
Three times this year he had car trouble on the freeway: a blowout, blown fuses, 
and running out of gas. Each time he was stuck, he was disgusted with the way 
people refused to help or how some tried to take advantage of his situation, like the 
tow trucks that would whizz pass him without stopping and the gas stations that 
would not lend him a gas can for “safety reasons” but would sell him a cheap, one-
gallon container — with no cap — for $15. All three times he was rescued by those 
least able to help: migrant workers. 
  

When his tire blew, he was driving a friend’s car and discovered he had no jack. He 
put signs in the window, NEED A JACK, and offered money. Three hours went by, 
and no one stopped. Finally, as he was about to begin hitchhiking, a van pulled up 
and a guy got out of the vehicle. The man was Mexican with his family. He didn’t 
speak English, so he called out to his daughter, who did. As the driver and the 
Mexican worked to change the tire, the stranded motorist accidentally broke the 
man’s jack. He felt like an idiot. The wife was gone in a flash and returned 15 min. 
later with a new jack and the tire was changed. The grateful driver tried to put a 
twenty-dollar bill in the man’s hand, but he wouldn’t take it. He then slipped it to the 
man’s wife. He asked the daughter where they lived, thinking he might send them a 
gift. The daughter explained that they lived in Mexico; they were in Oregon to pick 
cherries and peaches over the next few weeks, then go back home. As they said 
goodbye, the girl asked the stranded driver if he had lunch. When he told her no, 
she ran up and handed him a tamale. He thanked them again and walked back to 
his car and opened the tamale. Inside the foil was his twenty-dollar bill. He ran 
back to catch the van, waving the twenty. The father waved him off with a smile 
and called out “Today you, tomorrow me.” 
  

The stranded driver, Justin Horner, is a graphic designer in Portland. He recounted 
the story in an essay in The New York Times: “This family, undoubtedly poorer 
than just about everyone else on that stretch of highway, working on a seasonal 
basis where time is money, took a couple of hours out of their day to help a strange 
guy on the side of the road. Since then, I’ve changed a couple of tires, given a few 
rides to gas stations and drove 50 miles out my way to get a girl to an airport. I 
won’t accept money. But every time I’m able to help, I feel as if I’m putting 
something in the bank.” We are called to be “faithful and prudent servants” of the 
abilities and resources that the “master” has entrusted to us and for which he will 
hold us accountable for what we have done with those gifts. We must be the sign 
of faith in today’s world. Will we pass the test of faith?   


