
Many years ago, a young minister wrestled with God 
over his future ministry. He had a wife, a young child 
and a small but wonderful congregation to pastor in a 
rural farming community. He was happy serving God 
exactly where he was. Family and in-laws lived not 
too far away. Canada was where he wanted to stay. 
So why did it seem that God was calling him to peo-
ple and places far away from where he hoped to 
serve? On that Saturday night, while praying for the 
following day's services the young minister told God 
he was willing to go wherever he was sent. The follow-
ing day, a small but faithful group of people gathered 
in that white country church in Bannockburn, On-
tario, Canada. Shortly thereafter, a letter arrived in 
the mail from Seattle, Washington, which would for-
ever change the lives of that young minister and his 
family. 

The letter was from Faith Temple, a church my 
parents had attended in Seattle when my dad had 
worked for Jonas Brothers Taxidermy Company. 
It was while working in Seattle that my father had 
felt God calling him to full-time ministry. My par-
ents, Ron and Joy Killingbeck, moved back to 
Peterborough, Ontario, our hometown, when I 
was three years old so my father could attend 
Eastern Pentecostal Bible College. After pastoring 
in Bannockburn, Ontario, in 1966 we packed up 
the car and headed back to Seattle, Washington, 
to answer the call to foreign missions service.  

My parents began taking Spanish lessons in Seat-
tle, preparing to go to somewhere in South 
America. The pastor and the elders of Faith Tem-
ple began praying with my parents about their 
missionary destination. The name New Caledonia 
was clearly confirmed to them but they had to 
consult a map to find where it was. When they 
realized that French was the official language of 
New Caledonia, my parents quit their Spanish 
lessons. 

1967 1967 1967 1967 ---- New Caledonia New Caledonia New Caledonia New Caledonia    
Forty years ago, in the summer of 1967, my fa-
ther left for the South Pacific, ministering in the 
countries of Fiji and Tonga before settling in New 
Caledonia. In early September, my mother, Joy, 
and I joined him in Noumea, New Caledonia. I 
was eight years old. We had been separated 
from my father for six weeks and we were very 
happy to be reunited with him. My father rented 
an empty store in a neighborhood called 
Faubourg Blanchot to serve as the first Assem-
blies of God church. The small building was 
cleaned and fixed up as a nice sanctuary. Later 
with funds from supporters in the United States, 

my father purchased that building. We lived in 
the back storage area, which consisted of two 
small adjoining rooms and a bathroom painted 
dark green. We did not yet speak French and we 
had very limited finances. We had not been offi-
cially sent out by the Assemblies of God Missions 
Department in Springfield but rather by our 
friends at Faith Temple in Seattle. The Far East 
AG Missions director, Rev. Maynard Ketchum, 
heartily approved of our pioneering efforts and 
visited us whenever he made trips to the South 
Pacific. 

Partnering with my parents in this church-planting 
effort was a young minister from France. Jean 
and Simone Ledru had already been in New 
Caledonia for several years and had a small group 
of believers meeting in their house. Three of 
them I remember well: an elderly French couple 
and a young man named Bernard Derrien who 
later became a pastor in Quebec, Canada. My 
parents began to study French, and I played with 
a family of girls who lived right behind our store-
front church. Within a short time, I was grocery 
shopping with my mother and translating for her. 

New Caledonia in 1967 was a prosperous place. 
The large island was rich in nickel ore, and nickel 
prices were high. This prosperity attracted work-
ers from many Pacific island countries and even 
the Caribbean. One day while in town, Bernard 
pointed out to my Dad a group of men who had 
different features from the indigenous Caledoni-
ans. He said they were from the New Hebrides 
islands (now called Vanuatu) and many of them 
could speak English. Several thousand ni-Vanuatu 
people were actually in New Caledonia working 
in the nickel mines. From that moment, my fa-
ther had a burden to reach out to this commu-
nity of people who were far from home. At that 
time, there was no Assemblies of God work in 
the islands of Vanuatu. 

The storefront church in Faubourg Blanchot be-
came a busy gathering place on Sunday mornings. 
Pastor Ledru would lead the French-speaking 
services early on Sunday morning and as soon as 
his service was dismissed, my father would lead 
an English-speaking service. The country of Vanu-
atu, we learned, was actually a group of many 
islands with many languages but the inhabitants 
spoke one common trade language called Bis-
lama, a type of pidgin English. Initially my father 
preached in simple English but quickly learned 
Bislama. The Lord blessed, many were saved and 
the church grew. Gospel tracts in Bislama and 
French were printed and widely distributed. 
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Lori’s first passport photo: 
on her way to the South 
Pacific at seven years of age. 

First Sunday School class in 
Nouméa, New Caledonia. 
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Our family eventually moved out of the store-
front into a small duplex. We had no car so we 
would walk the many kilometers to church. For a 
time, we even walked through a swamp along 
logs which made the way home much shorter. 
Late one night after service, we were walking 
through the swamp and heard bandits hiding and 
talking in the bulrushes. They never harmed us 
but we never cut through the swamp again! 

My parents were tireless in their efforts to build 
relationships within the ni-Vanuatu community. 
My father became the contact person with the 
French authorities whenever a ni-Vanuatu 
worker was in trouble with the law, in the hospi-
tal or stranded in the city. We visited the city 
hospital regularly, praying for people, handing 
out tracts and inviting them to church. I would 
often wake up in the morning and find several 
people bedded down on our small living room 
floor. When people were discharged from the 
hospital and still sick, they moved into my bed-
room and my mother nursed them. 

One young man my parents met in the hospital 
was Loulou. He had been injured in a motorcycle 
accident. My mother continued to see him in 
town and invite to church after he was dis-
charged. Loulou did not come to church because 
he liked to spend his weekends drinking with 
friends. He frequently had mishaps on his motor-
cycle. One day, he told my mother he would be 
in church and the next Sunday he came. He ac-
cepted the Lord as his Savior and his life was 
completely transformed. Loulou was the first ni-
Vanuatu student my parents sent to Bible school 
in Fiji and he later became the Superintendent of 
the Assemblies of God of Vanuatu. Many other 
young ni-Vanuatu men would go to Fiji for train-
ing until Vanuatu had its own Bible School. 

I will never forget our frequent trips to the docks 
to meet the Polynesie, a ship which regularly 
brought new workers from Vanuatu to New 
Caledonia. We would get up before dawn and 
walk down the hill to the bus stop and catch the 
first pre-dawn bus to the city center of Noumea. 
From there we would walk to the main dock and 
wait for the Polynesie to dock. My father would 
stand at the bottom of the gangplank, shaking 
hands with each man as he came down, introduc-
ing himself and giving him a tract with our contact 
information on it. In those days, every ni-Vanuatu 
worker who needed help knew he could go to 
Pastor Killingbeck. 

Early in 1969, T.L. Osborn heard of our work 
and sent my parents ministry equipment and 
funds to buy a Volkswagen van. Now that we 
had wheels, we regularly drove up the island to 
mining communities such as Thio and Poum, 
holding services. My dad and Pastor Ledru also 
drove around the island showing Gospel films in 
the town halls, eager to reach the local popula-

tion with the Gospel. We certainly appreciated 
riding in that van after more than a year of walk-
ing and taking the bus. My parent’s efforts to 
reach out to people were greatly enhanced by 
having our own car. 

The ni-Vanuatu converts began asking my father 
to come to Vanuatu to visit them and help evan-
gelize their villages and islands. He made his first 
ministry trip to Port Vila in November 1968. In 
August of 1969, he traveled to Espiritu Santo and 
preached extensively on the island of Malo. In 
1970, he made the first of several trips to the 
islands of Tanna for crusades and church-planting. 

Within a few years, the nickel boom slowed 
down in New Caledonia and fewer foreign min-
ers and laborers were needed. Today several 
Assembly of God ni-Vanuatu congregations re-
main in New Caledonia. But my parents' arrival 
in 1967 was certainly a divine appointment, be-
cause within those few years, they were able to 
lead not only New Caledonians to Christ but also 
many ni-Vanuatu people who returned home to 
their many islands and took the Gospel with 
them. My parents kept in contact with different 
ones, sending Bibles and tracts, and my father 
took regular evangelism trips to Vanuatu. After 
going home on furlough and getting full mission-
ary appointment with the Assemblies of God 
Division of Foreign Missions in 1971, our family 
moved to the island of Espiritu Santo, in northern 
Vanuatu. 
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If I had an ideal childhood in New Caledonia, I 
can say that I also enjoyed my teenage years on 
Espiritu Santo, northern Vanuatu. My family had 
gone there to pioneer another strategically lo-
cated church because Santo was the economic 
center for all the Northern islands of Vanuatu.  

I continued to be home schooled and to work 
with my parents. I sang in musical groups, trans-
lated Scripture portions into Bislama, taught chil-
dren’s church, helped organize Royal Rangers 
and became a voracious reader. One year I re-
member reading over a hundred books, some-
thing which my correspondence school teacher in 
America found hard to believe! I also bicycled 
many miles every Saturday with friends and had a 
close encounter with a shark. 

We rented a store for our first church in Santo; 
it was strategically located between several bars 
and a gambling den. Several young pastors came 
to assist my father and within a few of years, 
property had been purchased and a large church 
built. This church continues to be the mother 
church of the Northern district of Vanuatu. 
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It is hard to believe that it has been 30 years 

Lori and Loulou, first ni-
Vanuatu Bible school 
graduate. 

Our first baptismal service in New 
Caledonia. 

Our first Sunday service on the 
island of Santo, New Hebrides 
(Vanuatu). 

Lori and her parents, Ron and Joy 
Killingbeck. 
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since I left Espiritu Santo, Vanuatu with my par-
ents and returned to the United States. We spent 
a year itinerating together as a family, and in the 
fall of 1978, I started school at Northwest Col-
lege, Kirkland, WA. Little did we realize at that 
time, that soon tragedy would strike our little 
family of three. In January 1979, my parents 
returned to Vanuatu and settled in the capital city 
of Port Vila to begin the construction of the first 
AG Bible school in the country. This was an im-
portant step because ni-Vanuatu students would 
be trained at home and no longer have to go to 
Fiji. My mother had battled cancer for almost five 
years but we thought she was doing better. She 
actually left the States with a bad report from her 
doctor but did not tell anyone. Her health was 
failing but she did not want anything to delay the 
construction of the Bible school. People had 
given so generously to the project, especially Rev. 
Clyde Causey’s church in Texas. Years later, I 
found out that my mother had confided in Pastor 
Loulou that she was not well. Her condition dete-
riorated rapidly and after being bedridden for a 
few weeks, my parents made an emergency trip 
to Seattle to visit me. My mother was taken from 
the airport to the hospital and I had several days 
with her before she died in March 1979. 
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After my mother’s death, my dad returned to 
Vanuatu to continue building the new Bible 
school campus while I continued my studies at 
Northwest College. I had so many wonderful 
friends who helped me through those very diffi-
cult weeks and months after my mother’s death. 
That summer I went home to Vanuatu and 
helped my dad build and decorate the new Bible 
school chapel. I still have the letter written to my 
family by Rev. Loulou Manwo on behalf of the 
Assemblies of God of Vanuatu Executive Com-
mittee stating that they had decided to name the 
school after my mother. And that is how Joy Bible 
Institute got its name. 

In 1980, I transferred to Evangel College because 
I wanted to get some formal art training. For 
years I had helped my dad design publications 
and I knew how useful art skills were on the mis-
sion field. I went through my college years very 
focused on missions. I had struggled at one point 
about missions because I did not want to go over-
seas on my parent’s call but the Lord confirmed 
to me numerous times that he had also called 
me. 

In the summer of 1981, while working at the 
annual School of Missions in Springfield, Missouri, 
I met J. Gary Ellison. He was a rare breed in 
those days, a single male missionary headed to 
Africa. In May 1982, shortly after my graduation 
from Evangel College, we married and by Sep-
tember we were in France for language school. I 

worked on reviving my childhood French lan-
guage skills and Gary started from the beginning. 
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After language studies in France and Switzerland, 
we left for Africa in December 1983. Our first 
three years were spent teaching at the Bible 
school in Daloa, Ivory Coast. I loved Africa the 
moment I arrived. We spent our weekdays 
teaching, and the weekends we traveled out visit-
ing and ministering in the village churches. We 
had many adventures pushing our car through 
the flooded and deep muddy roads trying to get 
to church on time. 

In 1986, we were asked to move to the West 
Africa Advanced School of Theology (WAAST) in 
Lomé, Togo. WAAST was a bilingual school 
(French and English) which trained church leaders 
and future Bible school teachers for all of West 
and Central Africa. We both taught full-time, I 
worked for Africa Literature Ministries as art edi-
tor, and we traveled around Togo speaking each 
weekend. For nine years we helped train pastors 
for the growing and vibrant churches of West 
and Central Africa. 
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In 1992, God unexpectedly took us out of Africa. 
Gary was asked to become the Academic Dean 
at Continental Theological Seminary in Belgium. 
CTS was also a bilingual school which trained 
young people from about 25 different countries. 
We both taught classes in French and English. 
Each weekend Gary and I ministered in the 
French-speaking churches of Belgium and some-
times in France. I was also the art and layout edi-
tor for Concepts Femme et Famille, a French Chris-
tian Women's magazine. 

In 1994, we made a very special trip with my 
father back to Vanuatu to celebrate the anniver-
sary of the founding of the Assemblies of God 
work there. It was wonderful to see childhood 
friends still serving the Lord and some of them 
pastoring. My father had not forgotten his Bis-
lama and preached in the language wherever he 
was invited during that month. It was a very spe-
cial trip for me to see the fruit of my parent's 
efforts and especially the many graduates of Joy 
Bible Institute. 
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As we were itinerating in late 1996 with plans to 
return to Belgium, God began to speak to us 
about a change in our lives. We thought that the 
change would be a new direction of ministry 
upon our return to Belgium. One day the phone 
rang and Bob Houlihan, the Asia Pacific Regional 
director asked us to consider going to French 
Polynesia. The destination was a surprise but we 

Wedding bells ring, May 14, 1982. 

Graduation at the West Africa 
Advanced School of Theology, 
Lomé, Togo. 

Lori and Michou, daughter of one 
of our WAAST students. 

Gary with Belgian Pastor Guy 
Hamelle, Dr. Stanley Horton and 
Missionary Mel Jorgenson. Gary 
translated for Dr. Horton that 
morning. 
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knew that this was God's leading. In 1997, we 
visited French Polynesia and in January 1998, we 
moved to the island of Tahiti and began pastoring 
the Bonne Nouvelle church in Faa'a. We have 
been involved in many kinds of ministry, teaching 
Bible classes, preaching, evangelism, literature 
production, publishing a regional Christian family 
magazine, and children's ministries. 

Our vision has been to provide Bible training for 
the pastors of the French-speaking islands of the 
Pacific. Though we have taught courses both in 
day classes and night classes, the national church 
leadership of French Polynesia has not fully 
shared this vision of Bible training for church 
workers and pastors. The call to Vanuatu has 
come to us several times and through several 
different people and it is with great joy that we 
accept God's leading in our lives and take this 
step of faith. 
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After 30 years absence, I am going home to 
Vanuatu. It is an extraordinary thing how God 
has directed us, and now Gary and I, with our 
children will go and teach at Joy Bible Institute 
(JBI), a school which has been faithfully training 
pastors and Christian workers for many years. 
We go not only to strengthen the hands of our 
national brethren who are teaching there, but 
also to assist them in taking the school to a new 
level of influence in the region. We go to start a 
French-speaking section at JBI to train workers 
for the four French-speaking countries of the 
South Pacific. 

Because of our transfer of fields, we are postpon-
ing our deputation until mid-2009. This will en-
able us to go to Vanuatu and serve for two full 
years before we return to the States to visit you 
and raise additional funds. We are praying that 
each of our supporters will stand with us over 
the next two years to help keep our work ac-

count healthy so that we may accomplish what 
God wants for us at Joy Bible Institute without 
financial concerns. 

This has truly been an amazing year of anniversa-
ries. Gary and I have celebrated 25 years of mar-
riage, 25 years of overseas ministry, 30 years 
since I left Vanuatu and 40 years since I first ar-
rived in the South Pacific with my parents. Now 
we move to Vanuatu where I grew up.  

Thank you for your prayers and financial support 
on our behalf. So many of you have stood with 
us for these past 25 years and we are truly grate-
ful for your partnership and confidence.  

May God richly bless you! 
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Our new field address is valid immedi-
ately: 

J. Gary, Lori, Jasmine & Jeremy Ellison 
c/o Joy Bible Institute 
P.O. Box 808 
Port Vila, Vanuatu 

Our emails remain the same:  
jgary.ellison@agmd.org and 
lori.ellison@agmd.org. 

Missions Account #236425 
Assemblies of God World Missions  
1445 North Boonville Avenue 
Springfield, Missouri 65802-1894 
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� Gary will be learning Bislama, one of three official languages of Vanuatu. He will need to be able 
to converse and teach in Bislama as needed. Lori will be reviving her dormant Bislama language 
skills and is anxious to return to teaching. French and English are the other two official languages 
of Vanuatu and we already speak them. 

� We will be starting classes in French at the Joy Bible Institute in Vanuatu to provide Bible training 
for francophone pastors. Our vision is for this to expand and within a few years be able to accept 
students from other French-speaking countries who desire sound Biblical training. New class-
rooms facilities and French library books will be needed for this new program. 

� We will continue to publish and expand the evangelism ministry of Famille Heureuse (Happy Fam-
ily) magazine. We are currently designing a Famille Heureuse website which will provide the same 
Christian family values articles online. 

� We have seen the efficiency of the internet to provide sermons, Bible teaching, and Christian 
family materials to French-speakers on isolated islands in the Pacific Ocean and around the world. 
Gary currently has a French website and a blog providing pastoral helps in French. 

Visiting Vanuatu in 1994 with 
Lori’s father, Ron Killingbeck, 
pioneer missionary to Vanuatu. 

Gary with Edgell and Roz Spangler. 
Edgell is the superintendent of the 
Assemblies of God in Vanuatu. 


