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This Christmas marks 12 years since we boarded a plane and 

moved our young family to Czech Republic. The older I get, the 

more time perplexes me. I’m not certain whether 12 years is a lot or 

a little in this regard. It at once feels like a lifetime ago and yet I can 

see from the vantage of middle-age that it was not so long ago 

after all. 

I remember all of the enthusiasm and encouragement we received 

for making a 'sacrifice' in going. We wanted to go, we were eager to go, we felt compelled to go. When we 

were young, nothing felt so sacrificial. The paths were wide before us and no decision we made could not be 

unmade. As time has passed, this feeling has changed. As strange as it may sound, we’ve really only begun 

to feel the original sacrifice these 12 years later.  As we age, our options narrow. Decisions have 

consequences, as each one we make necessarily invalidates certain others. The further we get down the trail 

of life, the more improbable it becomes to return to the earlier diversions of path. We don’t have regrets in 

this. We know that we’ve followed the Lord’s calling and direction, but as we’ve reflected upon our family life, 

we do feel loss. 

During our furlough last year we were able to spend some 

extended time close to each of our parents. We settled into a life in 

eastern Kansas for several months and began to make friends and 

be part of a community. We had game nights with my Mom and 

Dad. We joined an AWANA and youth group. We spent holidays 

with aunts and uncles and cousins and grandparents. I met with 

older men who encouraged and mentored me. It was all 

so…normal. We could see the deeply stabilizing effect it had on our 

children. 

Then we uprooted again. I look back over the proverbial(and literal though out of sight) ocean and see our 

children’s grandparents. I know that being closer to them would have enriched their lives. I see a loving 

church family much the same. I see cousins and 4th of July barbecues and things that feel so comfortable and 

right. They will not be part of our children’s childhood memories or nostalgia. Our life is different. We have 
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been enriched and blessed in so many other ways. We still choose it, but it doesn’t mean we don’t feel the 

loss of the more familiar life which could have been. 

I think all of us feel these similar losses in our own ways, these narrowings that insert themselves into the 

stories of our lives. It’s a common thread I hear in the stories of my elders. 2020 has given opportunity to think 

on them more clearly. As life has shrunken in several ways and segregated a number of distractions,  maybe 

we’ve been able to see the path we’re on more plainly. Ironically, so much chaos has brought finer definition.  

It’s in this very moment that I am able to say, “Death, where is your sting(1Cor 15:55)?” For it is only in the 

very temporal and material view that any of these things are counted loss. We feel loss because time is a 

hard master. We feel loss because it’s admittedly difficult to look beyond and count the dividend on our 

investment in proper measure. I look upon my true master and the great promises of Messiah strike 

me,  “…33 And He will reign over the house of Jacob forever, and of His kingdom there will be no end.” With 

His advent, we have all the time in and beyond the world. My heart rejoices in the abundance of life, love, and 

discovery to come. 

Reflection 

Have I become exceedingly worldly and focused on either the temporary blessings or discomforts of this life? Has 

my perspective on life become imbalanced? Dear Lord, give me right perspective that I might view life with a 

priority and emotion anchored in eternity. Give me a sensibility and wisdom to be useful for your purposes now, for 

in your coming you freed me to live life with purposeful abandon. 

 


