
Finding Jesus in a peky-peky 
 

After arriving in Leticia, Colombia, one 
must take a peky-peky (small canoe) 
across the Solimoes (Amazon River) to 
Santa Rosa, Peru, to have one’s passport 
stamped at the immigration office. The 
officials there never get in a hurry about 
anything, so patience is needed to get the 
necessary stamp. 
I dropped off my duffle bags at a friend’s 
house in Leticia and walked down to the 
river. The riverbank is lined with large 
freight boats, 15 passenger speedboats, 
and tiny canoes with hardly any freeboard. 
These small canoes (peky-peky) are piloted by free-lancing river men seeking to make an 
extra dollar.  
I caught the eye of a boat pilot and motioned that I wanted to cross the river. Jaime 
waved me to his boat and we cast off. His canoe had a partial tarp covering for the rain 
showers that can fall at any moment. His wife, Helen, and two children were in the boat 
as well.  

We made our way across the mile-wide river, dodging other boats and the military river 
patrol. Over the tuk-tuk of the engine we conversed in short sentences with lots of hand 
motions. As we touched the opposite riverbank, I jumped ashore and told him to wait for 
me. I walked to the immigration office, but to my chagrin, the immigration official had 
just closed for his hour-long lunch break. Oh well, now to wait!  
Across the sidewalk, a small café was serving chicken and plantain. I ordered a lunch and 
took it to the boatman and his family. They were gratefully surprised and enjoyed the 
meal while I waited at the immigration office. 

An hour later, with my passport stamped, I returned to the canoe, and we crossed the 
river back to Leticia. I paid the fare and told Jaime that in a week I would be back from 
the Peruvian jungle village and would have to make the trip back to the immigration 
office to get my exit stamp. He promised to await my return. 
True to his word, he was at the riverbank when I returned several days later. Again I 
dropped off my duffle bag, bought a dozen bread rolls for Jaime and his family, and 
boarded his boat. As we traveled across the river, I described the village that I had 
visited, the seminar that we had given and the people who had accepted Christ and been 
baptized. After getting my passport stamped at the Peruvian office, we began the return 
trip to Leticia.  
Helen, Jaime’s wife, asked, “What are the requirements for baptism? How can I be 
baptized?” I shared with her the plan of salvation through forgiveness of sin and faith in 



Jesus Christ as Savior. I told her that this is the only requirement for baptism. As we 
edged up to the riverbank, Jaime cut the motor, and all was quiet. I asked, “Helen, would 
you like to receive Christ as Savior? Do you wish to have eternal life?” She responded, 
“Yes!” and in that little boat we bowed our heads and she prayed with a sincere heart for 
Jesus to forgive her sins and to save her.  
I looked at Jaime…his eyes shone with gratefulness. I asked, ”Jaime, what about you?” 
He replied, “Pastor, I have received Christ as Savior, but I have backslidden.” 
I shared the promise in I John 1:9 that if we confess our sins, He (Jesus) is faithful and 
just to forgive our sins, and cleanse us from all unrighteousness. Jaime took his cap off, 
got on his knees, and rededicated his life to God. What a victory for that family! 

They told me that there was no church in their village, but a national pastor was visiting 
there with the desire to start a church. I encouraged them to share their testimonies with 
him, and ask him to baptize them. 

As I walked away from the riverbank toward the airport, I gave thanks to God for 
allowing me to share the news of forgiveness and salvation with those who are seeking 
for peace and the hope of eternal life! 
 
 


