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Plans—we all make them. We make plans for our families, schools, businesses, and 
ministries. James chapter four teaches that we need to remember God is in control 
when we make our plans. Missionaries make plans all the time. We set schedules 
and goals. What a blessing it is when those plans come to pass—sometimes a rare 
occurrence! God tells us why in the book of Isaiah. For as the heavens are higher 
than the earth, so are my ways higher than your ways, and my thoughts than your 
thoughts. For as the rain cometh down, and the snow from heaven, and returneth 
not thither, but watereth the earth, and maketh it bring forth and bud, that it may 
give seed to the sower, and bread to the eater: So shall my word be that goeth forth 
out of my mouth: it shall not return unto me void, but it shall accomplish that which 
I please, and it shall prosper in the thing whereto I sent it (Isaiah 55:9–11).
Dwight D. Eisenhower said something very interesting about plans, “In preparing 
for battle, I have always found that plans are useless, but planning is indispensable.” 
Another way to say it is that we need to plan, but we need to always remember who 
is really in charge. God makes missions happen His way. Another strategist was 
quoted as saying, “No plan ever survives contact with the enemy.” Satan will do 
everything in his power to prevent our success and assist in our failure. Only God’s 
plan is assured of victory and of teaching us faith and patience. He keeps it “need 
to know” and shows us when we need to know. Another missionary in Venezuela 
taught me the following motto for our ministry: “Flexible is too rigid, 
you have to be fluid!” 
With this in mind, I would like to share a story that my wife wrote about 
our time in the jungle village and how we saw that God had His ways 
and we are His servants.
Rita writes the following:

When we moved into the village, I had great intentions of planting a 
vegetable garden. I really did! My grandmother always had a garden 
and my father would plant one any time he had the space. Sometimes 
the church provided a parsonage and there was not land for a garden. But 
whenever possible, he would plant one. My mouth waters remembering his 
tomatoes!
In the beginning years in the jungle, we only had fresh vegetables once 
a month. That was when the plane would come with supplies. We would 
stuff ourselves on fresh veggies for a few days! We did not have any type of 
refrigeration at first, so we had to eat it all fast. Later, when we had our own 
plane, we had more frequent flights. When my husband was able to install 
solar panels, he converted a small fridge to a 12-volt system to run off batteries 
that we charged with the panels. He did the same with a small freezer. We 
were living well!
I ordered seeds for things I thought might grow well in the jungle. Although 
the soil is fertile, it is a very thin layer of topsoil as the heavy rains wash it away 

each rainy season. This is why the Indians cut new gardens every year or so. There 
are also a lot of insects to combat. The Indians grow tubers mainly and the best 
sweetest pineapples and lots of different types of bananas. The main food is cassava 
made from yucca, so the majority of their gardens are given to the yucca plant.
I wanted to raise tomatoes, green onions, and peppers. I thought those three 
things would “spice” up our plain meals. As I waited for my seed order to get to 
the States and then back, I tried to prepare compost. One morning, I found an 
Indian friend diligently “cleaning” up my compost area for me.
Finally, the seeds arrived! That evening I sat at the table and sorted them out into 
nice little piles, imagining all the good food we would have. I left the room for just 
a moment, only to return and find several Indian children enjoying the “snack” 
they thought I had prepared for them! I often would make popcorn and place it 
on the table for the visitors to eat and the Indians would eat dried pumpkin seeds 
as a snack, so they assumed I had left it for them!
A few months later, I received my second order of seeds. I was much wiser now 
and guarded the seeds as if they were gold. I even managed to get tomato seedlings 
started. What joy! I would set them out each day for the required sunlight.
The village was experimenting with raising sheep. They kept the sheep across the 
river—usually. No one told me, but they decided to bring the sheep over to the 
village side because a jaguar was killing them. The sheep assumed I had prepared 
a “snack” for them. They really seemed to enjoy my young tomato plants!
A few months went by until I received more seeds, set the tomatoes, carefully 
guarded them from all two-legged and four-legged creatures. I had my husband 
clear a spot and build a small, low fence to keep out the sheep. I set out the young 
plants. I was very excited!
We had to leave the village for a few days and I asked a neighbor boy to water the 
garden since it was now dry season. He was excited to do it as I promised to bring 
him a treat from town for his work. He watered the garden faithfully.
The men of the village decided to burn off some jungle area. They burn off the 
areas around the village during dry season to keep snakes and critters away. Guess 
the area they burned? Yep! Bye, bye garden! When I returned, the poor little 
neighbor boy was still trying to water the burned garden!
After a year trying to get a garden, I decided it was not going to happen after all! 
My garden never produced any vegetables, but I did cultivate something else:  for 
me—patience (Hope deferred maketh the heart sick!) and a good attitude when 
things do not go as I hope and plan! (Put away anger and strife.); for the church 
and the ministry—people who learned about the Lord and His salvation, people 
who follow Christ long after the missionary is gone. So I guess it was a success 
after all! 

Rita never got her garden, but by listening to and following the Holy Spirit’s leading, 
she had a wonderful ministry among the people of the village. Believers who follow 
God’s plan as He reveals it to them will see God’s work done, maybe not how they 
planned, but then—does that really matter? We are just servants after all and we do 
not have to understand why. So likewise ye, when ye shall have done all those things 
which are commanded you, say, We are unprofitable servants: we have done that which 
was our duty to do (Luke 17:10).
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