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Wendel Watch 

The Wendel Family, Church-Planters in the Czech Republic  

  
  

  

The question has been asked, and it’s a fair one, “If the Czech Republic is such an atheistic 

and unreceptive people, why not go somewhere else where evangelistic efforts are more 

productive?” In abbreviated ‘Christianese’, “Why don’t you shake the dust from your feet(Mat 

10:14)?” 

This is an honest and gritty question, that as missionaries we need to be able to 

answer.  The answer, in kind, can be no less honest and gritty. 

 

Nearly every summer throughout my childhood, our family would drive up to Sequoia 

National Forest and stay for a week at our friend’s private cabin.  It was here that I learned to 

fish, and each year marked my development in skill and understanding of angling for trout. 

There are no fonder memories of my childhood, nor any that can match the magic and 

nostalgia of those summer days.  I vaguely remember my dad teaching me how to tie a treble 

hook to my line, and bait it with salmon eggs in those first years.  We would fish in the large 
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pools, where the hatchery truck would regularly dump loads of hungry rainbow trout, and we 

proudly toted home our limits each afternoon to clean and grill.  

As my elder brother and I matured, we grew discontent 

with easy catches at the ‘planter holes’.  We began to 

meander through the campgrounds, seeking bigger fish, 

or overlooked bends in the creek where fewer novices 

wet their lines.  As we graduated to our teenage years, 

the known boulders and bends of the creek still held 

great nostalgia, but our hearts yearned for exploration 

and discovery.  We dreamed of an elusive “honey hole” 

where native brownies and brookies might congregate, 

waiting for a fisherman worth his salt to lure them with a 

spoon, spinner, or fly.  And so we set off, upstream, off trail, braving the briar and bramble, 

bumps and bruises that accompany plowing headlong into manzanita patches and 

scrambling across 60 degree slopes covered in pine needles with fishing rods and tackle in 

hand. My adult brain in truth cannot properly estimate the distance we covered in our 

expeditions, but it was certainly farther than safe practices would advise.  The beauty of 

those places and those moments are seared into my mind’s eye. The water rippling across 

silky flat granite, how it divided and reconverged in narrows and plentiful smaller 

pools.  There were trout…even “honey hole” trout. But more, there were the glances 

exchanged with my brother, half negotiation as we competed to get to the prime spots first, 

and half acknowledged solemnity of the sacred beauty which was ours to behold, regardless 

of fish.  There was the realization that there couldn’t possibly be anything more beautiful in all 

of creation to behold than what we were seeing in those moments.  It was worth it.  It was 

always worth it. 

Back to the question at hand: 

First and foremost, we are here because we were called. Let me recount it for you if you’ve 

not heard it from us before.  If you have, just skip ahead J  It was 2005 and Cari and I had 

started our family and were busy serving the Lord, preparing for missionary service in our 

local church, while I was also working as a postal contractor.  We sensed the Lord pushing 

us to take the next steps toward pursuing ministry overseas.  While my heart was set on 

serving somewhere in Sub-Saharan Africa, Cari’s heart was firmly planted in China or East 

Asia.  Ironically, while being confident in our call to missionary service, we had difficulty 

discerning where that would be as a family.  We each took our time in praying that the Lord 

would convict the heart of the other for the places we held dear.  It wasn’t too long until we 

came to the end of that rope. I remember pulling my mail delivery vehicle over to the 

shoulder of the road and crying out to God in surrender, “I don’t know where you want us to 

go Lord, please just send us where you need us.  Send us somewhere you need a 

missionary.” Immediately a peace washed over me and my heart was inexplicably burdened 

for Eastern Europe.  Let me emphasize that Europe had never even produced the slightest 
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interest in me to visit, much less commit to ministry.  Yet here I sat in my car, with this 

newfound love and interest for a people I knew almost nothing about other than the most 

obvious tropes.  As I returned home that evening Cari met me at the door.  “Honey we need 

to talk.” An ominous greeting for any husband.  “Now I just want you to listen to me.  I know 

you’re not going to like what I have to say, but please just listen, and promise me that you’ll 

pray about it.” I try my best to compose myself for whatever might be coming, “OK.”  “Honey, 

I was praying today, and I just really sense that maybe the Lord could be leading us to 

Eastern Europe(#micdrop).”  As if that wasn’t confirmation enough, we received an email that 

very evening from a missionary with whom we’d never had contact, serving in the Czech 

Republic, inviting us to come on a survey trip. The rest, as they say, is history.  We’ve had 

our doubts about many things, but never our call to this place and people. First and foremost, 

this is the practical and personal reason we serve in a place where the harvest is small and 

the fruit comes only with great effort. We received a personal call from our Lord, which 

trumps all others. Of course, this calling could change as calls can and do, but as of yet it has 

not. For us, that’s enough. 

  

But let me entertain the skeptic, the one who has no interest in our subjective experience, 

and try to honestly answer this question. First, I have to submit my own question in response 

to this question: Is God’s heart for the nations of the earth reckoned in numbers? If it is, that 

is, if our goal is to make disciples of the most individuals, to maximize our evangelistic 

potential without regard to ethne, then perhaps the answer is no.  In truth it would rarely 

makes sense for anyone to cross cultural barriers and serve less effectively than one would 

in one’s home culture, and thus reap the greatest number of fruit without hindrance.  Yet, 

should all the laborers migrate to only the fields most ripe for harvest? Or shouldn’t there be 

laborers preparing, sowing, and tending fields that a future harvest may happen at all? Is not 

the heart of God to be worshiped out of every tongue, tribe, people, and nation(Revelation 

5:9)? Ethne. Indeed, it seems the question arises from the assumption that God is most 

glorified in much or many or that which is countable.  

  



 

Much has been made, and rightfully so, of the 10/40 window in the last few decades.  This 

geographical area represents the largest number of peoples mostly unreached with the 

gospel.  The vast majority of these peoples are Muslim, Hindu, or Buddhist and thus 

inherently by devotion to their own religion resistant to the gospel of Christ. Yay, even hostile 

to the message of Christ and Christians, yet I’ve heard little talk of forsaking these precious 

souls, due to their resistance.  It seems that the same compassion afforded these is not 

extended to Europeans, which leads me to assume upon another assumption, that many 

American Christians consider Europe to have been evangelized and those who are not 

believers have rejected Christ. 

The average Czech knows little to nothing about the actual Jesus or Christianity. In truth, the 

question on many Czech’s lips is, “And who is this God I don’t believe in?”  Hardly a 

calloused rejection by any standard.  To answer this question however, requires a large 

investment of time and relationship to overcome the many layers of worldview and 

indoctrination distorting the gospel message. Preparing and sowing are the order of the 

season in Czech Republic, and by God’s grace, a harvest is coming. 

  

Lastly, let me posit this question: How is God most glorified? Is not God most glorified in 

tearing down barriers and displaying His sovereignty in the most impossible of situations?  Is 

Saul’s conversion not among the most powerful testimonies to God’s mercy, grace, and 

omnipotence? Is it a wonder that the walls of Jericho falling down still inspire my obedience 



despite what circumstances appear? Or is it a Christian’s duty to only harvest the lowest 

hanging fruits, and those which require the least inconvenience or sacrifice? 

  

As for us and our ministry, we’ll gladly endure the dusty feet, frequent rejection and feelings 

of futility. The bush and bramble, the bruises and bumps of this ministry call out to us.  There 

is a sacred beauty, unique to this time and place, that will be unveiled as God is glorified and 

the harvest comes.  Why continue? Because it’s worth it. It will always be worth it. 

  

Prayer Focus Day #5 

Pray boldly and unashamedly for revival in Czech Republic.  Pray that God would pour out 

His Spirit on this land and people, that the gospel would be received, and that this people 

would stand as a testimony to the greatness and grace of God in Europe.  
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