
The bell rings. Everyone grabs their 

books carelessly and heads off to lunch. I, however, 
remain, still scratching down notes, trying to figure out 
what the teacher has been talking about for the past hour 
and a half.
 
No one seems to understand. Well, everyone understands 
except me. That’s my problem. School is in Spanish. 
Church is in Spanish. Friends speak in Spanish. My sister 
speaks in Spanish. The mall, the streets, Wal-Mart, the list 
goes on. My mind even feels like it has to be in Spanish. 
  
Everyday, I feel like I’m ten thoughts behind everyone else 
and there are times I want to say something and just plain 
can’t. It seems as if no matter where I go, I’ll be blocked 
by language barriers. 
Now, it’s the little things that can push me over my fragile 
edge: going home and staring at a blank word document 
that’s supposed to have tomorrow’s Spanish essay on it; 
having to go to “English as a second language” class and 
do a verb conjugation sheet on the simple present tense 
for “to be”.   I’m tired of bland cheese and expensive 
chocolate. I miss things that I always used to take for 
granted, like lolly-pops and street signs. Sometimes, I go 
to the tiny little shelf of English books in the library and 
start crying because I know it will be hardly any time 



before I’ve read them all. I’ve started reading textbooks 
now.
  
There are so many things about being an MK that are so 
hard I want to scream. I sit in my room sobbing into my 
pillow and feel sorry for myself. As I think of all of the 
things that hurt my heart, I think that this is not what it’s 
supposed to be like. It’s not my home, friends or 
language ability that’s messed up - it’s my attitude. God 
didn’t only call my parents to be missionaries. It’s not like I 
just wasn’t a part of the plan. I’m not in Costa Rica 
because God called my parents. I’m in Costa Rica 
because that’s where God wants me; I have been called 
to serve. While I don’t know what all that means, it may 
mean I have to struggle.
  
I am different. I move a lot and travel all the time. I don’t 
have T.V. I don’t know any modern music. I went from 
advanced English to English as a second language. I live 
on a seminary campus. I can barely communicate with 
my friends. I couldn’t tell you where my home is, because 
I don’t know.
  
However, these are not God things, they’re me things. I 
will not be controlled by them. Through it all, I will trust in 
God, because He has a plan for me.



‘For I know the plans I have for you,’ declares the 
LORD. ‘Plans to prosper you and not to harm you. 

Plans to give you a hope and a future.’  
- Jeremiah 29:11
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