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One year ago today, I was in a truly difficult place.  We were in what seemed to be an impossibly 

unresolvable situation. We had children being ruthlessly bullied and excluded in school, to the extent that 

they had been displaying the symptoms of serious depression. Despite our efforts, we could not resolve 

the situation with school teachers or administration. By law, school attendance is compulsory, so 

homeschooling was not an option.  Our girls had transitioned to a local semi-private school and both hated 

it and were not receiving the education they needed, nor were there any social opportunities, nor did it 

come at a small personal financial cost. They were isolated and miserable.  We began sending our eldest 

up to Prague to spend several nights a week with our teammate Melissa, and attend the Christian 

International School of Prague.  It’s a private international school. We could not afford it. Seeing our need, 

some generous family and friends came together to provide her tuition. We were grateful, but we knew this 

was a stop-gap solution.  Meanwhile our youngest 2 were doing better socially in school, but in 1st grade 

  



were already being singled-out and publicly shamed for believing in God, a fact that came to light during 

their classes’ unit study on astrology, a subject being taught as scientific fact in their class. 

What could we do? In good conscience we could no longer leave our children in schools where they were 

not only suffering emotionally and educationally, but were having their young faith assaulted. We could not 

homeschool legally, and it is impossible to withdraw from public school without enrollment in another. All 6 

of our children needed to be attending the Christian International school, but we certainly didn’t have the 

multiple tens of thousands of dollars to make that happen.  I had begun the process of resigning in my 

mind that this might be an unavoidable end to our ministry in Czech Republic.  The road was blocked, and 

there were no detours in sight.  

  

We prayed. I’ve been on the road of life with Jesus long enough 

to have seen some things.  I know that desperate places are 

precisely where God shows up. I know that God parts seas and 

feeds the multitudes. Let’s be honest though, those are the 

exceptions, not the rule. Usually, the sea doesn’t part, people 

are hungry, and our prayers align us with His perspective rather 

than alter our circumstances.  I didn’t recognize it at the time, 

but I was retracing familiar territory. We were walking through 

that part of the trail where the only way forward is by surrendering everything all over again; Our hopes 

and dreams for what we thought we wanted, and our vision of the trail ahead. I’d like to say that we were 

walking by faith, but when there is no way but the way of surrender I don’t know if it counts.  Or maybe 

that’s what faith is; having no alternatives to depend on. Maybe faith is moving toward Jesus without an 

eye to the backdoor or another escape route, even if it isn’t by our design or choice. When the only 

direction to go is toward Jesus, maybe that’s the faith God uses. Maybe great faith has nothing at all to do 

with us. It’s not a path we take or a virtue we can even muster, it’s simply something He provides in 

portion, as the trail pinches in and we’ve got nothing else to lean into. 

  

Cari and I started brainstorming a Hail Mary pass. It probably wouldn’t work, but when there’s only 

seconds left in the game and you’re down by six, what else does one do? If one of us volunteered at the 

school perhaps there would be a discount? The estimated tuition for all of our children per year would be 

about $60,000. If we could volunteer, maybe we could get 50% of the tuition discounted and maybe there 
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could be a rally of financial support if we asked the right people and the Lord’s Spirit leads the way, 

$30,000 is possible…maybe. I told you…it was a Hail Mary. 

I scheduled a meeting with Terry, the director of the school. We’ve known Terry and his family since 

arriving in Czech 10 years ago.  In those early years we would periodically get together for fellowship and 

a meal after church on Sundays when we made it up to Prague to indulge in an English church service. 

The idea of ever being part of the Christian International School was the furthest thing from our minds in 

those days.  As Terry and I discussed the possibility of Cari and/or I teaching at the school for a 

discounted tuition, he was very agreeable, to my slight surprise.  

-“Actually, for full-time missionaries teaching at the school, tuition is free.” 

-“Like, one child per teacher, or…?” 

-“No, all of your children.” 

It felt like the earth trembled in that moment. My mountain had suddenly moved. Where there was a 

roadblock, there unfurled a red-carpeted route running right through the blockade . With 4 seconds left on 

the clock, and just before the snap, the defense unpredictably pulled all of their players off of the 

field.  You get the idea. 

  

In the coming months I would do my best to communicate our 

plans for a relocation to Prague. While the way was made 

before us, it still wouldn’t be easy.  We had to give up much, 

including a ‘successful’ ministry where we were at.  I can never 

really be sure what our partners were thinking. Whenever one 

makes a big change as a missionary there is a looming fear. 

What if people aren’t on board? How much support might we 

lose? We’ve generated so much prayer and shared vision for 

the ministry we’re doing here, what if people feel like we’ve 

been somehow unfaithful in this change? I fear that we may not have been entirely thorough in explaining 

everything. Yet, we also weren’t ready to let down our guard enough to reveal the full difficulty of our 

situation. I could probably second-guess every decision we’ve ever made if given enough time. I’m an 
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introvert after all, I spend half of my life in my own thick head. I have learned this though: When the Lord 

parts the sea, you walk through it. 
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