
//Baylor Jones  10 Year Old on Mission  
 

When I was 5 years old my dad took his 
first trip to Nicaragua. I remember what a big 
deal it was to have my dad gone for a week, and I 
remember not getting to talk to him. But 
when he came back we all saw a big difference in 
him. Dad began telling me stories about 
his trips, about the kids, about the people, about 
the orphanage, and about how it felt in his 
heart.   

My dad told me about one boy at the 
orphanage named Raphael. His story was hard for 
me to even understand. He came to the 
orphanage when he was about 10 years old and 
he had spent half of his life on the street and had 

no memory of family. He survived by returning glass bottles he found on the streets to stores for 
money and food. He was burned on half of his body and did not even remember how it happened. I 
did not know Raphael, but his story affected my heart. There are times when I do think about the life 
Raphael and the other kids in Nicaragua have, and I know that I am beyond blessed. 

My dad has gone to Nicaragua 4 more times. Each time he goes and each time he comes 
home, I want to know more about it. The last few times he has gone, I have really wanted to go and 
asked if I could go with him. My dad has told me that usually you have to be 12 years old to go on an 
International Mission Trip and that the construction work that he does while he is there makes it not 
a wise choice for me to go. Just last week, I told my dad that I really wanted to go, and even told my 
Sunday School Class that I really wanted to go to Nicaragua. Little did I know that God was working 
out the details. 

Wednesday morning my dad was talking to the Director of Chosen Children Ministries about 
the next trip in May 2010 . Mr. Wallace asked my dad if he would like to bring my mom down to 
Nicaragua in December to help some of the CCM staff throw a Christmas Party for the kids at the 
Orphanage, two of which our family sponsors. When my dad reminded him of our new baby brother, 
he knew that mom was not an option so he asked if he would like to have me come along. My dad 
knew that I would be more than willing to go.   

Mom and Dad kept it a secret from me for a few days praying about it and asking around to 
make sure that it was the best idea and the right timing. When they told me, I got tears in my eyes. I 
could not believe it. December 14th I will get on a plane for the very first time and fly to Nicaragua 
with my dad. We will spend the week having Christmas parties and feeding the community at all the 
churches that CCM has planted in Nicaragua. This is something that I have prayed about for so long, 
and now those prayers are coming true! I cannot wait to see what God is going to do on this trip, and 
I cannot wait to share my own stories.�


