During the Ecuador trip we were asked to givengsties about our faith or a life
impacting experience. At first | didn’t know whatwrite or say. | had never been out
of the country before let alone on a mission tapd | struggled the most with how |
could relate to these people and how | could gitesamony about something that they
could also relate to. | ended up giving a testiynanout how on the outside | look like
the perfect Catholic, but on the inside | struggitlh my faith every day. | question God,
and have doubt on a day to day basis, but througtifierent experiences with God |
discovered that that was not a burden but instdddssing, because | was challenged to
seek answers and learn more about my faith anddneerful blessings that God has put
in my life. At the time, | had no idea what kinflaoblessing | really did have in store for

me, and | thank God every day that he led me tmle@re about my faith.

As cliché as it sounds, Ecuador changed my et a day goes by where | don’t
think about it. | could go on for pages describavgry experience | had, and how it
impacted me. There was one particular time aftedlang and muddy hike through the

rainforest that | will

never forget. There were
two boys, Aiba and
David, that | will never
forget. | remember first ¥
seeing them when they
rode down with their : :
horses to lead us to their [ te
village. They had very
serious faces, and it :
looked like their Sty A T
innocence and childish immaturity was cut yearstsfimm the adulthood
responsibilities that burdened them. They ledpusouhe village. | played soccer with

them, and although originally very shy, they evatijuopened up and | saw for the first



time a glimpse of excitement to just kick a baltband forth between us. | was blessed
to be able to witness how much the two friendsa&oe each other. When we would
take their pictures, the two would hold hands. Whe ran out of time to visit, the boys
took us back. | had stickers, and they put thertheir faces. We had extra apples and
fed them to the boys, who indulged and ate therhtaey had never tasted anything so
rich. When we were scheduled to part, | realited their stickers were gone. One of
the missionaries told me that they had moved threm their face to the inside of their
shirts so that the stickers would not get muddwas touched at how much they cared
and appreciated the few things we gave them, swe¢ them each the rest of my stickers.
David took Aiba’s stickers for him to put in hisigtpocket to protect them from the
mud. | was so amazed by the amount of care aredtleat they had for each other, and

that was reflected in all the village communitileattwe visited.

When | came home from Ecuador | felt that | wonkver be the same person. |
looked at things differently, and felt that for thest time | was actually seeing the things
in life that were really important. My relationphivith my family is better than it has
ever been, and | feel that seeing the good in pesm@asier. Most importantly though,
my relationship with God has changed. Originallyew | talked about struggling with
my faith, | didn’t feel that | had the connectioitlhwGod. | wanted the connection, but
wasn’t sure that | actually felt it. Coming backrh this mission trip, and learning what |
did from the Ecuadorians, | have been changedfobetter. In the words of the play
Wicked*l do believe | have been changed for the beltecause | knew you.” Because
of the people | went with, because of Kimberly, duese of the missionaries James, Bri,
Kevin, and John Paul, because of the Ecuadoriamshbacause of God, and | thank every
single person who made this trip possible. | arhlessed to have those people in my

life.

-Kate Rapnicki



The mission trip this summer to Ecuador was trutyessing from God. | signed
up for the trip randomly just hopeful for a mininsmner adventure and a chance to
get deeper in my faith. I've never been to a bdilely or a church retreat so |

wasn’t sure what to expect.

Once we arrived, | realized how important servecwithe Catholic Church. In the
mornings, we would begin with morning prayer, reflens and petitions. Then we
ate a huge, wonderful breakfast (mmm, | can stdtd the fresh juice) before
heading out to the villages. These villages wersetomes a few miles away from
the town square and made up of several familiesy Tvere all very welcoming—
we knocked on doors, invited them to prayer, pragmd shared testimonies, then
hung out until lunch (and when | say ‘hung outnhéan probably played soccer—
lots of it!) One woman, in particular, shared
her struggles with her faith. She said she
often gets upset and feels distant from God
but then she sees missionaries like us who
| revive her faith. It was comforting to know
that worlds apart, we could all relate to and

lean on each other.

Catholicism is so universal. It's an awesome fegknowing that anywhere you

go; you have a Catholic family waiting for you. buld encourage anyone who has
ever longed to know more about our faith, the werfitoblems, or other

Catholic’s testimonies to consider taking a misgign I've met people who | will

never forget—people | know | can count on to kegpfath alive and strong.



-Allison Uthe

“I urge you therefore, brothers, by the mercie&ofl, to offer your bodies as a
living sacrifice holy and pleasing to God, yourrgpal worship. Do not conform
yourself to this age but be transformed by thewahef your mind, that you may
discern what is the will of God, what is good atebging and perfect.” — Rom
12:1-2

This was our “Bible verse of the trip.” We triemllive all of our days in
Ecuador by these words. Whether we were paintiadgatal church, spending
time in the villages, or singing worship songs,tvied to do God’s will and be
transformed by our experience.

Everyday we went to a new village to celebrate Massspend time with
the people learning about their culture and shastoges about God. My favorite
experience was being with the Ecuadorian childférey melted my heart. |
always had an “amigo del dia” or friend of the dilyad this extreme love for
these children like | had known them all my lifedn’t really explain it, but | felt
as if God were using me to love His children. Isvgach a powerful experience to
offer all I had to help and love these kids.

There was this little toddler that

=

especially touched my heart. | met
him at the very last village we visitec
| could never quite get his name
because his accent was so heavy, b
he quickly became my friend of the
day. All | did was look at him and

smile, and he would run after me with



the biggest smile and the most carefree laugh. @égame our little game that we
played. It was so simple and so fun, but it repressso much. Love had no
language. There was never a problem understandauggh, smile, or hug. It was
something we could all share regardless of ouerbfices.

Although | may have shown them the love of God,dhidren truly
transformed me. Their happiness was inspiratioitety had so little, but trusted
in God for everything. They were so brave and clicge, a complete stranger
from a different world. | was renewed by their ioeace, and | hope that | can
bring this childish spirit back with me. | wantltee my life like they live

everyday with no judgment or fear.

-Kelley McGill



Ecuador was such an amazing and life changing exyue. It's hard to put into
words how it has impacted my life. | met such iliée people and the adventures
that we had were once in a lifetime opportunitiegerytime anyone asks me about
the trip or we talk about it the only words we ¢himk of to say are awesome and
amazing... and it was, awesome and amazing. Aedl Isb blessed to have been
given the opportunity to share my faith and morpontantly strengthen my own
faith and religion.

We got to experience so many things while we wereduador. There were many
times when we would just loom and around and sdy"does this? Is this real
life?" And for ten days it was our life. We wentar tubing down a tributary to

the Amazon River. Hiked 4 miles into the jungle,aumountain and through knee
deep mud, ate jungle rat, played soccer with thidreim ... and adults, and brought
smiles and laughter to their faces.

On our day of reflection we were asked what blesseithe most and | think that

the smiles and laughter of the children really éelsme most. It was the simple,

everyday lives. The laughter was so
contagious and their joy and happiness
made me - happy. Even though | was
not able to speak their language, we

were still able to communicate and that
was S | awesome... (there's that
word again). What | am still amazed by is the amaifitrust that these people had
letting us come into their villages and play antthbeir children. They trusted us

with everything and that is something that is vemg especially in our society.



| will always carry this experience with me and woune to strengthen the
relationships that were formed on our trip. | feellucky and blessed to have had
this experience and | hope to continue to usénatithe missionaries and people of
Ecaudor have taught me. | cannot thank all thosegonsored this trip enough,
because without the help, support and prayers @sion wouldn’t have been as

successful as it was.

-Maddie Durante



While at a village, a 10 year old boy came up towrte a map of the provinces in
Ecuador and asked where the Estados Unidos wady,$ had to tell him that
the U.S. was not on his map. Simple as this magnsé actually hit me deep.
The school at this village lacked a world map tr&supplied education was
rudimentary at best. The
boy was proud to have the
map he had and it hurt to see
the baffled look of confusion
when he found his map did
not include other countries.
Lack of proper education is
nothing new, but

experiencing it in person

sensitizes the situation.
Improving education throughout the world is imgime, and a new goal that | will
strive to carry out. Even ifitis only at a fewlages, or even one, it does not

matter--the intention does

-Paul Niekamp



"I wish there were a good way to write about tlud san fully remember. How
can | adequately capture those moments. Those nismkepure, mutual joy.
Those moments you are sure are a gift from Golicesf His supernatural love.
Like spinning around that little girl, my monkeyedause she kept climbing on me
all evening. Like seeing her shy, missing-toothlsrar the first time and then
hearing her precious laugh. | wanted to squeezedaghtly and let her know that
| loved her, that God loved her. This love was withlogic, | had just met her, but
God was using me to love her as His precious daughtope they don’t
remember us but they
remember how they
saw Christ. That is
what | remembered,

: thinking back to it on
4,” the plane ride home. |
didn’t remember their
RS- | faces but | remembered
~_ howlfellin love with

o7 ppnte i A7

: ‘ them. Those times with

' "a'l o

the kids, to me that is life, that is love, thaGied. Although there is no way to

relive these moments, | look back and remember God worked in us, and | look

forward to how He will again blow me away with Hiove."

-Kelly Muenchen



