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Last week I was driving into town to do some work and attend 

meetings at the school. While the traffic was crawling through 

the commuter corridor of metropolitan Prague, I got stuck 

crossing the bridge across the Vltava river.  I was helplessly 

trapped behind 2 “autoskola” (driving school) vehicles running 

parallel to each other and occupying both lanes. As the tandem 

sedans lurched and slowed in choreographed dysfunction to the 

rhythm of rookie attempts to shift out of first gear, I watched the 

columns of cars advance far ahead. I was filled with both the compulsion to honk at the less than 

competent drivers, and extend compassion for the fact that before even learning how to shift gears their 

instructors had led them into metro traffic during the morning rush hour.  One of them did eventually get 

moving along enough to create a gap that I and a whole stampede of congested drivers could slip through. 

In a matter of several hundred meters I was able to hurry back to the stop and start columns of traffic 

sputtering through the city center.  In truth, no time had been lost en route to my final destination, but it 

sure felt like it. 

  

In other news, the weather has also gotten the memo that it is a 

season to torture the mind and soul of the Czech nation. After 

several weeks of gorgeous 70 something sunny days during 

quarantine in which we were not allowed to be out, but did 

manage to plant a modest garden and spruce up the yard, the 

rains came back. It’s been raining for weeks now and the 

vegetable plants have all been drowned and fruit trees spoiled. I’d say I don’t remember the sunshine, but 

that would be false, inasmuch as the sun does will itself revealed for about an hour every evening around 

8pm when we are putting children to bed.  
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We’ve begun meeting together as a church again on Sundays. 

It feels a bit like watching the dysfunctional choreography of the 

lurching student drivers. While some enter the building eager for 

the warm embrace of a brother or sister, I was also greeted last 

Sunday by a couple announcing “Two meters! Two meters!” as 

they carefully ambled along the wall of the room and seated 

themselves a good distance away from everyone else and kept 

their masks firmly fitted throughout the service.  Observing the Lord’s Supper was a unique experience as 

Pastor David had the foresight to plan a sanitary distribution of the elements by preparing the bread and 

juice individually portioned into sterile containers.  As they were distributed, an observant pre-schooler 

began loudly interrogating his mother about whether she would go pee pee in it. “Pee pee Mama! Pee 

Pee!” he exclaimed, as it was not lost even to him that we were partaking of the elements distributed in 

urine sample collection vials. 

 

We’ve been eager to reconnect and resume in-person ministry and meetings, though there is the lingering 

apprehension about whether we still know how to function in society after our months of isolation. We 

managed to get through church and end of year teacher meetings at school without too many lurches, so I 

guess we still know how to drive. Our calendar is again chocked full with ministries, planning meetings, 

and backlogged medical exams. 

One ministry opportunity that we’re especially excited about is serving the staff at Word of Life camp. Erica 

and Claire had already committed to serving as volunteer staff at the camp this Summer and even 

recruited several others to join them. Honza, the camp director, contacted me a couple of weeks ago and 

shared with me his vision, that despite making a huge impact on the lives of the campers that come 

through each Summer, he never has enough time to invest in the 40+ volunteer staff that serve and are 

having their own spiritual lives impacted as well. Cari and I will be overseeing and shepherding the 

 



volunteer staff for several weeks this year. We’re looking forward to serving the servants this Summer and 

being part of making this camp a place where hundreds of youth (and staff) will have life changing 

encounters with Christ. 

  

Yesterday Cari and I rejoiced at having as many children as 

adults worshipping in church with us. The service was 

admittedly a bit raucous and we felt compassion for the several 

exhausted young mothers with glazed looks in their eyes trying 

to keep their pre-schoolers quiet during the sermon. There is a 

cultural difference here in that children are much more ‘free-

range’ even in the context of a church service. It’s quite normal 

to have the little ones meandering through the aisles and doing 

as they please up to a certain noise threshold(it’s quite a bit 

higher than our American one), at which point the mothers and 

fathers engage in a silent stand-off as to which one will get up and wrangle their little one back to an 

acceptable level of distraction(I’ll let you guess which party wins that standoff roughly 98% of the time). I 

met with David last week and I think we finally have consensus that it’s time to more intentionally meet the 

needs of our young families and commit to a weekly kids/youth program.  As you may know, Cari and I 

have a little unorthodox perspective on these things as we tend to unreservedly prioritize the discipleship 

of children more highly than most church bodies would, so we are thrilled that we’re all in agreement about 

moving forward with this.  

It was a bittersweet Sunday, as it was also our ‘farewell service’ for our worship leader Jenda. Jenda is 

getting married next weekend, moving to Olomouc, and starting his practice in Cardiology at the hospital 

there. Jenda is the most gifted worship leader I have personally encountered in Czech Republic and his 

loss will be felt deeply. We were blessed to have his ministry among us since the church was planted. 

However, we also see the potential for new leadership to arise and we are prayerfully excited to see 

transition that can result in growth as we follow the Lord’s leading.  

  

 



Coming out of quarantine has seen some lurching and stalls, as 

might be expected, but we’re back moving along at a good clip 

now and we pray that whatever evil the enemy intended for the 

church, our Lord would turn it to His glory and our good! We 

pray the same for all of our brothers and sister in Christ! We see 

from abroad the unsettling times facing our American friends, 

family and churches. We rejoice in the truth that no amount of 

racism, corruption, Marxism, unrest, pandemics, politics or 

polarization has any bearing on the anchor of our souls, and the 

good news of reconciliation between God and man cannot be 

undone! Our end is secure: His gloriously good, just and 

righteous Kingdom which has no end. 
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