Cross-cultural Stories - Rosa's aunt
by Shirley Davis


When we were living in Veracruz, we had a suburban and since vehicles were scarce, we were often asked to help out Christian friends or give rides. One day it had been raining for a long time and there was thick, gooey mud everywhere. Our friend, Rosa, came to the door and asked if we could help out by going to pick up her aunt and taking her to the clinic for a vitamin shot. She lived just outside the town and could barely walk. I agreed, and so we drove down the muddy trail, and across the stream to her aunt's little house. I went in with Rosa and saw the little two roomed shack with almost nothing in it. Her aunt had some condition that caused terrible swelling, and her face was so swollen that her eyes were almost shut, and her legs were swollen so she could barely walk. As the old lady got her things together, I noticed a fold-up bed in one corner. I remarked to Rosa that at least she had a comfortable bed. But Rosa informed me that although she had given that to her aunt some years before, her aunt never used it - saying it was too soft and she couldn't sleep! Rosa showed me the bed her aunt preferred - it was about 3 feet off the ground and consisted of only 4 large bamboo poles on a stand! I could hardly believe that the old lady could even get up onto it, let alone sleep on it! 

We took her to the clinic and on the way back, I asked Rosa if we could stop in at the general store and maybe pick up some food for her aunt (since I saw nothing to eat in the house). She agreed and so I gave her some money. She spoke with the old lady and then went in and bought a few items of food. When she came out she said her aunt wanted us to make one more stop. She directed us down a road that was thick mud as it began to pour with rain again. I was very worried that the vehicle would get stuck, but the old lady insisted we'd be OK! Finally we pulled up in front of a shack with a lot of men standing outside. 

It turned out that it was where they made the local "white lightning" liquor! The old lady insisted she needed it to rub on her sore legs, and not to drink, but it put us into a quandary! Rosa was a pastor and we were almost the only white people in the town, and known to be missionaries - it was putting our reputation on the line! Rosa and I looked at each other, trying to decide what to do! In the end, we decided to "believe the best" of the old lady, and Rosa ran in to get a bottle! I don't know if it harmed our reputation or not; or exactly how the old lady used the liquor, but she died just a short time after, so maybe her pain was eased one way or another!
