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ANDEAN WINTER 

Jeremiah Reardon    jerebelreardon@msn.com    July 12, 2015 

Dedicated to Our Dear Friend, Linda Abrams, 1950-2015 

“Frio!” Whenever you take to the streets of Cuenca recently, you hear, “Frio!” Yes, it is cold but 

not that cold! I enjoy getting outdoors and dealing with the elements. Why, to me it is shades 

of working construction in Philadelphia.   

Entering a taxi, shopping at a ‘tienda’, or greeting acquaintances on the street, the Andean 

climate infuses daily conversation in Ecuador’s third largest city. Sunshine or the lack of same 

determines daily temperatures in equatorial zones. Majestic cloud formations organized around 

the region’s mountains dramatically set off the Spanish colonial city with four picturesque rivers 

flowing to the Amazon.  

Winter for Southern Hemisphere countries occur during the summer months of North America. 

Unlike residential construction there, Ecuadorians do not install heat nor air conditioning. For 

warmth, we employ our oil filled electric heater. By running it for an hour, the eleven circulating 

fins remove the chill from our closed off bedroom while keeping the electricity bill to a 

minimum.  

Typically, my wife, Belinda, and I venture forth with layers of clothing in a backpack or plastic 

basket. This is especially true for the winter months, when sun blocking clouds trigger 

afternoon downpours.  

Our recent afternoon walk to the supermarket necessitated the use of my jacket pockets to 

keep my hands warm. “Haven’t done this in the daytime before, Honey!” I exclaimed to my wife 

who wears a long sleeved jersey under a warm vest. After nearly two years of residence here, 

several consecutive days without sunshine caused my protective posture. 

*   *    * 

Shopping along the ‘Supermaxi’ produce aisle, our expat friend, Judy, greeted us. “Tonight at 

7pm, a free classical guitarist performance takes place at Museo Remigio Crespo,” said the curly 

haired healer.  

“That’s great news, Judy. Maybe we will see you there!” we thanked her as we chatted over 

attractively displayed fruit and vegetable offerings.   

Classical music and artistic offerings in Cuenca are what bring us out into the night. After 7pm, 

city buses run less frequently. With a few exceptions, public transportation terminates around 

9pm. We tread warily upon sidewalks of irregular pavement with obstacles of protruding metal, 

wire tubing, and unfilled cavities due to indifferent contractors and property owners. 

mailto:jerebelreardon@msn.com


 

2 
 

In order to hail a yellow cab we stand in the newly created bike path at our local intersection. 

“Watch out!” we alert each other to avoid speedy drivers and the occasional silent cyclist.  

My better half enjoys conversing in Spanish with cooperative drivers, thereby, getting more 

bang for the buck! The fare charged is between $1.50 and $2.00. “Hello! How are you?” We 

hear on occasion from taxi drivers who have previously lived in the United States, particularly, 

the New York City area. “Do you like Cuenca?” is the popular topic of interest for rides into ‘El 

Centro’. We arrive early for these cherished nights out in order to secure good seats for the 

performances.  

That night at the Museo, available seating was limited in the high ceilinged drawing room to the 

left of the wooden stairway entrance. The brick faced city treasure overlooks Rio Tomebamba 

greenspace. It had served as the 19th century home for the family of lawyer and writer Remigio 

Crespo Toral. (Our neighborhood’s commercial artery, named for the city father, stretches from 

‘Feria Libre’, a two block square indigenous ‘mercado’, to ‘Redondel Estadio’, the city stadium 

traffic circle.)  

The evening’s guitarist occupied a straight backed chair in front of a wrought iron music stand 

upon a beautiful Oriental carpet centered over wide wood plank flooring. He wore a red scarf 

over his beige colored jacket which he kept closed against the evening chill. An arrangement of 

gold French provincial chairs and sofas fitted with green satin cushions encircled him. Well 

executed full length portraits of Crespo and his wife dominated one wall, their faces lustrous 

against dark interior backgrounds. 

Opened wooden shutters accentuated two recessed street side windows. I caught glimpses of 

double decker tour buses rumbling along the cobblestones of narrow ‘Calle Larga’. Crowd noise 

filtered from across the way, due to the televised soccer game featured on the sidewalk patio 

at Goza Café.  

LED-lit pole lamps were spaced around the room to augment the three foot ceiling chandelier 

which hangs from the attractive tin ceiling’s central medallion. It is composed of six barrels of 

glittering glass, anchored by the larger barrel from which dangles multilayered glass beads. 

Gold framed mirrors on three walls set off the room’s elegance. Our bench was positioned 

below a circular mirror suspended from wires attached at the ceiling. A carved angel watched 

over us. 

My wife and I sat between an Ecuadorian couple equipped with an umbrella, and a school 

teacher couple from Kansas City, Missouri. “We will be in Cuenca for one week as part of our 

tour of South America,” they eagerly explained to us. “We just found out about the concert this 

afternoon.”  

“We did also, while shopping for groceries. It is a great opportunity to hear music in an intimate 

setting,” we shared with the wide eyed couple.  Across from us, friends joined the audience. 

Judy and a friend took bench seats beneath a window. “Gracias!” I hailed her in appreciation. 
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The appreciative crowd stood pensively in doorways and along the painted walls. Cameras 

occasionally flashed from extended arms.  

“Lindo, frio noche!” “Fine, cold evening!” marked the opening words of the host’s welcome to 

the Ecuadorians, expats and tourists in attendance. Belinda delighted in discovering that she 

knew the performer, John, who operates an art gallery a few blocks north of where we 

gathered. 

The California musician faltered on the first tune. “I appreciate your patience, I want to get it 

right,” he explained while making another stab at the piece.  He selected his music, 17th and 

18th century Spanish compositions, from a loose leaf binder of many pages. “Now, I will play for 

you music composed for the harp,” he stated in English. “The vibrant art and cultural scene of 

Cuenca has reawakened my interest in the guitar.” His selections alternated between classical 

and adaptations of rock music by Jimmie Paige and Pink Floyd. 

The second half of the evening’s presentation featured songs in Spanish performed by a couple 

from Argentina. The casually dressed young man played guitar and sang while his female 

accompanist executed staccato tones on her shiny trumpet. The crowd warmly applauded their 

interpretations. 

*   *    * 

At the conclusion of the concert we strolled past numerous eateries and night clubs. The police 

had blocked off the street to vehicular traffic at the height of the soccer matches, including 

2015 Copa America’s quarterfinal round featuring Argentina vs Colombia. 

We impulsively popped into the two story restaurant, ‘El Mercado.’ “How are you? Would you 

like to see our menu?” the accommodating hostess greeted us. It featured ‘comida rustica’, 

traditional Ecuadorian dishes prepared with locally sourced ingredients.  

Half a dozen foreigners occupied the circular bar area table. Cuenca’s southern skyline 

appeared through the expansive rear windows including blazing ‘Estadio’ lights where Cuenca’s 

‘deportivo’ battled Quito. 

Earlier, with the welcomed news of the free evening’s entertainment in ‘El Centro,’ we had 

invited my wife’s cousin and his Ecuadorian ‘novia’ to join us. “We already made plans for this 

evening,” Bradley explained. “Koralia and I will be attending this evening’s soccer match.” 

Regrettably, as important an event as South American ‘futbol’ is to the locals and expats like 

our relative, Belinda and I do not appreciate the sporting spectacle attended by fanatics. 

However, we enjoy taking in the neighborhood fanfare and excitement of the event.  

Motorcycle police block off streets and buses transporting opponent’s fans fill parking lots. 

Partisan crowds chant and shout while vendors of food and merchandise hawk their wares. But, 

we have yet to set foot inside the attraction with its four soaring light towers immediately to 

the south of downtown, whether for a game or a musical event. 
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I inquired of the bartender, “Do you know who won the soccer match between Cuenca and 

Quito?”  

The friendly young man in black and white attire assured me, “Cuenca!”  

“That’s great!” I exclaimed and thanked him for the good news.  

Later, Bradley divulged that the young man was misinformed. “The match resulted in a tie, after 

Cuenca had led for most of the game,” Bradley sullenly related. “Quito scored three goals in the 

last ten minutes to tie it up! I could not believe it!” he griped. 

With newly acquired groceries from ‘Supermaxi’ awaiting us, we decided to call it a night and 

prepare a late night snack at home. We retreated from the savory aromas to boisterous ‘Calle 

Larga’. We spotted taxis at the police manned intersection and quickly hailed a cab.  

Our driver listened to the radio broadcast of a soccer match on the taxi radio. “Who is playing?” 

I inquired from the back seat. 

“Argentina and Colombia,” he replied. The broadcast featured highlights of the now completed 

scoreless contest, won by Argentina which had converted five penalty kicks to four by 

Colombia. 

”’Muchas gracias, senor’.  May I suggest that we take an alternate route in order to avoid the 

stadium traffic?” I had incorrectly assumed that the Cuenca faithful would have taken to the 

streets to celebrate their team’s victory. 

“Oh, it will be no problem,” the driver assured us. We discovered the accuracy of his 

assessment due to the tied result of the contest, 3-3. We arrived back at our apartment 

building, grateful to the skillful driver, and for a lovely night out on the town.  

 

   


