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Stories and Reflections:
Chile Trip 2013

A journal of happenings and relative contemplations recorded 
throughout a 2-week mission trip to Northern Chile. 

These stories were experienced by a team of 4 individuals sent 
from Life Pacfic College; Dr. Terry Samples, Matthew Tapp, 

Lauren Thorneycroft, and David Trautwein.   
Enjoy. 

Words by Matthew Tapp
Photographs by Lauren Thorneycroft



Tuesday May 14th, 2013 
Antofagasta, Chile
 Our team of four arrived yesterday (May 14th), in Antofagasta, after three flights and 
two layovers which totaled nearly twenty-four hours of travel time. I have the privilege of 
co-leading this adventure with Dr. Terry Samples. I have much to learn from him- for 
starters, how he manages to get a full row of seats to himself on every flight. The rest of us 
remained cramped together. Thankfully, long flights were made bearable by movies, card 
games, and good friends, Lauren Thorneycroft and David Trautwein. Though any longer 
and I think we would have gone insane.  

 A layover in Santiago was long enough for us to have dinner with Pastors Lee and 
Lisa. They are senior missionaries in Chile, who Terry and I did work with last year and 
whom are commissioning us this year. Lee’s work in leadership development is why we 
are here. His vision is to train and equip Chilean pastors with essential and necessary tools 
to minister effectively in Chile. Last year, we led seminars with Lee and Lisa while they 
trained us to facilitate them on our own. This year, they will be in the States during our 
stay, so, fortunately, we were able to meet up with them while in Santiago before they left. 
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From L.A to Santiago.
 At this point, we are midway through our traveling and are excited and ready to be in Chile. 

(Lauren, David and Matthew)



It was a wonderful time 
catching up with them 
and introducing them to 
David and Lauren. For me, 
it was nostalgic because I 
was with them in this 
airport just a year ago. I 
find it a strange feeling to 
be familiar with a foreign 
country, and even more 
so, to have friends on the 
ground to greet you when 
you land. 
I hope as my life goes on 
it will become a habit to 
find friends and familiarity 

wherever I may land. Lee 
and Lisa are some 
extraordinary people and 
I wish we could have 
spent more time with 

them, but we were confined to a schedule and had to continue on our journey. 
 Our last flight brought us to Antofagasta- a large city in the North. We were met by 
Pastor Aaron, a missionary who lives in northern Chile, and the pastors of the Foursquare 
Church in Antofagasta, Nora and Hugo. Aaron had met our team before when he visited 
Life Pacific College for a Master’s degree cohort he is a part of. However, this was our first 
time meeting Pastors Nora and Hugo so we became acquainted in our ride from the 
airport into the city. The Pastors seemed like very loving and interesting people. I am 
excited to facilitate the seminar in their church.
 The drive from the airport didn’t reveal much about the city because it was already 
dark and the city was asleep. All we could make out were some curious crane-like towers 
wrapped in decorative lights along the coast, but nothing more than that. 
 Our destination was the house of Fernando, the owner of a scrap metal recycling 
center, and his lovely wife, Isabel. Their house is beautiful and large compared to the 
homes I was in last year. Terry, David, and I are sharing a room and Lauren got a space to 
herself. One of our team’s first objectives was to acquire the wifi password so we could 
check our emails & Facebooks & iMessages on our iPhones. Poor Americans were we- 
unplugged for an entire 24 hours. We stayed up pretty late sending tweets, updating 
statuses, and composing emails. Eventually everyone snuck off to bed.
 But before crashing, David and I hung out on the back patio and had a good 
conversation. He and I hadn’t had a chance to really get to know each other before the 
trip so this was one of the first times we had to connect. We discussed our future dreams 
and how we hoped to minister to people on the missions field. Both of us saw missions in 
our future, and David has already made multiple trips to Cambodia. With a desire to visit 
the South East, myself, I was very interested in his stories. It amazes me that being so 
young, we have been able to experience what we have. David graduated from LPC this 
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The team with Lee at our layover dinner in Santiago.
(Lauren, Terry, Lee, Matthew and David)



year and is now planning on attending APU’s seminary this coming fall to earn a Masters 
in Divinity. In fact, he is awaiting for word about a full-ride scholarship that he applied 
and interviewed for. It would be an amazing scholarship to receive, and after talking with 
David, I hope he does. 
 We too finally snuck off to bed, trying not to wake Terry on our way in. I’m looking 
forward to these next two weeks. Last year, my time in Chile was remarkable. I hope this 
year brings me many new memories. 
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Wednesday May 15th, 2013
Antofagasta, Chile 
 Today was our first full day here. Thankfully, our schedule allowed us to sleep in 
before breakfast- which was wonderful after yesterday’s extensive traveling. After eating, 
we took an hour for some much needed studying and sermon prep. David and I each were 
speaking tonight, so we had to put the finishing touches on our sermons. No matter how 
many times I adjust my notes, practice what I want to say, consult a commentary, or pray 
for the Lord to have mercy on my audience... I never seem to feel fully prepared. It’s a 
good thing I know how to “fake it, till I make it” cause studying time flew by. 
 Next on the agenda was a walk to the beach. The entire city is on the coast (more 
like the entire country). The beach was beautiful. The waves crashed over the rocks that 
formed two jetties which curved out towards each other. They would form a crescent 
shaped wall, if it were not for the break in the center which served as a window revealing 
the open sea. Walking up one side of this wall provided a view of miles of coast that 
extended in both directions. 

 This refreshing and beautiful sea was astounding, especially considering that behind 
us was a mountain barrier that hid a vast, dry desert on the other side (we’ll explore that 
later). Between these expanses of ocean and desert was the city of Antofagasta. It did not 
resemble the beauty of the sea but it was not quite as dry and beaten as the desert. This 
large port city in Northern Chile is the capital of the region and serves as a central hub for 
the mining activity that the country is famous for. This fact about the city brought clarity to 
the origin of the illuminated crane towers that we noticed on our drive in last night. They 
are retired port cranes, that the mayor decided to decorate and have placed along the 
coast. The regions port cities entertained much traffic as Chile exports the reward of their 
mining efforts and as Bolivia uses the ports for all their importing and exporting as well. 
We learned much about the history of this city and the region. Everyone was glad to share 
Antofagasta’s history with us and their memories of growing up here. If you want to get to 
know someone, just ask about their home; people take great pride in where they live.

.
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Imagine this view, but for miles and miles and miles…welcome to Chile.



The afternoon found us at 
a mall in downtown. We 
had to exchange our 
currency for Chilean pesos 
and pick up some supplies 
for our seminar this 
weekend. Pastor Hugo 
took us to the mall, but I 
don’t think he was too 
interested in watching us 
find poster boards and 
markers. Within minutes of 
entering the mall we lost 
him... we lost the half-deaf 
Pastor of the church I was 
preaching at that night. 

This is only my second 
missions trip and all, but 
I’m pretty sure this is not 
a good thing. While us 

gringos stayed put, Aaron started searching for Pastor Hugo. After five minutes of searching 
without success, he came back noticeably stressed. Then from the other side of the mall 
the Pastor comes moseying along. He obviously did not think he was lost, in fact he had a 
laugh when we told him we thought he was. Lauren, David, and I got a kick out of 
watching him the rest of our time 
in the mall. Aaron and Terry were 
hurrying in and out of stores 
looking for what we needed and 
we just followed. But we made 
sure to keep an eye on Pastor 
Hugo and we realized he did not 
want to follow us into the stores. 
Every time he avoided making 
eye contact with us and acted as 
if he didn’t see us go into a store 
so he could keep walking about. 
While we thought we were losing 
track of the adorable old man, it 
turns out he was just playing 
chaperone and waiting for us to 
be done! It was hilarious when 
we would meet eyes and he 
realized we knew what he was 
up to. His smile reminded us of 
the old man from the animated movie, UP- he was just an adorable and innocent old man. 
Eventually, we retrieved everything we needed and left for home. 
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The view of a typical Chilean neighborhood and the ocean. 
(standing in front of Fernando and Isabel’s house)

A glimpse into the city life of Antofagasta from standing outside of 
the mall.



Well, it came time to preach. 
 David and Lauren were picked up by a translator who took them to a church 
comprised primarily of young adults. David preached tonight but they both had a chance 
to speak. From what they told us, the experience was a memorable one. After the sermon, 
the church opened up a question and answer time with them. They each got to share 
about who they are, what they are doing in school, and what their passions are. Then 
people from the church asked them all sorts of questions about their experiences and 
David and Lauren were able to encourage many people in the church. Its moments like 
those that make these trips worth it. Our first day here, and Lauren and David were 
already able to minister to people, to encourage them, and inspire them to continue being 
faithful to the work God has given them in Chile. One of the greatest purposes of these 
short term trips is to be a catalyst for the churches. The churches we visit are usually very 
small, and struggling. It means a great deal to them to know that family in the body of 
Christ would care enough about them to travel so far just to speak and share with them. It 
is an encouragement to the church and helps propel them in their ministry. 
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Lauren and David with their tag team translators.



 I was with Terry and Aaron at Pastor Nora & Pastor Hugo’s church which was 
hosting our seminar this weekend. I was excited to speak to this congregation, but also 
very nervous. There is a unique nervousness that comes with preaching on a missions trip. 
Sure, public speaking is nerve-racking in and of itself, the dynamic of speaking with a 
translator is challenging too, and it is definitely intimidating to have one of my professors 
in the audience... but there is something else that gets to me more than all this. Just 
imagine the scene with me. I am a 20 year old (very young) white, American male with 
only 2 years of Bible college under my belt and I am about to deliver a sermon, about to 
teach and preach the word of God, to an audience of 50-60 people who are of an entirely 
different culture from my own, most of whom are in their 40s-50s, and many of whom are 
pastors themselves. It is impossible not to recognize the enculturation, biases, and 
presumptions I bring with 
me. I prayed the LORD 
would teach me caution 
and wisdom in this setting. 
Standing before them at 
the pulpit is a humbling 
place to be. In order to 
convey how appreciative I 
was for the privilege to 
discuss the word of God 
with them, I echoed the 
words of Paul from 1 
Timothy 1:12, “I thank 
Christ Jesus our Lord, who 
has given me strength, that 
he considered me 
trustworthy, appointing me 
to his service.” 
 My sermon 
concerned the abundance 
of grace God provides for 
us through Christ and the 
immense patience he 
exercises in responding 
to our sin. In short, I 
preached the gospel as 
Paul describes it in 1 
Timothy 1:12-17. Something, the Lord taught me in my years serving as the president of 
my high school’s Bible club was to always preach the gospel in every message- you can 
never go wrong with it. Tonight, I wanted to emphasize that the gospel of grace that saves 
us is what we are to walk in throughout our entire lives as Christians. God pours out an 
abundance of grace on us always- so we should not live discouraged by our sin as if post-
salvation we become a disappointment to God by our continued sin. This is not true. 
Instead, we should receive His grace always and be encouraged that He is immensely 
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Matthew preaching and Aaron translating. 



patient with us. This is a message that the Lord had to teach me this past year, and one He 
put on my heart to share with this church. 
 When finished, I had many concerns about how I preached, but Terry and Aaron 
both assured me that I did a great job. I do recognize and am grateful that I have grown a 
lot since my opportunities to preach during last year’s trip. However, what was most 
encouraging were the words from a girl in the congregation. Afterwards, she shared with 
me, in her broken English, that she had come in to service very sad that night but she was 
leaving encouraged and feeling better because of the message that I had delivered that 
night. It was worth it. In church leadership, we often say, “If even one person hears and 
responds to the gospel, then it is worth it.” That rang true tonight. Its responses like that 
that inspire me to keep fighting the faith and to remain faithful to the call the Lord has 
placed on my life. The opportunity to be a messenger of the good news that Christ has 
given us is one I take joy in. If all I ever am is a messenger, then I can be content, because 
the message I get to deliver has changed my life and I want to share it with others. 

It was our first full day here. And it was a good one. I am thrilled to be here. And I 
am looking forward to what is still to come. 
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Thursday May 16th, 2013
Antofagasta, Chile & San Pedro de Atacama, Chile
 An early start to our day ensured we would have enough time to make the 3 hour 
drive to San Pedro de Atacama. The Antofagasta region is known for it’s desserts deserts (I 
wish it was desserts). Apparently, there is something special about the dirt here. We 
decided to spend our free day visiting San Pedro, a tourist village built in an unexpected (I 
use the term loosely).. “oasis”  in the middle of the desert. 
 The first half of our drive was not notable. We drifted along through miles of endless 
desert. Mountain ranges were always on the horizon, promising adventure on the other 
side. I longed to reach our destination. We passed through a few towns resonating with a 
post-apocalyptic tune, until we eventually uncovered a mall where we could have lunch 
and buy a few necessities. 

 Our stop was brief. Soon we returned to our trek through the desert. There was 
more to look at during the second half. We began driving through the mountains and were 
met by some impressive rock formations. The land was cut and jagged as if an artist did it 
with intention. And each piece was accented with a layer of salt that hinted at the 
existence of a lake that had once been, but now dried up. 
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Our thrilling view for a majority of the drive from Antofagasta to San Pedro de Atacama.



As we rounded the last bend in the road, we laid eyes on our oasis of civilization. A 
small village/town comprised of adobe structures. About a block and a half in, we located 
Hotel Jehovah, owned by a Christian brother who kindly hosts missionaries for free. The 
place is nice and quaint. We quickly settled into our rooms and then headed right back 
out into the desert to find one of the landmarks we came to explore. Our intention was to 
find the Valle de la Luna (Valley of the Moon) which is rumored to offer the most 
magnificent view of the sunset. From what we’re told, the array of colors of light in the sky 
are unbelievable and a must see if you have the chance. We were well on our way to a 
gorgeous memory when the rocky road decided we needed a more adventurous one. 
Thankfully, four men is all it takes to change a flat tire. Miles from the city with no cars in 
sight and being next to a minefield, we became nervous when we couldn’t get the lug nuts 
loose. After many attempts of innovation, we eventually wrenched them off. And to 
preserve our misfortune, Lauren kindly photographed the ordeal. We made it back home 
safely on the spare and Aaron was able to find a shop to patch up his tire. 
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All the men had a hand in helping change the tire…in the middle of the minefield. 
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And by the middle of nowhere…I really mean the middle of nowhere.



Too late to venture back out, we decided we would try again in the morning. For the 
rest of the night, Terry, David, and I hung out at the hotel. Lauren, however, had the 
opportunity to preach at a women’s conference that was happening at a local church. 
Upon returning, she tagged along with Aaron to what she expected to be a casual tea time 
with the owner of the hotel and his family. Turns out the LORD led her into a profoundly 
timely, life changing conversation with the daughter of the hotel owner. I asked her to 
share her reflection with me so that I could include it in my writings... 

 “I believe that the Lord sets up divine appointments in our life. I 
believe that while we may be focused on doing the work of the Lord, the 
Lord still does work in us. I believe that Debbie was a divine appointment, 
and I know that the Lord used that appointment to work in my life. It 
was my third day in Chile and it had been a rather busy day. We woke up 
and drove six hours to the tourist town of San Pedro, tried to visit the 
tourist attraction but got stuck with a flat tire, ate dinner in a restaurant, 
and I spoke at a woman’s meeting in a church. Upon arriving back to the 
hotel, the owner came to greet us. He was very friendly, but spoke broken 
English, and because I was with Aaron (our missionary and translator), he 
spoke in Spanish. I was in the mood for adventure and was planning on 
convincing the boys to go into town with me for some fun, but the owner 
invited us into his home, so I tagged along. Aaron and I sat with the 
owner, his wife, and his 24 year old daughter. I tried my best to follow 
the conversation and I kept up pretty well, at least, until the daughter 
began to tell us her story. Aaron started to translate as she recalled the 
details of a tragedy that changed her life. She had been in a car accident 
with her husband and their baby and the baby died on impact. After beating 
the odds and waking up from such a horrible accident, she was faced with 
the news of her baby. But as she spoke, though tears rolled down her 
face, she exuded a confidence and an attitude of hope and joy. She ended 
her story telling us that she had been praying to get pregnant again, and the 
Lord had answered her; she was due to give birth to her new child right 
around the birthday of her late child. Crying, she told me how the Lord had 
used the death and memory of her baby to bring healing to her and her 
family, and now the joy of the new baby was proof that the Lord was 
good. I asked Aaron to translate for me as I looked at her with tears in 
my eyes and thanked her for being vulnerable and sharing her testimony with 
me. I began to tell her how both of my grandparents had passed away 
recently and I was having a hard time seeing how God could be glorified in 
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any of it. I told her that her faith in God and His goodness gave me a 
sense of hope, and that the news of her new baby allowed me to look 
forward to the future when things wouldn’t look so grim. The 
conversation I had with Debbie that night was a game changer for me. It 
re-instilled a faith and a hope in me that had been absent for a long time 
and it showed me how beautiful vulnerability can be when it’s used to help 
others.” 

 Lauren is one of my closest friends. It has been heart breaking watching her 
experience the deaths of her grandparents these past months. What she didn’t mention is 
that her grandma passed just days before we were scheduled to leave. This was a fresh 
wound for her and I can’t imagine the strength it took for her to remain faithful to God’s 
call to bring her to Chile. But she did. And I am awestruck at the Lord’s love for her. That 
so far from home, when she is supposed to be serving, He brings her this encounter to let 
her know that He cares for her and sees her and will not let her go unhealed. The Lord is 
so good. So good. 
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Lauren and Debbie.



It was still early enough to go out, so Lauren, David, and I took a walk around the 
town. We enjoyed doing this because we didn’t have a lot of time throughout our day to 
just explore. This was also a great time for us to simply hang out with one another. The 
village had a fun night-life to it. There were quite a few restaurants and bars hosting live 
bands and dancing. Of course we didn’t go inside, because the college frowns upon 
students having a cerveza on a missions trip. But we did find a cool souvenir shop where 
we made the owner’s week because all of our shopping probably paid their rent. It was the 
first time we had to shop for souvenirs for our family and friends and we didn’t know 
when we would get a chance again so we weren’t shy and the shop owner’s liked our 
spending so much they gave us little key chains as gifts for coming in! First time I’ve been 
given a gift from someone I was buying stuff from. 
 After another lap around town, we headed back to the hotel to get a night’s rest. 
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Though most of our adventuring of this quaint town took place at night, we only have a photo of San 
Pedro de Atacama during the day.



Friday May 17th, 2013
San Pedro de Atacama, Chile & Antofagasta, Chile 
 The joke of the day is that I must have drank too many cervezas last night...
 It was terrible; about half an hour after falling asleep, I woke up shivering 
uncontrollably. Within 10 minutes I feared I had a fever and decided to throw on a jacket 
and scarf in hopes of helping my body warm up. It didn’t work. Not much later, I realized 
my stomach wasn’t feeling right and I soon found myself in the bathroom with my head in 
the toilet having flashbacks to that beef and rice I ate for dinner. I’m not sure if it was the 
24hr flu or food poising (no, it wasn’t the water), but I was wrecked the next morning. 
 Unfortunately, my Friday became one big attempted nap. I stayed at the hotel and 
slept through the awesome adventure to Valle de Luna, I attempted to sleep in the 3hr car 
ride back to Antofagasta, and, worst of all, I had to sleep through the first night of the 
seminar. By the end of the night I felt much better. After resting all day and trying my best 
to get rehydrated, my stomach returned to normal and the fatigue it had created left. 
 Thankfully, David was able to cover my section during the seminar. From what they 
tell me, it all went smoothly. I was incredibly bummed to miss that tonight. Facilitating 
these seminars are the primary reason we come here. I am happy that I am feeling well 
enough to go tomorrow. I am looking forward to a day of teaching and fellowshipping 
with the Church here. 

Below are pictures from the teams adventures at the seminar and Valle de la Luna. 
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Terry teaching at the first night of the seminar. 
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Valle de la Luna

Team at Valle de la Luna 
(David, Lauren, Terry)



Saturday May 18th, 2013
Antofagasta, Chile 
 Having to condense an entire semester’s worth of material into a 6hr seminar is an 
incredible challenge. For some reason, we worried that the attendees wouldn’t be able to 
grasp the concepts, but I was taken aback at how quickly and comprehensively they 
learned what we hoped to teach them. 
 As I shared in my support letters and blog posts about this trip, we are here to teach 
biblical exegesis and hermeneutics to pastors, bible institute students, and church leaders. 
Aside from being a tongue twister, biblical exegesis and hermeneutics (or simply exegesis) 
is the process of interpreting scripture. This involves the practice of many disciplines. At 
Life Pacific, students take multiple courses designed to teach us the skills and information 
necessary to preform effective and reasonable exegesis. Being a student at the college does 
not render me an exegetical expert by any means, but I do learn from the experts and I 
have developed a fair amount of skills and knowledge in my time there. During this trip to 
Chile, we hope to impart some of what we have learned with the pastors and church 
leaders here. Now, this type of work is not common so allow me to take care of a little 
FAQ (frequently asked questions): 
The purpose? 
 To further equip the seminar attendees to more effectively serve their churches by 
teaching them skills that can help them create sermons and teachings that consider a more 
holistic and scholarly approach to the bible. 
Why are a bunch of twenty-something students teaching experienced pastors and leaders?
 This question plagued me before we began our first seminar last year. I’ve only 
recently taken these courses. And the people I’m teaching are already pastors and church 
leaders. It almost seems arrogant to stand before them and “teach.” However, I first 
recognize that the people I’m teaching are humble enough to consider themselves 
students and reject the notion that they have nothing to learn. They come here eager to 
learn something new, and they don’t concern themselves with our ages or years in bible 
college. In fact, they always commended us for serving the Lord at a young age for it is an 
encouragement to them. Secondly, I need to recognize that I have learned a great deal in 
my courses. The education I receive at Life Pacific College is phenomenal and I will not 
belittle it in an effort to keep from offending. I do not claim to be an expert or master of 
theology, scripture, or exegesis. But I do not claim ignorance either. I recognize I have 
learned something, and enough of it to share. Thirdly, and most importantly, we teach 
because this is something that these Chilean leaders can not receive otherwise. The 
churches and people we reach do not have the resources to pursue such an education as I 
have been privileged with. These are things they deserve and desire to learn but can’t. The 
seminars we are able to direct, provide an opportunity to receive a college-level course for 
free. 
Is it even effective? 
 Our purpose is fulfilled through these seminars. We are able to teach some of the 
most essential concepts in these seminars. And it is done in such a way that the attendees 
have a chance to demonstrate that they are learning. We teach them some skills and they 
have opportunities to put them into action right away through exercises that involve 
creating thematic outlines, identifying historical occasions of a document, and, my 
favorite , developing sermon outlines from a passage they exegete. 
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 I am passionate about this approach of missions. This trip has birthed so many ideas 
in my mind for the style of missions I would like to do in my future. The individuals we 
teach in the seminar are hungry to study the word of God- it is a hunger I have not seen in 
the states. A lot of missions work targets 3rd world countries and provide service and relief 
projects, but there is also a great need for missionary work that equips church leadership 
to more effectively minister to their own people. I hope to be apart of the movement that is 
developing leadership in this way. I know the Lord has given me gift and abilities to 
effectively complete such a task, so I will set my hand to it. 
 It was humorous watching the natural passions come out of the rest of my team. 
David is a very relational person, with a pastoral heart. Because he loved talking with 
people, or maybe because he knew spanish the best out of the four of us, he was always 
chatting with someone off to the side. Once he was done teaching all of his sections he 
actually disappeared for a while with, guess who?, Pastor Hugo. We were wondering for a 
couple hours where he had gone to. After the seminar, he found us and filled us in on his 
escapade. He went from casually talking and praying with Pastor Hugo to learning how to 
play the violin! Apparently, Pastor Hugo is a talented violinist and managed to somehow 
teach David a little bit despite the language barrier. Not gonna lie, I was jealous, Haha! 
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Before David and Pastor Hugo disappeared, the team got to witness a powerful prayer moment when 
David was able to break the language barrier and pray for Pastor Hugo. 



Lauren is a natural with kids. She wants to be 
a children’s pastor and it is obvious that the 
Lord has made her for it. No matter where we 
go, there is always a kid running up to her to 
play, before she even does anything. During 
her downtime in the seminar, she was always 
finding a baby to hold or a kid to play tag 
with. She definitely thrives most when there 
are children to interact with. It was a blessing 
and inspiration to watch her function so easily 
in her passion. So it was good that there were 
kids around because she definitely needed it 
to recharge her tanks after teaching and 
interacting with adults all day. 
 As for me, I already mentioned my 
passion for teaching and missions. I thrived in 
this environment and I kept my eye on Dr. 
Samples (Terry) and how he worked. He is a 
world-class teacher. I payed close attention to 

what he does, I would try to predict his 
moves, and try to figure out why he makes 
the decisions that he does. 
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Lauren holding a seminar attendee’s baby.

Matthew and the translator teaching the last session of the seminar.



 A long day’s work at the seminar left us tired and hungry. Praise the Lord we were 
being hosted by two of the most generous people I have ever met, probably two of the 
most generous people on the globe. Fernando and Isabel took us to downtown 
Antofagasta. The city atmosphere and buzzing people reminded me of downtown LA. We 
even happened upon a couple of street performers who performed percussion music using 
marching band bass drums attached to their back with a symbol on top of them. They 
would dance around on one foot, playing the dumb behind them, and clanging the 
symbol using a strap that was attached to their other foot. The music and movement was 
fast and upbeat, and you did not want to take your eyes off them. It was very entertaining. 
If it wasn’t for the lure of dinner, we would have watched them all night. Fernando had 
taken us to the nicest Italian restaurant he knew of- because he found out the day before 
that pizza was my favorite food and he wanted to give us a break from the Chilean style 
meals. We had the best table in the restaurant- we were on the second floor with a table 
centered against a wall of windows that gave us a view of the street-life outside. The food 
was terrific, the atmosphere fantastic, and the company incomparable. We shared constant 
laughs and enjoyable conversation. And at the end, Fernando generously covered the 
entire check. We came here to minister to them, but they were ministering to us. The 
Christians in Chile are the most hospitable people I have ever met, and I hope this spirit of 
hospitality will be described of me throughout my life.
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The team taking pictures with the seminar attendees at the end of the seminar.



It has been a memorable day. I am sad that it was our last day here in Antofagasta, 
but we have to get on our way tomorrow so we can continue our work in Chile. 
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Matthew, Lauren and David with our host parents Fernando and Isabel at dinner in Antofagasta on our 
last night.
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Saying goodbye to our host family in Antofagasta.



Sunday, May 19th, 2013
Iquique, Chile
 The “penalty box” as Terry so affectionately named it was the cramped, 2’x3’ space 
left over in the third row of seats after we had packed all of our bags into Aaron’s car. 
Lauren became very familiar with this space, because she most often elected to take the 
hit and “sit” back there. However, it would have been cruel and unusual to allow her to 
endure the box for our entire 6hr drive to Iquique this morning. So at the half way mark, I 
opted to switch seats with her. I felt a bit of nostalgia, folding up as if I was back in my 
wrestling days. ...or maybe my memory was jogged from the suitcase that slid into the side 
of my head. 

 

 

Stories & Reflections: Chile Trip 2013

Words by Matthew Tapp - Photographs by Lauren Thorneycroft 24

Matthew and Lauren’s feelings about having to sit in the penalty and being in the middle of nowhere.



 The drive was much like the one to San Pedro.. just twice as long. So imagine more 
dirt and more of that middle-of-nowhere vibe. 

 Once we got to the city though, the drive was worth it. Iquique is built right along 
the coast with the center of the city stretching out on a peninsula.  The main street was 
absolutely beautiful, and busy for the holiday weekend celebrating the country’s victory 
against Boliva in the War of the Pacific. Today the celebration called for a parade that was 
taking place right down the street from our bed and breakfast. We gave it a visit before we 
went out to the beach for a walk. This beach reminded me more of Huntington Beach, Ca 
where I like to spend my free time during the summer. There was a local surf competition, 
a radio station with a DJ playing music for everyone to hear, and many people enjoying 
the sun. It was nice to get out there and stretch our legs after a morning in the penalty box. 
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One side of the highway was deserted mountains, the other side was endless ocean.

The coastal city of Iquique 



The evening found us at Aaron’s home church. He and his wife pastor a church 
together here in Iquique. It was wonderful meeting his wife and four year old son, Ezra 
whom we had heard so much about.  They asked Terry to preach at their service that night. 
There were only about 10 people there on account of the holiday, but afterwards, the 
response of one lady reminded us why we even do this. 
 One of the women told us that when we went up to introduce ourselves she was 
reminded of a call on her life that she received from God when she was just a teenager. 
She too was called to the missions field. Her passion was reignited as the Spirit used our 
presence there to remind her of that call. She could not stop smiling as she shared this 
with us. And Aaron’s wife, Francis, was hearing this for the first time too and she was going 
to help this woman pursue her call to missions. Again, if its even for ‘one,’ then its worth 
it. 
 We went out to dinner after and simply got to know Aaron and his family better. It 
was amazing to hear their stories of how they met, how they ended up in Chile, and their 
passion and vision for their work here. 
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Apparently the men were not as thrilled about exploring as Lauren was.



Monday May 20th, 2013
Iquique, Chile to Irique, Chile to Putre, Chile 

 Another day of traveling, brought us 12,000 ft above sea level, to a small village 
tucked away in the mountains that border Chile and Bolivia. The drive to our destination 
was, as always, long. We were packed into a new van this time, driven by a church 
member who works in the village. Our drive took us to very high altitude, very quickly so, 
to avoid altitude sickness, we had to partake in a local remedy. At about 10,000 ft, we 
found a pitstop that sold Coca Tea... which is made using cocaine leaves. They just toss 
them in a cup of hot water, and let the leaves do their magic to prevent our bodies from 
being affected by the altitude change. Terry, a doctor of ethics, did not think anything 
wrong with drinking coca tea because our missionaries had recommended it. 
 In reality, the tea is nothing like the cocaine drug. The leaves are in the purest, 
unprocessed form and only have medicinal effects. So don’t worry- we did not consume 
any illegal drugs on a missions trip, ...but we made plenty of jokes about it. 
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The team overlooking Putre. 
(Matthew, Lauren, David, Terry)
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This is what David on Coca Tea looks like. 

This is what Coca Tea looks like. 



Thankfully, we made it to Putre without anyone experiencing serious altitude 
sickness. When we arrived, we met Pastor Rene at his home, and the Foursquare Church of 
Putre. He and some members of the church served us lunch and, as we ate, we got to 
know the Pastor for a little while. He then showed us the hotel we would be staying at, 
which was in the corner of the village. We tossed our stuff in our rooms, changed and 
prepared to relax for the rest of the evening. 
 After settling in, 
David went off for a walk 
on his own. When I was 
about to do the same, 
Lauren found me and said 
the Pastor wanted to take 
us for a walk somewhere. 
As we approached the 
street where he was to be 
waiting for us, we saw 
him in the van and 
realized he wanted to 
drive us somewhere. I 
asked Lauren where we 
were going, and she just 
shrugged her shoulders 
and laughed. The Pastor 
turned around and spoke 
to Lauren in Spanish, 
because he thought she 
understood it, and she 
just smiled and said “Si,” as if she did. This happened quite a few times until we reached 
the other side of the village and the Pastor opened the door for us to get out. We 
understood that he had brought us here to take pictures and go for a walk. But I thought I 
had picked up on something about “dropping us off” and “calling him when we were 
done.” Before I could clarify, Lauren said, “Si,” and the Pastor drove away... leaving us on 
the other side of this unfamiliar village. Lauren’s pretending to understand the Pastor 
resulted in us being stranded in a sketchy location. We didn’t know whether we should 
stay put, or began making our way back, if the pastor was going to come back for us, or 
how we could possibly call him. This was a truly concerning situation we found ourselves 
in. So, we decided to go for a walk in the nearby fields and take some pictures. It was a bit 
of adventure and a lot of fun. The scenery was beautiful, and we took advantage of the 
sunset to get some outstanding shots. When it started to become dark, we thought it might 
be a good idea to make our way for the hotel. Before we even took a few steps down the 
first road, Pastor Rene pulled up out of nowhere and gave us a ride. We hopped in the van 
and laughed about the communication struggle. 

Once back at the hotel, we realized that David still had not returned since we left 
over an hour before. Then out of nowhere, he comes in from the cold. He had gotten lost 
in this small village. He eventually navigated the maze of streets and found his way back. 
We shared stories of our adventures and had a good laugh. 
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The beautiful village of Putre captured on our adventure.



 Now that we all had a fill of adventure and a little familiarity with Putre, the three 
of us decided to find a cafe to get a cup of coffee. But what we ended up with tasted more 
like water mixed with dirt. I guess its a little difficult to get some quality coffee all the way 
up here. After David finished his meal, we went back to the hotel and played cards until 
we went to bed. 
 By this point, we were already reminiscing about the memories we’ve made. We 
filled our downtime with inside jokes we had developed along the way and went to sleep 
wondering what the LORD had planned for us the next day. 

Stories & Reflections: Chile Trip 2013

Words by Matthew Tapp - Photographs by Lauren Thorneycroft 30



Tuesday May 21st, 2013
Putre, Chile
 Our first full day in this isolated village, nested 12,000 ft up in the mountains of 
Northern Chile, was a slow one. After a long nights rest, we awoke for a 10:30 breakfast at 
the church (which doubled as Pastor Rene’s house). We had a light meal- scrambled eggs 
on pansita (bread). However, our breakfast conversation was a little heavier than the meal. 
 The Pastor was sharing, with us, his testimony concerning the death of his daughter. 
In 2006, Pastor Rene was traveling down the mountain by bus with his two daughters- one 
7 years old and the other only 4. As the bus was making its way down a deep decline, the 
breaks suddenly gave out. Out of control and without hope, the back of the bus tore open 
and out went flying Pastor Rene and his two daughters. The Pastor broke all of his ribs and 
had a collapsed lung. He showed us the scars from the surgeries he’s had to have since. 
Unconscious, for two hours, he didn’t hear the news about his daughters until he awoke in 
the hospital. The older daughter broke several bones and suffered a head injury that put 
her into a vegetable state for over a month. It was a miracle she awoke. The injury left her 
with minimal brain damage that does impair the way she is able to interact with other 
people, but she is nonetheless a joy and blessing to be around. The Pastor is so thankful 
that the two of them are alive and well today. Unfortunately, the same can not be said 
about his youngest daughter. Upon impact, her skull split open on the concrete and she 
was dead within twenty minutes of the accident. It is a horrible image, but Pastor Rene 
points out a glimpse of beauty and hope within it. The paramedics told him that they saw 
the look in his daughter’s eyes just before she passed. It was not one of devastation or fear; 
she looked to heaven as if she was waiting and ready to go be with the Lord, and as if she 
understood and accepted, with peace, the ordinance of God. Then, in a moment, she left 
and went up to heaven. 
 The Pastor tells us this story to serve as a testimony of the Lord’s strength in his life. 
As he reflects, he tells us that by the strength of God they have continued to push forward. 
They have been able to comfort other families who have similar stories of losing children 
and loved ones on the dangerous mountain roads. Being missionary pastors themselves, 
they have been able to endure the hardships of living in Putre with ease because the little 
sacrifices do not compare with that of their daughter. The experience has given them a 
strength to carry on. 
 The story was heavy but encouraging. It was encouraging to hear how terrible 
experiences can cultivate a dependence on the Lord. It was encouraging to see how 
despite tragedy, they have pressed on in their work, even seven years later. I hope I never 
have to experience such a loss as the Pastor’s, but I hope that I can learn such a 
dependence and strength as the Pastor’s. 
 I ask, reader, that you pray blessing on them and their work, that it may bear much 
fruit and not be in vain. 
 After breakfast, we took a walk around the village and made our way back to the 
hotel to hang out for a few hours. Eventually, it came time for lunch (all we do is eat!). 
Lunch was definitely an experience, and a tasty one! We ate BBQ Alpaca! This was the 
best meal I have had yet. It was my first, “weird” cross-cultural meal, and, thankfully, it 
was delicious and we all left stuffed. Even David, who somehow managed to eat enough 
food for three people at every meal; he was stuffed. We are thinking about starting an 
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Alpaca farm in the States 
because it is an entirely 
untapped market back 
home. People do not know 
what they are missing. We 
need to bring BBQ Alpaca 
back with us. I think I’ve 
made my point clear- BBQ 
Alpaca is good. 
 After our delicious 
meal, we succumbed to the 
unavoidable food comma/
nap/siesta. 
 We woke up to 
some internet time that 
came from Aaron’s hotspot 
like mana to the Israelites. 
After Facebooking for a bit, 
we made our way to the 
community center for the 
seminar. 

[Because of the significance of the seminar, I have elected to edit my reflections 
concerning the two day seminar into one section a little further along.]
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BBQ Alpaca on the left, BBQ chicken on the rice. We were fed so well!



Wednesday May 22nd, 2013
Pure, Chile
 Who would have thunk such a beautiful place could be tucked away in these 
mountains. Pastor Rene took us on a trip of a lifetime today. We drove for two hours 
through an unbelievably magnificent scene. These mountains hold deserts, snowy peaks, 
green fields, large lakes, and even volcanoes. The landscape transformed with every mile, 
revealing another layer of this mysteriously precious corner of creation. At one point, we 
thought we saw the ends of the earth as the desert plain stretched towards the horizon and 
seemed to fall off at the end. But just beyond that limit line was the peak of a snowy 
mountain that peeked at us from a heavenly world, unrelated to this desert expanse. And 
as we reached that horizon line, the terrain unearthed some unexpected inhabitants- a 
family of wild alpacas grazed to our right while a flock of pink flamingos bathed in the 
pond to our left. Once we crossed the horizon lines, the world became even more 
gorgeous. The desert cusped a peaceful lake that was miles wide and which met the base 
of a snowy mountain on its right and a snow capped volcano that boarded Chile & Boliva 
on its left- all of this umbrellaed under a crystal blue sky. Breathtaking. 

 Before we made it back to Putre for lunch, we visited the local hot springs. Now, 
we were living the good life. Water heated by the volcanoes ran into man made pools to 
create natural hot springs for our enjoyment and relaxation. The warm waters were a 
delight in the 60 degree weather. We even took advantage of the mud bath. It was my first 
time caking my body in the stinky mud. I’m sure its good for the skin but there is no 
getting around the strangeness of it- plus, the smell is still with me hours later! Including 
the experience of soaking in smelly mud, the visit to the hot springs was definitely a treat. 
 What a day. 
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I think this speaks for itself. 
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The sky was actually that blue, it was unbelievable, like nothing we have ever seen 

Wild alpaca and llamas on the side of the road.
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Chile Team 2013 – Matthew, David, Lauren, Aaron and Terry



Tuesday Night & Wednesday Night, 21st-22nd.. 
“The Seminar”
 The seminar is designed to teach a college-level course to pastors and church 
leaders. It is designed to be taught over a total of 12-18hrs. It is designed to be taught 
using the “discovery method” teaching style, which involves very little lecture and a 
significant amount of student participation. 
 At our second seminar, we had a turnout of 20-30 individuals from a variety of 
churches in the village. Eighth grade was the average education level of our attendees. 
Many in our audience could not read nor write. And because the village has its own 
indigenous language, we were unsure if some of our older guests even understood 
Spanish, the language we were teaching in. On top of all this, on the first night, Pastor 
Rene was the only one who had brought a Bible to our seminar on “how to study the 
Bible.” This was not what the seminar was designed for. 
 It was a challenge. Good Lord, it was a challenge. 
 Of course, we were forced to adapt to our context. And we did. We dramatically 
condensed our material, while focusing on the essentials so we would fit our time frame. 
We took the time to write out all our answers on a white board so they could copy them 
down in their packets. We came up with new ways of discussing the information that 
provided a comprehensible and understandable explanation of the concepts while still 
allowing the students to discover the information by their own ability. And we prayed and 
prayed and prayed that God would fill in the gaps. 
 There were many unexpected hurdles, but we overcame and finished our first night 
strongly. I should have been proud of our work and approach to the challenges, but, 
honestly, I was very discouraged. The biggest challenge was not resolving the problems 
presented to us. The biggest challenge was wrestling with internal questions and feelings 
that had been aroused in response to this situation. 
 I found myself wondering, is this even worth it? Are we being effective? What good 
are we doing in this village so far away from home? Can we even call this missions? I was 
afraid that they weren’t going to get it. That this time would be wasted. Maybe we should 
have come up here to build a new church for them... or to do some sort of service project. 
We are fools, aren’t we? 
 You know, we came here to teach people how to study the Bible. I recognize that it 
is a very honorable endeavor and I see its value and necessity. However, much of this trip I 
have wrestled with insecurities about our work. Last year, it seemed that we did a lot more 
visiting churches and preaching. It seemed we were busier, whereas, this year it seemed 
about 50% of our time was given to site-seeing and recreation. I was eager to come and 
visit churches, to meet people, to minister, to teach, and to preach. I knew the majority of 
our ministry was going to be compacted into these seminars. So it was tough missing half 
of the first one and now it was disheartening to be experiencing these challenges in the 
second one. Moreover, I knew I had friends in other countries this summer who were 
doing incredible things like building orphanages, feeding starving children their first meal 
in a long time, and preaching the gospel and seeing multitudes of people coming to know 
Christ. Teaching people how to study the Bible, though good and honorable, didn’t seem 
worthy of being considered missions at this point. I felt like we were kidding ourselves. 
 Wrestling with these thoughts and feelings, I remembered a question posed to me 
by someone I met last year. Bob asked me, “What qualifies as missions?” I was humbled 
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by that question. At the time, I was criticizing other missions trips I knew people had went 
on that seemed more like vacations than ministry. I had deemed the value of their work as 
too insignificant to be considered missions. And now, I was exercising the same judgment 
on my own work. 
 I was forced to rethink what I considered a pre-requisite for what missions is, for 
what ministry is. The word “missions” automatically triggers mental images of hungry kids 
in Africa- the poster-children of Christian missionary work. It seems that the expectation of 
‘missions’ is that it is the hard Christian work. It finds its glamour in being in-glamorous. 
Unless, someone is pursing intentional persecution to some degree, then they are not 
really doing missions. My expectation, and I think a common Christian presumption of 
missions is that they require frequent miracles, multitudes of salvations, feeding and caring 
for the poor, putting a roof on a church, and/or doing ministry in a potentially life-
threatening situation. But what makes this missions? 
 Obviously, there is a flaw in this mode of thinking about missionary work. I think it 
is rooted in a flaw in our (my) concept of ministry in general. I have not yet exhausted my 
thoughts about what exactly is to be considered “ministry.” And I have not yet come to a 
fully functional definition of missions. But I do know that missions is not bound by these 
pre-requisites. Missions may involve many of the things that come to mind when we 
typically speak of it, but I don’t believe those things are what makes a work, missions 
work. Using the language of logic, I don’t believe those things are necessary or sufficient 
to consider a work ‘missions.’ We tend to promote stories of the in-glamorous and we 
glorify the struggle and persecution. Maybe we are judging the value of a ministry based 
on what it costs us. Maybe we are determining value by the apparent significance our 
results have. I’m not sure yet what determines the value of a work, or if we should 
determine it at all. But I do know this- the work that we are doing blessed the people we 
were with. Our presence honored them. Our teaching inspired them. And I know our 
faithfulness to God’s call blessed Him and that is a good thing. What we did was a good 
thing. I may not have met all my expectations, but I know we served faithfully to what 
God set before us. Discouragement and doubt deserves no seat in my heart, because I can 
honestly say we served and loved as best we could. 
 We were effective? I don’t know. Maybe not from a human perspective. But, “I am 
convinced...of the love of God that is in Christ Jesus, our Lord,” so if all I did was go and 
preach this message, then I believe that from a divine perspective, we were 
unquestionably effective. And that is good enough for me.
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David teaching at night one of the seminar.
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Matthew (with translator Aaron) answering questions on night two of the seminar.



Thursday May 23rd, 2013
Putre, Chile > Arica, Chile > Tacna, Peru 
 Despite being from Southern California, the first time I drove across a border was, 
ironically, not going from the U.S to Mexico, it was going from Chile to Peru. 
 Our last full day overseas was one to enjoy. Our work here was completed- no 
more seminars, no more preaching, no more people or churches to visit. So being far 
north, we decided to take advantage of our proximity to Peru and cross the border to be 
tourists, do souvenir shopping, and spend a night there. 
 It began with an uneventful 4hr drive down the mountain. I only have one thing to 
note that might make you laugh... or gasp. So Pastor Rene drove us down in the van from 
Putre (12,000ft in elevation) to Arica (sea level). The road was very windy, and narrow, and 
had many sharp and blind turns, and was occupied by many large semi-trucks carrying 
goods into Bolivia. During the descent, the Pastor informed us that this was one of the 
most dangerous roads in the world, and we had no doubts about that because we already 
heard the countless horror stories of buses and trucks wrecking or falling of the side of the 
road into the deep valleys below. But despite all of this, we were at ease because the 
Pastor was a local and had likely driven down these roads a hundred times. Thank God 
ignorance is bless. Aaron waited until we safely reached the bottom to inform us that the 
Pastor had only obtained his license two weeks... (two weeks!) prior and that was after 
previously failing... (failing!) the test.. twice.  Sweet baby Jesus, thank heaven, Aaron 
waited until the bottom to tell us this or it would have been one stressful drive down that 
mountain. We definitely would have done less chatting and more praying, thats for sure! 
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All four of us (Terry, David, Lauren and Matthew) squished in the backseat of a taxi, 
driving through the crazy streets of Peru. 



Somehow we made it safely to Arica and hoped in a taxi that took us to Tacna, Peru. 
Entering the city, you could immediately notice the difference between Peru & Chile. The 
primary difference was in the street life. The traffic was baffling. I’m not sure if there are 
traffic laws or if everyone is trying to reenact what happens when you kick over an ant hill. 
By some phenomenon, we avoided an accident and made it to the Hotel de San Matin in 
one piece. We were so grateful to finally have wifi and hot water again. 

We went to lunch with Aaron for the last time. He was leaving a day early so he 
could be with his wife and son who got sick on the same day they were suppose to move 
apartments. His family needed him more than we did. Aaron was such a blessing to us 
throughout our trip. His translating skills were kind of useful for us, but he was also one of 
the most positive people I have ever met. Aaron was always taking care of us and making 
our time fun and memorable. I am privileged to know him and excited for his future. And I 
know that we will cross paths again. Lauren may even return next year to work with him 
as a children’s ministry intern. 
 After the goodbyes, we took to the city to do some shopping. Peru was much 
cheaper than Chile so I took advantage of the prices to buy souvenirs for the family. I think 
David made out the best though. He found an optometrist, got a free eye exam, and a pair 
of prescription glasses all for $30. It was pretty funny how it worked out. 
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David with the optometrist assistant and his new glasses.



 
 After a delicious and 
inexpensive dinner, Lauren, David 
and I went with Pastor Rene to see 
a movie. Fast and the Furious 6 
was the only one playing and the 
Pastor wanted to see it so we 
bought our tickets. It was a 
visually entertaining movie- lots 
of action, racing scenes, and 
explosions. But I couldn’t tell you 
a lick about the plot points 
because the whole movie was in 
Spanish. Who would have 
thought, Huh? I’m still trying to 

figure out why the villain went 
berserk with a tank on the 
freeway. 
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Bird’s eye view of a Peruvian city street.

David, Pastor Rene, Matthew and Lauren on their way to see Fast and Furious 6…in Spanish.



After a warm shower back at the hotel, I laid my head down on my pillow and 
reflected on the past couple of weeks here. This was our last full day. I learned so much, I 
enjoyed every moment (except for getting sick) and through I’m eager to return home, I’m 
hesitant to leave. it will probably take me a couple weeks to process all I have 
experienced but there are a few things I have learned for sure... 
I  am blessed. 
Allowing others to bless you, blesses them. 
I have learned what missions doesn’t mean. 
I have been challenged. 
I have grown.
I love Chile. 
And I’m excited to see what the LORD has in store for my next journey. 
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Saturday May 25th 
Tacna, Peru > Arica, Chile > Santiago, Chile > Lema, Peru > Los, Angeles, Ca > San Dimas, 
Ca > Norco, Ca (home)

36 hours later and we are home. 
 Thank you to everyone who made this possible. Thank you to those who supported 
financially- your faithfulness made this work a reality. Thank you to those who lifted up 
countless prayers for our team and work- it was clear that the Spirit’s strength and 
provision carried us through. Thank you to those reading, I hope you have enjoyed and 
benefited from these stories. Please, pass them along. And again.. Thank you. 

Live by faith, 

Matthew David Tapp
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Last day. Going crazy with all our traveling.
(David, Lauren and Matthew) 



EXTRA PHOTOS:

One last stop on the coast before our 36 hour journey home.
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While all the men were busy fixing the tire, Lauren wandered off to capture the perfect photo. I 
think she forgot we were in a mine field. No worries, she got back without any explosions.
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We stopped on the way back into town to take pictures of the sign that warned us of the danger 
we had driven straight into.
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David on his sixth helping of dessert. Notice how everyone else has cleared the table and gone to 
bed.
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In Chile, Americans need to drink water from bottles rather than from the tap so that they don’t 
get sick. There are two types of bottled water; agua con gas or agua sin gas. Agua con gas is 
carbonated and absolutely disgusting; agua sin gas in normal water. On our final stop before 
heading up to the remote village of Putre, we were told to buy whatever snacks we wanted for the 
week and that Terry would buy the agua..the only agua we’d have for a week. Unfortunately for 
us, Terry loves agua con gas. Lauren and David pictured above were not very happy about it.
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In our free time, we played games on our phones, swapping phones and trying to beat each 
other’s scores. David got stuck on a level for a solid hour, leaving him curled up in the fetal 
position.
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When we couldn’t find Lauren, we looked for where all the little children were, and that’s 
normally where we found her.
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We finally found some agua sin gas in Putre, but you could only buy really large bottles like 
these!
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They served Matthew his banana on a plate with a fork and a knife. Stayin’ real classy in Chile.

53


