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It all started innocently enough. I was serving as the assistant pastor of a church in 
Kalamazoo, Michigan, and felt the need for a season of personal spiritual renewal. So, I 
committed myself to a four week period of special prayer and fasting. I had no idea how that 
decision in April, 1998, would change my life for good. 

            It happened in the middle of the first week. I had been having 
some wonderful times of fellowship with the Lord, both in the morning 
and in the evening. Then one night, sometime in the middle of the 
night, I woke up. 
            “Budapest, Hungary. Budapest, Hungary. Budapest, Hungary.” 
These two words kept repeating themselves over and over in my mind. 
I sat up in bed, deep in concentration. The words were so loud in my 
head, someone could have been standing beside my bed, shouting. 
Suddenly I stopped short. 
            “Budapest, Hungary?” I thought to myself. I searched my 
limited knowledge of geography. “Is Budapest in Hungary?” I didn’t 
know for sure. It sounded right. But I couldn’t have found Hungary on 
a map if my life depended on it. 
            “Maybe God wants me to pray for Hungary. Okay, I can do that. 

Let’s see.” I started out, “Lord, bless all those . . . Hungarians. Over there in Hungary. You 
know.” I went on like that for about 30 seconds. Maybe some people can pray fervently for a 
country they know absolutely nothing about, 
but not me. I told myself that I would check the 
internet in the morning to see if Budapest was 
in Hungary. If it was, then maybe God was 
trying to tell me something. If not . . . who 
knows. But my heart told me it was. 
            Of course, the next day I learned that 
Budapest is in fact the capital of Hungary. I thought about my experience, and tried to 
remember if anything had happened lately that would make me think of Budapest, Hungary out 
of the blue. A news report? Something I had read? A conversation with somebody? Nothing. I 
could not recall having ever heard anything about Hungary. There was no “natural” cause that I 
could think of that would explain my experience. 

But I wasn’t ready to buy a plane ticket to Budapest just yet. If there was one thing I had 
learned in three and a half years of marriage, it was that sometimes it’s better to just play it 
cool. I decided that if this was really from God, something else would happen to confirm it. 
            A couple of days later, I opened a letter from Campus Crusade for Christ. Interestingly 
enough, the letter had been sitting on the desk, unopened, for several days. It looked like the 
typical bulk mail of the variety that is often accompanied by a request for funds. That turned out 
to be true. It also turned out that the request was related to their ministry in Hungary. God had 
opened some exciting doors for the gospel to be presented in public schools as part of the 
curriculum. 
            “Can’t be a coincidence,” I thought. “I’d better tell Tricia about this. Will she ever be 
excited to hear that God is calling us to the mission field in such an unmistakable way.” 
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            Armed with the letter from Campus Crusade, the information I had gained about 
Hungary on the internet, and the names of several missions organizations that work in Hungary, 

I shared the exciting news with Tricia. I can’t 
remember her initial response, or even much of what 
she said. I do remember, however, that at some point 
she started to choke up. Small tears welled up in her 
eyes, undoubtedly due to her joy and excitement at 
how God was working. 
            “But I like it here,” she gulped. “I don’t want 
to go to Hungary. I want to stay here and raise a 
family.” 
            I started to argue. “But we’ve always known 
we weren’t going to stay here forever.” When we 
decided to take the position at the church, we had 
told them that we would be interested in staying for 
four or five years. It had been almost two years 

already. I didn’t know how long it would take to get to the mission field, but I thought they 
would understand if we left early because of this. 

Tricia’s “nesting” instinct was stronger than I had realized. It had been hard for 
her to come to Kalamazoo, but now she was 
settling in, making friends, and enjoying our 
life and ministry. I was enjoying it also, but I 
had received what was, for me, an 
unprecedented call of God. No way would I 
pass that up. 

For the next couple of months, every 
time we started talking about Hungary, Tricia 
would want to change the subject. When I 
was especially persistent, she would leave the room. It wasn’t that she wasn’t interested in 
missions. She had spent a semester in Costa Rica during college, and spoke some Spanish. She 
loved Latin America. But Hungary isn’t in Latin America, and they don’t speak Spanish there. 

Her world was being shaken. 
            Finally, I hit on an idea. We could take a trip 
to Hungary for a couple of weeks to see it for 
ourselves. It would be an opportunity to confirm that 
God was calling us there. Even though I was pretty 
sure God wanted us in Hungary for an extended 
period of time, maybe He had something else in 
mind. 
            Tricia agreed to go. In fact, I was surprised 
how readily she accepted it. We made the trip in 
January, 1999. We stayed for two weeks with some 
missionaries we had contacted. Within the first 
week, Tricia’s heart had changed. “God is calling us 

here,” she told me. We both knew it. In my mind, I imagined us moving to Hungary by that 
summer or early fall at the latest. I was in for another surprise. 
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What looked like an open door to go to Hungary suddenly closed shortly after our return 
to the States. I was confused and angry. “What’s wrong with these people? Can’t they see that 
God has clearly called us to Hungary?” 

We prayed. I waited. I dreamt of a hundred different scenarios in which God would 
suddenly and dramatically work everything out for us to go to Hungary in short order. Not one 
of them panned out. 

We were appointed to the church in 
Kalamazoo for another year. More praying, more 
conversations with people, and more closed doors. 
We tried other missions agencies. For one reason 
or another, they didn’t work out. Had God called 
us or not? 

I remember being at a camp meeting once when there was an altar call for people to 
commit to going to the mission field. The preacher pleaded for people to give God their all, and 
go where He wanted them to go. 

“I’m right here, God, and you know I’m willing to go. Why won’t you let me?” It felt 
like rejection. It felt like being teased by the Almighty. It felt horrible. 

During this time, Tricia and I spent a week in Colorado with a Christian counselor. I 
remember him asking me, “If you don’t go to the mission field for five years, would God still 
be good?” Of course, I said yes. God was good no matter what happened to me. But looking 
back, I don’t think I understood. It wasn’t just that God was good. The question was whether I 
believed He was good to me. I wasn’t always so sure about that. 

By February of 2000, we were no closer to going to Hungary than we had been a year 
earlier. We had learned that the church in Kalamazoo could not afford to keep us on staff past 
that summer. This was getting interesting. 

            We also found out that Tricia was pregnant. We both 
wanted a child, but especially Tricia. We had prayed, we had gone 
to a fertility clinic, we had done everything. Now Tricia had the 
desire of her heart. All I wanted to do was go to Hungary. It 
wasn’t fair. 
            I decided that I should get more education, a degree in 
missions. The logical choice was to return to Asbury Seminary, 
where we had both graduated in 1996 with our M.Div.’s. I was 
accepted for the Th.M. in missions at Asbury for the fall of 2000. 
It was a one-year program, which meant at least another year 
without going to Hungary. That was a hard pill to swallow, but 
God was not opening any doors for us. I consulted with some 
trusted, mature Christian leaders, and they all said I should go 
back to Asbury. 
            We moved back to Kentucky in August. Tricia was in her 
third trimester, and seemed to be enjoying it. The pregnancy, that 
is, not the moving. 
            We arrived in time for orientation week. We didn’t really 
need to be oriented. We had lived in Wilmore, Kentucky, for four 

years. You can see all of Wilmore in about four minutes. But there I was, perusing the displays 
in the Student center, as different campus ministries and organizations fished for new recruits. I 

“I’m right here, God, and you 
know I’m willing to go. Why 

won’t you let me? 

Returning to Kentucky with 
child! 



4 

went straight for the missions booths, gathering brochures and application forms. I ended up at 
the table for OMS International. 

“Do you know if OMS does any work in Hungary?” I asked the couple standing by the 
table. 

Their faces lit up. Chuck and Luci Long had served with OMS for a year in Hungary. 
Soon I was listening to some of their story, and having all of the necessary information stuffed 
into my hand. They weren’t pushy, just very keen. “Interesting,” I thought to myself. “We’ll see 
where this goes.” 

I sent in an online application to OMS the same day. I also sent one in to another 
organization that had a display table that day. OMS responded immediately. They sounded very 
interested in talking to us more about working in Hungary. 

Before I knew it, the door with OMS was swinging wide open. In fact, Tricia and I were 
a little nervous. It seemed to be too fast. Maybe we were just gun shy by that point, but on the 
other hand, I didn’t want to get involved with a bunch of 
weirdos. We decided to check things out. We prayed. We 
talked to friends whose opinions we highly valued. 

Finally, in April, 2001, I made the trip back to 
Hungary with a group of students from Asbury College, led 
by Chuck. I left Tricia and our 6-month-old daughter, 
Hannah, behind. I was there for just a week this time, to see if 
God wanted us to work with OMS. I also talked with 
missionaries from two other organizations. By the time I got 
home, I felt like I had an answer. 

“I think God wants us to go with OMS,” I announced. 
They had already accepted our application and extended us an 
invitation to join the OMS team in Hungary. Within a week 
of returning home, we informed OMS of our decision. 

It would still be over a year before we finally landed 
at Ferihegy airport in Budapest to start a new life. By then, 
Tricia was 3 months pregnant with our second child, 
Matthew. 

With that ended a very long chapter in our lives. It 
was almost 4 and a half years from when I first heard God’s 
call until we finally set foot in Budapest as missionaries with 
OMS. And God was still good, no matter what. Even to me. 

Leaving for Hungary, September, 
2002 


