Got some free time on my hands and they’re not showing any NFL games on TV….. soooo… time for a guest column.





I recently started a job teaching at a small bilingual school in a small town in Honduras after a month and a half of travelling in Central America.  Here are some observations from my travels.





My class is a zoo.  A tarantula, tree frog, and scorpion.  In the first two days of class I had to catch these and remove them from my classroom.  Vegas odds are 2-1 that one of my students is eaten by a wild animal this year.





I love my students.  Kids here are much more respectful and less whiny than kids back home.  Parents are also less touchy.  As punishment I’m allowed to make my students do physical labor like moving rocks and sweeping my classroom.  I’ve also been introduced to a sadistic yet enjoyable way of reviewing material in class.   It works by making the students do progressively harder exercises for each question they get wrong (stand up, run in place, jumping jacks, sit ups, pushups, etc…).  It feels a little evil, but there’s nothing more fun than dishing out physical punishment.  Maybe I should become a drill sergeant in the army?  (Before people write back about how evil I am, let me add that the students really enjoy it).





I can pass for being Hispanic as long as I don’t speak my half retarded Spanish.  Popular opinion down here is that I’m Mexican.  I always knew that me and Munoz were long lost brothers (this totally explains the Beth/Stef thing….).





I’m being chased by hippies!!  Damn them, I thought I got away when I left San Francisco.  They’re everywhere here, selling jewelry on the streets.  At least I can thank them for the wonderful aroma of marijuana that constantly reminds me that I can’t smoke and be a good example to my students.  Fuckers…





I have an addiction.  The sad thing is that it’s not even to an illegal substance.  I constantly wonder how the Cubs are doing and spend way too much time at an internet café reading about them.  I’m fairly sure that Glenn suffers from this same addiction.  Can somebody help us?





I am a cheap ass.  Recently, my favorite restaurant here raised prices by 5 lempira and I found myself quite upset.  The filet mignon meal now costs $3.50 instead of $3.20.  Those bastards!





I now believe that anything is possible.  My sister just got engaged, and if she can find a man willing to marry her, there’s hope for us all.





We all got screwed as children.  Remember this conversation from your childhood 


You:  “Mom/Dad why isn’t there a kid’s day?  There’s Mother’s day and Father’s day.”


Mom or Dad:  “Because every day is kid’s day.  Now sit down and shut up!”


Well, down here there’s a kid’s day when instead of school you get to eat candy, throw water balloons, and misbehave all you want.  Damn my parents.





I’ve got plenty of other interesting stories from my travels and school, but won’t bore you with those.   I will throw out a little plug for the school I’m working for.  If anyone has any good educational software or teaching resources the school could really use it.  Specifically, I could use some software in music (I’m the music teacher… how did this happen?  I don’t know).  Any test prep books for the TOEFL, ACT, or SAT would also help.  There’s also a serious shortage of scientific calculators for students who graduate and find scholarships at high schools, so if you’ve been looking to get rid of that TI-85, feel free to send it down.  Check out the school at www.mayatan.org or the non-profit at www.hope-for-tommorow.org .  





To send anything, my address here is





Jeremy Brodsky


Escuela Mayatan


Copan Ruinas, Honduras


Central America





Also, if your company does matching donations, please send me an email jbrod999@yahoo.com .  I’m looking into using these programs to increase donations (it wouldn’t require you to donate anything… no loss in beer money….. phew..).  





Adios…


