
The journey continues…

• Greetings from a hot &
muddy  Guayaquil.

• Cornered in the Chapel House
during the rain.

• Update on the new Church.

• All chickened out!

• I’ll make this year’s Ceilidh
in the Seamill Hydro.

• Mass cancelled due to the
rain.

• So many people to thank.
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The Missionary Journey of Father Martin Chambers
Welcome
hurch Buildings
ou see we are right in the middle of
he rainy season, which means that
ains fall every day – more often than
ot drizzly but then, every so often, in a
orrent that causes havoc wherever it
oes.  And with us living in an under-
eveloped shanty area with no sewerage
r drainage system, the water simply
ats away at the mud streets and can
pen up wide caverns making it
mpossible for lorries or, more
mportantly, water tanks to pass.  After
ne such torrential downpour where I
as cornered inside the Chapel House

there is no point in doing anything
hen the rains start – you just wait till

t passes), I looked out to see that the
ains had cut a three-feet wide hole
long the side of the street – it was
mpossible to get the car into the
arage.  And so we spent the next hours
n the drizzly rain piling rocks into the
ole so that at least I could get the
arish jeep in and out the house.

f course, I am the lucky one.  For the
eople around me who live in straw huts
he rains bring great damage to their
omes: daily batterings mean that the
abric of their house will be damaged
or good and, with no proper income,
here is little hope of repair.  This
alking about repairs leads me on to
eport on the progress that has been
ade on the building of the Parish
hurch.  To date, only a little work has
een done on the Church land – we
ave only fenced round the land and
re starting to build retaining walls.
owever, progress has definitely been
ade since last I wrote.  Firstly, after a

ot of time deciding, I eventually went
or the architect who was going to give
s more value for money (you see, the
whole situation is made worse for the
houses that are constructed on hillsides.
After one such downpour, I made a visit
around the Parish to see at first hand the
devastation.  For one family their house
was flooded up to chest height.  And for
another family I despaired to hear that
the father, with his four young children,
was inside the house the previous night
when they felt the force of the rain
driving the house down the hillside.
Luckily he was able to call for immediate
help and the children were thrown to
safety while the father did his best to
salvage a few belongings.  In these and
other instances, I felt completely
helpless but was able to offer clothes
that I had brought from Scotland, some
food and also the offer of a new house
from a charitable foundation in the city.
Once the rains subside we will be able to
offer some help with housing as we have
done in the past.

There was also damage to some of the
straw chapels in the Parish so we will
need to dedicate some money to that in
the next months.  Of course, with the
parishioners being so proud of their
chapels that we will have no shortage of
willing hands to help with the repairs.
Weather Report
a hot and muddy Guayaquil’!
canny Scot in me).  It was always going to
be difficult to construct a building on a
steep hillside, but our architect, Pedro
Mogrovejo, has come up with a building
that is two storeys: the upper level
accessed from the street level, will be the
main Church; and the lower level will have
a large meeting room and five smaller
rooms, all of which can be used for various
Parish meetings, especially the Catechism
classes.  I am very happy with the plans
but am now quite anxious that we should
forge ahead as far as the money will take
us.
I have been in the habit of starting these newsletters with the phrase ‘Greetings
from a hot and sticky Guayaquil’, but this time I will have to say ‘Greetings from
“Poverty with Dignity”
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n another part of the Parish were I have the Chapel, ‘Senor de la Paz’ (Lord of
eace), the parishioners were at me for ages to build a Chapel for them.  I had
old them time and time again that there was no money available, that all the
oney coming from Scotland was more or less going into the Parish school and
hurch.  However, even this did not keep them back and they insisted that they
anted to build the Chapel themselves and through their own efforts.  And so they
rew up plans for a small chapel that will sit around 150 people.  It will be slow
rogress – perhaps even years – as they can only collected $30 or $40 from cooking
ood out on the streets or from raffles.  I will, in fact, divert some funds to that
roject but I feel it is right and proper that they take ownership of the project so
hat they can be rightly proud of the finished product.
“but I feel it is right and
proper that they take
nership of the project so

that they can be rightly
proud of the finished
arish School

uent contact from the district of
s in New York from where they
regular cash for the upkeep of
ids.

 final face is that of six-year old
ngton who, along with younger
r, Jesus, is looked after by his
r, Gladys.  Several years ago the
 abandoned them when they still
in the region of Esmeraldas, in
orth of the country.  Gladys
t her children to Guayaquil and
a friend who was able to offer

some shelter for a home.  She has
ome and I
 her  the  other  day  tearing up
 looked  like rags.  When I asked
hat she was doing, she told me
she had ‘managed’ to acquire

rags (goodness knows from
) and was ripping them up so that
ould be used as small cloths for
 windows or dishes.

 stories could be repeated time
me again – I could fill a whole
tter with them.  Yet what
s me is that the kids who come
ur school are desperate to learn.
came into the school at playtime
ould see the usual antics of kids
y and with the usual teasing of
nother.  They are not angry or

about their family situation.
never say ‘Hey, Father, we are
rately poor’; they just get on
life and are keen to learn and
a go of their lives.
                                                           Our  school  is  just  about  to  open  its
                                                           gates  for  the  new  school  year   that
                                                           starts  in  the  middle  of April (running
                                                           till January).  And it is with a fair bit of
                                                           excitement  that  500  pupils – up again
                                                           on   last   year   –   will   pile   into   the
                                                           schoolyard  to   find   that   three   new
                                                           classrooms  have  been built during the
                                                           holidays.   And  on top of that, a rather
                                                           grand  looking  Chapel  had been added
                                                           at  the  top  of  the  school area.  All of
                                                          this building has been due, in large
art, to a major donor that the Archbishop of Guayaquil found for us – Father
ereno from the U.S.A.  Of course, Scottish money has found its way in there
oo: it bought the land where the new classrooms sit (finding new houses for
he previous occupiers in the process), paid for the septic tank and the water
ystem, and also the furnishings for the Chapel.  In the end, therefore, it has
een a joint effort to get this far.  And were do we go from here?  Well with
00 pupils now in the school, it looks likely that we will need at least six more
rick-built classrooms.  And, at the moment, it is pretty clear that Father
ereno will not be providing any more money.  He has done a lot for us, we will
e forever grateful for his help and we will move to other sources of help.

f course, a school is nothing without the pupils who make up its numbers.
nd the kids that we have are superb.  The face of each child tells a different
tory.  Let me tell you some of the stories of our pupils:

eonel is 12 years old and lives at home in a straw house that is lifted up from
he mud by tree trunks; he has two younger brothers and a wee sister.  His
other stays at home to keep House while his father has a job as a car
echanic in the city centre.  What has struck me about Leonel, apart from his

harm, is his enthusiasm to get involved in any project that is going, whether it
s in the school or at the Parish Church where he is one of our new altar
ervers.

nother face is that of Angelita who along with her elder brothers is looked
fter by their grannie.  You see their mother and father are not untypical of
he parents in this area; despairing for the  poverty  in  which  they  lived  they
led  as  illegal  immigrants  to  the  bright  lights  of  the  U.S.A. and now keep
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Some children from the school
Scotland, I was still a little
sceptical about doing it in a
different environment.  Therefore
I laid down only one ground rule:
only those who took part in the
weekly prayer and reflection
sessions from November onwards
would be going on the retreat in
ne of the real gems that we have in the
arish here is two youth groups.  They are
lways on hand to help out wherever
eeded: they come with me every Friday
ight to another of our little chapels to
elp with the readings and hymns at Mass
nd to do a little catechesis with the
oung kids there; they also are the young
eople who helped prepare last year’s
Christmas Cards for distribution in
Scotland.  I had been keen for some
time to take them on retreat, as I
knew from my experience in
Scotland, that they would love it and
that it would have benefits for their
lives back in Nueva Prosperina.
Having said that, although I had taken
many  youth   groups   on   retreat   in
outh Group Retreat
hurch Buildings (continued)
January.   To my amazement they

“Poverty with Dignity”
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One of the ladies I visit.

S
F
S
a
‘
P
b
t
a
o
c
i
t
w
b
t

G
y
w
a
t
w
r
b
l
l
P
w
v

A
I
s
t
H
v

s
d
O
e
b
c
d
r
g
n
t
e
h
f
t
a
s
b
h
a
n

O
Y

Y

The muddy streets!

Some of the housing in the town

The three amigos

Retreat
he Men of the St. James’ Society

living room turning the

sand floor to a mud
bath.”
 also knew before I came out on the
issions that the men of the Missionary
ociety of St. James’ were going to be a
reat support to me.  I knew that, being
way from family and friends, I would be
“Poverty with Dignity”“Poverty with Dignity”
relying on their expertise and on-the-
ground knowledge.  I did not realise how
much they were going to be an
inspiration to me.  You see, in Guayaquil,
the St. James’ Society has taken over a
ick and Housebound

rom my time as Parish Priest back in
cotland, I knew that visiting the sick
nd housebound of Parish is one of the
bread and butter’ experiences of
arish life; not in the sense that it is
oring but rather that you keep in
ouch with the older generation and
lso to listen to their life stories is
ften an inspiration.  If that was the
ase for me back home in Scotland then
t is doubly the case here.  Not only do
he sick and housebound here fight
ith the illnesses of advancing years
ut also they do it with the backdrop of
he poverty all around the sector.

eorgina is a case in hand.  She is 84
ear-old (although the other day she
as proclaiming to be 72).  She lives
lone and is bedridden.  I was shocked
o visit her after one rainy night – the
ater was flowing freely into her living

oom turning her sand floor into a mud
ath.  I was able to take a few lorry
oads of earth (dug from the Church
and where we are trying to build the
arish Church) and this has stopped the
ater flowing into her house.   She is
ery happy.

nother lady is bed-ridden Aida.  Since
 arrived here she had been living in a
traw house that was leaning further to
he side than the leaning Tower of Pisa.
er daughter is an alcoholic and rarely
isits.  As a result of being bed-ridden,
he is not able to get rid of the cats and
ogs that regularly wander into her home.
n one occasion I even saw a stray dog
ating Aida’s dinner. For some time I had
een telling her that from Scotland, we
ould help her get a new house, a dignified
welling to live in; but she steadfastly
efused, saying that her daughter was
etting her a house in her home village up
orth.  I felt helpless and unable to help –
hen one day I turned up to find the workers
recting a good quality straw house.  She
ad finally been convinced by family and
riends.  Having said that the house is only
he size of a corridor and, now that Claire
nd Francis have been here to visit (my
ister and brother),  Scottish money has
een used to double the size of the house.  I
ad already bought her a good bed and
pparently she is sleeping more soundly
ow.

nce again the stories could be repeated.
et what strikes me is the resilience of

these sick and housebound friends.  When I
go into their homes, it is not bitterness that
fills the air but simply the fun stories of
their families and friends.  Their strength of
character is my inspiration to keep going
through, what seems by comparison, my
trivial doubts and fears.  I knew before
coming on the missions that the greatest
experience I was going to have while here
was simply to walk with the people in faith
and to be inspired by their example.  That
has certainly been the case with the sick
and housebound.
outh Group Retreat (continued)

took to that rule and fulfilled it.  And so, on
the 25th January, there were twenty young
people heading out to our retreat house on
the coast led by a youth formation team and
myself from the city.  We had a great time,
praying, reflecting, and playing games
mixed in with a fair amount of ‘high jinks’!
Would you believe it that ‘water balloons’
even made an appearance!  The result of
three days hard labour at the retreat is that
the young people have come back even
more committed and has decided to
formalise the Catechism classes they give on
a Friday night.  They have also decided to
make a regular monthly visit to the
orphanage.
Time to relax from the Youth Group
Page 3 of 4Page 3 of 4



        My e-mail address:
  Mhartino2004@yahoo.co.uk

Ca

Cheques made payable
to Fr. Martin Chambers

The guys from the St. James’
Society

be present,   as   I   will    be    in
Martin Chambers
silla 09 – 01 – 5825

GUAYAQUIL
Ecuador

South America
“Poverty with Dignity”Page 4 of 4                                  “Poverty with Dignity”

Scotland on my preaching assignments
and gives me a chance to say thanks in
person for all the encouragement and
support.  Of course, it is a big fund-
raising event and has helped to
establish our Parish school as well as
fund our soup kitchen.  Perhaps this
year could raise even more funds????

To that end, if you know of any way in
which we could attract more people or
indeed businesses to this event please
let me know.  And, although tickets are
not yet out, you can pre-book your
tickets (bring family and friends) with
my sister at the address highlighted.
Let’s try and fill the Seamill Hydro.

There I was setting out for
another Friday night Mass at
the Chapel of ‘Jesus, Lord
and Master’.  I had all my
gear with me and went down
to San Ignacio to pick up my
youth group helpers who piled
into the back of the truck.
Although it was pouring rain
we were all in good spirits as
we made our way through
mud tracks that used to be
streets.     Just    before    the

Chapel, there is a steep hill and, in the
mud, the truck was sliding all over the
place.  We eventually got there but the
Chapel was locked with no-one around.
I shouted in the rain to Alipio, our
neighbour ‘where are the people?’  To
which he shouted back ‘Go home
Father, no-one will come to Church
tonight, they won’t come out in the
mud and rain!’  As I made my way back
home that night I wondered what
response I would get from parishioners
in Scotland if I cancelled Mass every
time it was raining!
Newsletter
If you know of anyone who would wish to
receive a copy of the newsletter, please let
my sister Claire know:

Charity Account
If anyone wishes to make a donation to the
special projects, you can deposit money into
the Charity Account by sending a cheque
made payable to Fr. Martin Chambers, to my
sister.

Contact Details
I can receive post at a local P.O. Box:

You can also contact me by e-mail:
mhartino2004@yahoo.co.uk

             
             
             
             
             
             
             
             
             

Claire Diamond
9 Howat Crescent

IRVINE
KA12 0LQ

Martin Chambers
Casilla 09-01-5825

GUAYAQUIL
Ecuador

South America
Another source of strength for me has been
the way that people back home have
been almost desperate to help with the
missionary experience.  Many groups,
Parishes,    schools    have   got  together
to raise awareness and much-needed
cash for the missionary effort here. And
one of the big fund-raising successes has

   been the Seamill Ceilidh in the
    Seamill  Hydro, Ayrshire.    In
    2004     it     was     held     In
   September,  last  year  it  was
   held  later  in  November   but
   this  year  2006,   it  has  been
   moved  to   September    again
    –   Saturday,   2nd   September
   which  means  I will be able to

And Finally…
Looking Ahead to the Seamill Ceilidh
whole area north of the perimeter road
encircling the city.  The whole area is
like an extension of my Parish: no
sewerage system, no drains, a poor
system of electricity which is ‘pinched’
from the City’s supply, very unsteady
dirt roads along with all the social
problems (poor Housing, poor schools,
and little medical care). I stayed with Fr.
Tom Oates for the first six months of my
missionary journey and he was a great
inspiration as I was starting out.
However, alongside him, in the next
Parish, we have Fr. Con Keily who hails
from County Cork and has been on the
missions in various parts of Ecuador for
over thirty years.  And, of course, my
great Scots next-door neighbour is the
towering figure of Fr. Colin MacInnes.
Colin had worked in a very poor district
of Quito for twenty years but showed
great missionary strength and courage by
leaving a familiar setting to come and
work amongst the poor and needy in
this underdeveloped part of Guayaquil.
All three of my closest St. James’
neighbours, along with our other
missionaries are a tremendous support,
encouragement and material help from
each of them – I only hope that I return
the compliment with good Scots’ grace.
Of course, sometimes the ‘guys’ are
overgenerous with their help.

Recently I was ill with  stones  in my
kidney and was laid low for a few days
after I was operated upon. I was told
not to move out the house and the
‘guys’ said they would look after my
needs.  Colin turned up one lunchtime
with a pot full of a cooked chicken with
vegetables; an hour later Tom turned
up with another cooked chicken and a
couple of bottles of juice.  Perhaps it
was the abundance of chicken that
hastened my recovery, but, with the
help of the lads, I was soon back on my
feet!
The Men of the
St. James’ Society (continued)
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