
Plans	 to	 Prosper	 You
By Katie G.

“Don and I are contemplating moving back to the States.” Those 
words seared my mind like a branding iron. I had been vacuuming 
the living room and had come across my mom’s open journal. I had 
not meant to read it but those words had caught my eye. A vision of 
me from our last furlough walking into my Sunday school room and 
sitting in the first chair that offered the opportunity flashed in front 
of my eyes. They had said “hi” and had gone on talking about 
someone I did not know. How long I had sat there in awkward 
silence I don’t remember, but I detested it. The only time I enjoyed 
myself that summer was at an MK2MK conference in Colorado. I 
came back to the present with a bang. Slamming the journal shut, I 
hastily walked out of the room.

   Later that evening I asked my mom about the possibility of us 
ever moving.  She explained to me that since we were the only 
missionary family in Slovenia it was not a healthy situation and our 
organization had given us 6 months, till June, and then they would 
see how we were doing as a family. After that we would most likely 
have to move.  This was not so bad if we stayed Eastern Europe.  It 
was the knowledge that we might move to the states that made it so 
difficult. 

   That winter I spent wrestling with God on the subject. I wanted to 
stay in Slovenia, in our home near all my friends, being an MK. How 
could we move to the states? It was an inconceivable idea. Yet June 
was readily coming closer and with it, our deadline.

   Sometime around mid February I came to the realization that the 
reason we were so happily situated in Slovenia was because  my 
parents had trusted God and moved to Yugoslavia. At the time they 
were moving to a country just coming out of communism and would 



most likely live somewhere down-town in the capital city in a 
cramped apartment with their one year-old and another child on 
the way. (We ended up with a nice duplex in the suburbs with a big 
yard.) If they hadn’t had faith that what God wanted was what 
would be best we would most likely be in the states. I probably 
would have given my life to sports, my mom would have had a job 
teaching, and we would have been your average American family, 
living our separate lives separately. Instead we are very close as a 
family, I have lots of wonderfully unique friends all over the world, 
and I spend my time on other things besides basketball and simply 
enjoy it instead of making it an idol.  

   It took the course of a few days but, instead of being frustrated 
and tense, I began  to give thanks to God for the many special 
memories He had given us; for how He had always provided for all 
our needs, how when we trusted Him everything always came out 
best.

  Later that winter we were offered a partnership with Ohio State 
and Ohio University.  Because they would be sending their first 
team over in that summer they would need someone already in 
Slovenia to help coordinate, as a result our deadline was extended 
to June 2011.

   Though there is still a possibility we will move I am much more 
secure in the knowledge that wherever God takes us will be the best 
for us. Wherever we are we will always be His ambassadors  and 
can serve him, whether in Slovenia or the US. 

“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


