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Issue 5: MK Life in the Philippines

About Being An
MK
“MK” is short for
Missionary’s Kid,
sometimes also called
TCK or Third Culture Kid.
Have you ever
wondered what it
would be like to live
most of your life in
another country where
everyone speaks a
different language, eats
different food and does
things in different ways
from what you are used
to?
It isn’t always
excitement and
adventure. Missionary
parents sometimes have
difficult decisions to
make regarding their
children. Choices about
school can mean hard
things like separation
from family for months
at a time.
But being an MK also
means having wonderful experiences not
possible anywhere else.
This issue of GC Kids will
help you to be able to
pray better for MKs and
their parents. .
Suggested further reading:
Additional writings by MKs
at www.mknet.org/
writers_edge.htm

Heather, Joel and Kristi Douglas in a guava tree
in the Philippines

Dorm Life
By Heather Douglas

I love being an MK. I think that there is
no better way to grow up than overseas
while your parents are missionaries. You
get such a bigger view of the world and
have so many unique experiences. But
even though I love being an MK, there
are some things about it I do not like.
One is sometimes leaving the
Philippines to go to North America
where basically all I do is meet new
people and new schools where I’m the
‘new kid.’ I hate trying to fit into North
American culture.
But most of all, here in the
Philippines, I don’t like going to
boarding school. Last year, my
freshman year at Faith Academy in

Manila, for the first time I left
my home and family to live
with a bunch of other girls I
didn’t even know. I had to try
to fit in to the new culture, for
though the kids at Faith were
also MKs, they were far
different from the ones I was
used to. Also I was hit hard
with a full load of homework.
Not having my parents to help
me with it made it even more
difficult.
I had an easier time fitting
into the dorm. I quickly began
to feel comfortable there and
make some friends. There
were 15 girls in the dorm, plus
two of the dorm parents’ kids.
For the first little bit I wasn’t
very homesick. I was
experiencing new things and
meeting new people. I was
very busy with piano and
school work.
But eventually I felt an
ever present longing to go
home. During the first quarter
my Mom and sister came to
visit, but soon they had to
leave, and returning to the
dorm was so hard. Not long

after that I had my 15th
birthday without my family.
That night, for the first time, I
cried myself to sleep.
You might think, from the
sound of this, that living in a
dorm is absolutely miserable. It
isn’t. It’s just that being home is
so much better. I’m OK with
living in the dorm. I’ve learned
to study without my parents
and have made friends at
school. But I always wait
excitedly for my once a week
call from my parents.
People keep telling me that
later I’ll look back at my dorm
years and remember how
good they were. Well, maybe I
will. But I know that I’ll
remember my breaks at home
with my family as some of the
best times in my life. ■

By Kristy Douglas

W

When the apostle Paul
became a Christian, God
told Paul that he would
preach the Gospel to many
kinds of people and should
expect some hard times
doing it. (See Acts 9:3-22.)
Paul became the greatest
missionary of the New
Testament church. He
planted churches in Turkey,
Greece and other places
that had not heard about
Jesus. One of those new
churches was in Corinth,
Greece. One day Paul wrote
them a letter. He
said,

“But we have
this treasure in
jars of clay to
show that this
all-surpassing
power is from
God and not
from us,” 2 Corinthians 4:7

Heather in her dorm room

I Survived Batad
e went on a
vacation trip to the
village of Batad
where my dad used to be a
missionary when he was single.
It is famous for its rice terraces,
the eighth man-made wonder
of the world. On the mountain
the Ifugaos, a native tribe, cut

The Great Commission

out giant-like steps, terraces,
and planted rice on them. It is
very beautiful. There are so
many terraces that if you
strung them end to end, they
would encircle the globe—
20,000 miles’ worth!
To get there, we had to
take a long hike into Batad
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What is the “treasure” Paul
was talking about? For the
answer, read 2 Cor. 4:6
____________________________
____________________________
What did Paul mean by “jars
of clay?” For the answer,
read 2 Cor. 4:7-10 and
especially notice a word he
uses twice in verse ten.
____________________________
____________________________
____________________________

The work in Thessalonica
had been hard, too, but after
some people there became
Christians, Paul wrote to that
new church, “You are our
glory and joy. “ (1 Thess. 2:20)
True or False:
• Paul found that all the
hardships of being a
missionary are worth it
because of the joy — the
joy of seeing people who
haven’t heard of Jesus
before become His
children. _______

Think About
It
Think about
Heather and Kristy’s
stories. What are
some of the hard
and some of the
fun things about being
missionaries’ children?
Hard: ______________________
____________________________
Fun: _______________________
____________________________
What can you pray, for
missionary children and their
parents?
____________________________
____________________________
____________________________
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Pray that missionary kids will adjust
to all the cultures they live in,
whether in the Philippines or in their
“home” countries.
This “Fun Facts” page was prepared in cooperation with Free Methodist World Missions,
www.fmwm.org. The original was obtained from www.fmwm.org/resources/index/
children_resources.php#fun Check there for similar pages about other countries.

You Know You’re An Mk When…
•
•
•
•
•

You can't answer the question, "Where are you from?"
You speak two languages, but can't spell in either.
You watch National Geographic specials and recognize someone.
The majority of your friends never spoke English.
You speak with authority on the quality of airline travel.

carrying our heavy bqckpacks.
We hiked up the mountain and
then had to hike all the way
down again. After about two
hours we finally made it! We
were exhausted.
The place where we were
staying had no electricity
except solar panels used at
night. Each bedroom had a
window, two beds, a table and
chair, and a candle. The
bathrooms were outside with
the showers. At night it was so
freezing cold that we all had to
put on a jacket. And you know
that if you put on a jacket in
the Philippines it is cold! That
night Dad went to prayer
meeting at the church – the first
church built for the Ifugaos. This
is where the New Testament
was translated into the Ifugao
language and now my dad is
helping translate the Old
Testament.
In the morning we borrowed
some walking sticks and hired a
guide to take us to the waterfall. We had to walk on the
skinny walls of the rice terraces.
The last bit of the hike was the
most frightening. Some other
tourists fell and died there, and
I can see why. There was no
railing and the very steep steps
went straight down. If you
trip...never mind...I won’t go
into that. Just believe me, it was
scary. But we made it through
alive. We arrived at the water
fall and it was a pretty sight! As
soon as we got there we went
swimming. It felt good. There
was a rock we swam to and

jumped off into the deep, inkyblack, ice cold water. There
were humongous rocks and
half the fun was climbing all
over them.
We hiked back in our wet
clothes and made it back to
our “house” exhausted.
The next morning we left. We
hiked all the way uphill to the
top of the mountain. It was so
much harder than it was
coming
down. We
waited
there for a
jeep ride.
It was so
scary
going down the mountain I
wish we had walked instead.
The road had ditches so the
jeep was tilting to one side. If
we were tilted any more we
would be rolling down the side
of the mountain. My hands got
sore holding on so tight to the
side of the jeep. I kept praying.
My dad told me a story about
some of his Ifugao friends who
were in a jeep and it rolled off
that road. That was not
helpful!!! It fell down the
mountainside and got stuck in
some trees, but thankfully all
survived.
We did make it and I am
thankful to be alive to tell my
story. Although it was a very
dangerous trip, I am so glad I
went. The Lord helped me get
through it. I hope He will let me
live through another trip there
sometime. I am proud to say
that I survived Batad! ■

By Andrew and Deborah Kerr. See more at http://members.kconline.com/kerr/mk.htm
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Special thanks to child story editors, Jessica and Rebecca.
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