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Ah! There they are! Josh and I had been at           

Toronto’s Pearson Int’l Airport for about an hour 

and we hadn’t seen anyone from our group yet.  Two of our 

team had set out from North Bay early that morning (this trip 

being their honeymoon!), one of us from Woodstock, Josh and 

I from the Bowmanville area, and the rest had enjoyed a night 

at a nearby hotel after their drive to Toronto the day before.   

After a casual breakfast and saunter around the airport, Josh and I realized we were at the wrong 

gate, and we were so glad to find all but one of our group of 12 waiting for us at the Can-Jet 

check-in booth.  Then the last team member arrived and we all lined up with our passports and  

e-tickets in hand. Most of us were a mix of emotions—nervous, excited, worried, cautious,    

enthusiastic,  energetic—our team was all this and more.   

Our bags were weighed and all was good. Nothing over the limit. Even with all the donations 

we received from our Northern Ontario communities, the bags checked in just fine. Medical 

supplies, baby clothes, building tools, Bibles in 3 different languages, and much more were 

crammed into the “Humanitarian Aid” bags the airline let us bring with us. Each of us were 

given one extra large bag of luggage allowance, allowing us to bring more needed supplies to 

the organizations we were visiting in the Dominican Republic. The donation bags were put on 

stand-by and would only be on the flight if cargo space allowed. 

We settled into our seats on the plane and enjoyed a smooth ride over the ocean. Some of us 

watched the in-flight movie, some of us chatted with strangers, some of us read, and none of us 

slept. There was way too much excitement to sleep. The skies were clear and we got some   

magnificent pictures out the windows. The blue water gave way to 

green mountains and valleys. We had almost reached our destination. 

We collected our things from the plane and ventured into new territory. 

Our team followed the crowd of fellow Canadians as we passed through 

all the check points.  There was a fee to pay to enter the country, but we 

found out this was already included in our flight cost. Thank You Lord.   

We entered the huge line-up to pass through immigration, but we were waved over to the side so 

we could go through a much shorter line. Thank You Lord. 

Next we retrieved our luggage. Yes, all the donations bags got on the plane! We piled the bags 

on carts and started to wheel out of the airport. We were stopped by customs officers, and we 

silently prayed that all the bags of donations would be allowed into the country—without having 

to pay duties or taxes. Others must have been praying back home as well, because we had no 

trouble getting every single bag through, except for the requirement to run them all through the 

scanner.  Thank You Lord. 

We stepped out of the airport and into the wet Dominican night. We were ushered to a bus that 

was waiting to take us to our hotel. Our greeter on the bus was named Oscar and our shirts must 

have given it away that we were here on a mission trip. Oscar tells us he is a pastor of a local 

Haitian congregation and that God sent us here. He tells us we did not come here on our own, 

but that God is with us.  Thank You Lord. 

MONDAY April 21, 2014 
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God has been showing us, every step of the way, that He is with us. No matter what questions 

we came here with, or what questions we’ll leave here with, He is with us, guiding us, directing 

us, and we can trust in that truth. 

We thank Oscar and the bus driver, we unload all our bags and check in to the hotel. We settle 

into our rooms for a few minutes, then meet up for a very late dinner at the hotel. The food is 

different, amazing, vibrant, new, wonderful. We chat about the day behind and the week ahead 

and we pray for a while together. 

And then it’s done. We are here. Safe and sound with all the        

donations. It’s been a good, long couple of days of leaving home 

and travelling south, and we are ready for some rest. 

We’ll meet up again at 7:30am for breakfast and team devotions. 

 

Here’s a reflection from Anna... 

The Window Seat 

I get the window seat for the flight to the Dominican Republic.    

We leave on Easter Monday and it's the smoothest flight of my life.  

I hope the whole trip goes this smoothly.                                      

The view is completely and utterly magnificent as we cross over the ocean…

The clouds play leap frog and perform aerial gymnastics…                        

The ocean disappears under the first signs of land.  This land looks so       

different from the one I call home.   

No snow has ever touched this land, and I left mine with a few feet still to melt.  Mountains and 

valleys push and shove for space on this land, and mine has plenty of room for all different 

shapes and sizes to spread out vast and wide.  Lush green trees and plants and grass cover this 

land all year long, and my land gets half a year of the green stuff if it's lucky. 

I look out the window and know that home is getting farther and farther away.  Those I love 

dearest are now an ocean away.  All except hubby who sits next to me on the plane, and I am SO 

GLAD for that.  Leaving all of them for this trip would have been oh-so-much harder. 

It is almost time to touch down our group of 12 on Dominican soil and step into what God has 

waiting for us here this week.   

The landing is flawless and everyone claps for the pilot.   

The sun still shines bright at 7pm and it is time to leave the plane.   

I'm torn as I sit in my window seat.  From here, the view is beautiful.  Will I be able to see 

beauty in the days ahead?  My heart yearns to find hope in all the places we will be going this 

week.  It is safe to view this land from my window seat, not touching it, just observing it, not  

getting too close, just keeping my distance.   

But it's time to leave, time to step away from the window and live in the moments of the          

Dominican Republic for the next 7 days.  I know the view will be beautiful, if I look through my 

Father's eyes. 

http://annasklar.files.wordpress.com/2014/05/dsci00271.jpg
http://annasklar.files.wordpress.com/2014/05/dsci00341.jpg
http://annasklar.files.wordpress.com/2014/05/dsci00141.jpg
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We start the day as we will every day this week—with 

a buffet breakfast and a team devotion time. After 

breakfast we get ready to meet our Go M.A.D. hosts (Chantz & 

Jody—see photo on the right) and talk about the week ahead of 

us.  They turn out to be so friendly and funny, and we know we’ll 

be learning so much from them over the next few days.  

After the meeting we pile into a mini bus/van that is parked      

outside the hotel. Our driver’s name is Fabio and we literally put 

our lives in his hands as he steers us through the Dominican 

streets during our trip.  Dominican driving is like nothing else—

there is lots of honking and yelling, no helmets or seat belts, many 

different kinds of scooters and motorcycles, and not many cars on 

the streets of this country.  

Our first stop is Mustard Seed. We are only spending the morning with this group, which is 

completely different than Go M.A.D. Mustard Seed just expanded its facility and currently 

houses 21 children with extreme special needs. They now have the capacity to take in another 

19 over time.  We were first drawn to Mustard Seed because of a young boy named Estabon. On 

our first trip to Dominican in 2011, we met Estabon the front porch of  what was once called 

Transformation House.  This building now belongs to Go M.A.D. and is called Firm          

Foundation (more on that later!).  Estabon was an orphan who couldn’t walk, talk, hear or see. 

He has found a loving and compassionate home at Mustard Seed, and he keeps us coming back, 

along with the other 20 children who live in this beautiful place. 

Half the team stays with the children and talks with them, dances with them, holds them, and 

takes pictures of them. A couple of them love to see their photos reflected back at them through 

our cameras, and one of the girls speaks a little Spanish to us.   

The staff comes to join us on the big, open porch and they lead us in a Spanish devotion. They 

read from a book, sing a few songs that get the children smiling and moving, and they pray in a 

way that lets you know there is great faith here. At the end of the devotion time, the staff hugs 

each of us and wishes us peace. It’s so beautiful, and we come away feeling so blessed.  

The other half of our team has been busy with sorting and tidying a storage closet in the old 

building. They have been working hard on this first hot morning of our trip, and after a couple 

of hours at Mustard Seed we are all ready to get going. 

We open the donation bags and empty out the contents for the staff, and they are truly pleased 

and thankful for what we were able to bring. 

A reflection from Marilyn…   

Although I felt a little awkward when we first arrived at Mustard Seed I soon felt great love and 

tenderness there. It was heart warming to see how the children were cared for by the staff. Not 

only did the staff care for the children they seemed to care for one another as well. What a 

warm environment it was.  I'm sure a few of those children wouldn't be alive today if not for the 

wonderful care they receive at Mustard Seed. What a beautiful ministry that is. 

TUESDAY April 22, 2014 

Chantz (Go MAD Director) & Jody 
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We head back to the hotel for lunch and a quick swim. We will be squeezing in quick swims as 

often as possible over the next few days while we try to adjust to the hot, humid weather! 

Our destination for the afternoon is Firm Foundation—a community/

education centre in Islabon that is run by Go M.A.D. We will be    

putting in a couple of days of labour at this place, and we are anxious 

to figure out if our planning and preparing resulted in bringing the 

proper tools and materials for our jobs this week. Chantz, the director 

of Go M.A.D., shows us around the grounds and points 

out what we will be working on.  The place has come a 

long way since our first visit here in April 2011.  Back 

then the facility was run mainly as a medical clinic and 

lodging for mothers to stay with their sick children.  Also, 

many orphans were cared for and adopted out of this 

place while it was running as Transformation House.    

Go M.A.D. still runs a medical clinic out of the building a 

few times a week, and children attend preschool classes 

here as well.  This week our team will be working on a 

kitchen makeover, safe fencing for the pool area, a large 

cabinet for the medical staff, removing unsafe bolt ends 

from the new playground, and stenciling a Bible verse on 

the new outdoor grill.  Everything looks good and we 

make a small shopping list for the days ahead.   

We empty out more donation bags for Go MAD and they 

are amazed at the generosity of our Northern Ontario 

communities… THANK YOU! 

Chantz gives us an overview of the ministry, their vision and their 

goals for the future. He is passionate about what God has called 

him and his family to do in the Dominican. They are originally 

from Texas, and their family has grown since coming to the DR. 

They once had two teenage sons, and now they are in the process 

of adopting Jeffrey, a 4-year-old Haitian boy who was dropped off 

at Transformation House one evening by a man on a motorcycle.   

We head back to the hotel for a swim and a late dinner. The hotel closes off access to the ocean 

and the pools at 7pm, so we head down to the ocean as soon as we get back. The waves are so 

much fun to ride into shore, and the water refreshes us.  Rain comes just about every night 

around dinner time, and the vendors are allowed into the hotel a few nights each week as well. 

After dinner, our team chats about the day behind us, where we saw God in the day, plans for 

the days to come, and then we pray together.  

Some head off to bed early, some stay to enjoy the ocean view a little longer, and some find a 

phone to check in with family back home. Night comes quickly and we rest in preparation for 

another day of service in the Dominican. 
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After breakfast and team devotions (and an early ocean swim for a couple of our 

team members), we pile into the mini bus with Fabio and Jody, and head to the    

village of Munoz with Chantz driving behind us. We will be painting the church inside and out, 

and installing three ceiling fans in the next couple of days.  

But first, we stop to check out the piece of land where a new community/education centre will 

be built in the near future. All Nations Church donated some funds toward this project just     

before the trip, and Chantz is already meeting with contractors and asking for more people to 

visit DR and help with this project. There are a few churches in the United States that partner 

with Go M.A.D. in their efforts to fight human exploitation.  All Nations is currently the only 

Canadian church that is working with Chantz. 

The land is a corner lot, with houses lined up further down the 

street. We walk a narrow path to get to the partial building 

that is already situated on the land. Chantz wants to build on 

this foundation and turn the structure into classrooms, storage 

rooms, and proper washrooms. The yard will be cleared and a 

playground built for the children. 

I can picture it, in its completion, full of laughter and life. It will be a place for people of all ages 

to come and develop skills or gain education or meet with others in a safe place. The things we 

pray for this building are the same things I pray for my boy’s school back home. Often now the 

distance between our worlds doesn’t seem as great as it did 

three years ago, when I first ventured on a mission trip to DR. 

Our global neighbours don’t seem so different than the familiar 

faces across the street in Sudbury. 

A local woman comes up to our team, excited, hugging us and 

greeting us. No, my neighbours in Sudbury don’t welcome 

each other this way (let alone strangers!), but wouldn’t it be 

fantastic if they did?! 

We make our way to the church and we step into the building 

and it feels like holy ground. God’s house. Amy would       

remind us many times over the next couple of days to take 

special care with this work project. She tells us it’s not every 

day we get to work on the Lord’s house.  I think about the 

new All Nations building and I wonder if we can pack in the 

helpers back home like we can here in DR. This church just 

needs a new coat of paint and a couple of ceiling fans; our church will need a whole new       

beginning. But it seems to me that if you have a vision and you spread it around, people love to 

see the vision through. So I believe the workers will come back home when they are needed, 

just as we are standing here in this church in the village of Munoz.  And again I know in my 

heart we are not so different after all—neighbours are neighbours wherever you are. 

WEDNESDAY April 23, 2014 
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We get to work and soon realize we’re not the only ones who want to 

get an honest day’s work done. Helpers are coming at us from every 

side—children, teenagers, adults, seniors—they all ask for a paintbrush 

or a roller or a broom, etc. We realize we are short a ladder and next 

thing we know someone has gone and BUILT 

one for us. Talk about resourceful! A few scrap 

pieces of wood, some nails and a hammer, and 

voila! We share the materials and tools needed 

for the job, and everyone shares the work load, 

and the job is getting done so fast!  

Again I think about our new church back home. 

So many similarities in our hopes and dreams for 

getting the building completed. All in God’s   

timing.  

The first coat of blue paint goes on the outside in  

record time. Jody climbs up on the roof to get the 

hardest to reach places, the makeshift ladder is 

passed around the building and many of us climb up 

and down to put a little more blue on the building. 

Others are working hard inside, wiring fans and 

scraping the walls down for the yellow paint that is 

to coat the indoor walls. 

A village woman sets up a table of crafts she has made, and we 

browse the items and some of us purchase a few from the very 

pregnant business lady. A few children are gathered around her, 

and I’m not sure if they belong to her or to someone else in the 

village. The term It takes a village to raise a child comes to mind 

when I see all the children here. I realize that most of them should be 

in school, but government rules don’t allow for many Haitians to     

obtain the proper documentation needed to attend public school. 

We break for lunch and Fabio drives us to a local restaurant where we 

enjoy a delicious meal. We are soon ready to head back to Munoz and 

see what else we can accomplish in the afternoon hours. As we drive 

we make a game of What’s the Strangest Thing You See On a 

Motorcycle? Washing machines, propane tanks, and families of 

five are among the top contenders on our trip. 

Back at Munoz we finish the second coat of blue paint on the 

outside, and then we start on the first coat of yellow for the     

inside. After a couple of hours we are ready to start cleaning up 

for the day. We are full of paint and sweat and dirt, but we are 

happy with the day’s work. And we met many new friends     

today!  We’ll be back tomorrow to finish things up! 
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HAPPY BIRTHDAY JOSH reads the note written 

in the sand on the beach.  

Today our “fearless leader” turns the big 4-0 and 

our team has a couple of nice surprises for Josh. A Birthday 

Boy button and a card start off his day with some fun and  

laughter. The note on the beach lasts for a little while until the 

waves start to take it out to sea. 

We are back at Munoz today and we are eager to get going 

with the jobs at hand. The team is full of energy and we are 

happy to see our new friends again. The second coat of     

yellow paint goes on easily, and the ceiling fans are in place. 

A few more odds and ends to take care of, and suddenly it’s 

lunch time. We travel back to the local restaurant for another 

delicious meal with Pastor Ricardo and two of his sons.  

Pastor Ricardo has three boys and three girls at home, and his 

wife is the sweetest woman. They have been ministering in the 

area for about 17 years now. The pastor is currently dealing 

with serious health issues and often has to rest from the treat-

ment involved. He was not able to help with the work on the 

church, although some of his children and his wife have been 

working alongside us for the last couple of days. 

After lunch we finish up all the work at Munoz and decide to 

head over to Firm Foundation for a couple of hours to see 

about starting the jobs we have there. Boy, this team sure 

LOVES to work hard!!  

It is hard to say goodbye to our new friends, and we take lots 

of pictures and pray with Pastor Ricardo and his family. 

Goodbye for now Munoz! 

We stop just outside the village at an artist’s shop. The wood 

carvings are beautiful and we pick up a few for family and 

friends back home.   

From Marilyn… 

I enjoyed the enthusiasm of the children at Munoz that were 

so eager to help paint the church. I marvelled at how        

welcoming the community of Munoz was as we strolled 

through their neighbourhood and opened their homes to us. I 

think we have a lot to learn from the people of the Dominican 

Republic. Their laid back attitude, the sense of family, the 

friendliness, it is inspiring for me to do a little better in my own life. 

THURSDAY April 24, 2014 
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Over at Firm Foundation we plan out strategies for completing the work there and we get a bit 

of a start on the projects before we wrap up for the day and head back to the hotel. 

That night the team gets a surprise from the mailman (Josh) and each member of the team gets 

an encouraging letter from someone back home. Because it’s Josh’s birthday, and his 40th one 

at that, the mailman (Anna) brings him a special package full of lots of letters from friends and 

family. It is a good night and we are pleased with the work we’ve been able to accomplish so far 

on the trip.   Tomorrow is a day off and a chance to have some fun at Lake DuDu! 
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From Marilyn... 

Ahh, the trip to Lake Dudu. The camaraderie      

continued on the bus during our two hour trip to 

Lake Dudu. We weren't sure what was in store when we got 

there. The zip line was a crazy thing to do, then, how long can 

utter terror last for? I'm glad I tried it. The swim in the cave was 

refreshing. Lunch was superb. The beach was gorgeous. What 

amazed me was how much we still had to talk about. We had 

already spent several days together driving around, sharing 

meals, working side by side, and still the chatter on the bus went 

on. To me that is where the team bonding happened. 

FRIDAY April 25, 2014 

NOTE: Be sure to ask Sandy 

about his “Fall From Grace 

with a Splash”!! 
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Today we put in a full day’s work at Firm Foundation.  

Bolt ends were cut off from the new playground… 

Kitchen cupboards were sanded and got a first coat of paint… 

   Here’s all of our      

   BEFORE shots... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A couple of other painting jobs started... 

Stenciling began on the outdoor grill… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Cabinetry was well underway… 

Fencing along the pool was going up quickly... 

 

SATURDAY April 26, 2014 
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We stopped for lunch at a local favourite—Gorditto’s—like the Chipotle restaurants in the U.S.  

Then back at it for the afternoon.  Our team arrived at the hotel later that day feeling like much 

was accomplished. We were encouraged by all we’d been able to do, and we were confident we 

could complete just about all the jobs before our departure on Monday afternoon. 

Tomorrow we would attend two churches and do a little shopping in the afternoon. 

We enjoyed listening to the waves crashing on the shore and up against the reef.  The red flag 

was up at the hotel for our last three days there.  The red flag meant the ocean was too           

dangerous for swimming.  If you look closely in one of these pictures, you’ll see Dave escaping 

the waves—he was chased off the beach by the security guards! 
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For our morning church service, we  

attended an English-speaking service at 

New Life Church with Chantz, Jody and Pearla. 

Josh ran into someone familiar (as always!) and we 

chatted with a few of the North Americans who 

now call Dominican Republic home. There are so 

many of us ministering to others in the DR and it is 

good to see them all working together to build 

God’s kingdom around the globe. 

In the afternoon, we visited the grocery store to 

stock up on REAL vanilla (large plastic bottles at 

less than $1/bottle!), Dominican coffee and a few 

other treats for friends and family. Josh bartered 

with the local vendors for items we wanted to    

purchase. Dave is our usual go-to barterer, but Josh 

is a great stand-in, and Dave made sure to give Josh 

a few pointers that day!  Three of us travelled back 

to Firm Foundation to work ahead on the cabinetry 

and try to move that project closer to completion. 

Talk about dedicated—we have some truly       

committed folks on this team! 

A quick swim and clean-up before leaving for the 6:00 Spanish-speaking service. Jody and 

Pearla joined us once again for this outing.  We sat at the back of the chapel in case we needed 

to leave (there was rumour of the service being at least 2 hours, and this might have been a bit 

too much for some of us Baptist folks!)  In the end, we wouldn’t have missed a minute of this 

service. There was amazing worship (at least one of the tunes was familiar—How Great is Our 

God—and with the Spanish lyrics shown on screen, we were able to sing along!), dancers both 

young and old, friendly people, and an impassioned speaker.  Not even the thunder and       

lightning could stop his message from coming across loud and clear to the congregation. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SUNDAY April 27, 2014 
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We made our way back to the hotel in the rain, with Fabio driving the bus, and we enjoyed a 

late dinner and some amazing time in front of the crashing ocean waves.  We found a quiet spot 

by the beach and our team spent an amazing two hours together—encouraging one another and 

speaking truth into each other’s lives. As each team member took turns holding a candle, the 

other members would say something encouraging about the one holding the candle. Some really 

beautiful things were said, and it was a great way to end our week of evening team devotions.  

We wrapped it up with a time of communion together. 

No one really wanted to turn in at the end of the evening.  We knew it was our last night in DR, 

and the beauty of our surroundings, of the local people, and the work we’d done was giving us 

energy we didn’t know we could muster at the end of a week of mission! 

But we knew that tomorrow would bring one more day of finishing up our work projects, and 

then making our way back to Toronto in the evening.  So we called it a night and rested up for 

the day ahead. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dominican Republic 2014 Team 

(From Left to Right) 

Back—Josh Sklar, Luc Boileau, Dave Scott, Heather Campbell,  

Sandy MacDonald, Ivan Mikkelsen 

Front—Marilyn Boileau, Anna Sklar, Jasmine Shewchuk, Chantal Burmaster-Hansen,  

Kathryn Mikkelsen, Amy St. John 
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We knew it was coming… the end of our trip and the day we go home.  That is what 

Monday brought. Although we’d seen our share of sickness and hurt this trip, we 

still had a wonderful week, and it’s hard when wonderful things come to an end. 

We enjoyed our last morning team devotion and started to ponder together how to take back all 

that we’d experienced and learned this week. How do we translate all this back into life in North 

America? How can we better reach out to our neighbours there? How can we make “mission” a 

part of our every-day lives and never try to contain it to one week every year in another country? 

We had some great discussions this week about this topic and many more… 

Back to Firm Foundation for a half day of work. We were able to finish up the work projects…. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Back to the hotel for lunch and check out by 1pm. 

We were able to stay at the hotel until our bus drove us to the airport at 4:30, so the team       

enjoyed some time in the pool, chatting about the week, last-minute souvenir shopping, and  

preparing to return home. I think it was harder for us than we’d thought—it had really been a 

good trip together. 

MONDAY April 28, 2014 
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We said goodbye to our favourite hotel worker—

Francesco—we filled out glowing recommendation 

cards for him and he played Amy’s CD on the hotel 

sound system for all to hear.  

We boarded the bus and unloaded our souvenir-laden 

luggage at the airport. We checked in for the flight 

home and waited a while for our plane to get ready. 

The flight home left at 8pm and it was much different 

than the flight a week earlier. We were tired, most of 

us slept at least a little, we chatted less, we thought 

more. It’s strange to pack it all in to a part of your 

heart and mind, only to have to unpack it a little at a time when you’re back home. At least 

that’s how it is for me. Writing this team journal definitely helps with the unpacking of the heart 

and mind.  I remember praying on the flight down—that God would show me the beauty in the 

DR moments—and I know without a doubt that I have seen much beauty this week. 

When the plane touches down we saunter through the airport, in no particular hurry.  It is the 

middle of the night and there is no place to go but another hotel for the night. Except for three of 

us who are staying with family and friends. Sandy off to see his family, and Josh and I to see 

our boys. 

We hug everyone goodbye, ride the Park N’ Fly shuttle with Sandy, and then say goodbye to 

him—the mission veteran, the one who goes anywhere God leads, the one who always says yes. 

Josh and I drive for just over an hour, sneak quietly in my parent’s house, down the hallway to 

the spare room, open the door, and there they are.  Our boys.  Elijah reaches up to give us sleepy 

hugs and… We’re Home. 

 

From Marilyn... 

Tues. morning I was having a slow waking up period where I was mourning the end of the trip 

and a buffet breakfast with the group. Much to my surprise we got a call and just like that we 

were gathered once again around a buffet breakfast. What a treat that was and a great way to 

end the week together. It was a great transition to getting back to reality. The conversation 

around the breakfast table actually had little to do with our experience but more to do with   

everyday life and relationships. Too soon it was time to head to our vehicles and the drive home. 



 18 

 

Reflections from Ivan... 

Some of my fondest memories are    

sharing the things the DR / Cdn culture 

have in common which transcend any language  

barrier. Things like a smile or hug or humour. 

While at the Mustard Seed I learned a new Spanish 

word, "cucarracha". I started singing the cucaracha 

song, which totally cracked up the Mustard Seed           

accountant. A good laugh was a way of bonding 

while we worked cleaning out the storage room.  

When I finished painting the Munoz church, I 

crawled under the barbed wire and approached some boys playing soccer. A few gestures later 

we redivided the group and the game was on. Sports, play, work, humour, touch, compassion.... 

all these bridge any language barrier. 

I have fond memories of Dudu and our morning swims. Challenging the waves even on the red 

flag day. Sometimes we were victorious and other times the waves won, knocking us on our 

butts. Great balance of fellowship, work and play. As we were finishing the fencing the last day, 

Amy commented on how much better we worked together as the week progressed. I totally 

agree. We all grew closer as a team and it showed in every aspect… including the appreciation 

of other’s talents and the efficiency of our work efforts. 

 

Reflections from Kathryn... 

I also found Mustard Seed amazing. The children smiled and searched for the workers whenever 

they heard their voices. There was such bonding between them, surely it came from the        

compassion and love.   

The village of Munoz was a tight knit community. People with a love for our God with the    

wonderful Pastor Ricardo and his family so committed to helping this impoverished             

community.  They opened their homes to us and welcomed us completely. It was an awesome 

experience.  The whole time we were there I only observed two girls with small dolls and the 

one soccer ball. Ivan went and played with the boys one afternoon. It truly humbled me to see so 

few toys when compared to our children's toys.   

The work at the clinic with Dr. Sanchez was also amazing. She is a compassionate Christian 

woman who gives her time to help, as she calls them, 'THE FORGOTTEN ONES', referring to 

the Haitians in the DR. It was an honor as a Registered Nurse to assist her in her efforts. 

Chantz, Jody, and the Go Mad Ministries are truly showing how committed they are to assisting 

these underprivileged, resilient people. They continue to praise God in spite of their            

overwhelming circumstances. I can picture the new facility built and assisting the community 

with their needs.  

This experience has changed me in ways I am still trying to process. Thank you to everyone who 

has assisted and helped in this Missions Trip, God Bless you!!! 

WORDS FROM THE HONEYMOONERS 
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Go MAD Ministries provides opportunities for you to: 

 

 Sign up for the newsletter and stay connected with them 

 Sponsor a child with them 

 Pray for them 

 Consider a donation to them 

 Sign up for a one-year student internship with them 

 Join in their annual STAND campaign 

 

Visit gomadministries.org for more information. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Consider a donation to Mustard Seed  - they currently have programs in four countries 

around the world. 

 Pray for Mustard Seed communities. 

 Visit mustardseed.com for more information. 

 

 

 

 

 Consider joining in on the next All   

Nations Church mission trip—watch 

out for opportunities locally and     

globally 

 Visit allnationschurch.ca for more  

information—click on Ministries, then   

Global Mission and Local Service. 

 Email missions@allnationschurch.ca. 

WHAT YOU CAN DO... 


