Hey there everyone.  Well, I'm in Corpus Christi Texas right now.  It's been a great day; I have so much to tell you all I am going to start at the last thing I told you all, I was leaving Steve and Su's house in Clarksville Tennessee and heading South for the winter.

12-November-2001, Monday:

Today was a wonderful day.  I woke up at 05:30, and started getting ready for my departure.  I did some computer stuff, email and printing and backing up of files.  I packed all my stuff and left a bag of stuff for Steve to send home with his parents or take home when he goes at Christmas.  I left the big gloves (it's not gonna be that cold, plus I won't be skiing or snowboarding too much in the Caribbean), the handlebar bag for my bike (I don't need to carry any more stuff) and some other things.  I drank a milkshake and then had my ceremonial mate (Argentinean tea).  I did the stuff Steve asked me to do, close the windows, take out the trash do the dishes (in the machine), plus, I shaved (I did a bad job last night).  I got a little bout of diarrhea (premonition of Central America), probably just the mate.  Then, I got my bike setup and left.  I went down Hidden Springs Drive to Peacher’s Mill, which I took to its end.  I went left and then at the bottom of a hill I turned right and took that road (41A Bypass - I think) to 48s/13S I swear it's impossible to get directions on how to get out of Clarksville, Tennessee.  You have to do it step-by-step and ask a lot of people.  It’s like a collective effort, but I got out and took 48S pretty much non-stop except for an occasional stretch, orientation, eat-a-banana-break.  I reached my destination pretty early 14:00.  Dickson is like Clarksville it’s spread out so I had to ride 20 miles to get to the campground I was going to after I got into the city itself.  I wonder if most cities in Tennessee are like this…?


Well as I was cruising down 48S in downtown Dickson I noticed a store that sold knives.  I thought maybe I could get mace there for them dogs that keep chasing me.  I went in and asked for it… then the lady behind the counter asked if I had been having dog problems, because she noticed my bike.  I told her yeah, that since Kentucky I had been chased all the time, I told her about my trip.  Her and her friend were impressed. You go David impressing fat old ladies around the world!  But they were mad nice, the lady said take the mace (“on the house”) that was really cool, it made me feel good, like that there were some nice people left.  Someone else gave me a thing for my backpack the other day when I left Louisville (the Hydrapak valve) that’s cool too.  I wanted a knife too, but I paid for that.  It is a Smith & Wesson folding knife with a rubber handle (cause my hands are always sweaty from biking).  It is nice, not too strong, but strong enough, it was only $11.  As I was leaving I asked how far I was from the campground (just to verify) and good thing I went in that store because the road I was on was mismarked and was about to dead end.  So, they saved me the pain and frustration of getting lost, by telling me a way to get back on track.


Then as I got to the campground I saw a convenience store and the sign said, "Campground and Canoe Info" so I went in.  I asked and there was a lady that said there was Tan Bark Campground right there at the intersection of Rt. 48 and Rt. 40 or there was another one about 7 miles farther down Rt. 48.  I bought some candy bar delight ice cream and left, when I got to Tan Bark I realized it was quite early and I wanted to bike more, plus the lady said the campground was next to a river, which beats an Interstate (Rt. 40) anyday.  Plus it would be 7 less miles tomorrow.  Besides, it was only like 15:00.  I road like 40 minutes and got to the turn for this campground.  I think its Pine River Campground on Hollow Cave Drive; it’s 7 miles south on Rt. 48 from the intersection of Rt. 40 and Rt. 48.  I turned right to get in and it was like a mile or two down the road.  I was pissed because I hate getting off my route just to camp, but I got there and stopped.  The first thing I saw was a dog coming at me, damn dogs.  They’re everywhere, he wasn’t barking (the worst kind) just too energetic so I let him smell me then I went away to find a site.  All there was in the campground was a green hippie van and two abandoned looking trailer homes/RVs.  Then the dog’s owner came out.  She reminds me of Reds, social, but wackoo.  She is a hippie or so she said, but looks just like a bum (nothing against the self-respecting bums I’ve met and am, just against the disgusting derelicts that are just too out there for help) but hell, I’d live here too if I were her, rather than on the streets of a slummy big city.


I called the owner of the campground on a phone they have there for that purpose.  It was the lady from the store.  She came over in a red truck; I paid my $12 and borrowed a casserole from her to reheat the pasta I cooked this morning at Steve’s house.  I would’ve left it, but I need pasta and he’s on a no-carb diet anyway.


I swear, this campground rocks.  It’s like one of the ones from the Lake District in Argentina, but it’s all mine tonight (well, I am sharing it with the psycho green van lady and her hyperactive dog, but they’re on the otherside, I’m on the beach next to the river (little one) Piney River, I think.  I took a few pictures it’s great there’s the beach, a river and a cliff, it’s beautiful and there’s so much good firewood, I have plenty of heat and light.


I think the lady is playing Ozzy… Ironman… she’s great… that’s a trip…


I am fishing, well, I put my pole together and cast it a few times.  I’m leaving it out overnight maybe I’ll catch something.


Today was quite hilly I think that Natchez-Trace is too, I’ll see.  Now that I have nobody to meet I’ll do less daily mileage, without extended stays, 50-70 miles max., one night stays till Centroamerica or a beautiful warm beach.  I’m happy, but then again I have been all month.  I miss Emese a lot.  I guess I done fell in love… DOEEEEEE!


I want to call grandma for her b-day, see if I can.  I’m gonna shower, do some exercises and go to bizzed.


Goodnight, tomorrow I get to the Trace.

13-November-2001, Tuesday:

12:21 – Well, I’m chilling at a Mexican restaurante called Parra’s. I’ve only done like 10 miles so far, but I only have like 25-30 left to do, so I figured I’d get my grub on now that it’s early and I saw a cheap place, they’re gonna hate me though only spending like $5.  Oh well, this town is called Centerville.


I’m going to go to Hohenwald, then the Trace and I’ll camp at Merriwether Lewis.


Last night’s campsite was at Pine Wood camp and Canoe on Cash Hollow Road right off of Rt. 48 at like mile 30 or something.


I left mad late today at like 11:10, because I didn’t want to rush or leave before doing the stuff I want to habituate myself to doing in the mornings, pushups & sit-ups, ate and showered (unfortunately I won’t be able to shower everyday).


Another reason for my tardy departure was that I woke up late, relatively speaking, like 07:30 or 08:00, the ducks in the river woke me up, scared me half to death too the little bastards.


Someone or something stole the pasta I had left over after eating half of it last night. I left it double ziplocked on a fallen tree, yeah that sounds dumb but it beats in the tent or in my stuff cause I don’t want that stuff getting wrecked.  I bet it was that bastard dog, I should’ve maced him last night the fucking starving mut.  Oh well, c’est la vie.  I bet whatever it was wanted it more than I did.  Maybe it was the ducks those little conards de merde.

Ya know this morning I realized that I was biking cross-country.  Not superficially (that was obvious as I left Oct 21st) but more profoundly.  They call me Nietzche; I’m so profound.  I philosophize; therefore I am.


Well, see ya tonight.


Just waiting for my 2nd round of burritos, to go.

At Night – like 18:30


Well, I left Centerville.  Actually, I stopped at the post office first to pick up stamps for letters to Josh and Emese.  I wonder what Josh would think about her, and vice versa, gotta introduce them someday.  Not today.   Maybe tomorrow.


So, at the Post Office I saw an ad for my buddy Lance Armstrong, maybe I’ll ride for USPS someday (I wonder if I get free stamps then?), I also met my first dumb post office lobby employee.  I mean, I haven’t met many postoffice lobby people, but this one was dumb, she was like the cashier at McDonalds that can’t figure out the pictures on her cash register.  So, I got 6-80¢ stamps, actually I got 6-60¢ and 6-20¢ stamps, because apparently letters under I think 100g or 1oz. or something are 80¢ anywhere in the world, the U.S., Canada and Mexico are cheaper she said, she thinks that what it is.  I guess it’s understandable, I mean how many people from Centerville, Tennessee send things to Hungary or Brazil, or even know where these places are… David be nice… So, I pedaled to Hohenwald.  I pedaled about 45-50 miles today.  But I was really unmotivated, not discouraged, just not excited.


I did get to use my mace today.  Like 5 dogs chased me.  I shot it at one without directly hitting him, just enough to get him sneezing.  I nailed another one, or pretty close, he ran off the road, another dog chased me for like 2-3 miles, but he was lagging behind like a fatboy in gym class.  So, I slowed down and let him catch up, then I sprinted… the sick part was/is that he’s probably gonna die because he chased me.  I guess dog’s have a good innate navigational ability, so maybe he’ll get home before he starves to death or gets ran over, but he almost got ran over mad times just chasing me.  We’ll see.


I probably wasn’t so energetic because I started late, hit hills, skipped coffee and didn’t catch any fish last night! It probably also had something to do with the fact that I inhaled 4 burritos for lunch and then hopped on my bike as if I had eaten a Powerbar. I was so full, I could hardly breath, plus I felt like puking for an hour, but them burritos were damn good.


Burrito break… Sorry, had to munch on two of the four from my take out order, still good.  I heated them up on the fire with tin foil the Quebecoise next to me (in a giant RV) gave me… they offered me butter too, but I don’t like butter, except on popcorn and corn-on-the-cob and pasta and lobster and…  Well, not on burritos. ¡Qué boluda!  Her husband, the Quebecois lent me a saw to cut wood for my fire.  What a great saw.  Made in Sweden.  Then Nordic folks got the best outdoors stuff around.  Cut through the wood like butter.

Wow, it sucks to be anyone that can’t see all these stars I see right now.  Being in the middle of nowhere has its advantages.


So, I’m outside of Hohenwald right off the Natchez-Trace Parkway at a campground named Merriwether Lewis.  It’s a free campground run by the Parkway (Which is a National or State Park or something) It’s like a 500 mile historic road, that’s biker friendly.  I don’t know exactly what that means, because at Hohenwald I got off 48S and took 20E (first time going east in a while) (EASTSIDE!!!) for 6 or 7 miles and the Trace starts, but right before it is this campground/National monument (Meriwether Lewis – he was a general or advisor or something to Jefferson)


Wow there’s like a gizillion stars and a lot of trees and crickets too.


So, here I am.  This fire’s going great thanks to this month’s gorgeous weather (a.k.a. No Rain), the wood is all dry.


Stop… burrito time… dadadada.


Good Nizight.


Viszonlatasro.

14-November-2001, Wednesday:


I stayed at the campground at Meriwether Lewis today.  I woke up did my stretching, listened to a chapter from a book about Nietzche, some stuff from Stephen Covey, Personal Power and Anne Rice’s Merrick.  Then I rode about a mile down 20W to go get some food, the lady at the store, Andrew’s Circle 6 Groceries, was nice and was impressed with my trip.  I still don’t think it’s so impressive.  It’s just fun.  I bought mad food cause there aren’t stores on the Trace.


I came back and went for a hike.


There was a cool little river where I sat and wrote a little.  Then I got back and ate.  I had a good fire going and packed up till it got dark. I listened to Merrick some more and did another session of Personal Power, on Goal Setting, there are so many things I want to do, but it seems like there’s not enough time, we’ll see, I guess I gotta manage my time better or something. Tomorrow, I bike 60 miles to Cobert Ferry, Ciao.

15-November-2001, Thursday:


Well, I got to Cobert Ferry.  It got dark a little later.  It’s a beautiful place, but there’s all these bugs and spiders and the weeds are making way too many noises.  I’m bugging myself out.  I’ll write mañana.  Goodnight.

16-November-2001, Friday:


Well, it’s mañana.  I’m at Tishomingo State Park in Tishomingo, Mississippi.  It was a 24-mile ride from Cobert Ferry, in Alabama.  I wasn’t going to come here, but Cobert Ferry didn’t give me a good feeling (more like the Blair Witch Project) and this was only a short ride, it also means now Tupelo is only a 40 mile ride not a 60+ mile one. I also get to take a shower here (YEEPEE)


When I woke up there were all these noises outside the tent, it sounded like a fire burning, I checked, nothing; then it sounded like rain, I checked, it was the fog condensing and falling off the tree limbs.  But it was lonely too, I guess there aren’t too many bikers in November.  It was a biker’s only campground.


So, planning on staying another day there, I proceeded to collect and arrange firewood.  I got it set up so well for later on.  While I was doing this and my daily stretches, exercises and Personal Power tapes an older couple came by walking their dog, we exchanged “hellos” a little later as they were leaving the man offered me some coffee, to “warm you up” that was nice… it was good too, except it was unsweetened, but it oddly didn’t need sugar…?


After I finished all my daily routine, oh yeah I added in some kicks and punches even thought it looks funny in a campground I really need to keep up with my kickboxing cause I still want to go to Thailand and train and want to do a NHB competition soon.


So, then I went to the ranger station to wash up, wash my clothes (all in a bathroom sink) and talk to the ranger station to wash up, wash my clothes (all in a bathroom sink) and talk to the Ranger.  Well, it was interesting to say it simple. The ranger was Derrick.  A big fat black guy, he seemed quite stupid at first and at last, but in between he said a few things that impressed me.


First, we were talking about my trip, he said, “You’re a brave man, or rather a smart one.” He was referring to the fact that my trip is both educational and fun.  He said it was smart to have a 4-month vacation where you learn, stay in shape and spend a lot less money than you usually would.

He also asked about my ring, said it looked Native American, I said no and told him my girlfriend gave it to me, then I ended up telling him she was from Hungary and he asked if she was from Budapest.  Now, that might not seem striking to you cosmopolitan types but believe you me, it’s weird out here in the boonies for many of the people to know much more than their home town or the next one over. So it was cool.  He also told me about this campground where I’m at now.  He told me about the little hills I’d ride over and drew me a map of where I could find food.  A sage incognito.


So, here I am once again, there’s a lot of spiders, noises in the woods and it’s already getting dark and it’s only 16:30.  I’m right next to a beautiful lake and tried fishing (5 min.) no luck, if I stay tomorrow I’ll get real worms and dine on fishy mañana.


Well, it’s getting cold, I’m gonna go shower and then eat study my programming stuff and hit the sack.  The lack of sun really sucks.


God bless Edison and the lightbulb.

17-November-2001, Saturday:


Well, another beautiful day comes to a close.  Today I almost ran over a squirrel, I drank some cold maté, met a pilot, caught a little fish (threw him back), caught a big fish (he got away, the hook ripped out of his mouth as I was pulling it in), talked to Dexter.  Met 2 couples from Oxford, Mississippi.  They go to the University of Mississippi and were here at Tishomingo to do some rock climbing tommorrow, they invited me, but I can’t because I have to leave tomorrow, I read a lot, organized my bags, made a budget up and cleaned all my clothes.  Tomorrow I’m heading towards Tupelo.  Monday it’s supposed to rain and Tuesday it’ll get cold… YEEPEE!!!


I talked to Dexter for like half-an-hour.  I like talking to him, just hope he doesn’t get sucked into highschooldom too much.


We might bike cross country this summer, he says June 14 – August 20, we’ll see.  Hope so, but I need to make some dinero, pronto.  Goodnight.

18-November-2001, Sunday:
73.2 miles


I’m 23 ¾ today.  Damn, I’m getting old.  Well, the sun is going down as always at fucking 4 o’clock.  This 8 hour day crap is really pissing me off.  Well, I’m on the Natchez-Trace still. I’m at a biker’s only campground called Witch Dance at mile 233 on the parkway.  I left Tishimingo SP this morning really early.  All my stuff was still wet from the morning dew, but I wanted to ride a lot so it worked out well.  I didn’t have to pay for camping either cause there was nobody at the entrance.  I skipped all my morning routine so I’m gonna do it now, but it’ll be hard to read in the dark.  There’s a bathroom here, if there’s lights I’ll make it my library tonight.  The road seems to be flattening out some, but everytime I think that, another hill pops up… I really don’t care anymore, my legs are numbed to the hills.


I passed Tupelo, Mississippi about 35 miles back, that is where Elvis Presley was born.  Of course I didn’t get off the parkway to check it out, because I really don’t care about Elvis and I’m in a bit of a rush.  A rush because it’s getting colder tommorrow night, they’re calling for rain, then the beautiful days of 70°F are going down to 50°F so the quicker I can get South of the Border the better.  Plus, I want to get out of the U.S. I want to be in Belize, Costa Rica and chill out at the beach and see new cultures and all that good stuff.


I met a Dutch guy today who was quite nice and an English lady.  Now that I’m getting farther away from Jersey people overeact even more about my trip. I guess it’s a big thing, but they act like I cured AIDS or something sometimes.  It’s nice though to feel special, unique, weird.


I’m still a bit lonely, but c’est la vie.  I would like to get to Belize and stay for a month, so I can meet people, or Costa Rica… My ex from Argentina, Andrea is going out with a Costa Rican and she’s going there this winter maybe I’ll see her again, that’d be cool she’s a great girl… (da machine, hahaha).


Tommorrow, I’m doing like 40 miles to Jeff Busby where I’ll camp and pray for the rain to go away.


I CAN’T STAND THE RAIN…

19-November-2001, Monday:
40 miles


Well, I’m at Jeff Busby.  It’s nice.  I had a pleasant ride except for an occassional hill here and there, a bit of wind in my face and not too much sun, but it beats a lot of other things I could be doing.


Last night it was so warm it was amazing.  It was the first time I camped far from any body of water, which explained this warmth and lack of fog/dew when I woke up this morning.


As I was doing my morning exercises I saw two guys about my age walk by with backpacks, I asked if they were walking the Trace.  Yeah, they said, that’s cool finally someone “like” me.  Unfortunately they were heading north and I south, so they continued on… They had just finished some work/study down in El Salvador and Nicaragua with Americorps something to do with liberation theory!?


¡Viva EL CHE!


 Vive la révolution!

Eh, bon.


So, I got here, I spent $20 on food at the store here!  Yeah! It was overpriced and very lacking in selection, well it was better than nothing.  I got a Whatcamacallit, so it can’t be that bad.


I called Emese.  That was cool, then I had a sudden idea, fly over to Budapest spend a week with her, fly back.  Why?  Why not? It’d be cool and I can see her, see about my feeling for her, see Hungary and get a break from the lonely road.  I f I do I have to get to Houston by Dec. 5th… I can do that, We’ll see I’ll decide tonight.  I won’t tell her either, I’ll just show up, see what she thinks about that… it’ll be funny.  Plus, I can ease my ever mistrusting soul… That’d be the funniest shit ever a real story to tell.  It’ll cost $670 which’ll bring my day to day living amount from $15 to $12 per day for my trip or a little more, if I don’t spend any other money (impossible), but I think I want to do it.  I have to figure out what to do with my bike and stuff.  If I can leave it at a campground out by the Houston airport dat’d be great if not maybe an airport locker for my bags and lock the bike up?  We’ll see.


Well, it’s not raining, it drizzles a tiny bit here and there, hope it all just goes away.  


Goodnight.

20-November-2001, Tuesday:


No writing today.


I biked from Jeff Busby to Kosciusko.

21-November-2001, Wednesday:


No writing today.

Biked from Kosciusko to Jackson, Miss.

22-November-2001, Thursday:


I’m sitting in a bus at 5 a.m. in Dallas, Texas.  At night this place looks sort of like New York City.  It’s a welcomed sight.


I left Jeff Busby on Tuesday at about noon.  I pedalled some 35 miles to Kosciusko, Miss.  I had an urge to stay indoors so I rented a room at the nice ghetto-ass Campbell Motel.  It stunk and the people were weird, but it was fun staying at a really crummy place.  I felt like I was in a movie, I was waiting for a midnight gun fight over a drug deal gone bad to break out at any time, needless to say I slept with my knife and mace.


So, I stayed there it was nice for me I mean, I normally sleep outside with the bugs and beasts.  So, I watched part of the Princess Bride and Me, Myself and Irene the first is great, but I’ve seen it before, the later was okay, but nothing spectacular.  I got some fried chicken and fries at the supermarket next door.


The next morning I woke up and left my lovely motel at about 09:00.  I pedalled 70 miles to Jackson, Miss.  I had decided against the trip to Budapest as I would lose even more time for this trip, it would be very hassle-prone and the fact that I would only stay one week made it seem not worth it.  So, I decided to bus it to Corpus Christi, to avoid the cold and get into Central America sooner.  When I got to the Jackson bus station they said I’d have to box my bike up, and of course, they had no bike boxes left… So, I biked to the Amtrak station to see if I could take a train, they didn’t, but they had bike boxes (Thank God), which turned out to be enormous… So, I would take it back to the bus station and… Well, it’s not to easy to bike up and down a hilly city with traffic and bad roads with a completely loaded down bike and a 5’ 10” cardboard box.  I folded the box a few times, and taped it with my duct tape, and it worked out, but I was exhausted and emotionally that takes a toll on you.  I got to the bus stationand set up my stuff and it worked out… except that my bike and bag went on a different bus than I did (I tried to stop the other bus, but it wouldn’t DOEEEE!!!).


Plus, my bus from Jackson missed it’s connection in Houston so now I have the pleasure of riding from Dallas, TX to Alice, TX to Corpus Christi, TX and hopefully (knock on wood) finding my bike and bags.  I’m happy to say that it hasn’t been a boring Thanksgiving so far.  I feel bad for some of the people that are really in a rush, cause the buses are all messed up, but we’ll all get somewhere sooner or later (
23-November-2001, Friday:


La vie est trop bizzarre, et j’aime ça.


So, I got to Corpus Christi yesterday at like 17:00.  I was 6 hours late, but I didn’t really care.  Iended up going from Dallas to San Antonio straight to Corpus Christi instead of stopping in Alice.  What a stupid fucking name for a town.


So I met this guy in San Antonio around my age and he was from Corpus, actually Rockport the town next to Corpus.  We talked about Texas and it was nice to meet someone around my age, but when I got to Corpus I went looking for my bike and bags… Nada.  I lied, my bags were there, and in one piece too.  I was relieved, because in my haste and thoughtlessness I left my passport and credit cards in the bags.  If they dissappeared I’d have been –fickened– but, it was still only half fixed, I needed my bike.  The workers said I could wait for the next bus from Houston my bike might be on it, it would arrive in half-an-hour.


I asked about a hotel and went to see the one the ticket teller suggested.  It was $50, too much, but the receptionist gave me a coupon out of a book to go to another cheaper ($25) hotel on the other side of town away from the beach.  So, I went back to the bus station and my bike was there! I am becoming convinced more and more each day of this trip that God really likes me, but I don’t know why.  Not all of my faith in Greyhound was lost, but I’ve vowed to avoid taking a bus on Thanksgiving in the future, whenever possible.  So, I put my bike together… This is where the chaos theory part of my story begins, just everything led to where I am at right now (I’m writing this on Saturday 24-November) and what I’m doing… As I’m putting together my bike, I start talking to the security guard, he asks about my trip and I tell him, he is less impressed than most, more respectful, that was cool.  So, he asks where I’m staying and I tell him about the cheap place the lady suggested.  He says it’s far and not a great part of town, but give me directions none-the-less.  I don’t like that I’m about to go to a bad part of a town I don’t know, but I say fuck it I can’t afford better, and it can’t be that bad… Then, he (the security guard) says he has a friend that works at the Ramada and that he could ask him about rates.  I said why not.  One thing I noticed is that I didn’t understand everything he said.  El español Mexicano is difficult for me, especially when the person talking assumes you are a native and speak quick and colloquial and all that.  Yeah, everyone is latino now, or at least 70% it’s cool, a slow introduction into my soon-to-be all Latino compañeros to the South.


So, he called his buddy , it would be $25 plus tax, at the Ramada Bayfront right around the corner, sweet, it was a block from the beach, sweet, but he wanted me to wait, for his friend Ephran to call Ramada and say I was his cousin so I would get the room discounted. I waited, and it took a while, I started thinking maybe he was trying to hustle me… I considered going on my own to the cheap hotel, but decided no to, so I waited, then after 10-15 minutes he said to go over there and I did and I told the receptionist I had a reserveation and my name, and she worked it out.


It was funny, as I was checking in Ephran came in the lobby, not knowing him I didn’t say anything then, realized who it was and the receptionist and another guy there asked, isn’t he your cousin and Ephran said “Si, pero hace mucho tiempo.”  I said hey, and we shook hands, I tried to act close to the guy, but I didn’t even know him.  So, I finished checking in and went to the elevator to drop off the bags I had, and Ephran left, then I dropped off my bags and went back to the hotel.  When I thanked Ephran, he said “No hay de que…” I love this phrase “It’s nothing, don’t mention it…” He was sincere, un buen tipo. The room was the bomb… A king size bed, bath tub, whole wall window, TV, clean, there was a swimming pool and some nautilus equipment too, it was great.  I think in season it is $109 per night and out of season it’s like $50, but it was only $28 for me and nice.  I took a shower and decide to pay for an extra night, then I went out to get grub…


I walked down a street with some bars and clubs, but they were all dead and quiet, because it was early, like 20:00, and it was Thanksgiving.  The weather was great, like 70°F at night, I was happy.  The only problem is that in downtown Corpus Christi, there are no little grocery stores or convenience stores, the only place that was open was Whataburger! It is straight out of Corpus Christi, it’s a burger joint like McDonalds, but the food is fresher, they serve you, and I think they had video games too.  I ate a grilled chicken salad, it was great. A bum came through selling “Proud to be an American” bumper stickers, I took 2, he was nice, then I finished eating and left.  As I was leaving, there was another bum, Tim, if I remember correctly, he was outside chilling, we talked for like half-an-hour, he told me all about Corpus, and what it’s like on the streets here.  He was really articulate and interesting.  I think he just lost his spirit a little, he said he doesn’t drink or do anything like that, and I believed him, after having a conversation.  He had been on the streets since February, and sometimes would go to the Salvation Army to sleep, but they charge him, $9, that’s stupid, how exactly are they saving anyone?  Well, I gave him some money to go stay there that night, because I wanted to and he was happy, we walked together until he had to go to his place and me mine.  Then, I said by and went home and slept.  Thus, ended another Thanksgiving.


So, on Friday, I woke up, had coffee and headed out on my bike.  My first stop was the Tourist Information Center, they were nice and helpful, I then went along the beach road towards a bike shop (12 miles away) as I was pedaling I saw a few people and said hello, and one was a guy rollerblading, I said “It’s a lot harder against the wind, huh?” He laughed in agreement, so as I fought the wind as well, I got to this giant building, that is soooooooo beautiful, right in downtown Corpus Christi, in front of the beach.  It’s all financial offices and law stuff, but I thought it was a hotel and wanted to get a picture so I can come back and stay there sometime.  So, I went to take a picture, and the rollerblader caught up to me and sat down on a bench behind me.  I asked what the building was, if he was from here, and we started talking.  It was cool, he was older, but really active, that impressed me.  He loved the idea of my trip, and told me he did a lot of trips too.  He asked if I liked kayaking, I said yes, he asked if I wanted to kayak.  I was shocked, but said I would love to, but I had to get some things done first and they would take a while.  He said, I could crash at his place and we could kayak later, he could drive me to the bike place, I said I already paid the hotel and asked if he would like to go tommorrow, he said he was retired and could go anytime, I said cool, he gave me his number and I left.  I went to the bike shop, I changed my tires, chain and free wheel.  I also got Kevlar liners, a chain tool and a new mirror. I ate a pizza at Pizza Hut and then went to Barnes and Nobles, I got two books, Lance Armstrongs Autobiography and Lonely Planet’s Central America on a Shoestring.  Then I went back to the hotel.  I went swimming in the pool and worked out a little bit, but there was a kid soccer team in the place so there were little kids running all over.  I went to the room, took a bath and read for like 4 hours.  Then I went to bed.

24-November-2001, Saturday:

I woke up this morning at my room at the Ramada, Bayfront, in downtown Corpus.  I got up at 6 a.m. and started my stuff, packing, stretching, exercises, and laundry, by 8 a.m. I was pretty much done, so I called Ken, the guy I met the other day over by the beach.  He said he’d be right over.  I said okay, but I was a little late in packing so I asked him to give me 20 minutes instead of 10, he said no problem.  I finished packing and went downstairs to checkout.  I took my stuff, and as I was checking out, I saw Ken walk into the library, he had khaki shorts and a Hawaiian shirt, and his sunglasses I hadn’t seen him take them off yet, but they are prescription it turns out and voilà. So, he says hi and we take my stuff out to the car, I take my bike and backpack and he carries out my bags.  He’s 68 and he carries them out like I would, that’s impressive as hell.  He has a little station wagon and it has a kayak rack on top and a bike rack in the back.  We load up and off we go.  He seems really cool, but ya know when ya first meet someone that is friendly you are always sort of doubtful, so I was a little anxious, I mean here I am in Corpus Christi going to some dude’s house that I don’t even know… I mean, I’ve done similar things in the past, but it is usually with friends, with people my own age, or with a family.  This is unique in that Ken is older, I mean he is technically a senior citizen, but shit, I would think he was twenty or thirty something.  He’s in great shape, he’s so happy and active and just not old… I have never met someone like him.  I hope I’m like that when I get to his age.  So, we go to his place, he offers me breakfast, I have a bowl of cereal and then we pack up for some kayaking.  It’s so cool, we go down to Corpus Christi Bay and launch the boats.  We talk a lot in the car and all, it ends up he was married and has a sun that lives in California.  He also has a roommate, Enrique a 30-something Mexican that is studying and working at a local community college (I met him later).  Ken used to work in advertising and then one day 15 years ago he went to a sport store and saw a kayak, he bought it cause “it looked pretty”.  Then he fell in love with kayaking (this is when he lived up in Chicago), and eventually decided to retire down here in Corpus Christi and kayak and relax.  I don’t know what happened to his wife, I don’t feel right asking, maybe later.  So he’s lived here for 10 years and I guess Enrique rents from him??? I don’t know.  It’s not really important anyway.  So, we kayak like 5 miles in the bay, over by this boat from the Navy called the U.S.S. Lexington I got a picture next to it that is so the bomb.  Then we came back to his house and had lunch: porkchops, potatoes and carrots.  It was delicious.  I had my first home-cooked meal in a while.  Then we went to another part of the bay and Ken taught me how to turn the kayak, or actually flip the kayak, you fall to one side and then are capsized and sucking in water then you flip yourself back rightside up, it was cool, and I learned it in 15 minutes, he said that was good, I got pictures of that too.  He has a digital camera and we have gotten great pictures with it, I really should get one of those things.  Then, I was cold, cause I was learning technique and not really paddling and I am used to pedaling for 8 hours a day, so I was cold from the ebbing of my blood.  Then we headed home, heater on full in the car (it’s 75°F outside already) then we get home…. Oh yeah, we forgot to tie the kayaks to the roof of the car, but they luckily didn’t fall out, even though we had gone up some little hills and all.  Lucky.  Kayaks are about $2000 dollars, especially these composite fiberglass sea kayaks.  Ken actually is a distributor of kayaks so he takes them from a kayak-maker in Mexico and sells them via kayak/sport stores, if I ever want one I’ll have to talk to him. So we get back and I get a warm shower, then we go out to the supermarket HEB (Hairy Butt, is what Ken says the owner named it after… could be…) We got some beautiful salmon filets...mmmmmmmmmm... Ken cooked them up with some scalloped potatoes, but not from a box or bag, but homemade, it was really good, I am afraid that I am going to get spoiled and then have a hard time eating my camp foods (a.k.a. hot-dogs, Ramen noodles and PB&J sandwiches) but I am loving it right now.  I then did some reading and journal writing and went to bed on the sofa bed. Zzzz. Zzzz.

25-November-2001, Sunday:

Today, I woke up and did my stretches then I listened to my self help CDs.  It was nice sleeping next to an open window because at the hotel the windows didn’t open and it was clean but overly stuffy.  Ken made omelets, I swear I am getting spoiled, it is sooooooo cool to have good food.  And Ken and Enrique are so nice.  So then, I read my emails; I had 58 new emails so it took a while. I felt a little bad because I am using their computer, Internet connection and phoneline, but they say it's no problemo.  So, it's cool.  So I did that and got some job applications printed and then Ken and I left for some surf kayaking.  It was phat! I have kayaked before in Wildwood with the lifeguards' sit-on-top kayaks, but it's a completely different thing.  I mean, these are giant sea kayaks and they are 10x faster than those things we use on the beach, plus these ones turn a lot easier.  Plus, the waves here were crazy, I mean coming from all angles and breaking all over the place.  It was a beautiful day high 70s low 80s, and little wind.  I didn't know that it was windy down here, but it is, all off the gulf.  So, it was hard going out on the kayak, and it was hard coming in as well, but I made it eventually.  I got one wave that was great I felt like I was doing like 50 mph.  I flipped at the fastest point, but I made it back around, a picture-perfect turn, but I was so excited after that and my sunglasses were all over my face and I couldn’t see anything, so I fell again and this time I couldn’t make it up, so I disengaged.  Oh yeah, that’s another difference, it’s weird to be inside and strapped into the kayak, I mean, your body movements really affect the motion and direction you go in.  But it was cool.  We did all this kayaking at Padre Island; it’s a national park that is so sweet.  You can camp, drive, and fish on the beach for free.  There’s a campground too if you ever have to get a shower.  But you can stay for free as long as you want.  Then Ken took me to Port Aransas.  It’s a beautiful beach/port/tourist town that is next to Padre Island and Corpus Christi.  It reminded me of Wildwood and I liked that.  On the way there we passed Mustang State Park, all of these are beach parks, and they are similar, but Padre Island is where you can camp and stay for free, I’ll have to come back sometime.  Now we are going to go get pizza… mmm I’m starving, since breakfast all I’ve eaten are Tangelos from the tree Ken and Enrique have outside and a few bananas… I need more than that; I’m a growing boy.

Just got back from CiCi’s Pizza, it was an all you can eat buffet with pizza, salad, desserts and soda…mmm, I’m stuffed and carb-loaded, ready to go tomorrow, we’re gonna do another river ride in the kayaks, I’ll practice my flips some more. Goodnight.

26-November-2001, Monday:

Hello, today was another beautiful day.  I woke up around 07:00 or so, I was tired last night, but I stayed up typing and reading till like 22:00.  Actually that’s what time it is right now too, and I am exhausted.  When I woke up, Ken made some blueberry pancakes and eggs.  It has been like forever since I’ve had blueberry pancakes, they were great.  Then I did some email.  I took the U-lock off my bike and got the stuff I wanted to mail home (like the old tires and mirror and maps and stuff) I took it and we left.  Our first stop was the Post Office, where I sent the stuff home, I used all the extra stamps I had and then paid a little bit, it was funny, because I was sitting there sticking like 50 stamps on this giant box, it took forever there are a lot of people sending Christmas gifts.  Then we headed to a place over towards Port Aransas.  There was a little dirt road off the main road that we took, we drove Ken’s station wagon through a mud puddle and ended up by this little channel where a lot of fisherman types were launching their boats from their giant 4x4 trucks.  We got the kayaks out, took some pictures and got going.  We paddled to this beautiful deserted island in the Laguna Madre (the water between Corpus Christi and Padre Island) it was called Shamrock Cove.  It was really cool, it was basically an island made out of shells, I got some really nice ones, I’m gonna send them to Emese, the poor girl is up there in Hungary freezing to death.  I tried flipping the kayak again, but was rushing too much so I didn’t get it, oh well, next time.  We went around looking at these fishing shacks that were all over the little islands around the Laguna Madre, apparently people just threw together these little places for when they were out there fishing.  Unfortunately, the State of Texas has confiscated these shacks and set up NO TRESSPASSING signs and stuff, so we just looked at them and then navigated our way back to the channel and the car.  Ken was nervous that the water would get too shallow on the way back to the channel, but we made it okay.  When we got the kayaks on the car again, we set up some beach chairs and just chilled at the edge of the water and ate some fruit and checked out the sun.  We talked about relationships and I talked about Emese, Cathy and Dalinda.  We also talked about my little brother Dexter and other stuff.  I talked a lot more than he did, but I always talk a lot.


When we got home, I got a shower and did some more email, when I say that I mean I was reading and organizing my emails, because I got 58 new ones when I got here.  Plus I got the pictures of mine setup.  We ate, macaroni and cheese and vegetables, and salmon… mmm… but Ken put like 2 million pounds of hot pepper in the macaroni and cheese so it was like fire… Then, I asked if he went to France, he said no, just Amsterdam and Brussels on his way to Jerusalem.  I asked why he went to Jerusalem and then began the unavoidable religious discussion.  He told me that he “found Christ” which is cool, and then we went into an interesting debate over the bible, religion and God.  It reminded me of the debates I had with Josh when we lived together, it was a little different though because I am not a roommate or best friend with Ken, so it was a little weird.  Then I sat down to read a little of Lance Armstrong’s autobiography.  It’s a great book, but I can’t completely related with the dude, but it is still motivating.  I mean the poor fucker was dying.  Then we talked politics a little bit.  He’s very democratic, like I used to be, now that I am more independent/apathetic.  He told me some interesting things, but I was a little too tired to appreciate the conversation.  Well, I’m gonna type some more and hit the sack.  Bona Sera.

27-November-2001, Tuesday:

Today was cool, different than the last few days.  Me and Ken went to practice my flipping (in the kayak) at the Corpus Christi Bay over by the Holiday Inn, where I did it the other day.  This time I wasn’t successful unfortunately.  I guess it was beginner’s luck or that now it’s analysis paralysis?  Oh well, I didn’t feel like kayaking after that.  Then we came home and I did a lot of reading for planning my trip, I was getting really happy about all the places I am going to see, then I got upset, because there are so many places I want to see that I won’t be able to see, but I am going to see tons anyway.  That’s pretty much what I did all day, I thought about possibly leaving the bike behind and traveling by bus and hitchhiking, but decided that wouldn’t be cool, as fun or as interesting.  Plus, I won’t be able to come through Corpus on the way back if I fly from Cancun.  I sewed my jacket and sleeping bag compression case, I’m a regular Martha fucking Stewart. Then I did some emailing and went for a walk.  I wrote a few postcards and ate some Fake-Fried Chicken, it was this great recipe that uses cheese to simulate a sort of frying or shake-and-bake chicken, it was great.  I don’t miss my campsite nourishment, but I don’t want to get spoiled either.  Well, I am exhausted, if tommorrow the weather is bad I am going to Barnes and Noble’s to do some reading, I can’t stay in the house all day again.

28-November-2001, Wednesday:


Well, today was another cold one it was like 40°F all day and really dark and drizzling most of the day.  I did some exercises and organized my gear.  We had some Catfish and curry rice.  Then we went to the post office to send off my Suntrek job application, I actually left my driver’s license in the photocopy machine, I’ll go back tommorrow to get it (knock on wood).  Then we went to Academy (a sport store around here) I bought a micro flashlight (it’s so tiny, bright and long-lasting) I also got a hammock, that’s something I’ll need on all those desert caribbean beaches in Mexico and Central America.  Then I got some stuff I need for my trip at Walmart (Pencil/eyeglass case, pencil lead, Krazy glue and socks) I thought that I bought ziplock bags, but I must be getting old and actually forgot them. Then we came home.  When I realized I didn’t get the bags we went to H.E.B. to buy the ziplocks. For dinner we had pasta Tetrazine it was the coolest thing ever, like an Alfredo sauce with vegetables and pork.  Then, I got ready for sleep; I also had some ice cream and wrote Emese a little letter.  Then, Zzz Zzz Zzz...

29-November-2001, Thursday:


Today was good, I woke up and did my stretches, exercises and self-help tapes.  Then Ken and I went to the Post Office to see if I could find my driver’s license.  When I got there, I checked the copy machine… nem…I asked the postal lady a the counter, she checked the lost and found pile… nem… then I was a little sad, but said fuck it what could I do anyway, so I asked to pay the balance due on a letter I was mailing to Emese, as I was paying it, she saw something in the keyboard of one of the computers… egan, my license.


Then we came home.  I started work on my gear.  I was replacing the Ziploc bags I had, with the new ones I bought last night, and weighed most of my gear.  I made up an Excel spreadsheet with all the things and their weights so now I can balance out my bags and know how much I am carrying.  I also seperated some stuff that I want to send home.  I then typed up the rest of my journal/email and sent it to all my friends.  In between I had lunch and dinner.  Ken went kayaking with his friend Mark, but I just didn’t want to go out in the cold and water, plus I want to get these things done, because I am leaving Saturday.  I also made CDs of Enrique’s music and made copies of mine for him.  I also helped Ken look over MP3 playing CD-Players.  I got the AT&T access numbers for all of the Central American countries, and tried in vain to get a calling card that would work with them.  I checked all my credit cards balances, fees, and interest rates, and I verified the charges on my bank account VISA checkcard, it’s all good no fraud, yet.


I’m about to check my email, read a little and hit the sack, I feel a little sick, probably just inside too much, tomorrow I’ll go running.  I have to get up early tomorrow to get back in the rhythm.  Bonne nuit.

30-November-2001, Friday:

Today, I spent getting ready to leave, I got a few new things, and got rid of some old ones.  I got a CD player holder and shaving cream, plus some more of them Breathe easy things for my stupid nose.

Tommorrow, I leave, I am almost in Central America.  I am nervous and excited.  I am happy that I will be pedalling again tommorrow, my legs miss the exercise and my bike misses my fat ass.

Good Thoughts:

If you live to be a hundred, I want to live to be a hundred minus one day, so I never have to live without you." 

--- Winnie the Pooh 

"True friendship is like sound health; the value of it is seldom known until it be lost." 

---Charles Caleb Colton 

"A real friend is one who walks in when the rest of the world walks out." 

"Friendship is one mind in two bodies." 

---Mencius 

"Friends are God's way of taking care of us." 

"If you should die before me, ask if you could bring a friend." 

---Stone Temple Pilots 

"I'll lean on you and you lean on me and we’ll be okay." 

---Dave Matthew's band 

"If all my friends were to jump off a bridge, I wouldn't jump with them, I'd be at the bottom to catch them." 

"Everyone hears what you say. Friends listen to what you say.  Best friends listen to what you don't say." 

"We all take different paths in life, but no matter where we go, we take a little of each other everywhere." 

--- Tim McGraw 

"My father always used to say that when you die, if you've got five real friends, then you've had a great life." 

---Lee Iacocca 

"Hold a true friend with both your hands." 

---Nigerian Proverb 

"A friend is someone who knows the song in your heart and can sing it back to you when you have forgotten the words." 

---Unknown

