes of who we 
are supposed to be as fol-
lowers of God. Believe or 
not, we as Christians are 

not called to quietly sit in a pew every 
week, or to go through the motions po-
litely because Christians are supposed to 
be "nice people." We are not called to 
hesitate in the face of worldly image, we 
are called to explode with our proclama-
tion of who we are and who we are called 
to be: Children, followers, and worship-
pers of God. We should also realize that 
our explosion of faith does nothing to 
hold anyone back; by blowing up in the 
face of worldly image and  reputation, we 
liberate others from the hesitation and 
uncertainty that holds back the majority 
of the church today. THE WORLD IS 
WAITING ON THE EDGE OF THEIR 
SEATS FOR CHRISTIANS TO TAKE A 
STAND FOR WHAT THEY BELIEVE IN. 
 
If you are reading this, my experience 
involves you too. You either gave and 
sacrificed financially so that I could do 
things like this, or you are reading and 
learning from this experience. Thank you 
for all that you have done and will do for 
the cause of Christ. 
 
In and With Christ, 
Justin Mikulencak 
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Nancy Mikulencak 
 
God In The Dust Storm 
  
Block parties were a large part of the 
ministry on the reservation in Arizona. 
While the mornings were spent leading 
VBS for the children of our village, the 
evening block parties were opportunities 
to not only reconnect with the children 
but to meet their parents and other adults 
in the village. At block parties we brought 
a meal, clothes, and school supplies to 
give away, but most importantly, we just 
spent time with them...through conversa-
tion, through kickball games, and through 
music. 
 
On Tuesday evening in our village, KaKa 
(pronounced Gaka), we set up in our 
"community center". This was actually a 
converted cattle pen with crumbling 
adobe walls on one end with two 
chicken-wire covered windows and a di-
lapidated corral on the other. Our intern, 
Megan, and I left the group there while 
we drove back 15 miles to the village of 
Ventana to pick up children for the block 
party. As we were riding and talking, we 
began to notice the sky and could see 
where some places over the mountains 

were getting rain. (This was the monsoon 
season for them.) On our way back to 
KaKa, we began watching a huge cloud 
moving over the mountains that seemed 
to be heading straight for the village. 
Megan began to tell me how exciting it is 
to get rain in the desert and how much 
the children love it and enjoy playing in it. 
As we arrived in the village, we realized 
what was coming wasn't rain at all, but a 
huge dust storm! It was intriguing. We 
watched and waited with great anticipa-
tion. Isn't that just how we anxiously 
await what God has to show us???? The 
dust storm blew powerfully over the 
mountains and right down into the vil-
lage. The dust covered everything and 
filled every crevice with dust. It felt like 
we were being sand-blasted! That's what 
God does for us if we let Him, if we invite 
Him. We can stand "unprotected" and 
surrendered before Him. He will come 
powerfully over the mountains we create 
into the valley of our trials and cover us 
with His love. He "sandblasts" the layers 
we have accumulated, smoothing the 
rough edges, to make us shine for His 
glory!! 
 
Although we had sand embedded in our 
eyes, ears, noses, and other places, it 
was like being completely covered in His 
love in that dry, arid place ~ covered with 
sand ~ cleansed by the blasting ~ not 
unlike the cleansing of the living water. It 
reminded me of a song that I love. (One 
that Justin and Steve refused to play for 
me during worship time there.) The song 
is Days of Elijah and part of the lyrics are 
"...a voice in the desert, preparing the 
ways of the Lord...here He comes, riding 
on a cloud..." I think that's what we were 
doing for the brief time we were there. 
We shared His word in the desert to help 
them know God and prepare for His com-
ing! I thank God everyday that He could 
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use me, provide the means for the trip, 
and bless me with the experience of 
watching the youth serve Him and His 
people at the fringes of our country. 
 
Limping—Nancy’s Second story. 
 
Last July I had my first mission trip ex-
perience with the high school kids from 
our church. Through the UM Army work 
and worship time, God reached down 
and pulled me from the pit I was in. He 
rescued me!! You see, I was limping 
badly, spiritually speaking. A lot of people 
probably didn't even realize the depths 
and pains of that limp. I learned the 
power of a mission trip, for both the mis-
sion target and the missionary! 
This summer my children and I were 
blessed by a generous donation which 
gave us the opportunity to go on another 
mission trip, the first such opportunity for 
my younger two children. This time I was 
limping again...but thankfully it was only 
physically this time!! I was frustrated by 
my inability to be as active as I am nor-
mally. I had to do a lot more sitting and 
watching than I really care to do. I did 
volunteer to be a permanent outfielder in 
the kickball games, but wasn't really of 
much use unless it was kicked almost 
directly to me. 
 
I have been home (still sitting!) for more 
than a month now. It has occurred to me 
that there were so many God-things I ex-
perienced in Arizona. Maybe the physical 
limp was a reminder of the road home 
this prodigal started out on last summer. 
It reminds me to never forget to thank 
Him daily for the rescue! Maybe it is God 
reminding me not to run too far ahead 
again...to sit still and talk to Him...to crawl 
up in His lap and just sit...and 
watch...and listen. He has shown me 
great and mighty things, just like He 

promises. As I reflect on our time in the 
mission field, MANY amazing things hap-
pened there ~ the transparency of the 
members of the First Papago Baptist 
Church who stood and asked for prayer 
during Sunday morning services ~ the 
way Justin and Montana drew the kids in 
through their daily musical offerings ~ 
Collin's spontaneous prayer during a 
tragedy ~ Rachel's eagerness to go 
knock on doors in the villages to invite 
kids to Vacation Bible School ~ Elodio, a 
village boy, standing beneath that huge 
oleander waving goodbye to us as we left 
the village for the last time ~ people look-
ing for hope in hopelessness ~ the joy on 
children’s faces when they saw the van 
coming ~ children running to greet us ~ 
the "line in the sand" lesson ~ ~ ~ I could 
go on and on. 
 
I guess the lessons for me are this: 
1) We are called to live a life of sacrifice. 
2) In serving others, we diminish the self-
ish, personal pursuits and abandon our 
own issues and struggles. 
3) We're all "limping" in some form or 
fashion, so let's nurture and love each 
other! 
 
I am thankful beyond words that my fam-
ily went on this trip. I am certain that our 
experiences will forever be a part of us. I 
am thankful for my church family who 
supports these activities, both financially 
and prayerfully. I am thankful for Steve 
who seeks out diverse experiences for 
our youth so that they can discover and 
pursue their gifts for a lifelong effort to 
further God's kingdom. I am thankful for 
Pastor Geller and his support and en-
couragement of the spiritual journey of 
these youth and adults. We are blessed 
beyond measure! 
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Rachel Mikulencak 
 

In Arizona on the 
reservation in 
Sells, it was really 
different from 
home. There were 
wild horses, stray 
dogs everywhere, 
and even a wild 
cow right by the 
church. There 
was no grass any-
where! 
 
The village God 

chose for me was KaKa. Sunday after-
noon, our first day, we went to houses 
and rang doorbells to invite kids to VBS. I 
had never done that before and I was 
kind of excited, but I wasn't sure what to 
think of that. Then we went to our VBS 
building. There was no air conditioning 
and basically it looked like it was made 
out of playdough and chicken wire. 
 
Everyday the kids wanted us to play kick-
ball with them. They were always eager 
to do the crafts, but they were a little shy 
about the music. They seemed to know a 
little bit about Jesus. On the last day of 
VBS, we did a lesson where we drew a 
line in the dirt floor of the building. One 
side was for Jesus and the other was for 
Satan. We asked them which side they 
would rather be on. All the kids jumped 
up from their seats and ran to the side for 
Jesus. That showed me that no matter 
what your living situation is, you can al-
ways find God in it. 
 
Paula Pelton  
 
I went into the mission trip to Sells, Ari-
zona with the same mindset that I have 

gone into any other mission trip with. Ex-
cited, anxious, and confident. But as we 
pulled into First Papago Baptist Church, 
my confidence began to fade. I had 
never even stepped foot into such a 
grungy, and I was going to be spending a 
week there. 
 
The following day, my group went to our 
village for the first time. We went to 
scope out the place and invite the kids to 
our Vacation 
Bible School 
we would be 
holding in the 
village. We 
had the small-
est village, and 
it consisted of 
maybe six 
houses. As we 
were scoping 
out the room 
where VBS 
would be held, 
one by one kids began trickling in. At first 
they would just peek their head around 
the corner, curious about what we were 
doing. But by the end of our first visit, we 
had played a game of volleyball and the 
kids had already began opening up. 
Excited, we went into our village the next 
day full of energy. I knew God had pre-
pared me for this, and I was ready. But 
just as all kids do, they wore us out. But 
no matter how exhausted we were from 
running around with a kid on our back or 
playing kickball, God seemed to supply 
us with just enough energy to pick one 
more kid up or play one more round of 
ball. 
 
We outnumbered our kids, nine to six, 
but I feel that it was a good thing, every 
child always had at least someone with 
them throughout the entire week. 
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The lesson was always the hardest part, 
to get all the kids to settle down long 
enough. But one incident that really 
stands out in my mind is Wednesday, 
while we were sitting having our lesson. 
It was on being on God’s side, the win-
ning side. It seemed to really excite the 
kids to be a winner. But Jaden, a nine 
year old boy, pronounced that he was on 
God’s side. Steve led the prayer that day, 
and then we all repeated what he said. 
After saying Amen, Jaden’s face lit up 
with excitement and he said, “I said the 
whole thing.” He was so proud of himself. 
It was really amazing seeing God work 
through this nine year old boy who had 
never really been exposed to God in the 
past. 
 
The whole trip was full of obstacles and 
full of new experiences that will stay with 
me forever. And as awesome as it was to 
have God work through me and shine 
into other people’s lives, God also 
worked through these kids and taught me 
so much. Sometimes the best way to be 
with God, is to be like a child again. In-
stead of a nonstop schedule and all the 
gadgets, look at the simpler things that 
God has given us. Because it is truly 
amazing. 
 
Robin Pelton 
 
I never realized there were people in 
America who had not heard of Jesus 
Christ.  I expected that the Native Ameri-
cans I encountered might not believe in 
Jesus, but I never imagined that people 
in our own country would not even be 
aware of who He was; Yet I found this to 
be true this summer in the desert of Ari-
zona.  And with this truth, came a free-
dom.  I experienced the freedom to 
openly share the truth about God, His 

Son, and the path to eternal life in a way 
I have never before experienced.   
 
Upon entering Tohono O’Odham Nation, 
my first reaction was one of disappoint-
ment.  Litter was everywhere.  Spray 
paint marked every street sign and build-
ing.   I am ashamed to say that in my 
head I heard myself saying, “If they care 
so little, why 
should I?”  I 
righteously 
concluded that 
I wanted to 
help people 
who wanted to 
help them-
selves, and in 
my judgmental 
heart deter-
mined these 
people must not want to help them-
selves, so I was surely going to be wast-
ing my energy over the next 10 days.  
The next morning, as we attended wor-
ship, I was confronted with the realization 
that I had passed judgment by looking at 
outward appearances and realized that in 
my self-righteousness, my heart was 
hard.  As a part of the service, the minis-
ter asked people to share their struggles.  
One after another, people stood and 
shared intimate details of the sins in their 
lives.  Stories of drugs, alcohol, gang in-
volvement, violence…I sat in awe.  Not 
because they faced these struggles, but 
because they were willing to so openly 
talk about their sin.  I considered what 
would happen in our community if we 
were asked to stand and share about our 
struggles.  Certainly we could stand and 
share about a health concern we have or 
share about a friend going through a 
hard time, but could we be so transpar-
ent as to share about our own shameful 
situations?  And if we did, would we be 
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heard with open hearts and loved any-
way?  Or would our confessions become 
the talk of the week throughout the com-
munity?  As I realized how protective I 
am of my own personal struggles, I de-
veloped an admiration for their open-
ness.  And that is when I realized the po-
tential that existed on this mission trip.  
The people of Tohono O’Odham recog-
nized their sins and were open to hearing 
about a savior.  God could use me might-
ily if I could open my heart and follow his 
lead. 
 
That afternoon, we visited our village 
where we’d be holding VBS.  The site for 
our classes was nothing more than a sta-
ble.  A building made of chicken wire and 
mud.  I haughtily thought that surely even 
Jesus was born in better conditions that 
this…then humbled myself to recognize 
that if such a miracle could happen 2,000 
years ago in a stable, surely God could 
use this place for miracles as well.   
 
And so our mission began.  Each day, as 
our van pulled into the village, a highlight 
was seeing the children run barefoot to 
eagerly greet us.  Our routine was to 
start with a game of kickball.  Afterwards 
we’d sing songs of praise and worship.  
Though the children watched more than 
participated, it was apparent they en-
joyed the experience.  One child in par-
ticular, Elliot, loved to drum.  The first day 
he watched, the next day he began as-
sisting Justin Mikulencak, and by the 
third day he was part of the band.  What 
a joy to watch him find the rhythm and 
lead the group in praising God!!  When 
we concluded with music, we’d move to 
the Bible message.  It was my privilege 
to share God’s word, and I was blessed 
to know that children in this village were 
learning about God because I had re-
sponded to his call.  I was able to intro-

duce them for the first time to our heav-
enly Father.  “This is a book about God.  
It is called the Bible, and we can learn all 
about God by reading this book,” I said 
the first day.  As the week went on, we 
told more and more about the plan of sal-
vation, and by Friday we let them know 
that they can choose to accept Jesus into 
their hearts.  The children in our village 
were able to tell the story of why Jesus 
died on the cross, and each of them ex-
pressed a desire to be on God’s team.    
 
Leaving our village on the last day, I felt 
a sense of guilt.  How could I come in 
one week, inspire such hope in their 
lives, and then just leave?  Surely these 
children needed more influence than one 
week of exposure!  And that is when I 
realized for the first time about the impor-
tance of missionaries.  Our group was on 
a mission trip, a one week event that in 
isolation surely impacted us far more 
than it impacted the people of Tohono 
O’Odham Nation.  But our work wasn’t 
done is isolation.  Our group planted 
seeds that other groups will harvest.  We 
provided a small, yet important piece of 
an ongoing missionary program that is 
helping ensure all Americans are able to 
learn about Jesus Christ.   
 
It is still hard for me to believe that peo-
ple in our own country have not yet heard 
the message of our Savior, but after 
spending 10 days in the desert with the 
children of Tohono O’Odham Nation, the 
sense of disappointment I first experi-
enced had been replaced with a sense of 
hope.  And in this hope, I have experi-
enced a renewal of my own faith and a 
new confidence in the power of Christ to 
work in the lives of those who respond to 
his call.  I certainly have my own strug-
gles, but even so, I am so very thankful 
that when God called me to go on this 
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mission trip, I obediently responded to 
his call and allowed him to be glorified 
through me.   
 
Taylor Pelton 
 
When I first signed up for this mission 
trip, it sounded like a good experience 

but I wasn’t sure 
what to expect 
since I had never 
gone on one be-
fore. To me it 
sounded like a 
long trip, a lot of 
work, and really 
hot weather, be-
cause I wasn’t 
thinking of how 
great it was to be 
able to experience 
a totally different 

lifestyle that people not too far from us 
are living in. Most of us get so caught up 
in our busy lives that we forget about the 
things we are so lucky to have. Almost 
everyone on the reservation is dealing 
with poverty, addiction, and gang vio-
lence in their homes and in their lives, 
but they still are so grateful for what they 
have rather than expecting more. When 
we held Vacation Bible School at the Rec 
Center we had a lot of fun, but on the last 
day the Rec Center was closed due to 
the 4th of July so we had to hold VBS 
under a small little shaded area so we 
had a water day for the kids. We played 
with the water hose and had water bal-
loons and the kids had the best time they 
had all week. I really saw God’s love in 
the kids as we spent the last few hours 
with them and then had to say goodbye. 
Even though we were there to teach 
them about God, they taught us so much 
in return.  
 

Tiffany 
Tomlin 
 
On the night of 
July first I received 
a phone call that 
would ultimately 
change my life for-
ever. We had just 
returned from a 
block party in our 
village when I was told that my sister had 
tried to call me twice. This alone made 
my heart stop because my sister never 
calls me, much less when I am on a trip. I 
went into our room and as soon as I 
reached for my phone to call home, Mrs. 
Colosimo came running into the room 
with the phone for me. When I heard my 
sisters voice on the other end I knew 
what had happened. All I could hear her 
say was “Dad died.” I hit the floor and be-
gan to cry like I never had before. Once I 
fell to the floor I was surrounded by our 
adults. I remember laying there for a long 
time, and I kept telling myself, “ok, that’s 
enough, stop crying and get up.” Even 
though that is what I kept telling myself, I 
couldn’t stop. After laying there for an 
hour or two, they were able to get me up 
off of the floor and move me over to my 
bed. We all talked for a little bit and I 
thought, ok I can do this. But like Dad 
would always say, that’s what I get for 
thinking. Katie King came in and sat 
down by me and all I could do was break 
down again in her arms.  
 
Later that night I would find out that while 
I was falling apart, the entire camp gath-
ered together in the sanctuary to pray for 
me. Once the camp was through our 
group stayed in there for as long as they 
wanted to pray. Some of them would 
wind up staying in there well into the 
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night. After calming down some Katie 
and I decided to go outside to get away 
from everyone else who had just come in 
from the sanctuary. On the way outside, 
Steve told us that our group was praying 
in the sanctuary, and as much as I 
wanted to go in there and be with my 
friends, I knew that as soon as I stepped 
in to the sanctuary I would begin to cry, 
and there would have been a good 
chance that this time it wouldn’t have 
stopped. We decided instead to go to the 
basketball court and lay down to look at 
the stars. After 30 minutes or so of us 
laying there and laughing about random 
things, the group came out to sit with us, 
and to be there for me. We stayed out 
there for a while, laughing about Madi-
son’s theory of God moving the star on 
us, and the guys well lets just say being 
guys. As much fun as we were having, 
Steve had to end the party so that we 
could get some sleep, because Mrs. Kim, 
Katie, and I had to catch a plane the next 
morning and we would leave at 4 am, 
and everyone else had to get up around 
6am. On the way back in to the rooms, 
the camp leader JT came up to me and 
gave me a hug and told me that I was in 
his prayers.  
 
That night I lay in bed thinking of all the 
things that everyone had done for me in 
a matter of hours. Once they found out 
what had happened I was surrounded by 
people, they stepped into action, getting 
me a plane ride home for the next morn-
ing, and comforting me. Everyone prayed 
for me through the night, most of them 
people that didn’t even know me. But 
what was most comforting to me was 
when I was joined by my friends in my 
time of need. They allowed me to get my 
mind off of everything and just be myself 
and laugh about random things, like old 
times. God was there for every second of 

it, whether I knew it then or not.  
 
Even though my time in Arizona was 
shorter than I had hoped for, and I still 
beat myself up for leaving Dad at home 
while he was sick, I still thank God every-
day for allowing me to go to Arizona.  I 
am not sure what these next few years 
will hold, everyone tells me that it will be 
the hardest time in my life, and I will cry 
at the most random times, but I know that 
with God there like he was that night, I 
can get through anything. 

 
 

Katie Walzel 
 
Ahem: 
 
Kay, so Steve 
told us to write 
this paper 
about how we 
saw God on 
our mission 
trip. Alright, 
easy enough. 
Wait! Not 
that’s not! How 
am I supposed 
to pick out one thing to write about when 
God was EVERYWHERE?! Most of the 
time while we were there, God was all I 
ever saw. But, I’ll pick something, be-
cause that’s the assignment. 
 
The thing that really got me about this 
trip was the children. The whole week 
was centered on kids. Get up, go do VBS 
with kids. Go back, eat lunch with the 
neighborhood kids. Go to a block party 
for dinner and play with kids. See a pat-
tern? So obviously, I got attached to 
those kids that we were spending every 
day with. That’s not really where I saw 
God, though.  
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I saw God through how much fun those 
kids could have with literally nothing. 
When we drove up into our village, Pia-
Oik (pronounced Beeoik, like, all in one 
syllable) I was like, yeah, this is probably 
the outskirts of the real village or some-
thing. Our village had 6 houses. Only 6 
houses! We had to drive an hour and a 
half out from the nearest city to a village 
with only 6 run down, broken, metal 
houses (with no toilets, might I add).  It 
was isolated, under populated, and HOT! 
The kids impressed me, though.  They 
got out there with us and played and 
laughed and ran and smiled and tackled 
Clint (haha!) and had the best time.  I 
think I spent more time outside in the 5 
days Arizona than in the past 5 years in 
Texas. It really got me thinking about 
how, in our world, Gameboys and Wii’s 
and iPods are all considered like, neces-
sities or something, and in the Tohono-
O’Odham world, a simple ball to play with 
is a luxury.   
 
We made up this game called “Jail” while 
we were there. It just started with me and 
Cristy chasing two of the girls around. 
When we caught them, we picked them 
up and put them inside this hula hoop 
which eventually got called the jail. We’d 
shake our fingers at them and tell them 
that they’d better not come out again and 
then turn our backs on them and tap our 
foot. At first, they’d wait a while until they 
thought we weren’t paying attention any-
more and then they’d run away and we’d 
start all over again. Soon the numbers in 
our “jail” were growing and the time be-
tween us putting them down and them 
running again was getting shorter. Before 
long, every single person there was play-
ing jail. The kids loved it! They came in 
day after day pleading “JAIL! LET’S 
PLAY JAIL! PLEEEEEASEEEE?!” It kind 

of seems like the dumbest game (and 
maybe not the most morally correct 
game… I can just see them going home 
and saying “Hey Mom! Guess what I did 
in VBS today?! I LEARNED HOW TO 
RUN AWAY FROM JAIL!!!”), but those 
kids loved it. They didn’t need a virtual 
reality jail to escape from or even some-
thing that actually looked remotely like a 
jail. They were happy with the hula hoop 
and their imaginations.   
 
We (myself included) get too caught up 
in technology and all that junk some-
times, and we need to step back and re-
member that video games and internet 
and MYSPACE aren’t the things that are 
important. That’s what God really 
showed me through this mission trip, and 
it was a big wakeup call that I needed. 
It’s funny how he’s got a way of making a 
point, and then making it again when you 
forget about the first time, huh?  
 
The first time he showed me was about 3 
years ago when I went on a media-fast 
with my small group. We didn’t watch TV 
or go on the internet or use cell phones 
for 3 weeks. God showed me then and 
he showed me on the mission trip that I 
just don’t need all that to be happy. I just 
need to take a cue from the children in 
Pia-Oik. 
 
So now, as I sit in my air conditioned 
house typing this paper on my computer, 
I’m thinking about our kids, Sadie, Syd-
ney, Chelyssa, Listen, Jayden, Brent, 
and Colen. What are they doing right 
now? Are they outside? Are they playing 
with each other? Are they having fun? I 
don’t know how big of an impression I left 
on them, but they’ve left a HUGE impres-
sion on me. This trip was such a blessing 
to me and I’ll never ever forget it. Later 
skaters! 
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PS. I don’t think I’ll 
take a toilet for granted 
ever again! 
 
 
Montana Wood 
 

My trip to Arizona and the time that I 
spent there was incredible! I have never 
been on such an amazing mission trip 

before. I have 
seen God 
everywhere 
on that trip 
even after we 
got home I 
have seen 
how God has 
changed my 
life. The kids 
faces were 
filled with joy 
everyday we 
were there. 

They loved us just being there and play-
ing even if we had to make our own fun - 
that was the funnest part. But I really saw 
God in this kid named Eliot. The group 
before us had left him a pair of drum-
sticks because he liked to play the 
drums. He didn’t exactly have a drum set 
but he played them on tables or anything 
he could find. Justin and me played 
music for our group and he loved 
Justin’s Djembe drum that he 
brought to play. So Justin let him 
play with me. Me and Eliot played 
music together and he loved it. Just 
seeing the joy those kids had over 
the smallest things made me so 
happy and see things in a different 
point of view.  
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“Fellowship of  
the Unashamed” 
 
Our group was a part of a closing wor-
ship service in which we were asked 
to commit to being a part of the 
“Fellowship of the Unashamed.” 
Here’s what we committed to:  
—————————————-- 
I am a part of the Fellowship of the Un-
ashamed.  I have Holy Spirit power.  The 
die has been cast.  I have stepped over 
the line.  The decision has been made.  I 
am a disciple of Jesus Christ.  I won’t 
look back, let up, slow down, back away, 
or be still.  My past is redeemed, my pre-
sent makes sense, and my future is se-
cure.  I am finished and done with low 
living, sight-walking, small planning, 
smooth knees, colorless dreams, tame 
visions, mundane talking, chintzy-giving, 
and dwarfed goals.   
 
I no longer need preeminence, prosper-
ity, position, promotions, plaudits or 
popularity.  I don’t have to be right, first, 
tops, recognized, praised, regarded, or 
rewarded.  I now live by presence, lean 
by faith, love by patience, lift by prayer 
and labor by power. 
 
My pace is set, my gait is fast, my goal is 

heaven, my road is narrow, my way is 
rough, my companions few, my Guide 
reliable, my mission clear.  I cannot be 
bought, compromised, deterred, lured 
away, turned back, diluted or delayed.  I 
will not flinch in the face of sacrifice, hesi-
tate in the presence of adversity, negoti-
ate at the table of the enemy, ponder at 
the pool of popularity, or meander in the 
maze of mediocrity. 
 
I won’t give up, back up, let up, or shut 
up until I’ve preached up, prayed up, paid 
up, stored up and stayed up for the 
cause of Christ.  
 
I am a disciple of Jesus Christ.  I must go 
until He returns, give until I drop, preach 
until all know, and work until he comes. 
 
And when He comes to get His own, he 
will have no problems recognizing me.  
My colors will be clear. 
 
 


