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Last weekend I sat at the table with my son and played a 

boardgame. It took a couple of hours. I felt guilty. As I analyzed 

my feelings I was confused.  Why did I feel guilty? I should have 

felt good about it in my estimation. Gavin was quite happy about 

playing a game with Dad, nothing fell apart or burned down in 

my absence, it was a Saturday, and playing boardgames is 

actually my favorite hobby. My internal feelings however, were 

at disagreement with my outward reality. It’s a creeping feeling 

I’ve been having for awhile now. 

Soon after I was suggesting some ministry ideas to Cari that I thought we could initiate and tackle. While 

she’s normally quite agreeable to such discussions and usually takes my ideas and refines them and 

improves them to something actually useful, she instead met me with a jarring question, “What are you 

trying to do, drive us into the ground?” 

  

It took me a moment to process that response, but yes, yes that 

is precisely what I was trying to do. We’ve worked very hard and 

made some very difficult decisions over the last couple of years 

to maneuver ourselves into a position where we could find 

better life balance and spiritual health. Here I was trying to 

sabotage all of that hard work! They’re a funny thing those 

creeping feelings. They crawl out of the dark parts that we don’t 

even know about. In that moment after Cari’s jarring question, a 

past conversation jumped to the front of my memory. It was a 

conversation with a pastor I respected. I honestly don’t remember the whole context, so it was actually just 

the one quote I took from that conversation and apparently filed it away in the hidden place from whence 

the creepers extend. 

 

 

  



“Steven, the people doing lay ministry in our church invest fifteen to twenty hours per week on top of their 

forty-hour per week jobs. I wouldn’t expect our missionaries to be doing any less than them.” 

Somehow, without even recognizing the process, this opinion was synthesized into my philosophy of 

ministry. A sixty-hour work week is the minimum expectation of missionaries. As Cari and I parsed out 

where these guilty feelings were coming from, she counted out for me the hours I’d been investing into 

ministry. Over the past several weeks, I’ve been working about 55 hours.  While I’ve been feeling healthier 

and functioning better and being a more present Dad, I’ve not been meeting my “minimums” and the 

nagging feelings of guilt are flaring. The truth is however, the guilty feelings don’t go away when I appease 

them. I remember a season a few years ago where we were so frantically overcommitted that I literally 

didn’t have time to use the restroom during the day. I didn’t feel good then either. I felt guilty that nothing 

was receiving my adequate attention to be done well and I was embarrassed at the low quality of my work. 

We hosted a Valentine’s Day concert and gathering at our 

church-plant a couple of weeks ago.  The theme for the 

gathering was “Guard your heart(Proverbs 4:23),” quite 

appropriate for my own season of life.  We welcomed several 

new visitors from our neighborhood which is always exciting for 

Cari and I. Please pray especially for a new family that 

attended, Mirek and Katka and their sons.  They are newer 

believers (saved about 2 years ago). They’ve been attending a 

church in Prague, but over time have become discontent that 

the church has no interest in reaching out with the very gospel 

that saved them (Mirek came to Christ through his own research and study via the internet. Tragically, this 

is a very typical story for most Czechs who were not raised in church. They can point to no person who 

attempted to introduce them to Christ). They seemed encouraged to be welcomed so warmly and that our 

church is outwardly focused. They have 2 young sons and one on the way. They would perhaps benefit 

from a fellowship with more  developed children’s programs, but they are willing to see what a younger 

and more evangelistic church is like.  Pray that they would find the love of Christ among us, and that 

we can minister to this young and spiritually hungry family.  

Bible classes at CISP have been a tremendous blessing. I’m teaching 26 students from all over the globe, 

only 2 of which are coming from Christian homes! One of these classes is the least Christian class in the 

history of the school. They are full of behavioral issues and honestly quite a handful to manage. On the 

other hand, they are full of amazing and deep questions about the Bible and character of God that betray 
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their actual thoughts. These are not questions that spring from a person who hasn’t thought about the 

implications of the gospel. I feel so blessed to be able to unfold Truth to both the somewhat skeptical as 

well as the spiritually hungry on a daily basis.   Please pray with us that the Holy Spirit would move in a 

miraculous way in their hearts and minds.  Semester’s end will come sooner than we anticipate and my 

time with them will come to a close. Plead with me for their souls.  

At the end of this month we will apply for our Visas to be renewed.  This is always a very stressful time for 

me as our entire life and ministry hangs in the balance of paperwork and daily visits to translation offices 

and notaries, before culminating into a single appointment with a government official who will decide our 

fate.  Prayers for peace during the process and efficient diligence in gathering all the correct 

documentation are appreciated. 
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