Cross-cultural Stories - Moving house in Mexico 
by Shirley Davis


When we moved from tropical Veracruz, to China, Nuevo León (which was in the desert), we had to move all our furniture and belongings on our 18ft flatbed trailer. It was a good 8hrs journey by car, along roads which were, at the time, no more than just two-lane highways at best. We had spent some months in Texas and so left our two children there, while we went to China to prepare the house we were renting, as it had not been lived in for three years. Since it was all cement and tile inside, we hosed it all down and mopped the floors. The next day we drove to Veracruz and spent two nights in a hotel so we had a day to pack and load everything. We had absolutely no doubts that we had heard from God regarding the move - which was good, because that move was to be quite an experience! 

We left early in the morning and made our way to Tampico - a busy city on the Gulf of Mexico. Our trailer was literally packed high with all our possessions tied onto it for all the world to see. As we drove north up the busy two-lane highway, we had just finished eating a sandwich and happened to remark how we must "stick out like a sore thumb" as we had never seen anyone move with things on a trailer like that in Mexico! Then Gerald (who was driving) suddenly noticed the little old car behind us. We were doing a steady 55 mph but it started to pass us. At the same instant Gerald realized there was a piece of wood in the road with nails sticking up, which he luckily managed to miss. We caught sight of a pick-up truck parked off the road, and then suddenly the little car swerved right in front of us and slammed on his brakes!!! We both yelled "Jesus" as Gerald hit the brakes, but it was like slow-motion as we watched horrified as we bore down closer and closer on the little car. 

It was impossible for us to stop so quickly with the loaded trailer. There was no way to pass or pull to the side on the narrow road. It seemed inevitable - the driver MUST have seen us! Why was he stopping with us right behind? Suddenly, just as we were going to hit the car, it suddenly jumped forward about 6 ft and stopped again. It was just enough for us to stop with a fraction of an inch of space left! Believe what you will, but we KNOW an angel moved the car forward! Gerald looked in the rearview mirror and said "I feel something is wrong here - we'd better go." Thankfully there was a gap in the traffic approaching us and we were able to reverse and pull past the car. As we did, I looked at the driver's face - I expected him to look scared, but he had a menacing look on his face. It was only then that we realized it was a trap. If we had hit him (or the board with the nail), and had an accident on that lonely stretch of road, I'm sure we'd have had our belongings stolen if nothing worse! It shook us up, but we thanked God and went on.

The return journey was taking longer due to the load, and we ended up traveling along the last 100 mile stretch of desert road in the dark. There literally are no houses for many miles and nothing but open desert. Suddenly we realized we had trouble - our lights started to dim and we started to slow down. We stopped and Gerald (who was a mechanic for years) looked under the hood. He realized what it was, a bearing going out, but there was nothing we could do to fix it! It was an IMPOSSIBLE situation! If we broke down and Gerald went to get help (which he was unlikely to find), I was vulnerable with the load. If I went for help, we were both vulnerable! If we both went for help, we could lose our belongings, and if we stayed there who knows what would happen! We HAD to get back to China! 

We just prayed and believed that God was not going to let us down. It took ages, but we finally arrived at the new house at 11pm - totally exhausted and thanking God! But since we didn't know any of the neighbors, we couldn't risk leaving the trailer loaded with all our things, so had to unload it into the house. We finally collapsed onto a mattress on the floor of one of the bedrooms, at about 1am. Our pastor was arriving by bus in the morning to see the house and then travel back in our vehicle with us to Texas - but how could we if it was broken down? Too many problems to think of! We just slept. 

We got up early next morning and as I was getting ready, I sat on the mattress and reached out my hand to get my makeup; as I did, I almost picked up something else instead - but it scurried off into a pile of clothes! I screamed and Gerald came running. We gingerly picked through the clothes and finally discovered a huge, menacing centipede! Gerald finally killed it and I took it to the little store across the street to find out more about it. It turned out to be a particularly lethal centipede, usually seen only out in the desert (apparently it had been vacationing in our house!). The neighbor said that when it bites, it also digs in all its many claws and tail, and injects venom that kills an adult in 6 hrs! And we had slept right next to it! We praised God once again! 

Gerald decided we should try to buy a bearing for the truck, so we walked around trying to find a parts store. The only problem was that we were out of money and only had 28 pesos left (less than $3)! We needed another miracle! We found a little place just around the corner and went in to where there were just a lot of shelves and drawers. Gerald showed the owner the bearing; the man nodded, reached into a drawer and pulled out one just like it! The price 25 pesos!! So Gerald had the truck fixed in time to meet the pastor and we headed back to Texas! We still had no doubt we were supposed to live there, although we knew the devil was not at all happy about it!
