
The ox knows its owner, and the donkey its master’s crib. Isaiah 1:3 ESV

“I don’t want to ride the donkey!”
“Kerstin, you’ve got to get on the donkey!”
“No, I don’t! I’m afraid!” 
I argued with my dad, and didn’t want 

to ride the donkey. We were on a narrow 
path that circled the mountains in the jun-
gle of the Andes in Peru. There were deep 
precipices. 

I had just turned thirteen and was accom-
panying my dad on one of his missionary 
journeys. We were out of town, away from 
the main road. We had spent the night 
in a village where we left our car. People 
stared at us, very surprised to see a white 
girl so deep in the mountainous jungle.

A VERY YOUNG DAD
A lady argued with my dad because she 

didn’t believe that I was his daughter. She 
thought that I was his wife, even though I 
insisted that he was my dad.

“I don’t think so,” she said. “He may be your brother, but 
he’s not your dad. He looks too young.”

The truth is that my father just looked young. When he 
went with my mother to get her driver’s license, the instructor 
thought she was his mother, but my mother was younger 
than he! Yes, I had a very young looking dad.

The place we went to was called Cedruyo. The brothers 
of the church sent someone to fetch us and he brought two 
donkeys called burros. Burros are mules, a cross between 
horse and donkey. We were told that these burros were very 
safe but I was afraid and didn’t want to ride. My dad forced me 
because it was over a day’s journey... much too far to walk!

LIKE MONKEYS IN A ZOO
Cedruyo was a long way and we had to spend the night in 

a small village. We were offered a room with only three walls 
overlooking the village square. There we were, my dad and I 
sitting on the bed, and all the people of the village gathering 
to watch us.

“We’re like monkeys in a zoo!” said Dad.
He was right. We waited until, one by one, the curious on-

lookers got tired and went home to get some sleep. We fina-
lly went to sleep also, in that little room with only three walls 
that overlooked the square. The room had no door either. 

I will never forget this interesting experience I had on my 
first mission trip.

THE MISSING BURRO
The burro I had been given to ride got tired of carrying me. 

That’s what I thought, because the next day it was gone!
“Don’t worry,” said my dad to the brother who had come 

to show us the way. “The Bible says that the donkey knows 
where to find the crib of his master. I believe you will see that 
the burro has gone home.” So the truth was... he was not lost 
at all! He had just decided to go home!

With only one donkey left, we took turns riding up to Cedru-
yo. There, people looked at me with more surprise than in the 
village where we left the car. How could a white girl get so far 
into the jungle?

LEARNING TO EAT YUCCA
We spent a few joyful days there with the brothers who had 

gathered to hear Dad teach from the Bible. He used to travel 
to many remote areas to teach the Word of God.

What surprised me is that there was no bread in Cedruyo. 
The bakery was far away. People ate yucca. The yucca plant or 
cassava is a root vegetable that is used instead of potatoes. 

At first I didn’t like it. I thought the yucca plant was yucky! 
But I’ve developed a taste for it and now I love to eat yucca. 
Have you ever tasted yucca? Fried yucca is very good!

Just as the Burro knew the house of his master, God wants 
us to learn to know the house of our Heavenly Father. In 
His house love never ends. You are always welcome in the 
house of God!
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