
Leanne and I greet you from Picacho, a park 

situated above Tegucigalpa. We are in our final 

days in Honduras, returning to North America on 

January 13th. We hope to see you soon. I write this 

newsletter as my final letter from overseas. 

My parents (Amelia Tinga, Aren Geisterfer) are both war survivors, My mother lived under 

German occupation for the duration of the European war. My father was incarcerated in a 

Japanese concentration camp for the duration of the Pacific war. My mother´s family 

immigrated to Canada after the war. My father spent two years in a displaced person camp. 

He also immigrated to Canada. 

In 1978, I spent 3.5 months in Nairobi Kenya, documenting the refugee experience of 

Ugandans who had fled the brutality of Idi Amin. My guide through Nairobi was a refugee from Rwanda. One day he asked if I would 

like to visit the largest refugee camp in Nairobi. I agreed, and so we went. I did not know, but at the time, Nairobi was where refugees 

from all points in Africa came. While walking, I herd a voice call out to me in Dutch. The voice was that of a 70 year old man, a 

refugee from South Africa. 

 In 1983, Leanne and I moved to 

the Dominican Republic where we 

worked among the Haitian people. 

They were called braceros (arms), 

or anba fil (under the wire). In 

1991, the Dominican Government 

under Joaquin Balaguer began a 

program of repatriating these same 

Haitians. The pastor of the church 

in Monte Plata (Ramon) asked me 

to come a help to get three sisters 

released from the local jail. They 

had been picked by the local police 

to be processed and then repatriated to Haiti. They were 16, 15, and 13 years old. At the jail 

I encountered over a 100 men, women and young people who had been rounder up by the 

authorities. The only thing I could do was feed them, I cried. 

In 2009, Leanne and I relocated to Honduras. I came to Honduras an innocent. I was going 

to experience the reality of Central American life, part of which was to be a wanderer. I soon 

understood the depth of the Honduran life experience, much of which revolved around violence, corruption, and being marginalized. 

This is Doña Rosa. She lives close to where Leanne and I live, and we attend the same church. Rosa 

is a widow, mother and grandmother. Her husband, a son, and a daughter all died violent deaths. At 

home, she is raising a handicapped son, a daughter, and three grandchildren. She has one daughter 

living in Canada, and another in the US. These daughters are known as illegals, wet backs, 

undocumented, among other names. 

All of these stories are my experiences of being with people who wander. Different names or labels 

are applied to these wandering people, many of which are pejorative. Countries from the ¨developed 

north, (North America and Europe) have differing opinions on how to respond to this group of 

wandering people. These are the strangers at the gate: the homeless, the roofless, the victims, the 

parentless, the marginalized, those who have no pastor. In Central America, the ministry team of 

Resonate Global Mission will be responding to this wandering group of people. Please consider 

becoming involved in the efforts of my colleagues. Thank you, and may God bless you. 

Caspar Geisterfer, Resonate Missionary (retired) 
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