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"DEAR CHILDREN, LET US NOT LOVE WITH WORDS OR SPEECH BUT WITH ACTIONS AND IN TRUTH.” - 1 JOHN 3:18

From the Streets to Salvation:  How the Mission Taught 
Me to Live Again

My name is Chris Shaw. My journey to the gates of the Rescue Mission of Middle 
Georgia was paved with thirty years of shadows, silence, and survival. To understand 
where I am today, you have to understand the weight of the years I carried on my back. 
My childhood was far from easy; we were poor, and the instability of my early life 
eventually led me into the foster care system. Without a solid foundation, I spent much 
of my adult life caught in a cycle of incarceration, moving in and out of jails and 
prisons, never staying long enough to �nd a di�erent path.

For three decades, I was an addict. For a long time, I was a master of the "hidden" 
struggle—I kept my addiction tucked away from the world while it slowly ate me alive 
from the inside. But addiction is a greedy thief. Eventually, it took everything. I lost my 
wife, my home, and my sense of self. I moved from Tennessee to Georgia looking for a 
change, but the divorce and the weight of my past followed me. I found myself living 
with friends or sleeping on the streets. I was a ghost in my own life.

�e reality of fentanyl is that it doesn't give many second chances. I died twice on 
fentanyl. My own mother died from an overdose of the same drug. I was at the absolute 
bottom, and I truly did not care if I lived or died. I felt I had nothing le� to o�er the 
world, and certainly nothing le� to o�er myself. But through the haze of that darkness, 
there was one truth I couldn't ignore: my daughter deserved better.

When I was locked up most recently, I was o�ered a choice: return to prison or come to 
the Rescue Mission of Middle Georgia. I chose the Rescue Mission, though I didn't 
know then that it would be the choice that saved my life.

When I �rst arrived, I was overwhelmed. I didn't understand the kindness the sta� 
showed me. A�er a lifetime of hard knocks and transactional relationships, I kept 
waiting for the "catch." I couldn't believe people would care for me simply because I 
was a human being in need. But as the days turned into weeks, the most meaningful 
part of my experience began to take root: I was being taught how to love myself again.

�e impact of this place is found in the community. My housemates here don't just live 
with me; they treat me like family. For someone who has felt discarded for thirty years, 
that belonging is everything. Furthermore, my relationship with God was non-existent 
before I walked through these doors. Now, I am learning every day about the depth of 

Jesus’ love for me. He is changing my life by the minute. In return, I have 
learned to show Him my true heart and give Him my love without 
reservation.

�e restoration hasn't just been internal; it’s reaching into my family. 
Because of the changes I’ve made here, my daughter is speaking to me 
again. She is allowing me to be a part of her life, a gi� I once thought was 
lost forever. I have learned that by sharing my pain, I actually get better. I 
walk di�erently now. I am proud to say I have become a better man.

I spend my work therapy with the maintenance sta�, and they have been a 
blueprint for me. Watching how they show love to every new person who 
walks through those doors has taught me more about manhood and 
service than I ever learned on the streets. �e Mission has prepared me for 
the "real world" by keeping me on a busy, disciplined schedule. It is getting 
me ready for a busy world that used to overwhelm me.

Every day is precious to me now. I used to be a man waiting to die; now I 
am a man eager to live. A�er graduation, my plan is to stay in the a�ercare 
program on the Mission campus. Eventually, I may go to work on my 
brother’s shrimp boat in Key West, but my heart is shi�ing. I know I have 
a job waiting for me that pays a lot of money, but I �nd myself 
entertaining the thought of working somewhere where I can help others. If 
God decides it, I want to spend my life making a true di�erence in 
someone else’s life, just as the Mission did for mine.

My change and growth would not be possible without the prayers and 
support of the Rescue Mission’s generous donors, volunteers, board, and 
sta�. �ank you for your continued support. I was once lost, but through 
this community, I have found my way home.
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May is Military Appreciation Month. 
Did you know that we offer a Military discount? 
Come shop at either Thrift Store and Get 10% off your 
purchase with your Military ID.

Furniture, Appliances, Table Settings, Shoes, 
Kitchenware, Clothing & So Much More!
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Our stores are open Monday – Friday from 
10 am – 6 pm.  Phone: 478-743-5445
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Proud “Certified Excellent” member of City Gate, accredited by the Evangelical Council for 
Financial Accountability, and recognized as a “Four Star Charity” by Charity Navigator.

Rescue Mission of Middle Georgia
6601 Zebulon Road, Macon, GA 31220
Monday – Saturday  |  8:30 am – 6:00 pm
(478) 743-5445  |  info@rescuemissionga.com
rescuemissionga.com
� rescuemissionmiddlega
� maconrescuemission

Bargain Center Thrift Store
3375 Napier Avenue, Macon, GA 31204
Monday – Saturday  |  10:00 am to 6:00 pm
(478) 743-5445. ext. 317  |  niger@rescuemissionga.com
� MissionBargainCenter

Schedule a Free Donation Pickup
Steve Floyd  |  (478) 743-5445. ext. 314
donate@rescuemissionga.com

GIVE YEAR-ROUND Consider becoming a monthly giver and 
have a lasting impact throughout the year! Find out how at 
rescuemissionga.com/monthly

Barn Center Thrift Store
6601 Zebulon Road, Macon, GA 31220
Monday – Saturday  |  10:00 am to 6:00 pm
(478) 743-5445. ext. 406  |  kyle@rescuemissionga.com
� MissionBarnCenter

Scan here!

rescuemissionga.com/newsletter 
Complete the enclosed reply 

card or donate online at:
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We are having a May Matching Challenge.  Your faithful gifts are multiplied to meet the very 
real needs of our neighbors today. 

I’ve seen how God takes our faithful gifts and stretches them even further.  Right now, a $100 
gift will be as powerful as a $200 gift in providing food, safe housing, and care for people like 
Nyree and her daughter!
  
This opportunity to double your impact ends May 31, so give now!  
Your generosity today will care for neighbors who are struggling 
in Middle Georgia. 

MAY MATCH


