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Sometimes I daydream about people I know; about who they would 

be, the potential impact for God’s Kingdom they would have if they 

believed and were born-again. I ponder on what their quintessential 

and perfected self on the new earth would be like and how fulfilling 

our friendship would be in that context with Christ as our true 

center…if they would only turn and follow Him.  I assume other 

people must have similar dreams about their friends and neighbors, 

but admittedly I could be weird. 

Earlier this month, we spent a weekend camping and hiking in a 

national park named “Czech Switzerland”. Its beauty was unlike 

anything I’ve seen before, and affected me more deeply than I had 

anticipated.  As we descended into a canyon and rounded a bend, 

a creek opened up before us that took my breath away.  Moss and 

fern covered sheer sandstone cliffs bordered each side of the 

creek, which flowed briskly with pristine mountain water that rushed and rippled over sand beds, and deeper 

pools swirled and carved into the bases of the crags and bluffs.  As a devoted stream fishermen, I can only 

describe the sensation as painful beauty.  Not only was I lacking my fishing gear, but these were protected 

waters anyway, and fishing them would have been illegal.  I nevertheless found myself daydreaming; imagining 

just one day with my fishing gear, left alone to fully enjoy the unspoiled beauty of this place.  I’m rather certain 

that this stretch of river will haunt my fishing daydreams for a long time to come. 
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I could list the names of friends and neighbors who also haunt my 

daydreaming moments.  Pavel, whose namesake Paul could not 

be any more fitting; headstrong and determined, a natural leader 

who boldly asserts what is on his mind, our church needs 

him.  Petra, a true Mary if there ever was one. Conscientious, kind, 

and generous, yet desperate to find something more and prone to 

looking in the wrong places.  The old man Vlastek; skilled with his 

hands and open-hearted to outsiders; always eager to impart his 

knowledge and wisdom to a young person who will listen. Tomas, a 

mostly jovial and good-natured friend precisely my age.  He has a 

lovely young family, and works hard to provide for them, and enjoys 

the blessings in his life.  Yet I see his discontentment. The world is 

telling him he has it all and he should be happy, but he battles the 

nagging sense that there must be something more. So many more 

names, so many more unfulfilled dreams I have. Of beautiful 

people, who are painfully as of yet, seemingly just beyond reach.   

In my quiet moments I bargain with God for their souls, as if there were anything I could offer. I reason with Him 

in my foolishness, “Have you really called so few among the Czech nation? How are you glorified in their 

perishing? Why have you brought us here if not to bring deliverance to even these few?”  Such interrogatives 

are indeed a vanity, so we wait.  We diligently wait.  We make space in our lives to spend time with them and 

seek opportunities to discuss eternal things, we prepare English classes and events where we can introduce 

them to Jesus, we plan camps and introduce their children to Jesus, we come alongside the local church to help 

them prepare to receive new believers, and we pray…and we wait.  The more we pray, the more we love them, 

and the more painful it is to wait. 

Would you take a moment right now to pray with us for these friends, both named and unnamed? 
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