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Broken Trailer Hitch

The kids’ biggest prayer
request - a Yard!

After 4 enjoyable months in the
USA we are happy to finally be back home in Chile. Thank you
to all of those of you who helped us as we passed through your
areas, and our apologies to those of you who we could not see. We hope to see you the next time we pass through.
Thank you for your understanding and prayers. And thank you to all who prayed for our trip home. The total travel
time was 33 hours. That will definitely take it out of you! Immediately after we returned to Chile, we began preparing
for the trip up north.
Looking back now on the road trip to Arica, I can tell that people were praying for me because of how God protected
me and the truck/trailer. Just to show you how the trip went, I want to tell you about a few of the details. First, I
could not go faster than 50 mph because of the weight of the trailer. Then the power steering belt came off. I hit a
large unmarked construction pothole and broke the back bumper (that is what the trailer hitch was connected to). It
was now hanging just 2 inches from the road, but still somehow attached to the truck. I found some rope in the trailer
and tied the bumper back on to the truck as best I could. There developed a clicking sound in the engine when I
accelerated past a certain point. Less than 100 miles from the destination the temperature spiked. I pulled over and
realized that the pothole the night before must have punctured a hole somewhere in the oil system. It was bone dry.
Because of the previous problems we had been having with the power steering having a leak, I had 2 half quarts of
power steering fluid with me. I dumped both of these in the engine hoping that they would work as an oil substitute. By
the way, all of this is happening in the middle of the driest desert on earth with no cell phone signal. After giving the
engine a while to cool down, I started back on the road. The temperature stayed pretty constant and I was able to keep
going. Just in front of me was a series of mountains that the road climbed up and over. On my way down the first one
I heard my breaks begin to scrape metal. At the bottom of the mountain there is a town that I was counting on buying
oil and brakes from, but there wasn't even a gas station. No business sold oil! There was no mechanic! When I asked
the local police, they said the best thing was to go to Arica (which was now the closest city) to get what I needed. On
my way up the second mountain (just 15 miles away from Arica!) the engine started sending me smoke signals and the
temperature went up again. There was no place to pull over so I just kept going but really slow. At the top I stopped to
give the engine a break for about a half hour. I had nothing else to put into the engine for oil and it was again dry.
After the engine cooled enough, I opened the radiator cap and found that it too was dry. Somehow I got up and over
the last mountain and start coasting down into Arica. It must have been a sight, a completely loaded down truck and a
trailer chained on to a broken bumper tied on with some nylon chord and the engine smoking like a train! I don't think
that I had ever been happier to find a gas station!
Sorry for the extra reading, but I had to tell you that story. Needless to say, we covet your prayers. Next time you
wake up for no reason at 2 AM, pray for some missionary who at that very moment might need you to come before the
throne of grace for him.
Sandra and the kids joined me soon after my arrival here, and, thanks to your prayers, we have now found a
house to live in that is perfect for us. We have seen several people saved in the short time that we
have been here, and 2 of the men who got saved have already started discipleship classes. Please
pray for their growth, and wisdom for me to know how to be a good minister to them.

Steve Reyes Family

