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We Care for Your Missionary
Do you know any OC missionaries? I would guess that you not only know your OC 

missionaries but care about them as well. I want to assure you that we also care for your 
missionaries, young or old, and we are committed to doing whatever we can to help them 
succeed.

A few weeks ago, this commitment became very personal for me. To tell this story 
properly, I need to wear not just my President hat, but my husband and father hats as well. 
Here’s what happened.

Word came to our Colorado office from our missionaries living in a ‘restricted access country’ that their 
children’s school situation had not worked out as expected. The team kids needed help with schooling, but all the 
parents needed to focus on language-learning. When this news reached us we prayed fervently for these families. 

During those days of prayer, God touched the heart of Diane Morris, our veteran missionary school teacher, 
with a deep concern for the parents and kids. When I heard of it, my instinctive response was, “When my wife 
Denyse hears of this, she’ll want to go too.” Sure enough, Denyse also felt led by God to help. We all prayed, and 
God confirmed that we needed to release them for this vital ministry. Frankly, it was an easy decision because of 
our life-long commitment to our missionaries—to your missionaries.your missionaries.your

So off Diane and Denyse flew to another country for seven weeks, where they came alongside the missionary 
team in the dead of winter. They taught children and encouraged parents. The conditions were difficult, and I missed 

Denyse greatly for those long weeks that she was away. But it was a 
sacrifice we were glad to make.

Would you like to see pictures of their trip and the 
children they taught? Please write or e-mail Deänne Boesel 
(deanneboesel@oci.org) or check out www.oci.org/wecare.htmwww.oci.org/wecare.htm.

If God touched your heart through this story, perhaps you would 
consider helping us continue our ministries of care. Field visits and 
other resources require funds, and we could really use your support. 
We have set up a “Care for my Missionary” fund to receive your tax-
deductible donations. Thanks for your partnership!

Just one other thing ... the kids in this story would be thrilled to 
have a regular teacher, and their moms and dads would love to focus on language and building relationships in their 
community. Would you pray with us that God would provide an elementary teacher who would go for a year and 
teach them?

Sharing your concern,

Greg Gripentrog

P.S. Don’t forget! For donations, make checks payable to OC International, and indicate “Care for my Missionary” 
fund. Thank you!

OC International, P.O. Box 36900, Colorado Springs, CO 80936-6900  www.oci.orgwww.oci.org  (800) 676-STEP

Greg and Denyse
Gripentrog

Denyse and Diane teaching missionary children.

God Met Me
As I write I am on a plane flying back to Guatemala. I just had the most incredible experience of 
being flown up to Northern California to speak at a weekend high school retreat. I was so excited 
to go to California, return to Calvary Bible Church, where I went to high school, and spend the 
weekend with youth from my own culture who speak my language!

“How easy this will be,” I thought as I prepared. “Heck, it’s in English; that alone makes it easier 
than most things I do in Guatemala.”

Boy was I wrong! First, I lost my voice two days before the retreat, and didn’t find it again until 
three days after the retreat ended. Next, the night before the retreat I took some medicine to 
help with my cold, which kept me awake all night. On top of all that, my mind was plagued with 
doubts. Thoughts like, “You don’t know what you are doing.” 
“You don’t remember how to speak to youth.” “You are not 
prepared enough.” “You are a dorky missionary, why would these 
young people listen to anything you have to say?” haunted me.

And that is where God met me. In the midst of my doubt, 
exhaustion, and cold God said, “Nell, I’ve brought you here, trust 
me.”

No, I couldn’t make the doubts go away. No, I didn’t drink 
caffeine to keep me awake. No, my voice didn’t miraculously 
come back. Instead God met me.

So I said, “OK God, I trust that you have brought me here and have a message for this group. I 
trust that you are going to give me the energy to survive this weekend. And I trust that you will 
give me enough of a voice so that your message can be heard.”

Saturday night I had made it through my first three talks. All I needed to do was hammer out 
Sunday morning’s time. I had spent hours studying the Scripture and had my points I wanted to 
make. But I still didn’t have the vehicle to deliver the message. I didn’t have an introduction, 
conclusion, interesting stories, or fun illustrations. I had the points of the message but not the 
fluff that captures the interest of high school students.

It was 10:30 and I was exhausted, my mind couldn’t focus. There was no way I could sit and 
hammer out the details for my last talk. So, I went to bed, and as I lay there I said, “Lord, I trust 
you. I am so tired and I need to rest, so I trust that tomorrow morning you will give me the time 
to prepare this talk.” I fell asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.

Sunday morning I had an hour before I was to give my talk, so I sat and went over the passages 
again, and waited for God to show me how to deliver His message. And, nothing. Nothing came 
to my mind. Not a single story, illustration, opening comment. Nothing.
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My friend Kendra came into the room and offered to 
help. And although she had many good ideas, nothing was 
connecting. Nothing sparked. Nothing stuck. And it was time 
to go to the meeting. The first half hour was worship, and I 
thought, “Well, maybe I should just go sit outside and try to 
think of how to begin my talk.” But God said to me, “Nell, 
come meet with me,” so I entered into worship. As I did I 
said to God, “Lord, I am trusting you to speak through me. 
Give me what you would have me share with this group.”

Finally it was time for me to walk up on the platform. And 
I had NOTHING. But as I stood there, facing 65 youth, God 
gave me words. He brought to mind stories and illustrations 
that connected with the points of the message. I had no 

idea if my words were making sense, all I knew is that He gave me something to say. So I did, 
and then I dug into the passages, and He gave me examples and illustrations along the way. 
Eventually I finished my points and stood there. I had made it through the message, but had no 
idea how to conclude.

So, there I was standing, silent, gazing out at a sea of faces, thinking, “What now, Lord?” And 
after a few moments of awkward silence He brought to my mind how He called me to surrender 
my life to Him. So, even though it didn’t exactly tie in to that morning’s message, I shared. I not 
only shared, I got passionate about our need to surrender our lives to Christ. To say, “Lord, I will 
go where You say go, do what You want me to do, whenever, however, with whoever.”

And then I was done. Or maybe God was done. And we prayed. And I left. 

More young people came up to me that morning than ever before in my life thanking me for 
being with them that weekend. But that is not the point. The point is I had nothing to give. I 
was exhausted, sick, full of doubt, and unprepared. But God had a plan. And in the midst of 
my weakness, He gave me something to say. Not my message, but His. Not my well-thought-out 
stories and illustrations, but what He brought to my mind at the moment.

I left the weekend changed. I thought God was bringing me to California for the young people 
of Calvary Bible Church. But really he took me to California that weekend for me. He wanted to 
interact with me in a new way. He wanted me to trust Him, and that is all I could do. He wanted 
to take a spiritually dry missionary and rock her world to spur her on to a real faith that is one 
that lives in the little steps we take to trust Him.

I have no idea how God may or may not have used my time in the lives of young people of 
Calvary Bible Church. But I recognize that He used it in my life. And I pray that I will be able to 
live out what He has taught me: to trust Him in all of life’s circumstances.

Struggling to live authentic faith,
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