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    Upon arrival at Quito, Cesar and Patricia met us.  They had already gotten Joe and Lynne Walksalong (the 
Native American couple from Montana) and took them to Darwin and Miriam’s for the night. We went to 
Maribel and Julio’s place.  William and Luz Marina (Colombian’s who are starting a two year pastoral 
assignment in RioBamba) were also already at Cesar’s for the night. The other three are scheduled to arrive 
about 6 or 7 on Friday evening. 
    Friday morning, we slept in awhile.  After breakfast, Maribel took us by bus to the church.  It isn’t more than 
a mile and a half, and we walked by ourselves most of the time after that.  At church, we helped to cut out craft 
things to be used in the Peace workshop for the kids on Saturday morning. Alba was working on them, and also 
Patricia’s niece, who is staying with them a few weeks.  
      After Joe and Lynne, William and Luz Marina arrived, we went to a restaurant for lunch.  We had soup, 
fish, rice, lentils, fried bananas and watermelon for less than $20 for 9 people.  In the afternoon, Mauricio, who 
served as our driver for the next several days, took us to the center city.  We toured the Basilica.  We parked in 
an underground parking lot, and walked around the old part of the city. We went to our respective hosts’ homes 
for supper and the evening.   
    Saturday morning, we walked to the church and helped with the peace workshops for the children of the El 
Inca neighborhood.  There were only about 35 this time.  They often have 60, and once they had up to 140.  The 
subject was about “riches” that we should gather.  Riches like faith, friends, God, love, etc.  There was a skit 
about a wise king.  David Shenk was the king.  He has been there for over a year under MMN and is working 
with the refugee project.  The queen was an unnamed (for her protection) refugee woman.  Her husband helps 
out at the church as the secretary. They sang a lot of action songs.  We played games out on the lawn.   
    After spending time at the Mitad del Mundo, we drove further up the road to an old volcano.  Inside the 
crater, there is a small town.  On good days, it is a beautiful view, but because of the mist and clouds, we could 
see nothing of it.  So it was kind of a waste of time to go there.  
    On the way back, David stopped at a place to buy humitas.  They are made from ground corn and cooked 
inside the husk.  They are very similar to something we ate in Brazil.  There were two kinds, one salty and the 
other sweet.  We enjoyed them very much.  
      That evening, we all invited our host families to join us for a meal at a very nice restaurant.  It had tables on 
the roof which would have afforded a beautiful view of old Quito, but since it was raining, we ate inside.  Don 
and I shared a plate since our stomachs were not quite up to par yet. We began the meal after 9 and got home 
about midnight.  
    Sunday morning, January 29, Carmen, Maribel’s mother (she is the first member of the Quito Mennonite 
Church), made us our breakfast. We walked to church and helped with folding the bulletins. The service had a 
lot of songs.  We sang “How Great thou Art” in both Spanish and English. Ken presented a church letter of 
greeting.  Don presented greetings from Central Plains Conference.  We sang “Will You let me be Your 
Servant?” (a choice of David), and Joe and Lynne sang two native American worship songs. Roger preached 
with Cesar translating.  After the break, Don and Roger showed some pictures of the conference and explained 
how it is organized.  We then were given some soup, a slice of cheese and corn on the cob.  
   After the congregation left for home, the rest of our group went with Mauricio to see Panecillo (it is a small 
mountain in downtown Quito that has a statue on top and a wonderful view.  It was a good day for a view. But 
instead of going with them, we went with Darwin and Miriam to their new home near Voz Andes hospital, the 
radio station, and the American school.  Don went with Darwin to see his work.  I stayed and visited with 
Miriam. 
     We were to spend the evening with our hosts.  Maribel and Julio planned a birthday party for Gabriel’s wife, 
so we got to see the two of them and their little boy.  They are the ones that got married when we went to 
Ecuador with Larry and Lois.  We had all attended the civil ceremony at her parents’ home.  Maribel made 



chicken, rice and sliced tomatoes.  We were excused after supper to go on to bed.  The rest visited about another 
half hour before leaving.   
    Monday morning, January 30, we walked to the church.  The traffic was heavy, and we walked faster than a 
bus that was full of people going down the same hill.  We all waited awhile for Alyssa to arrive.  She is staying 
with Alba and had a lot of traffic trouble, too. We rode with Mauricio and David to see the pyramids of 
Cochasqui.  They were built before the appearance of the Incas and have some similarities to the Kahokia 
Mounds near St. Louis. The guide pointed out different natural herbs, burrowing beetles, tarantulas, horse 
dragons (that lay their eggs inside a tarantula), agave needles and thread, burrowing owls, and llamas. 
    We went on to Otovalo to eat, but it was late when we got there.  After eating, we went to the market and it 
was disappointing to see that many of the vendors were already taking down their booths.  We had about an 
hour to look around.   
     After leaving there, we drove on to another community where they sell wooden items.   On the way home, 
we stopped for biscochos and coffee/tea. We were home by 9:30.   
     On Tuesday, we had a heavy day of lectures by Cesar and Patricia.  A couple of the lectures had been 
postponed from Friday since Ken, Alyssa and Roger didn’t arrive on time. We learned about the Ecuadorian 
government and some of the positive things it is doing for the country now.  It presently leans toward socialism. 
We can see a lot of improvement in the infrastructure each time we visit.  We learned about the theological 
education of the indigenous pastors. Some of the challenges of this have to do with their need to mature in faith, 
the uncertainty of continuing the program, tensions between training and cultural autonomy, and urban 
migration of the people. 
    Late in the morning, we walked to FEINE (the organization of evangelical indigenous churches of Ecuador).  
MMN has no agreement with FEINE at this time.  But that didn’t stop them from presenting us with some 
proposals for our money.  One was for expenses of having a women’s issues conference.  
      We all had some free time in the afternoon.  Don, Alyssa, Joe and Lynne went to a museum of art that 
featured a famous Ecuadorian artist.  Roger and I went by taxi to the artisan market where I served as the model 
so he could buy his wife a blouse.  We walked to the trolle station and bought tickets.  But all the trolles were 
full, and I wasn’t sure where to get off.  So we exited and caught a taxi back to the church. We just rested at the 
church for awhile till the others arrived. 
     In the evening, we met with their church council. We all introduced ourselves.  And they presented us with 2 
different proposals for getting their own church building and/or land.  We had a little supper together before 
heading home for the evening. 
    On Wednesday, February 1, we rode to the Hazel McCallion School.  This is where some of the previous 
volunteers have worked teaching English.  It is run by a husband-wife team.  They have a little freedom to 
choose some of their curriculum, but the books are slanted toward the present government and socialism. They 
have 5 computers to use for their students, and would like more.  Their oldest classes were gone to a quiz bowl.  
They offered us coffee and several kinds of humitas.  Yum! 
    We went on to the refugee house where we were met by the two families that are living there.  It is a nice 
roomy clean place with lots of nice windows.  They have land out back where they are raising all kinds of 
vegetables and fruits to be used by the refugees and to be sold to support the house.  They have a green house, 
and chicken pen, etc.  Back of the land is a common park with playground equipment, soccer field, pavilion, 
etc.  There is a lot there that would make a good location for a new church plant in North Quito. It would cost 
$10,000 for the land.  
   David gave us a detailed history of the Colombian civil war situation starting in the 1920’s.  In the 1970’s, the 
drug trade began to get involved in the struggle for land, power and money.  There are 5-6 million internally 
displaced people in Colombia, not counting the ones that have fled to other countries. In the 1980’s, the School 
of the Americas in Georgia also became involved in training warriors for this struggle.  Our government also 
sends Colombia $5 million every year for the war on terror. So the Colombian government does not want to 
stop the war because then they would lose this money.  
     David then told what happens to the people that enter Ecuador.  The border is an open one.  People can come 
and go as they will.  They usually enter through the mountains or the jungle.  It is close and easy.  Once they are 
in Ecuador, they try to apply for refugee status.  The government tries to limit the number, so this has interfered 
somewhat with those that really need it. 70% of the people pass the first interview (to find out if they can 



interview for refugee status).  Of those, only 14% get status.  It takes 3-6 months.  The rest are “stateless”, and 
have no hope of appealing.  
     There are some partner organizations that work with refugees, and their aid lasts from 2-3 months.  But that 
isn’t long enough to get them on their feet when they arrive with nothing but what they carry. They are 
discriminated against by the Ecuadorians and only about 40% get enrolled in school.  And they suffer a lot of 
abuse there. Work exploitation is a big problem, too, in that they work for less than legal pay and pay may be 
delayed or not given at all.  It is illegal by international law to send refugees back to their country of origin, but 
they often are deported because they can’t be legal, or their documents are confiscated. 
     About 100-125 families are helped per year by the church.   
     We were served lunch of rice, chicken, boiled plantains, salad, and pineapple juice.  
    We heard each couple tell their story.  In 2001, xxxxx and xxxxx (unnamed for their protection) had a 
successful life.  Guerillas came and took her 2 brothers-in law (while on vacation) along with 47 other young 
men, to force them to fight for FARC. Later investigations proved that the oldest brother was killed.  The 
youngest was a hostage, but has never been found.  Her mother denounced this situation, all over Colombia, 
which is a dangerous thing to do. Her mother and sister fled to Ecuador.  xxxx and xxxx  were in Bogota at this 
time.  Through social security records, the location of their children in school was found, and they were almost 
kidnapped there.  So they decided to join her mother and sister-in-law in Quito.  Three days after their reunion 
in Quito, the two women were accepted to go to Canada.   
    So this family went to the HIAT (organization to help refugees run by government) office.  They stayed 17 
days in one house and later found an apartment room for 1 year.  Through friendships they made, they found the 
Quito Mennonite church. Cesar and Patricia visited them and helped them when xxxx’s mother died in Canada.  
They became more involved in the church.  Xxxx was threatened by someone in the neighborhood.  So Cesar’s 
took them to the church for safety.  They have been at the refugee house for 1 ¾ years now.  They help 
administer the garden, fields and house there.  They were married in the church a year ago in June and baptized 
in September. They hope to be accepted to Canada. He also works with water distribution and she cleans 
houses. Their three children go to school, but are afraid because of the bullying and abuse they receive there. 
They have to stay very close to the teacher, in order to avoid attacks.  
    At one point, xxxx had a medical crisis, too, and was told that she had cancer.  After more tests and prayers, 
she has begun to feel better.  The tests have been negative, and she gives God the credit for working in her life.  
    The purpose of the refugee house is for a safe place for a couple families to live. There are many donated 
items that help furnish the house. They could use another fridge for the second family and to use for garden 
produce.  They have income generating projects with the garden, green house, fruits, chickens, etc. Ten families 
have stayed in the refugee house over the years.  It is hard to limit the length of time that they stay, since the 
needs are so great. 
     This is the story of the second family living in the refugee house  Yyyyy and Yyyyy grew up near the border 
of Colombia and Venezuela.  They knew each other from childhood.  The paramilitaries became involved in 
their area to control illegal trafficking of many things across the borders.  They began to kill the “bad people”, 
so normal people became accustomed to seeing people killed and thinking that if they would behave, they could 
live without being involved in the struggle. 
    They were married in 2005. Her aunt had become involved as a community leader in a more dangerous area.  
Because of this, paramilitaries began tracking her down through other members of the family, including her 
mother, who escaped under another name.  He thought that they would be all right since they were not involved, 
but guerillas began to ask him about the location of his mother-in-law and aunt.  And he realized that his life 
was in danger, too, even though he did not know why they were looking for his wife’s relatives. 
    Two years passed and his mother-in-law was having no more problems in Armenia, so they decided to move 
there, too. In the course of 3 days, they left business, school, and house. They attended the Mennonite church 
there and they helped them a lot.  Yyyy was 6 months pregnant at the time. She gave dance classes.  He finished 
high school and things went well for awhile. 
    In June of 2011, he got a call from his sister saying that she had heard some intelligence saying that they were 
discovered. There was no other recourse but to head to Ecuador.  They took a couple hours to pack, put some 
money in their pockets and got on the bus toward Ecuador. They did not take time to even say goodbye to her 



mother. They had been given David Shenk’s name and called him after their arrival in Quito, never suspecting 
that he wasn’t Ecuadorian.   
      They succeeded in getting a card saying that they were applying for refugee status, and he began working 
with Andre.  However, threatening things began to happen, and he saw some of the people that had earlier 
threatened him in Colombia.  So he quit working with Andre, thinking that he might end up meeting face to face 
with someone intent on killing him.  He is thankful for the support given to them from the churches in 
Colombia and in Ecuador.  He has been working in Quito as the church secretary. And he appreciates being able 
to work in the church to help keep his mind off of his fears. But, his situation keeps surfacing.  Two weeks ago, 
they were denied a refugee visa.  So they cannot be legal there in Ecuador.  And no one has ever had the 
decision overturned upon appeal.   
They are thankful to the church for helping them on the spiritual and material level.  Despite difficulties, they 
have found a community and support there. But, the church can’t help them much since they did not get their 
visa, and they are still too afraid to be out and about looking for work.  
     The Quito Mennonite church is thankful that nothing bad has happened to the people they have helped.  One 
person did visit their church one day and was found dead two days later.  And threats have been made, at times. 
But they are thankful to God for protection.  
    Our whole group was overcome with emotion as we left the refugee house with tears in our eyes. It is so hard 
to listen to the stories of these innocent families caught in the middle of such trauma and heartache.   
    . 
    On Thursday, February 2, we loaded our bags into a big van (we left some bags behind at the church) driven 
by Raphael (an indigenous man associated with FEINE), and headed off toward Riobamba. We ate lunch on the 
way, and also stopped in Saucedo for their famous ice cream.  It was misty and cloudy the whole way, so there 
was no hope of seeing the mountain tops or the volcano. We were picked up by Raul.  And the rest were 
distributed to their various host families, too.  
    Raul and Ivette had to leave their lovely big home, due to financial difficulties, and now live in a small, but 
nice rented townhouse.  It is inside a gated community so it safe for them and their children.  There is a 
playground out in front, and a new shopping mall just opened a block away. Raul teaches part time at the 
university, and he is also taking a class himself.   
    After resting, we dropped Raul off to teach (give an exam to his students) and Ivette dropped us off at Daniel 
and Bachita’s home.  We were served supper there.  Rosemburt led us in singing a few songs.  We had soup, 
fruit, popcorn, animal crackers, pork, corn on the cob, French fries, tea and sweet bread.   
    The next morning, we had breakfast with Ivette and then met the group at William and Luz Marina’s house 
which they share with Rosemburt.  Johnnie and Josue joined us for the day as we traveled in our big van to 
Cebadas to see the school that was partially constructed by some of the previous work teams.  There weren’t 
many students there that day since the teachers were having a convention elsewhere.  The students that were in 
attendance are those who need a little extra help.  Willam showed them some magic tricks.  Luz Marina taught 
them some songs.  Don played soccer and basketball with some of them.  Lynn gave out some candy. We 
answered some questions.  
    From there, we drove quite awhile to get up to a series of 16 lakes high in the mountains.  But it was so 
cloudy and misty, that we were unable to see the beautiful view that we anticipated.  We ate lunch in a small 
thatch roofed restaurant whose chimney was not functioning. We had trout or chicken, rice, veggies, and an 
oatmeal-passion fruit drink.  The price was $24 for 12 people.  
     On the way down the mountain, the transmission appeared to give out.  Raphael carefully coaxed the van 
down to a safe place to stop and we all got off.  We spent a bit of time in a weaver’s shop until a bus came along 
and we all got on and rode it back to Riobamba. We picked up more passengers as we rode down the 
mountains.  At one point, a bunch of workers with machetes got onto the bus, and the machetes waved in the air 
as the bus lurched forward.  One woman hollered at Lynne to not take her picture.  So, it was a somewhat tense 
situation for some of the first-time travelers.  
    That evening, Don and I spent time with Raul, Ivette, Alejandra (16), Caitana (9) and Juan Camillo (4).  We 
walked awhile at the mall and then they bought our supper there.  We had to run home in the rain.  After we got 
home, they talked quite awhile about their difficult times and how it has deepened their faith.  They are hoping 
that they can help minister to other couples with troubles in the future.  We started looking at their pictures of 



their trip to the Central Plains conference last summer, but only got as far as Goshen.  I would have liked to 
have seen some of the Montana leg of their trip.   
    Saturday, Raphael made arrangements with Victor (another driver) and his van for today.  Meanwhile, he is 
hoping to get the mechanical work done on his vehicle. Don and I started the day by eating breakfast with 
William and Luz Marina.  We talked some of their ministry and asked him about his story of needing to leave 
Colombia for awhile. We are not sure that we understood all of the details, but he was organizing the people in 
a small town to try to negotiate with two factions in the civil war. But he began to receive threats.   
   Luz Marina also was stopped with a bus load of people and interrogated over and over throughout the night 
one time.  Usually, those incidents end horribly, but somehow, the bus was finally allowed to proceed and she 
returned home, although quite shaken. One night William got stopped a couple blocks from home by two men 
on motorcycles.  They had guns.  He decided that his best option was to stay near them and struggle.  If he ran, 
they would shoot him.   Eventually, two other policemen came with machine guns and he ended up on all fours 
on the ground. While the four of them argued, he ran off around the corner and toward home.  But, he was so 
shaken that he had to stop a block from home and collapse onto the ground. His body and muscles were sore for 
several days from the struggle and the tension.  
    We were interrupted by the others arriving then, so didn’t hear the rest of the story.  But he and Luz Marina 
were in Chicago for 6 months so that he could be safe.  They were not to return to that town in Colombia for at 
least 5 years. I believe that he has visited again since then, since he has family in the area.  
    After breakfast, we all went to the mall a bit.  Then we went to the markets, both the fruit and vegetable 
market and the artisan market.  It was very interesting to see all the fruits and vegetables.  We enjoyed some 
agua de coco (coconut water) and eating the coconut flesh out of it when the water was gone.  
    From there, we drove on to Guano which is famous for its typical foods and markets.  We visited a leather 
store there and Don bought a new belt.  We ate frittata at a small sidewalk café. It is pieces of fried pork, 
banana, potato cakes, hominy, and fried corn.  I shared with Luz Marina.  Ken didn’t eat. 
    We drove back through Riobamba and out the other direction to Laguna de Colta which is a horticultural park 
near the oldest church in Ecuador (1534), which we also visited. There were a couple indigenous men singing 
and playing instruments there.  They appeared to be making a video recording. On the way back, we saw a 
statue of the father of Daniel and Raul in Colta.  Daniel was actually the mayor of the town for awhile, too.  
    In the evening, we gathered with the church council in William’s living room.  We had introductions and they 
told us of their dreams to also have their own church sometime.  Don and I tried to translate, but it is really hard 
to get everything right with our limited experience.  
   Later in the evening, we all gathered at a restaurant down town for supper with our hosts. The young people 
really enjoyed each other and continued to fellowship afterwards by walking the streets together for awhile.  
Alyssa was with them, also Alejandra, Josue, Marcello, and Rosemburt. Cesar arrived just as we were finishing 
the meal.  We are glad that he came so that he can translate things in the churches tomorrow.  
    During the night, we heard Raul’s car rev up and leave.  In the morning, it had not returned.   Margarita 
(Ivette’s dad’s maid) was there to watch the kids and make us breakfast.  It appears that Raul had a gall bladder 
attack which is what we think he must have had in Chicago last summer, too. We saw him briefly before 
Rosemburt picked us up for church.  Raul was scheduled for surgery later that morning. 
    Raphael had gotten the van fixed.  It wasn’t as serious as a new transmission.  So he was the driver again for 
the rest of the trip. We worshiped together with the Riobamba Mennonite church in their very small space.  
With all of us, it was really quite crowded.  Bachita asked Don and I to serve the bread and wine for 
communion together. We had a light lunch together in the back yard.  It was pork, potatoes and hominy.  
    Raul’s surgery went well.  He had a little crisis while waking up, but reports are that he is stable.  We are 
staying with Joe and Lynn at Johnnie and Lucia’s until time to go to San Antonio.  We had a meal of chicken, 
rice, soup, salad and pineapple juice.  
     We arrived in San Antonio as people were starting to gather.  This is the church that one of the first work 
teams helped to build.  We picked up Pedro Chinle and some kids on the way up. The thatched hut is gone.  
Ground was carved out of the mountain to make room for a kitchen and fellowship hall addition to the church.  
That ground was used to level off the space outside the church.  They plan to cement that yet and build a wall 
around it.  



     There was a big group in the church.  We sang for a long time. Several women’s groups sang.  And the 
Colombians also sang some songs, in addition to our English and Cheyenne songs. Some of the children who 
had been at the school came to sit with us, and I held a cute little baby for awhile who joined in with clapping 
some of the time.  
     After the worship service, we were served havas (they look like great big overgrown limas) which we ate out 
of the skins.  We also had cheese, soup with chicken, and a hot rice drink.  No guinea pig this trip! The food 
was cooked over a great big fire place in the new kitchen and served through an archway into the fellowship 
hall. The majority of the congregation was served a big bunch of rice with some soup on the top. We were 
probably the only ones that got the hunks of meat.  
    On Monday morning, February 6, Rosemburt and Raphael came to get us and our luggage since Raul and 
Ivette were still at the hospital clinic. We ate breakfast at William’s again.  After we all gathered and took 
pictures, we drove to the clinic to see Raul.  We gathered around him and prayed together and then said our 
goodbyes. As has been the case this whole trip, it was cloudy and misty, so we didn’t see any mountaintops or 
volcanoes again on the return to Quito. We saw a small truck with sheep and a llama on the top layer and pigs 
underneath.  We stopped at Saucedo for ice cream again. And later on, we stopped for lunch.  
     On the way in to the city, we stopped at FEINE to meet Raphael’s wife and two children.  He gave us each a 
CD and DVD of Christian music.  His wife sings in a group, but that wasn’t her group. Then he took us to the 
guest house near the American school where we relaxed and repacked our bags, getting ready for the trip home. 
All of us, except Ken, took a walk to the grocery store.  We also walked past the school, the hospital and the 
radio station on the way back to the guest house. 
      We were joined by Cesar and Patricia for supper at the guest house.  It was chicken, rice, potatoes, salad and 
strawberry drink.  We took time for reflection, and there were quite a few good ideas.   
        
 


