Well, my peeps, this is the next installment, you must be getting bored reading by now.  But don't fret.  This will be the last installment for a while.  I have changed my plans a bit.  I am going to stop doing the vacation thing.  I am going to leave Caye Caulker tommorrow (Dec 22) or the next day to go to Guatemala, where I am going to volunteer at an orphanage for a month.  It's like in some farm/jungle, so don't expect to here from me for a while.  I just realized that there was little point to spending 4 months  vacationing... I mean, I really don't see this as too much different than when I work back in Wildwood or study anywhere else... I love both. So, I figure I'll do something useful.  Unfortunately, I don't think Emese is going to be able to come spend time down here, so that also frees up some time.  We'll see.  So, MERRY CHRISTMAS, HAPPY HANUKA, HAPPY NEW YEARS, and HAPPY KWANZA! Love you all.

1 – December – 2001, Saturday
56.6 miles

18:33
I’m tired.  Been biking since noon.  I’m lonely.  I miss everything and everyone.  I’m wet, I pedaled through…….

20:15 In the bus.


Sorry for the interruption, I met Kava, a Kurdish (Turkish Arab) – American.  Very cool guy.  He’s from Indiana, otro viajero.  He rode his motorcycle from up there to the border they told him he had to pay a $400 bond to take the bike into Mexico, so that he wouldn’t sell it.  So, he got depressed and turned around and drove up to Raymondville, TX.  I saw him after he got gas for his road/off-road hubrid motorcycle.  He had side bags on it, but they were made out of two old Jansport like backpacks, cool idea a lot cheaper than the $125 I spent on  the little leather one sI got.  So, I went up to him saw his license plate and asked if he came all the way from Indiana and then we began talking.  Too bad he had a  motorbike , he would’ve been graeat to travel with.  My bus came and he left, but I was happy I met him.


So, now I’ll back track and tell about my daily thoughts and plizzan for the trizzip.  I left Corpus Christi and my new friends Ken and Enrique (more about them later).  This morning at around 11 a.m. Ken drove me to a place called Riviera about 11 miles South of Kingsville, TX.  On the way I went to the Post Office and sent out a job application, stuff home and shells and a letter to Mexssy.  We drove about 45 minutes talking a little like usual, but I was leaving and my thoughts ailleurs.  I was happy because where he was dropping me off was a day’s bike from Corpus Christi, and 58 miles to the next town, Raymondville, which would leave me like 40-50 miles from the border.


We said our goodbyes he todok some pictures and off I pedaled.  I turned to wave one last time and was… On the road again… hat a lonely, desolate flat road.  I thought it was my dream to be out of the hills but the lack of civilization was accentuating my pre-existing loneliness.


The problem is that the King family has Kings’s Ranch (therefore Kingsville) the biggest ranch in the world (ken told me ) and there’s nada on it… That’s where I was… and it started to rain… it stopped… it started… asi fue el día entero.  Then about midway into this vast expanse of nothingness… PING!!! The unmistakable sound of a broken spoke, but I looked at the road, maybe I just hit something ( I hoped) Not quite.  The wheel started to wobble like it did on that day in Kentucky…


I got scared, but didn’t stop to hitchhike,.  I think I don’t like hitchhiking as much anymore, I don’t know why I used to livefor it.  Maybe it’s because I’ve been in les méfiants Etats-Unis too fucking long or maybe I’ve decayed to the bourgeosie or maybe I just feel bad asking to take me and my bike, like it’s too much or abusive,.  Maybe, I just can’t deal with rejection, or maybe I don’t want to wait for a pickup with an empty bed (he only vejicle that will realistically take me…) Whatever.


So, I road, I ignored it, then Mother Nature  helped me forget it by sending a torrential downpour my way (Thanks Mother Nature) Luckily it wasn’t/isn’t cold because I was soaked and resoaked many times.


As if mechanical, emotional and environmental problems weren’t enough.  I just didn’t feel like biking today.  I was sore from running and working out yesterday, had a sore throat and kept coughing up loogies… but fuck it I did it.


Two things got me through .  I might have decided to bus through Central America, this got me thinkingabout the great places I’ll be seeing real soon. Second, I was making believe I was going to find $1 million dollars on the road, drug deal-gone-bad money.  Whatever, but for about an hour or two I played out scenarios on how I would get me and the money safely away from this place without leaving a trace.  Then I thought about what I’d do with the money… It was fun.


Another problem (I’m just bitching I know) was I didn’t have any foor for the trip just prunes/figs and Peanut Butter.  I wanted something more significant.  I told you staying at Ken’s would spol my palate.  He is a putain de chef.


So, I got to Raymondville at like 17:30 just about dark, I checked out the Best Wester they wanted $50 forget that, so I went next door to the bus station/gas station and asked about busses to Brownsville I wanted to a) fix my bike or b) start the bus portion of my trip.  Well, I’m at Brownsville now.  I’ll tell you about my decision to bus and talk about Ken and Enrique later… if I’m not too tired.

3 – December – 2001, Monday:


I guess I was too tired to write the other night… la historia de mi vida. Ya know, I’ve been writing in English so I can easily trnscribe (think that’s the word) my jounal to my mass emails for everyone (my Anglophone friends) mais, j’en ai marre, alors fuck it.  Voy a hablar mi hybrid lenguaje hast que me muera.  I’m at the US-Mexican border right now, but let me cover Yesterdays events first and then todays.


Pues, me levanto tipo a las 9 o 10 ayer, Sunday, my plans included… Getting a backpack, getting food for my tummy, and breadking down my bicicleta and talking to a few people… Mike, Emese and Mom and Dad.  Pagué otro día al Super 8 y fui a buscar una tienda de deportses para comprarme una mochilla para viajar en bus.  I wanted algo pequeño to avoid having to carry around a giant, attention-attractiong awkward-handling bohemoth…

4 – December – 2001, Tuesday:


I bus therefore I am.


Estoy en Mexico.  Between Poza Rica and Veracruz.  It’s beautiful, but I’m glad I didn’t ride my bike.  It’s somewhat hilly, but there’s absolutely no shoulder and mis amigos Mexicanos conducen como locos.  The water and giant green mountains/hills are beautiful. I really have to get a house down here.  The water is getting bluer by the hour.


We just watched Rules of Engagement, it was okay, but not great.  There’s something else coming on now…


Let me talk about my decision to bus instead of bike.  Well, I have considered busing for a while now, but I don’t like “quitting”, but I had to choose between a long bike ride or a relatively long trip.  I would have to pedal and wouldn’t really get to see all the places I want to see.


Damn it looks like we’re getting into Veracruz, someday I’ll right this stuff…

5 – December – 2001, Wednesday:


Approacking Chetumal.  I’ve had quite a pleasant bus ride.  I love being in buses, if I have room and company.  I’ve had  both along the way, as well as enough comida, sleep and sights.  The Gulf Coast of Mexicao is extremely beautiful strewn with small villages and a few larger cities, Tampico, Veracruz, Villahermosa.  I like the little villages more, they are “rea” and bien Mexicano.  One day I’ll travel throughout Mexi, but for now it’s Central America.


I have to get on another bus in Chetumal to cross the border and go to Orange Walk.  I have to pay 185 pesos to leave Mexico like $20 US, go figure… I hope in Belize I can get money out at an ATM, I read they don’t work with foreign ATM cards, but what about VISA?


Okay, remember Ken and Enrique in Corpus Christi, well, they were…interesting.  Obviously very generous and patient, they gave me room , board and friendship instantaneously as if I were part of their family.


At first I didn’t know what to make of Ken, was he a) just a cool out going adventurous guy b)a weirdo or gay old guy that wanted something from me c> something else… In the end he was really cool and fun to hang with, but we disagree, as me and Josh do, about religion, no biggy but one night we were talking about it and I felt a bit uncomfortable, but it went away.  I guess, I felt like he sort of hid it from me, but I nevcer asked.


Well, one of them is gay, maybe both.  As I would use the computer the instant-fill feature of the web browser would fill in text and URLs for gay websites, then as I used the favorites-bookmarks more and as I looked at my pictures, previews came up for other ones, of like Enrique (I think) naked… To each their own.  I mean Enrique acts gay, never talks about girls or nothing either… Ken seems a bit to happy/friendly, but so am I and I’m not gay, so… I don’t know.  He was married and had a kid, but his wife died, so maybe things changed.


Plus, they were both older than me and that sort of changes some of their mannerisms leaving ambiguity.


Regardless, they did nothing to make me feel uncomfortable (although the ambiguity is uncomfortable in and of itself) and I really had a good time there.  I feel guilty saying things like this about them after how well they treated me, but it’s not really a bad thing I’m saying, just confused.  But it has been one of the coolest weeks I’ve had so far on my trip.


So I spent 2 days in Brownsvile.  I got there late Saturday, December 1, and slept after walking around a little looking for food, becoming food for the mosquitos.


Sunday, I took a bus to McAllen, TX to go find and buy a backpack for my new trip or method of travel.  It was a 2 hour trip, I passed a city called Alamo, TX, don’t know if it is the same as “The Alamo”


The problem is Brownsville only had really cheesy bordertown stores, the backpacks were like stuff from the boardwaqlki in Wildwood.


So, I went to McAllen walked like 3-4 miles to the Mall area.  I didn’t find any good high-quality backpacks, even at Academy (the sports store)) oh yeah Dec 13 an Academy opens in Brownsville., so I ended up buying a shoulderbadg with wheels at Ross.  It was like #40, it’s a 6 on a 1-10 scale, but very versatile because it has wheels, shoulder strap, etc… Plus it’s not to conspicuous or affluent looking.  So I got some food next and then took a taxi back to the bus station and went back to Brownsville.


On the way a guy sat next to me, he had cancer and was going to Matamoros, Mexico for some kind of holistic cancer treatment… he as a Christian Missionary guy, I talked to him about religion, but didn’t argue or talk too much myself, he contradicted himself quite easily on his own.  Hope he gets better, both physically and spiritually. He gave me a little pamphlet on the New Testament to read.


I got home and talked to Mike on the phone.  He surprised me, my intuition told me that the job would fall through, I’m glad he proved me wrong.  It was nice to tlka to him, we get along great, I think we could really be good or bad for each other as friends, I mean, we both could fee off of each other’s good or bad habits.  It’ll be great to spend a month in Cancun, training, working, meeting people, etc…


Well, time to pack up , Chetumal is here, see ya later.

Someday – December – 2001, (Saturday, 8th):

I be chillin mon in da Caye Caulker mon.  It be cool mon…

I got a ride from that Belizean family I told you about from Chetumal to Orange Walk.  Yep, I was about to get a bus ticket, but they called to me before I arrived at the guichet.  So, then I went with them.  It was cool because I geot there quicker than the bus would have taken, and they helped me at the border and all.  Plus, Denis gave me a peso, because I had to pay 185 pesos to get out of Mexico (185 peso = $18.50 ) but I only had 184 pesos.  So, as we were approaching Orange Walk they asked where I’d be staying and I told them I’d be going to a hotel, I forget the name., then Jennifer said I could stay with them at their place and thus began my Belizean Odyssey.  So, we passed thru Orange Walk. It looked like all the other towns that we passed on the long bus ride through Mexico, except it looked like there were more hotels.  I guess it was for people wanting to visit Lamanai, but I don’t know for sure.  We went about 5 or 6 miles further down the Northern Highway (I think) until we got to Carmelita the village where the family lives.  We were about 10 in a pickup. So, six were up front and 3 in back (it was a double cabin).

On the way we stopped at a sugar can farm and I jumped out and broke a cane down.  It was good and made me think of the summer I was in Guatemala as a kid, because that was the only other time I’ve eaten sugarcane.  So, Dennis, John and I (Adonis wanted to but his mom didn’t want him to) were sitting in the back with all the luggage, it was cool.

Carmelita, la familia and the wake.

So, as we pulled up to the family’s house there was a  basketball similar to Fox Park right across the street from it.  The house was a pretty (in my opinion) two-story place with a little front porch with a few chairs.  There were quite a few people around.  Kids, overweight middle-aged women and an old man with dark sugnglasses.  I immediately felt a bit uncomfortable, inevitable because I didn’t know anyone, I felt/thought that I didn’t look like anyone and they were all hugging and kissing and doing family stuff.  I guess it makes me realize what my friends feel like when I take them to meet my family (which I do so often) I always thought “they mush feel so lucky, special, like part of the family” but I never knew how to make them feel like that.  I’ve had people make me fee that way and I think this time I realized how they did it, and how can do it too.   This family, Idon’t even know all their names, made me feel especially welcome and it was 100 million times more so, sosicdering the situation.  I shit you not, the family’s “grandmother” died earlier that week and the member I met had traveled from Chicago, IL, by bus for the wake and funeral.  I am fucking serious, this family invited me to their home, to help me out, after their grandmother died.  Now, don’t misinterpret this gesture, twas not a “we don’t care about her, come hangout” kind of thing, it was more a “she would’ve invited you to her home if she was still alive’.  So, I was presented to everyone, and presented myself to anyone else that I didn’t know. 

After about 15 minutes,everyone went back to mourning, and said to make myself at home.  They sort of left me hanging, but the wake would be the next day so there was quite a bit of preperation to do.  Plus, that first night there, 50 or so people already showed up.  But before all that I met the village weirdo.  He, junior, was a nice enough guy, but he was in  some way mentally challenged or retarded or something.  He was fascinated with my fishing poll and reel, so I told him we could go fishing and he could use it.  He was like a little kid, but a bit too offcenteer to really enjoy hangin out with.  So, after fishing I pretty much avoided him.  “Grandpa’ the cool old black man with the sunglasses (he’s blind) told me to be careful with him.  So, it was cool.


Grandpa, as everyone called him was like 70-something, he was pretty much completely blind and he just sat around and tlkaed to people most of the day.  He was really very interesting and probably the person I liked talking to the most out of the whole group.  He had tgone to England 50 years ago, by boad!  He was cool, I told him about Emese, he said make sure I don’t rush, but be sure.  I’m sure…. It was typical parental/guidance counsellour stuff, but his blind helplessness gave his words an added sincerity factor.


So, that night we had dinner, but by 21:00 I had to go to bed, Jennifer saw this on my face and said, whenever I was ready she’d show me my room.

…………………

…………………..

…………………..

………………….

……………………


12-December-2001, Wednesday:

What did I do today?  Well, I felt better than yesterday, the stomach turned and gargled a little bit, but no puking or diahrea.  I spent the early morning reading up on my Central America on a Shoestring book.  I read the section about Guatemala and a little more about Belize. Then I went to the water factory, but they were closed, so I had to buy the expensive stuff at the supermarket.  I looked around for sardines again, but no luck.  I swear, these people have sardines, but they are never home to sell them, not a very good way of doing ze beezness mon.....  Oh well, so instead I grabbed my mask and snorkel and went to the Split and did some swimming snorkeling. While snorkeling I got a hook and weight that someone apparently lost on the ridge right at the split.  It's easy to snag it on there if you are bottom fishing for Snapper.  I am going to eventually get back there and catch some dinner. I saw Vinny (a three-fingered -some birth defect- Wisconsinite that built his own home, he's really nice) and a Norwegian guy I met running yesterday and we all started talking about different cultures and stuff, it was cool. Vinny lived in Japan for a while and so he's seen all kinds of different cultures, American, Latino, European and Asian.  Well, after talking I went to the beach and laid out on my towel for the first time since I got here.  I read my book Veronika Decides to Die, by Paulo Coehlo and basked (fried) in the sun.  I saw Matt, a guy I met on the boat taxi over here, and he said he is leaving tomorrow, so I said I’d see him later, I went to look for him at night at the Oceanside Bar, but he wasn’t there, so I guess I’ll see him later in life, or not.  He was nice, and he was a beach bum just like me.  

13-December-2001, Thursday:

Today is today is today is today.... shit what day is it anyways?  I am truly on vacation I guess.  Yesterday, when I went to the grocery store to buy some water (yep the other water almost got me sick) I went to sign and date the traveller's check and put some date in October!  Well, I guess the fact that it's like 85-90 degrees in the middle of December sort of throws me off a little bit.  I am completely losing touch with my previously held view of reality.  I mean I have traveled to quite a few places, but this place is extremely conducive to me and my way of life.  Plus, the people are very different then anything that I am used to.  Well, this morning at 08:30 I was supposed to begin my Advanced Open Water Scuba Course, but the dive this morning was rescheduled for this afternoon and evening, we're going to do a twilight-night dive.  It should be cool, I am just nervous that I am going to die.  I mean, when I was little 14 and did my basic Open Water Course, I ran out of air one day.  I guess running out of air at 50-60 feet under water when you are 14 leaves you sort of nervous/shaken about strapping on the tank and diving in again.  Well, I'll see.  If you guys don't ever see or hear from me again it's because I am dead, but don't despair I died in a much beautifuller place than I ever imagined... doing something fun...

I'm alive, I finally did it.  I went scubadiving.  I started my Advanced Open Water certification course.  It was great.  Me, Kevin (the Irish pilot with the hot M.I.A. girlfriend) and Simon (The first ever nice Londonite who always tries to get me to drink) were taking the course with Vincent (Monsieur Oregon) and there was a barrage of 6 Canadians and 2 Scots doing a fun dive.  Well, we started at like 15:30 - 16:00, it was about the twilight hours and we went out to the other side of the reef to do a deep dive.  Now, I haven't dived since 1992, so I remembered like nothing.  I was nervous because all I could think about was improperly setting  up my equipment and looking like an idiot, or running out of air like I had done before back when I was like 14.  Well, I followed everyone elses' lead in setting up and most of them screw up too, so I was okay. Vincent and Tiko (the other Divemaster/Instructor) helped us all out, so it was no problemo.  So, when we got out there, Vincent said to Simon, Kevin and I that we'd be doing a deep dive of about 110 feet, it was actually about 120, but it was cool.  He said we'd feel some nitrogen narcosis, but unfortunately we didn't get any, DOE!!! Vincent found an old anchor at the bottom, it was funny, but he actually sort of disappeared once we got in the water, which was sort of fucked, I guess he had more confidence in us then we did.  Poor Simon had problems equalizing (getting his sinuses used to the pressure underwater) so he took forever getting down to the bottom, Kevin and I were fine.  Honestly, there wasn't too much to see down there, I mean the marine life was quite limited, but I was just happy to be diving again.  Plus, there was enough neat stuff down there.  One of the coolest things was that I couldn't even see the surface anymore.  I mean normally I would only go down to like 50 feet or less and could still see the surface, but this time I was so deep that I couldn't see that far through the water, plus it was getting darker.  I was confused, because I thought we were going to do 2 dives with one tank, but we had a second tank, but since I didn't know this I kept looking at my gauge and asking (in underwater lingo) the guys how much air they had left, we started with 3500 psi and had gotten down to 1500, then 1000, then 700... I didn't know how we were supposed to have enough air to do a second dive at that point. We started to ascend.  After a while, because you have to ascend slowly, Simon came up to me and pointed at his air gauge.  He had run out of air, luckily we were only at 15-20 feet, but we had to stay there for a while for a safety break, well he didn't really give me the "out of air" signal so I didn't understand what the problem was at first, then, I did and I gave him my octopus (the secondary breathing aparatus), we ascended a little later and it was fine.  He told me what had happened, he said he has to get in shape, cause he is a "fat slob" (or so he says). We laughed about it and the fact that I was worried about running out of air, and it ends up that I'm the one giving it out.  Oh well.


So, then we went back to the "calm" side of the reef and we changed equipment and tank.  One of the Canadian girls and the Scottish girl weren't feeling too good, and the Scot was tossing up her lunch... what a waste of good Belizean food.  Well, she got it out and actually did the next dive the Canadian decided to stay on the boat.  They didn't want to go to the other side of the reef, because they said it was too choppy, but I didn't think any of it was choppy, oh well.  So, then night fell, flashlights were passed out and their use explained (SCUBA flashlights are a little different then normal ones) and off we went on a group night dive.  There were a little too many of us, but it was still really fun.  I got a killer headache down there, I think it had a lot to do with the 15 flashlights and I was a bit tired and hungry already, but it wasn't anything serious.  It went away pretty soon.  We saw an octopus that glowed a flourescent blue, and a giant Channel Cleaning crab.  There were lots of little fish.  I saw one that was camoflauged in the coral a sort of Coral Fish.  There were also Parrotfish that blow a sort of mucus membrane cocoon in which they sleep at night, because they sleep a lot more than most fish.  It was cool.  Finally towards the end of the dive we got everyone to turn their lights off for about a minute, it was so peaceful and cool and we saw a bunch of iridescent things floating around.  It was cool.  The night dive was only about 20-30 feet, so we ascended pretty quick and got on the boat.  As we were getting on the boat, some little things start biting one of the guys, some kind of tiny fish or jelly fish... I got away from said guy, all I could think was leeches... but in the end it wasn't anything serious. So, we got in the boat and went back to Caye Caulker.  We unloaded the boat.  I went back to my place and talked a little with Vincent (the Montrealais that shared my room for a night (making it a whopping $5 per night)) but is leaving tommorrow so he was going to bed early.  I'll see him in the Bay Islands most likely.  

15-December-2001

Another day.  Another day.  The days are dripping away like water... drip drip drip...  I don't even know how long I have been here yet.  I think a week, but maybe longer.  I am really comfortable and happy here, but there is something missing too.  I think that maybe I just feel that way right now because I am really tired.  I want to be with someone, I want to see Emese, I want to know if it is going to work between us.  I really like her, but two months being away from someone that you were only with for two-three months is too much.  I really need to see her if this is going to continue. I don't want to just start seeing other people or something, but I don't want to spend a year alone only to find out that it is not going to be something long term.  Fuck!  I hate this shit, I really should get some sleep, but I'm too fucking tired and can't get to bed.  Tonight some people I know are going to party it up, one group, here on Caye Caulker, another over on Ambergris Caye at San Pedro (where there is midget mudwrestilng, I shit you not) but I wouldn't get home till 2 a.m. and I don't think I could handle that.  


So, I got up mad early this morning 5 a.m. to go on the Blue Hole dive trip, but it wasn't happening today, those Canadians from the other night's dive told me it was on, but they were wrong. Oh well, so I went to Popeye's for breakfast and then I went for a run.  On my run I saw Vincent and asked him about the dive, he said it wasn't confirmed, and in the end they had 5, not 6 divers and that (6) is the minimum.  Oh well.  Tommorrow, they are doing something easy so I might not do it, I mihgt just go snorkeling or chill again.  I want to wait to finish my Advanced Certification on a Deep Hole dive.  Whatever.  
I went to the split later after talking to a girl that stayed in the room next to me, she's from Omaha, Nebraska and I just had to ask her about that place.  I mean, she seemed nice and I had to ask what it was like to live there "somewhere in the middle of America" she said she really liked it.  Oh well.  So, then I went to go spear fishing with Vince and Craig.  Well, they went spearfishing and I looked at them like a dumbass.  I practiced my free diving and then went home to get my fishing pole and sardines.  I went back and tried to fish.  I got a nice Snapper on the first cast, but just like yesterday, after I took it off the hook and went to put it in my bucket, the little bastard shook and slipped out of my fucking hands!!! Oh well, no fish dinner for David.  So, I stayed another 45 minutes, but nothing, nada, rien!  Oh well, it started to rain.  I left went to my place, paid for a few more days, and went to the supermarket.  Now, I am going to get some food and probably sleep a little or a lot.  We'll see.  Well, see ya.

16 – December – 2001, Sunday:

The past is gone...... 

like dust to dawn.....

everybody's got their dues in life to pay.....


Ahhhhh..... I am getting in one of those reflective states... I spent most of today reading and laying in bed.  I somehow really messed up my left foot... well, I woke up and the heel was aching.  I am going to rest it up today, plus I started wearing shoes again, no more barefooting it as long as the damn thing is hurting.  So, I read some of my literatura latinoamericana the pre-Columbus stuff.  It was cool, I like the religious beliefs of the Centralamerican indians they were much more into worshipping the everyday stuff.  I mean they believed that nature had a soul and that some of the stuff they used on a daily basis (tools, animals, etc...) had a soul too, this is what I would believe if I believe anything.  I mean, it would be mad egocentric of us to think that humans are the only thing that are worthy of a soul. 
But whatever.  I also cooked for myself today.  It was a lot cheaper and fulling than eating out, but it took a lot more time and it was hot as shit...  The place i'm staying at has a place to make a fire right outside.  It's cool, but there's only big pieces of wood and kerosene.  I almost burnt my fucking eyebrows off, hah!  I made a Guatemalan goulash... rice, frijoles negros, queso y huevos.  

Una manana apareciste...

Tan bella como amanaciste...

Diciendo aqui estoy....

Vez que nuestros cuerpos se reconocen...

Pues, hace mas que una semana que estoy aca en Caye Caulker (Hicaco) I don't know how long I'm staying, probably 4 more days.  I want to dive blue hole and finish my advanced course, I want to snorkel on a sailboat (Juni's) and that's it.  Then, I will bail outta here.

17 - December - 2001, Monday:

Yo, what's up?  Today, I went on a snorkeling trip on a sailboat, all day long.  Simon, the Londonite beach-bum lawyer, said he was going, so I figured I'd go too, because he's cool.  So, we went to see Juni's tours, but the guy is a bit annoying, or should I say fucking dumb, so we went to Johnny's tours.  The guys there were funny and the trip was cheaper, the only thing is there were more people 12 vs 7, but it was cool anyway.


We did 3 stops.  Shark & Ray Alley, Hol Chan and Coral Garden.  It was cool.  At the first stop we were playing with Sting Rays and Nurse Sharks.  Eduardo (one of the guides) held them as we petted them. Hol Chan was okay, we saw a little Morey Eel, but other than that it wasn't anything super.  Coral Garden was lame, just coral.  The best part of the Day was the Sail Boat ride.  It was roomy and relaxing, even though there wasn't enough wind to sail, so we cruised by motor the whole time.  I met a family from San Francisco.  Tolby, Molly and their dad.  They were cool.  I only talked to Tolby, he's in medical school and was really cool and down-to-earth, he told me all about what they do and how I could do it if I wanted to.  He traveled in Asia too, and he told me all about that part of the world. His sister was cute, but not hot, it was funny Eduardo (the guide) was like groping her (I guess that's not funny), but it was funny, everytime he'd see any kind of stupid fish he'd grab her hand or push her back towards it... but only for her, nobody else on the trip.  And god was he hideous looking, poor girl.


I went to I&I for a little bit, but tommorrow Big Fish is doing Blue hole, so I left early to get some sleep, tommorrow we leave at 6 a.m.

18 - December - 2001, Tuesday:


Today was cool.  I was a little disappointed, because Emese still hasn't writen me and I want to figure out if she is going to be able to come down here (to Central America) and visit me.  But the rest of my day was diving Blue Hole, Half Moon Key and the Aquarium.  It was really cool, although I get a little tired of diving after the first one.  I get a headache after the first dive.  Oh well.


So, I couldn't sleep at all last night.  I woke up at nearly every hour of the day.  2, 4, 5, and finally 6.  I got up, got some food together (yogurt and a PB&J sandwich) and ran out.  Cause I didn't want to be left behind.  It was a two hour boat ride to the dive site, and a two hour ride back.  So, we left at 6:30, got to Blue Hole at 8:30 dived about an hour.  It was sweet.  We dived to like 140-150 feet, I got Nitrogen Narcosis (finally) as I began conversing with the fish.  

Then, we went and ascended to 80 feet.  I was doing the Multilevel dive portion of my Advanced Open Water Course.  I was chilling there a little bit.  That's when we saw the sharks!  I didn't care the other day because it was just nurse sharks, they're like big fucking algie eaters, but these sharks were Grey (Caribbean) Reef Sharks.  They can eat people.... Ouch that would hurt.  I didn't know if it was dangerous, because Vincent just signaled that it was cool.  So, we hung out and looked at them (I guess now that I think about it, it was dangerous/scary) there were like 10 of them, each like 8-10 foot long. They got pretty close to us.  It was funny.  So, I guess now, I can say I am not afraid of sharks or something like that.  We then chilled at like 15 feet for about 10 minutes, a nice long safety break.  There was a big fucking Barracuda chilling out by where we were.  I tell you what, those ugly fuckers scare me more than the sharks, but like Vincent said, "If the shark wanted to he could eat that barra in one bite."


We, got out, I was happy that I was alone with Vincent instead of with the big group, I had being around too many people underwater.  Everyone kicks you with there fins and hits you with their hands.  Plus, I do it too, so I like to avoid it.


We chilled out and got some surface time, get that Nitrogen out of our blood. And headed to Half Moon Caye.  It was cool too.  Vincent and I did the Underwater Navigation portion of my course.  It was cool, but I would rather do the specialty course in it.  I mean in one little dive you can't really learn it, especially when you try to enjoy the cool dive too... Oh well.  So, then we measured my kick cycles too, that's the distance I travel with every two kick.  Afterwards, we started to check out the place.  It was sort of like Canyons.  There were these 30-40 foot walls on both sides of me.  We saw some fish, a little Morey eel and beautiful coral.  So, it was nice, but the headaches started.  I really prefer one dive a day, but that doesn't happen.


We got out and started towards Half Moon Key.  It was sweet.  It is a Caye (Island) about 50 miles from the mainland.  There are all kinds of birds and animals, and nobody lives there except for the ranger.  There is a little camp ground ($3 Belize a night) and the entrance fee to the park is $10B, it looks cool.  I didn't bring my tent, but I am going to go and hammock there.  Fuck it.  The ranger said the bugs aren't too bad.  We'll see.  I am going to try and catch a boat out to the Caye in a couple days. There is nobody there, it's so beautiful.  I would love to go out there with some friends.  I asked Vinny, from Wisconsin if he wanted to go, he said yeah, but he wants to get out of here soon, so he might not want to wait to get a boat. Vincent didn't tell me we needed money to get in, so I didn't bring enough money, I only had $5B, and the fee is $10B, so I gave them what I had, I think the ranger kept it for himself.  Whatever.  


So, then we went to a little roofed pavillion to eat lunch.  It was included.  Cool, cause I didn't know.  I was mad happy.  Israel's (one of the guys that works with Big Fish) mom made rice, cole slaw and chicken.  C'etait trop bien, quoi. Then, I walked around to check out the camp site, the island's beaches, and the bird sanctuary/observatory. I saw giant Hermit Crabs, Booby Birds, and a big -ass iguana.  Es una isla bonita.  Then, we got on board again to go to "The Aquarium" another dive site.  I had an upset stomache, I was afraid I was going to get diahrea, bad water man, but I didn't so it was cool, but I also had a headache. But I went anyway. It was my last dive of the course.  Underwater Naturalist.  Tiko and Vincent said that place was filled with all kinds of Fishes but I didn't see too many different species. That dive we did all in a group, bang, bang, bang.  It was nice though.  I saw a 5 foot green Morey, sweet man. After that, we bailed, head back to Caye Caulker after a bit of Pineapple, mmmmmm get the salt taste out.  


I finished my book, Coehlo's, Veronika Decides to Die, on the way home (2 hour trip). It wasn't as good as The Alchemist, but the ending was great, and when I think about it, there were great ideas behind it, the ending was fucking great.  Like Seven, the Usual Suspects or Sixth Sense.  So, read it.


I got home, my Dutch neighbors were replaced by new Dutch neighbors, I don't know if it's the Americans, Canadians or Dutch that are going to take over the world, but one of them is. So, I talked to the wife for a little bit.  They are from some islands in Northern Holland, wicked, they run a campground up there, have to visit sometime, if they end up being cool.  We'll see.


Then, I ate some tortillas con frijoles y arroz a la David.  Then, when I had eaten myself to the point of near nausea (I'm a well-balanced individual) I headed out to I&I bar, the coolest bar in town.  It has three floors, all opened to the outside, with swings, and hammocks.  I have to open a bar like that in Wildwood.  Everyone goes barefoot and chills, and the owners are nice.  I sat there like I have for about the last two weeks, talking to Simon and Vinny (the 3-fingered Wisconite who built his own home) and we talked like usual. I really enjoy hanging with those two, they're cool.  Sean and Art were there two.  A father and son from Victoria, Canada.   Nice guys, Art is set on buying property down here, so maybe next time I come I'll be able to hang at their hotel.

The sky was dark 

The moon was high 

All alone 

Just her and I 

Her hair so soft 

Her eyes so blue 

I knew just what 

She wanted to do 

Her skin so soft 

Her legs so fine 

I ran my fingers 

Down her spine 

I didn't know how 

But I tried my best 

To place my hand 

On her breasts 

I remember my fear 

My fast beating heart 

But slowly she spread 

Her legs apart 

And when she did it 

I felt no shame 

All at once 

The white stuff came 

At last it's finished 

It's all over now 

My first time 

Milking a cow! 

Two traveling angels 

      Keep reading to the bottom of the page-don't 

      stop at the feet (You'll see). 

      Two traveling angels stopped to spend the night 

      in the home of a wealthy family. 

      The family was rude and refused to let the angels 

      stay in the mansion's guest room. 

      Instead the angels were given a small space in 

      the cold basement. 

      As they made their bed on the hard floor, the 

      older angel saw a hole in the wall and repaired it. 

      When the younger angel asked why, the older angel 

      replied, "Things aren't always what they seem." 

      The next night the pair came to rest at the house 

      of a very poor, but very hospitable farmer and his 

      wife. 

      After sharing what little food they had the couple 

      let the angels sleep in their bed where they could 

      have a good night's rest. 

      When the sun came up the next morning the angels 

      found the farmer and his wife in tears. 

      Their only cow, whose milk had been their sole 

      income, lay dead in the field. 

      The younger angel was infuriated and asked the 

      older angel how could you have let this happen? 

      The first man had everything, yet you helped him, 

      she accused. 

      The second family had little but was willing to 

      share everything, and you let the cow die. 

      "Things aren't always what they seem," the older 

      angel replied. 

      "When we stayed in the basement of the mansion, I 

      noticed there was gold stored in that hole in the 

      wall. 

      Since the owner was so obsessed with greed and 

      unwilling to share his good fortune, I sealed the 

      wall so he wouldn't find it." 

      "Then last night as we slept in the farmers bed, 

      the angel of death came for his wife. I gave him 

      the cow instead. 

      Things aren't always what they seem." 

      Sometimes that is exactly what happens when things 

      don't turn out the way they should. If you have 

      faith, you just need to trust that every out come 

      is always to your advantage. You just might not 

      know it until some time later... 

Some people 

come into our lives 

and quickly go

Some people 

become friends 

and stay 

awhile... 

leaving beautiful 

footprints on our

hearts 

and we are 

never 

quite the same 

because we have made a good friend!! 

      Yesterday is history. 

      Tomorrow a mystery. 

      Today is a gift. 

      That's why it's called the present! 

      I think this is special...live and savor every 

      moment... This is not a dress rehearsal! 

Right Now:

-somebody is very proud of you. 

-somebody is thinking of you. 

-somebody is caring about you. 

-somebody misses you 

-somebody wants to talk to you. 

-somebody wants to be with you. 

-somebody hopes you aren't in trouble. 

-somebody is thankful for the support you have provided. 

-somebody hopes everything turns out all right. 

-somebody wants you to be happy. 

-somebody is celebrating your successes. 

-somebody wants to give you a gift. 

-somebody thinks that you ARE a gift. 

-somebody loves you. 

-somebody admires your strength. 

-somebody is thinking of you and smiling. 

-somebody wants to be your shoulder to cry on. 

Never take away anyone's hope. That may be all 

they have.

