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A few weeks ago, before all of the pandemic and quarantining reached us, Gavin fell down the stairs and 

injured his back. It was bad enough to warrant a trip to the ER to get an X-ray and make sure nothing was 

broken or misaligned.  In the examination room we were chatting with the doctor about what had happened as 

she evaluated his movement and injuries. 

“How long have you lived here? You speak Czech perfectly,” she says. 

“About 10 years, so I’ve had plenty of time to practice.” 

“Oh, I see, you must have a Czech wife then?” 
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“No, she’s American also,” I reply. 

“Well, I’ve never heard an American speak such lovely Czech, I thought surely you would have to have a Czech 

wife to help you.” 

Filled with the mirth of some encouraging words, I escort Gavin to the X-ray technician. After a long wait, the 

door is opened and we’re allowed to enter. The technician mumbles something neither I nor Gavin can discern, 

“I’m sorry, what was that?” 

“$&#d*)*  d@#(h*  *xb*$vg@!” (I glance at Gavin for a cue, he’s equally clueless) 

She stops and takes a hard look at both of us. “Are you stupid or something? #$(#&@  #&$&@@!.” 

“I’m sorry, we don’t understand, could you say that again?” 

“Oh, I see, you’re foreigners. Your Czech is terrible, you should really learn it if you’re going to live here. The 

boy needs to take his shirt off and lie on the table.” 

With the mirth evaporated, for the next few minutes we comply with the technician’s overly-annunciated and 

loud directives. It’s a familiar feeling, though one I haven’t felt in several years.  

It’s not an uncommon experience for us by now, and one that I’d be tempted to identify as particularly Czech. It 

seems that we’ve never received a compliment or encouragement without simultaneously taking a backhanded 

blow. It's such a regular occurrence that we have come to affectionately refer to it as, “Drinking from the same 

cup.” It’s just our way to refer to the many paradoxical experiences we have. 

  

During this pandemic, we’re getting a fair amount of inquiries to how we’re doing and what life is like here. All-

in-all things have been surprisingly calm. It turns out that a nation of people who endured hundreds of years of 

occupation followed by a couple generations of communism, are a pretty good lot to join in with as far as 

pandemics go.  You’ve just got to learn to appreciate drinking some things from the same cup. While we have 

always endured the cutting and the ‘if you allow me to bully you, I will’ mentality at shop and pharmacy queues, 

and especially so just after the state of emergency was declared, the problem has been peaceably 

resolved.  Senior citizens are now allocated their own shopping hours from 7am-9am, when only 65+ are 

permitted to shop in stores. As an unexpected benefit, grocery and pharmacy queues are now civil and pleasant 



for the most part. You see, it was the generation that was formed and raised throughout communism that took 

on the ‘survival of the fittest’ mentality. In this particular regard, the younger generations are far more polite and 

civil in shops.  

  

One paradox that always strikes us is the strange balance of 

extreme reservation(Czechs already had this social distancing 

thing down pat) with concern for neighbor, whom one likely never 

talks to.  In this way, Czechs maintain a precarious but strong 

sense of community. Really, we’ve seen the best of the Czech 

spirit at work over the past several weeks.  There were few if no 

incidents of hoarding. Store shelves have remained stocked with all 

of the essentials. Disinfectants and sanitizers are available at all of 

our nearby drug stores.  

One item which wasn’t in supply was face masks. This last week a new law was enacted requiring masks 

covering nose and mouth to be worn in all spaces outside of the home.  Unfortunately, supplies of such masks 

were already low across the nation.  People seeking to buy such masks were simply out of luck, and everyone 

must improvise for themselves. Resilient and self-reliant as they are, most Czechs had little problem sewing 

their own. It took no time however to note the new strain on medical care professionals, whose supply of masks 

was immediately depleted.  Also notable was the vulnerability of the elderly who may not have access or ability 

to make their own masks.  Within hours, thousands of Czechs were mass producing masks for both hospitals 

and their elderly neighbors.  I walked into a small shop to pick up a parcel delivered there, and there were two 

women hard at work at their sewing machines with piles of materials and lovely custom-made masks. I inquired 

as to whether the masks might be available to purchase, to which they replied, “Sorry, we’re making these for 

the seniors in the retirement home. They have no way to make their own.” 

  

 



While people have come together and there is a strong sense of 

solidarity, life with pandemic has not been without challenge.  The 

school week is long as we stay indoors all day assisting our 

children organizing and completing their copious school 

assignments. Our school has decided to maintain the same 

schedule and work load during the quarantine, and when 

compounded with cabin fever, the days do get protracted. We 

might be going a little bit crazy as evidenced by last night’s family 

talent show which included a rousing puppet comedy routine, a 

magic show, and a rap/hip-hop rendition of the prologue to 

Chaucer’s Canterbury tales. 

  

While both myself and Pastor David have been ill, we’ve been 

struggling to sync up on how to reach out and minister to church 

members who don’t have an online presence either through social 

media or email.  On Saturday we were finally able to get nearly 

everybody linked together through WhatsApp, which means we 

can finally all communicate together as a body. The timing was 

perfect, as on Sunday afternoon we all received word that Katka 

was in labor just as Pastor David was beginning his live stream 

sermon. By the end of the sermon the baby was born! Please pray 

for Mirek and Katka and their lovely 3rd son Marek, that God would 

keep him healthy and that parents would find peace in a turbulent 

time. Mirek is self-employed, and the pandemic is affecting his 

business. Please pray also for Alena and her husband Dusan,  who 

are also expecting a baby within the next week or two. As you 

might imagine, it’s a rough time to be having a baby, both from a 

logistical standpoint as well as the real and perceived dangers of 

the virus, especially in hospital. 

This Wednesday we will attempt our first evening prayer meeting together via Skype for those who can manage 

it.  Please pray with us that our bonds of love and care toward one another would grow even stronger during 

this time of extraordinary isolation.   

 
Out for a walk in nature...with our improvised 

masks. 

 
Katka delivered a beautiful baby boy named 

Marek Sunday night! 
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