
by Daniel C.

I want to say that God has been 
breaking me ever so gently. I, in my 
naivety, moved to America thinking that everyone was pretty much 
shallow, that my peers would be immature, and that I would just be 
seen as the strange kid from Europe. I was wrong on all three 
counts. It was like God was slowly but surely tearing away at my 
prejudices. It was as if, as I was thinking these things, God was 
smirking, knowing that He would prove me wrong. And I am so 
grateful that He did.

Firstly, I’m not outwardly different from a lot of the other students 
at school. I don’t wear different clothes than they do and I sound 
like them, so no would know I was different unless I told them I had 
no idea what they were talking about when they spoke of bands or 
video games or sports teams that I had no concept of, or if I told 
them my story. But it goes deeper than that. I found that almost 
everyone called themselves Christians, but some of them really did 
not take their faith seriously, which was strange to me. I was used to 
knowing that when people said that they were Christians, they 
meant it. Not that they were perfect or anything, but that they were 
striving towards Christ. To see that a lot of people were Christians 
but not followers of Christ in America made me question my own 
faith, in a strange way. It was a hard bridge to cross, but I crossed it 
by God’s grace.

Also, God has surrounded me with friends who were deep and 
serious about following Christ, some of whom had been to other 
countries or had been MKs. Honestly, the community of people that 
I am blessed to be part of is the best thing about my family’s move 
to America and something I would never have dreamt could have 
happened. I have been so encouraged by them and challenged when 
I see them strongly living for Christ in a country where it seems like 



truth and morals are blurred with lies, apathy, and universalism, 
sometimes even beyond recognition. I’ve come to realize that one’s 
depth in the Word and in thought, one’s candid honesty and relying 
on God while trying to figure out the difficult questions of life, does 
not happen when one is born into a missionary family or has had 
experience in different countries. The depth, the pain, the struggles, 
the joy, and the awesomeness transcend all cultures. And the fact 
that I have brothers and sisters in Christ here who are walking with 
me, who I can feel free with, who I can laugh and share and struggle 
alongside is truly a gift. 

And I haven’t and never will forget where I’ve been, who I am, the 
people who gave me joy and did life with me in Europe. I would be 
lying if I said that I didn’t miss everyone I left behind, because I do. I 
randomly think in their languages and hope to return someday. But 
I’m living the life that God has planned out for me. And His plans 
are indeed the very best.


