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YOU KNOW YOUõRE AN   
MK WHEN...      

(from the book by Andy and Deborah Kerr)  
 

You consider a city 500 miles away to be 
ñvery close.ò 
 
You can cut grass with a machete but canôt 
start a lawn mower.  
 
You sort your friends by continent.  
 
You stockpile mangoes. 
 
Your wardrobe can only handle two  
seasons: wet and dry. 
 
You get confused because dollar bills arenôt 
color-coded. 
 
Your parents ask you what certain words 
mean. 
 
You calculate exchange rates by the price of 
Coke. 
 
You think VISA is a document stamped in 
your passport, not a plastic card you carry.  

he had watched a   baboon attack, kill, and 
eat a gazelle. Vegetarians? I don't think so! 
 

Submitted by Tammy W., 
MK to Kenya 

 
I HOMESCHOOLED NINTH AND TENTH grade, and 
one evening we came home late from our 
crusade service, so Mom and Dad went to 
bed. I had a book report due the next day, 
and I knew I'd be in trouble if I didn't have 
it done, so I went into my "office" to work 
on it. Well, I'd been in there for a little bit 
when I heard a rustling under the desk. A 
few seconds later I see this black thing fly 
out from underneath my desk and watched 
it land in the corner of the room ðit was a 
bat! It was probably 12:30 a.m., but I'd just 
seen a bat, so I started screaming at the top 
of my lungs and ran in to my parentsô room. 
I woke my dad up from a dead sleep, and 
he jumped out of bed, trying to figure out 
why I'm screaming.  When I finally calmed 
down enough for him to make sense of 
what was happening, Mom told me to crawl 
under the covers with her while we sent 
Daddy to brave the bat. When he said he 
couldn't find it, Mom and I cautiously pulled 
the covers from over our heads only to find 
the bat circling Mom's bedroom! It took him 
nearly five minutes, but my Dad saved the 
day and got the bat out the window.  
 

Submitted by Lisa Caldwell Mankins 
MK to Costa Rica and Uruguay 

Hello, MKs! 
   So many stories to tell and not 
enough time! I love stories. They 
are one of my favorite things 
about MK life! MKs are never 
short on them, so we wanted to 
do a communiqué focused on 
your stories. I hope you will take 
time to write down some of your 
favorite stories and send them to 
me in the MK office. 
   As an MK myself I have many 
funny stories. I remember argu-
ing with an elderly Dutchman in 
Holland. He called me a liar 
when I told him I was an Ameri-
can. I remember making so 
many cultural/language mistakes 
when I came back to Americað
some words can have various 
meanings. I still get funny looks 
when I put mayonnaise on my 
French fries!  
 Just last week I was sitting on 
a plane with an MK when the 
flight attendant looked at us and 
asked that age-old question we 
all love: ñSo, where are you guys 
from?ò We looked at each other 
and started to laugh! Where do 
we start? Who goes first? It was 
quite a humorous moment!  
   Last week I was in Tanzania 
on an MK missions trip. (I will 
write more about that trip in the 
next communiqué.) On this trip I 
preached four days in a row. 

Each day I preached on a new 
topic. I love that the Bible is 
filled with great stories of the 
past; we can learn so much from 
these historical accounts, and 
they are filled with life! It seems 
I see something new each time I 
read them. My last  opportunity 
to speak, I chose to talk about 
the boy who gave the fish and 
bread to Jesus so He could feed 
the crowds. Can you imagine 
what that boy could tell others 
about that day? AMAZING! Have 
you had similar times when you 
have seen God move? 
   I want to challenge you to 
keep your ears open to hear the 
good things of God happening 
around you. He is never absent. 
He is always moving and doing 
things. We just have to be obser-
vant and take notice. Sometimes 
we see things happen and donôt 
even take the time to realize how 
God is moving in that situation. 
This week, look around you for 
ways God is moving in your own 
life. Keep in touch with us and 
tell us how you are doing. And if 
you have a story of what God 
has done in your life, I would 
LOVE to hear it! 
 
Blessings, 

 
  Bwana Chad 



 

 

HELLO! 

GOOD- BYE! 

Visit www.ismk.org if you would like to sign up for a free MK e- mail address! 

 

 

 

 

CHECK OUT these stories from our alumni. If you have your own crazy story, send it to us! 

 
 SOON AFTER GETTING BACK FROM West Africa, my Mom 
and I went shopping. We were at the checkouts, and 
the lady asked us, "Paper or plastic?" Naturally, I 
assumed she was asking us how we were payingðcash 
or credit card. I turned to ask my mom how she was 
paying, and she said that the lady was asking what kind 
of bags we wanted for our groceries!  

 

Submitted by Alicia Thomassen, 
MK to Switzerland, Benin, and Togo 

 
 

 WE WENT ON A SAFARI with glorified tents. On the first 
night of a safari I went on, we sat out on the ñporchò of 
our glorified tents before dinner, watching baboons 
doing their little shows. They seemed to get irritated 
with us and started to pretend to lunge at us. Well, at 
some point in the middle of the night that night, when 
we were all tucked in, our tent was attacked! I just 

knew that the baboons were trying to eat us. These 
were huge baboons, easily 50-60 lb, and they were 
mad! They were bouncing on top of our tents and 
making this horrid death call. I have never been so 
afraid in my life. This went on for what felt like 
hours.  Finally, I went in the bathroom built on to the 
back of these tents and locked myself in. As I peered 
out the window, I saw the enormous baboon guarding 
my window to be sure I didn't attempt escape. We were 
trapped until sunup.  
 Finally, the sun did rise and we ventured out of the 
tent. The baboons had evidently worn themselves out 
and retreated for a nap. We went on up to breakfast 
where we told the waiters our experience. They laughed 
at us and said "No worries, they are vegetarians. They 
will not hurt you." Believing them, we got ready to go 
out to the park. Before we left, we checked the guest 
book where people can write down what they witnessed 
out in the game park. I read a brand new entry from 
another MK that was visiting. He mentioned in the book 

é CONTINUED ON PAGE 4 

Dear MKs, 
 

I am so excited to be working for 
all of you in the MK office! I was 
never an MK myself, but Iôve had 
my share of overseas adventures. 
One of my craziest came in the 
form of a small elevator in my 
friendsô apartment complex. We 
packed too many people into the 
elevator, which plummeted to the 
ground level and stopped about 
18 inches below where it should 
have. The door would not open, 
and we struggled to find a cell 
phone signal. Eventually, we got 
help, but the fire department got 
on to us when they saw how 
many people we had tried to pack 
into the elevator!  
 

This issue of the communiqué  
is dedicated to the maddening  
and hilarious adjustments to 
overseas life that most of us have  
experienced. So enjoy the funny 
stories, and donôt hesitate to send 
us some of your own!  
 

Much love, 
 
   ðAmy Reasoner
  

 
Dear MKs,  
 
I want to personally let each of 
you know about a change in my 
life and in the MK office. July 25 
was my last day as the MK office 
coordinator. After a time of prayer 
and seeking Godôs direction, I felt 
a definite release from my role in 
the office.  
 
This does not mean that I will not 
still be involved with MK ministry. 
Since high school I have felt the 
call of God on my life to minister 
to my fellow MKs. It was always 
my dream to work in the MK  
office, and I have been so blessed 
to have had the opportunity for 
the last five years to serve you in 
this capacity. I truly believe each 
of you is  blessed and powerfully 
anointed to lead people to Christ 
and touch tons of lives. 
 
It is bittersweet for me to write 
this letter, but I know I am in a 
faith process to see God use me 
again to serve you. I love you all.  
 
A big hug, 

 
   ðBethanie Skipper 
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