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FEB 4 (CONT.) a stella - like rock in the center (without carvings, in fact there
was no carving, bas - reliefs, frescos, freize - work, or any ornamental stone
work of any kind, anywhere). Then we went off to the temple itself. This
was Inca and the stone work showed it. We wanted to take a photo
showing how tight the stones fit together. 1st we had to find a place
where we could insert a knife blade between 2 stones. No mortar, the
stones are just set together, in places you couldn’t get a razor blade
between the stones. The temple was in the shape of an

ellipse that

supposedly followed the path of the sun. Surrounding the temple were more
ruins of second - class stone work like the first we’d seen. Then we
were taken up to another small site that was supposedly the bath of
the Inca, a tub - like affair surrounded by small step - like pools. From
there we could look down into a field below and see the chair of
the Inca, a carved cube with a hollow shaped like a seat in the
top. Then we walked down and saw the “face of the Inca” a natural
rock formation that, in profile, looked remarkably like a man. By this
time my lung and head were combining to give me pain. I came back
to the main site while N & the “inspector”, who had just shown up,
(N)

went around looking at more things. He took extensive notes. After a
while I began to feel better so N & I walked over to a small rest. and
ordered some 7-UPs from the lady outside. We sat there on the steps
sipping colas, talking to a couple little kids. Our curator had gone off to see
He charged
us 10 S each,
5 for us & 5
for our packs

if his wife had returned with the film. She hadn’t. N walked up the
hill and took the telephoto shots with our film, telling the guy we’d
send him copies when we got them processed. I walked back to the
rest., packed up my gear, and laid down on the bed, waiting for N to
return. He got back about 12 and so did the guy’s wife. But we were set
on leaving for Cuenca. The truck she came in on took us to Cañar. The guy
drove like a mad-man, bouncing us around the back and using the whole road
around corners. He finally dropped us off on the other side of Cañar at the

P.A. highway. Another fellow was waiting there too. He told us there
in the back
were no busses and he’d been waiting all morning for a ride. We stuck
of a Toyota pickup
out our thumbs and very quickly got a ride to Biblion or something.
We walked thru town and made a stand on the other side. Again,
very quickly a fellow stopped and took us (inside his car) all the
way to Cuenca. We told him we were looking for the Res. Inca. He
didn’t know that one but stopped and asked somebody where it was.
He dropped us off right in front. We checked it out but they
had no rooms. We walked back toward the market we’d passed coming
in, thinking cheap places would be there. We got as far as the
Res. Atenas, a relatively nice place with hot water, beds, and no
roosters for 63 S each. This seemed high but we didn’t want to
walk all over town with our packs. We checked in and then strolled
the rest of the way to the market. We looked in a couple places that
turned out to be more expensive, and then found the Pension Norte for
30 - 25 each, depending on the room. It’s basic but we’ll move there
tomorrow. Then we bought some fruit and had a seco-plate for 10 S
in the market. Avoiding balcony balloon bombers, we came back to
the res and N showered while I crashed. I awoke about sunset and
ate some bread and dulce. Then I showered (nice hot water) and wrote
while N worked on Gravity’s RAINBOW. We discussed the fastest
and cheapest way of getting to Peru, read some more & then crashed.
MON

FEB 5. Awoke brite and early, packed our stuff up, and moved over to the Pension Norte.
From there we went around the corner and got some breakfast. We located the bus company to
take us to the border (93S each), the IETEL office, and the Post Office where we mailed
some letters. Thus we had all our business completed by 9 AM, a new world’s record.
We grabbed our cameras and headed out into the sunshine. We looked all over for, and
finally found, the Tourist Office. There we found out the only worth while museum in town
is closed because the curator is sick. So we sat in the park, reading the paper and
oogling the girls. About noon we came back to the res where I was struck by a fit

of fatigue and crashed out. N sat outside the room talking with a couple guys.
He went to the market and got goods for dinner. Then the 2 guys decided to take
us out to a movie. I woke up and off we went to see first, The Eagle Has Landed,
a cheesy war flick that leaves you with the feeling the movie never happened. The

second film was actually better, it was a film about the animal life in the
desert and plain of S. W. Africa. The mentality of the Ecud. was such that,
when a scene of 2 monkeys being swept away by a flash flood, struggling to
cling to a log and the log overturns, all the crowd broke up with laughter. No
sympathy for drowning animals at all. One scene was funny, however. All
the animals ate fermented fruit and got drunk. They were staggering about,
falling down, and acting just like the native Indians at the Sunday Market.
On the wall of After the flicks we came back to the res. and cooked up a monster batch of tuna
this room was
a graffiti surprise. We couldn’t eat all of it. One of the fellows who took us to the movie
signed by Leslie
and Amy. N
was very impressed with our alcohol stove. He took it out and showed it to
couldn’t help but
think that everybody. He wants to borrow it tomorrow and see how much it would cost
this was
his Leslie from to have one made. After dinner, there being nothing else to do, we tried to
San A. We tried
to check it out go to sleep with the radio playing right outside our door and the hallwith the desk
but they
light shining in my eyes. Finally, much tossing & turning later, I dropped
had no records
from last year. off to many bizarre dreams. That’s what no pot will do.

TUES

FEB 6. Awoke to the same radio playing outside the door. I don’t know what it
is, but Ecud. only seem to play the radio in the evening when you’re trying to sleep
and then again in the morning to wake up the roosters. We made up a big batch
of avena for breakfast. About half way thru our preparations the
fellow from yesterday came in with a big glass of coconut milk and
some white stuff he called coconut butter. We tested some of the “butter”
and put some of the milk on our avena, along with some orange
marmalade. We made up too much avena and invited the kid who sits at
the desk in for some. After breakfast N. got involved in writing a long letter
to his folks. I wrote some post cards. Then about noon, still feeling slightly
under the weather from my cold, and feeling quite bored, I went to sleep.

The best time of day to sleep around here seems to be from 12 - 2
it’s the quietest. I got up at 2 and N was still writing, getting
into a long description of Ingapirca with circles and arrows, etc.
So I went over to the bus company and bought tickets for tomorrow to
Huaquillas. Then to the P.O. to mail my cards. I got back and N
was still writing. I sat around, did a little writing in this book,
and waited for him to finish. I also loaded up the rest of the 200
into cassettes. No more bad ones. He finally finished with his
letter and we headed off to the P.O. about 5. Got the letter mailed
and wandered about the streets looking for a place to eat. We were
a little early, as most folks don’t eat dinner ’til about 7.
The sky was beginning to blacken and we decided to come back to
the Pension and wait out the rain. We stopped at a pasteleria and
made it back just as the clouds opened up. A little after 6 the rain
had let up enough to allow us to go out and again look for food.
We wound up going to a sea-food place and ordering up chaulafan. It
was supposed to have chicken in it but it amounted to mostly skin
and gristle. 2 other gringos came in and ordered fish. They had
to send it back to the kitchen as it was still raw. A first class
rest. with last class food. After “dinner” we went over to the IETEL
office to call LaC. I wound up waiting almost an hour (N had to
rush back to the shitter) and when the call finally went thru,
nobody was home. So I came back, N busied himself cutting
articles out of the paper to send to his ma, and we finally
crashed. Just as we had laid down to sleep, some asshole came
along, sat down at the front desk right outside our door, and
turned on his radio full blast. N broke up laughing at the guy’s
perfect timing, and I went out and asked him to turn it down. He
had to turn it down so he could hear my request for lower volume. Thus
we finally got to sleep.

WED FEB 7, Awoke and had a breakfast of bread, marmalade, and tea.
N had cut out some newspaper clippings to send to his mother. He’d also added
some more to a card to Eve & Ann to be sent to guat. City. We took these cards
and letters over to the P.O. From there we walked over to find the only open
museum in Cuenca. It’s called the Crespo Museo in honor of the poet-laureate
of Cuenca. It contains memorabilia of the guy’s life & letters (the museo is
in his house) There’s also a selection of statues of Christ on the cross all
complete with much blood and attention to gore. In another room are
busts of historical figures in Ecuador’s past, along with paintings of
their deeds. There’s a flight jacket and memorabilia of the 1st guy to fly
over the Andes, a room with a large coin collection, and some more or
less modern paintings by Cuenca artists. Our tour was guided by 2
ladies, the 1 st looked like a ghost, with white make up, of ancient
age. The 2nd was more or less normal. The whole thing was marginally
interesting. From the museo we strolled around down towards the river, looking
for the reported Inca ruins there. They were not to be found. So we walked
back to the res and started packing our stuff up for Peru. Once everything
was washed and put away, I discovered that somewhere I’d lost my little
hunting knife. No great loss but I can’t figure out where it could have gone.
I thought I had it upon leaving Baños. After packing we both took a
little snooze ’til about 1. Then we stashed our packs in the store room at
the end of the hall, and went out to find some lunch. We went to a rest.
near the park that we’d looked in yesterday. There were several school
kids eating there so we joined them. We had what Ecuadorians must
consider a good, but we considered a marginal meal. The soup was bean, the
burger was veggie (“There must be a speck of meat in it”, N said. “I just
picked it out of my teeth”) A little bowl of swelled corn, another of potats &
innards, and a jugo, all for 30S. We felt ripped-off. Then off to the IETEL O.
to call LaC. Nobody home. So we sat in the park looking at the girls. I
sat in the grass until a park official came along and told me to sit on

the bench. So I sat on the bench, fending off the shoe shine boys.
When they found out I didn’t want a shine, they’d ask me to give
them a suc anyway. We’ve noticed that Cuenca has more Albinos
than any other town we’ve seen. We saw at least 6 - 8 during the
last 2 days. Must be something in the water. A couple hours of
parking later, we went back to call LaC. Nobody home. Back to
the park for another couple hours. About 6PM I decided to give LaC
one last chance. Finally, I got thru to John & mom. Dad was
out running. The connection was shaky at first, John got cut off
but we were reconnected. Everybody is more or less well. Grand. M
had a slight heart attack and they were at the hospital which
was why nobody was home last nite. But she’s doing well. After
talking for a while, I bid goodby and N & I went back to claim
our packs. We took them over to the bus company and stashed them
in the back room. Then down the street for a typical (better than the
a-typical lunch) dinner. We topped the meal with some poor pasteles
from some little kids who were selling door to door, and some popcorn
from the store next door. Then back to the bus station. We loaded on
the packs, found our seats, and got underway. The 1st adventure was
with the lady in front of me. She put her seat back and crushed my
kneecaps. I implored her not to break my legs, but to no avail. Then
N. tried and succeeded for a short while. I managed to slide
my feet under her seat, relieving the pressure. Our route took us
back towards Cañar and for a while we wondered if we’d end
up in Quito. The road was good but the weather was lousy. It
was rainy and foggy. Plus the fact that the windshield wiper
kept getting stuck. The driver had to pound on the front window every
30 secs to keep it going. The ride proceeded uneventfully until Machala
when, due to extreme pressure placed by me trying to relieve my sweating
ass, my seat broke. It no longer went up and down, just down, to

Thurs

the great dismay of the fellow sitting behind me. But luckily for
him he got off in Machala. I moved to a seat farther back that
still functioned. Just outside Huaquillas we had to get out and
present our passports to a police official. He was sitting at his little
box-office there by the road with a lady and another lady in uniform.
The uniform was the same color as his and at first I thought her
to be another soldier, but on closer inspection I saw “Los Angeles
Police Dept.” embroidered across her tits. Shortly there after
we pulled into the bus parking lot in Huaq. We left at 8 and
got there about 3:30. Everybody was allowed to sleep on the
bus ’til 6
. I tried to make myself comfortable but
a 6’ gringo into a 3’ busted bus seat don’t go. I wound up
laying on my back with my legs crossed yoga style
up against the window.
FEB 8. We were awakened a couple hours later by the bus driver dragging
the ladder up to the top of the bus, and shortly thereafter by him honking
the horn. I climbed up to the top to
hand down our wet packs
(not too wet, just damp on the outside. They’d been covered with a
tarp). Before I could hand them down, the driver started up the bus
and drove out of the lot into the street. Then I got the packs
down after my short ride on top of the bus. It had stopped raining,
but the ground was wet and in no time at all our boots were caked
with wet - cement - like mud. We walked over to a rest. next to
the border, ordered up some colas, and sat there eating cookies ’til
8AM when the Immigration office opened. We decided not to
haul our packs over there and back, so N went over and got his
exit stamp while I waited, and vice versa. While we were both waiting for
8AM we saw the 2 ladies from the police stand last nite. They were
waiting for the border to open, too. Once our exits were stamped, we walked
the 100m over to Peru. First stop - pack inspection. There were

3 fellows in front of us from Denmark having some problems
understanding that the inspection of their various bags would go
much smoother if they would only give the Official a little
cash to grease the red tape. When it came our turn, N made
some comment about what a drag it was opening the packs and
having to go thru the inspection. The official said for the price
of a dinner it would go much easier. I gave him a US dollar
bill. This was the right idea, but not quite enough of it. Earlier
while waiting at the rest., a money changer had changed our
remaining 280 Sucs. at 7:1 for 1960 Soles. N. gave the
official another 100 Soles (50 c/ ) “One more” he said. So
for a total of $2.00 we got thru customs in no time at all
with no hastle and no inspection. Then after a little bit
of a run around we found the correct office to get our tourist
cards. Our MCO’s worked like a charm and we were given
90 days without a question. Border crossings can’t get much
easier. In the office getting our cards, we met a cute little
German lady. Outside the office we were accosted by a money
changer (they’re all over). I asked him if he took checques. He
did. He took us to an office next to the bank and another fellow
changed $100 into 20,100 Soles. Just as we were leaving, a very
American voice asked us how the hiking was (referring to our
obvious back packs) We turned to see an American fellow standing
against the wall. We chatted for a moment. He was from Detroit
I asked him what brought him to this office. “It’s mine”
he replied. He gave us his card and told us to look him up in Lima.
We went off to find a collectivo to Tumbes. We found one, and the Germ.
lady was already in the back seat. We rode to Tumbes, the only problem
being with her passport at the passport check stop outside town.
N & I had no problem, but they took hers inside and took quite

While waiting
I went next
door for a
good fish
dinner, N’s
guts were green
so he
abstained

a while looking it over, to the great dismay of the driver and us
sweating passengers. Finally she got it back and we got to Tumbes
without further incident. In town we found the bus company to
Lima ($9, 18 hours) and booked seats on the 2 PM bus. There we
met a fellow from Calif. who had managed to get thru the border
checks without getting his tourist card. We told him of his
mistake and he had to go back to the border to rectify the problem.
While waiting for the bus we met 2 frogs. A couple. The lady had
met Chris & I just as we came into Baños from off Tung. We
talked to the fellow for a while about Peru. We sat in the depot
waiting for the bus, sweating, and writing. Jim made it back from
the border with his tourist card and Peruvian exit ticket. The border
police were quite amazed that he’d made it thru the checkpoint without
somebody spotting his lack of yellow card. He finally got everything taken
care of. The bus was finally ready to go, a big greyhound type job. Our
packs got stashed underneath with baggage claim tickets and everything.
Included in the baggage compartment was a turkey (in a box). Just
before departing, Jim lost his ticket. He looked all over in pockets, pack,
everywhere he could think of. Finally, just at boarding time, he found
it in the front pocket of his pack. We got on the bus and headed
south. After about an hour we were stopped at a police check point.
They made everybody get off the bus and the officers in charge went
thru all the baggage. Mine showed no signs of being even opened,
but the Peruvian’s stuff was looked over closely. One fellow was carrying
a bag full of magazines and comix. This greatly intrigued the Police
who hauled him and his books into the back room for further investigation. We waited about a 1/2 hr. for him to be cleared. We stopped
next a few hours later for dinner. All the little vendors stormed the bus with
mangos, peaches, breadcitos, etc. Back on the road we were stopped again by a flat
tire. It took about 1/2 hr. to get it changed. Then even farther down the

road they stopped at a repair shop and got the flat fixed, put it
back on the bus, and drove off into the darkness.
FRI

FEB 9, We spent the night driving along the coast thru desert. About
an hour after dawn we passed an overturned bus. It must have happened
shortly before we passed because passengers were sitting out along side the
body with their luggage. It was hard to tell in passing if anyone was
injured or killed, but the bus was resting on its squashed top. A little
later an ambulance passed going the other way. We stopped for breakfast
at a little road side joint in the middle of nowhere. Still in the desert
in fact it was desert all the way to Lima. We were stopped a couple more
times by police check points. At the last point, just outside Lima, there
was a Peruvian Military Base nearby. We saw soldiers in formation, running,
jumping, and standing still. Just outside the base was a big billboard
advertising the Army, or something. There was a painting of a soldier
in full combat gear, storming barbed wire, dodging bullets, firing his
machine gun mindlessly with a gruesome, blood and guts expression
on his face. Right out of Sgt. Rock comics. Underneath the billboard
it said “Accion y valor” We finally arrived in Lima 24 hrs.
after our departure. We claimed our bags and were immediately accosted
by taxi drivers offering to take us to the Hotel Europa (the local “gringo”
hotel). Another fellow came along and told us of an even cheaper pension.
We (N, J & I) decided to go with him. His cab had no muffler. The
sound it made was truly incredible. The combination of low, unmuffled roar and reverberation thru the taxi made hearing anything
else impossible. The sound was to ears as pea soup fog is to eyes.
It wasn’t painfully loud, it just made your ears so busy hearing
it that they had no time to hear anything else. The pension he took us
to wound up being a private house, it was also full. So he told us of another
place for “2.50, no more” and off we went. This time to an office building
with apartments. Again another private home. This one was the

home of an elderly couple whose children had obviously grown, leaving them
with a couple rooms to rent. They wanted $3.00 each but we talked them
down to $2.50. Too much to pay, but we didn’t feel like strolling about
Lima with 50 lbs on our backs, looking for something better. The place
was like staying with Grandma & Grandpa in the city. The living room
had pictures of the kids on the walls, a big sofa where Grandma
would sit doing her knitting, a T.V, a big dinning room table, and
cheesy magazines in the rack. The bathroom had a toilet, with a seat,
that you could put the paper into, a tub with a shower and a shower
curtain, sink with medicine chest, and hot water. The bedroom had
2 soft single beds, a closet, table and chair, bedside table and lamp,
and venetian blinds over looking the street and the park. Definitely
not your typical sleazy gringo flop house. The 1 st order of business
was to find the tourist office. The telephone book proved useless. Then
we tried to find the S. A. Exp. Club. Again - not in the book. So we
decided to head out into the street. I’d tried calling Donald Cross,
the fellow from the money house at the border, but he wasn’t in. Once
in the street we went to a travel agency, in the hopes they could help
us find the tourist office. We finally located the office on their
series of very confusing maps, only to discover that the office was
closed ’til monday. Our next attempt was to find the S. A. Ex. C. The
travel office proved no help. We wound up going next door to a book
shop and buying a map of Lima. There we met a fellow who had lived
for a while in Missouri. He owned the shop and was very helpful
in orienting us to the city and helping us locate where we thought
the S. A. Ex. C. to be. We thanked him for his help. He happened to
have a big black cat that looked just like Buckwheat (named “Blacky”). Back
into the street. We stopped at another tourist office on the way to the S A Ex C
to check our directions. There I called Donald Cross. He told us to go to the
office of the Lima Times and ask there about a cheap place to stay. Our

and salchipapas,
sausage & fried
potatoes

original intention was to stay until Monday, but we didn’t want
to spend any more time than necessary with Grandma & Gramps.
So we thought we’d look for a cheaper place and move there tomorrow.
Donald told us when we come back thru Lima to give him a call and
he might be able to give us job looking for gold(!) somewhere in the
mountains. Our directions confirmed, we did indeed find the SAExC.
Just outside the door we met a Kiwi who told us the folks upstairs
were very helpful. Even tho we arrived after 4 PM (closing time
for members) the fellow invited us in. It was a private residence,
strewn with maps, photos, and books. The guy in charge seemed like your
typical Calif. gung-ho climber type. He showed us the books and maps
he had for sale (double price for non-members) He had no more books
than the ones we already have, except for one outlining climbs up
volcanoes & peaks in Ecuador & Peru. We passed on that one, wanting
more info on hikes than climbs. We did, however, buy a nice road map
of Peru (borrowing money from Jim to do so) Jim was interested in
going into the jungle to live in the tree tops. He got what info
he could. Thus having found the S A Ex C, our business in Lima
was more or less complete. We didn’t really need the Tourist Office
as we can check there on our way back thru. We decided to check
the Lima Times office just for GP but they had nothing to tell
us about places to stay. So we began wandering around the plaza, looking
for a place to eat. Then we ran into Maryanne (N’s kiss on the
cheek friend from Baños) and her 3 French friends, Josette,
Maria & Ben. They, too, were looking for a place to eat. Luckily
we ran into them near the end of their search. It seems to take
them about 1/2 hr to locate a suitable place. Finally the 7 of us pulled
into a not-too-fancy Walgreen-type rest. We ordered up Milanesas with fries
and they ordered omelettes. During our meal the waiter told us they had
banana splits for dessert. We were sold on the spot. The Frogs were

staying at the hotel Europa but gave us the address of another place
near there that was even cheaper. After dinner we said goodby and
strolled back to Grandma & Gramp’s, saying “drugs” and “sex” to the
men and women, respectively. Nobody had any of either to offer. Back
home we showered, and sat around reading Jim’s Time mag. We’d
decided to leave tomorrow, Jim to the jungle at Tingo Maria, and
us to Arequipa. We’ll see the sights in Lima upon our return.
SAT

FEB 10, Awoke after a good nite’s sleep to roaring busses on the street

Jim stayed
behind as his
bus left in
the morning

below. Breakfast was part of the $2.50 deal and consisted of bread, jam &
coffee. We consulted our city map & handbook to find that the Archeological museum was within walking distance. We figured we had time
to see it before catching the bus in the afternoon. It was a beautiful day for strolling thru Lima. Brite sunshine, flowering trees, birds,
well kept houses, all made the city seem very friendly. Near the museo
a fellow stopped us and started talking English. His Grandmother had been
English and he tried to practice whenever possible. We talked for a
while and continued on to the museo. The museo had an excellent collection
of Inca and Pre-Inca artifacts, mostly jugs and pots. There were some
pieces of weaving, some carved stone pieces, some gold, silver & bronze,
but mostly pottery of this design:

hollow

a large jug with a handle ending

in a pour spout. The body of the jug was formed into every imaginable
shape from animals to corn to fish to mythological beings to houses to
faces (deformed, happy, etc.) to pornographic poses (BJ’s, bung-holers,
masturbators, etc.) Most were superbly crafted and colorfully painted.
There were a few dioramas of major ruins, Macchu Picchu, Wiña
Wiña, etc. and some oversized jugs in the courtyard. We strolled around
looking at the pottery and photoing what light & reflections would allow.
At the end of our tour, N wanted to buy a book of ethnographic morphology
in Spanish. I considered it unneeded and extra weight. He didn’t buy it
but walked off in a huff. I strolled back to the apt. about a block or
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SUN

so behind him. I stopped and bought some empanadas
along the way. Back at the apt. N had to talk fast to keep from
getting charged for another day. Gram & Gramps thought we were
staying another night. He told them a story about having a dream
about his uncle and wanting to leave right away. We called
TEPSA and after 1 st not having room on the 4:30 bus, they
suddenly did on second call. So we put on our packs, said goodby
(Jim had already left) and walked over to the bus station.
It was a zoo. We finally got our tickets and bags checked, so
there was nothing to do but wait. Which we did in the bus station
cafeteria (TEPSABOR) over a lunch of pseudo-chinese food.
We were joined by a Fr. Canadian fellow. The 4:30 bus left
about 5 and we drove out of the city and back into the coastal
desert towards Arequipa. I watched the sunset out my window. It
was spectacular, the sun finally disappearing into the ocean as a
bright red shimmering blob. At the dinner stop we bought some dried
figs. The TEPSA bus had less knee room than the Roggero so I
spent most of the night wriggling to and fro trying to get comfortable.
FEB 11, Morning brought more desert and sea-scapes. At times
rivers came down into the sea surrounded by bright green valleys, otherwise nothing grew in the rocks and sand. At breakfast we were joined
by a short little lady from Puno going to visit family in Arequipa.
and figs
We ate bread & drank coffee. We turned inland about 40k from Areq.
and come up another green valley. Once in town we claimed our bags,
and N went off to the train station to check on trains to Puno. He
got back and said there was one at 9 PM. So we killed some time
sitting around the bus station writing, taking a pause for lunch at the
cafeteria. The tickets went on sale at 3. About 2:30 we wandered down to
the station and got in the 1st class line. The 2nd class line wound out and around
the corner. As the tickets went on sale the line was rocked by pushing &

shoving. The 1st class line was more organized. N sat with the packs and I
went into the station and bought 2 1st class tickets for 1117 each. The train
didn’t leave ’til 9:30 so we had time to kill. We sat next to the station,
talking with an Italian fellow. N went over and bought some bread and an
avocado and that was dinner. We killed a couple hours sitting around outside
and then, when it began to get a little cold, we put on our warm clothes and went
to sit inside. I started reading Gravity’s Rainbow. Soon a German fellow
came up and began to tell us about a nice walk up by Yungay. N took notes
while I tried to read. Then another fellow came along who, it turned out,
was from Chile. He spoke excellent english as he’d been living in the
U.S. for several years. We got his address in Santiago. All during this
time there was a lady knocking on the locked access door to the train. She
must have thought herself somebody special. She knocked for almost an
hour before somebody finally let her in. Then, slowly, other people began
to be let thru. By 7 the door was left open, but only people with
tickets were being let thru. We decided to head for the train and
find our seats before the rush. We loaded up our gear and headed for
the train. As I was hauling my pack up into the car there was a fellow
standing in the doorway, pushing people thru. Right after he pushed me into
the car I looked and noticed the side pocket of my camera bag was open.
Quick inspection revealed that in the shoving, my wallet,
containing all my checques ($1640) plus $60 cash and my MCO had been
stolen. I dropped my gear and headed out to look for the fellow. Of course
he had long since headed for the hills. I was truly bummed. After 5
mos. traveling I was ripped off due to nothing more than my own carelessness.
We sat on the train figuring the extent of my loss, and tried to decide what
to do next. It became clear that the thing not to do was take the train to Puno.
Any refunds would probably have to be made in Lima, plus I had no money to show
to Bolivian customs, and they wouldn’t let me in without any. So N. ran back to the
office to see about cashing in our tickets. We couldn’t cash them in but there were

plenty of people looking to buy 1st class seats. N sold his ticket on the
spot and contacted another guy who would buy mine. So we loaded back
up our stuff, I sold my ticket, and we headed back into town. A Peruvian
fellow guided us to the hotel district and we found the hotel Bolivar for
200 S each. We told the dueña of our predicament and she said we
should go to the police right away. We thought we’d have to wait ’til
morning but no, they were open all night. A fellow staying at the hotel
took us to the office of PIP (Policia de Investigation del Peru). There
we filed a report of my loss with the officer in charge. A friendly
fellow, who held out no hope of finding the thief. He told us we’d have
to go to the Banco National tomorrow and get some official form
so we could have a certified copy of the report. Our business with
the police completed for the moment, still unsure if we’d have to go to
Lima to get the checques refunded, there remained only one logical thing
to do; we went to a liquor store, bought a 5th of rum and 2 cans of
grapefruit juice, and came back to the hotel and proceeded to drown our sorrows.

MON

FEB 12. Awoke brite and hung over. We walked to the Banco and stood in
an ever lengthening line to buy our forms. Then we found out they weren’t
selling any forms for at least another hour. People in front of us began to
leave and soon we found ourselves at the front of the line, but we still had
to wait. About 1/2 hr later, the inventory or whatever finally completed,
the window opened for business. People began pushing, shoving, thrusting papers
thru the window, butting line, etc. Being in the front and suddenly
finding 13 people in front of you is enough to reaffirm your faith in
the civilized world. In many ways these people are still barbarians.
We finally got our papers to the tune of 90 S and headed off to the
PIP office. At first we were directed to one office but I knew that wasn’t right.
So we went into the office we were in last nite. After waiting around for a while,
a fellow took my papers and said to come back at 4PM. Just as we were walking
out, the officer from last nite came in. We talked to him and he was much

more helpful than the 1st fellow. He told us he’d take care of the forms
and to come back at 11. We found that there was an American Ex. rep here
in Arequipa so we went there next. We were waited on by 2 beautiful ladies
(Areq. has many) and given a long form to fill out. They told us that
with the Police report, it would be possible to cross into Bolivia and get
the checques refunded in LaPaz. At least we won’t have to go back to
Lima. The form finally completed except for the police report #, we went
off to eat lunch. I’d written my checque #s in my passport and using
those #s plus my figuring sheet, I was able to figure out how many checques
they also
had “JESUS”
brand mineral
water. Is
nothing
sacred?

I’d cashed. I’d cashed $1360 and lost $1640. The only irreplaceable loss
was $60 cash. I may or may not be able to get my MCO replaced. After a
lunch of rice chaufa with mariscos (little bits of bivalves or something that
looked like whole miniature hearts) we went to the PIP office. The report
wasn’t finished, wasn’t even started. The fellow from last nite was running
the place alone and told us to come back in a 1/2 hr. So we went to the bank
again and N cashed $20 to get us to LaPaz. More standing in line, pushing &
shoving. The banks have “summer hours” from 8:30 to 11:30 during JanMar. At 11:30 he still hadn’t gotten his cash but they didn’t kick us out,
just stopped more people from coming in. He finally got the cash and we
went back to the PIP office where our report was in the typewriter. By
noon it was finished, all the papers signed, and we went back to the Lima Tours
office to complete the reclaim form. That completed, we had to go across the

cost: 75 S

street to get everything photocopied. We got the original police report and
photocopied reclaim form to present in LaPaz. The rest would be taken to
Lima to be processed. The transportation charge was 250 S. The post is unreliable so it would be taken by car. Thus all our legal hastles over for
a while (’til the border or LaPaz) we headed back to the hotel. We decided to
try the train again tonite. We stashed our gear in the hotel office and headed for the
park to read & write. First we stopped at a lunch counter for a burger. They took a long
time to prepare but finally were ready. The “cook” started putting catsup on the

burgers. N requested no catsup after one had been smothered, so
the kid proceeded to smother the other one. Then the mgr. came along
and had to scrape the catsup off before we were served. I sat in
the park and wrote while N went off to buy the train tickets. One
more time. When he returned, we decided to cut the pocket off of
the camera bag. By the time this was completed there was a little
shoe shine boy sitting at our feet, we presented him with the decapitated pocket. This drew the attention of about 5 other shoe
shiners who all came over to sit in front of us. They spent about
a 1/2 hr trying to guess where we were from. N finally told them
we were from Russia. As the afternoon dragged on it got cooler
and cloudier. We headed out to find a warmer place than the park.
We stopped back at the hotel to don wool jackets and then
walked down the street to find something to eat. We found a
small rest. and ordered up a bowl of soup and a beer. That
completed, we walked all around downtown looking for someplace
that sold aspirin to treat N’s cold. We finally got some and
by this time it was time to head for the train. We gathered up
our stuff at the hotel and walked to the station. There we stood around
for about a 1/2 hr ’til the doors opened, and then boarded the train.
We found our seats and stashed our packs between the backs of our
seats and 2 across the aisle. The seats faced each other in pairs but
were reversible. The fellow in the seat across from ours was from
Argentina. We convinced him to reverse his seat so we’d have
more knee room. He obliged. He was traveling with a big hand
made leather bag. He also had another leather bag that contained
his maté cup, and thermos. The maté is a tea like drink held in a
wooden cup shaped:
and drunk thru a combination metal tea-spoon/
straw. The maté is poured into the cup, then hot water is added,
then the straw in inserted into the cup. The end has small holes
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like a tea-spoon to keep the maté out of the straw. The stuff is then
ready to drink. He also had a cute little blue beret with a Bariloche
Ski School emblem on it. We talked with him for a while. In
appearance he reminded me of Ed Gitt. and in mannerisms like
Chris Cotton, always with a story or joke. In the seats behind
us were Karl, the Swiss (not German) fellow that had talked to
us in the station last nite about hikes in Yungay, and 2
girls; Pat from Missouri and Denise (Diane?) from Colo.
Before the train got underway the usual assortment of vendors
came thru selling cigs, candy, pears, peaches, etc. But there was
one difference, some vendors were selling blankets for the cold
ride. The train finally got underway and the rest of the eve. was
spent trying to sleep. Pat was sick most of the time and made
many trips to the WC to puke. What a drag. Denise finally
rolled out her sleeping bag in the aisle. N followed suit with
my bag but kept being awakened by people walking over him.
At one point while he was laying there, the Argentine fellow
asked “Is that capitalist pig asleep yet?” Earlier he had
made jokes about “Yankeelandia”. N finally got back up into
the seat and we both covered up with the bag. I fell asleep
against the window and N fell asleep against me.
FEB 13. We awoke before dawn, too stiff and uncomfortable to sleep
any more. About sunrise the train pulled into Juliaca, where we had
about a 45 min wait. We were besieged by vendors selling sweaters,
gloves, sox, typical stocking hats, and bags all made out of llama
wool. The Argentine fellow bartered with several of the ladies, getting
the price of the sweaters down to almost 1/2 the original price (to about
$6) but he only wound up buying a pr. of wool sox. As he was pulling on
his boots over the sox N asked him if they fit alright. “Anything is
possible with a little will and vaseline” he said. N. bought a
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stocking cap with the little ear flaps for 75 c/ . The train
finally pulled out and by 7:30 we were in Puno. We grabbed our
gear (nothing ripped off this time) and headed for Morales
Moralitos, Infamous Bus Company, Peru. They had a bus
to LaPaz leaving at 8:30. We bought 2 $10 tickets and
with the extra baggage charge of 50 c/ (actually 75 c/ but
we didn’t have that much) we spent the last of our soleis.
We waited and waited for the bus to get going and it
finally did at 10 AM. The bus, it turned out, was also
waiting for a bus to come in form Cuzco. Once on the
road I immediately fell asleep, only to be jarred awake
by a horrendous bump in the road. We had seats in the
very back of the bus and a really good bump would catapult us skyward. There was a fat lady sitting next to us
who had made several complaints about all the shit on the
floor under her feet. Next to her in the dirtiest spot was
a fellow from Colo. who had just finished traveling in South
Africa. In front of him was a French couple and in
front of us were 2 British ladies. We all had to hang on
for dear life every time the bus hit a bump. The road was
truly awful, nothing but mud and bumps. To make matters
worse, I had to piss for the 1 st leg of the trip. After about
2 1/ 2 hrs we finally stopped at a police check point. What a
relief. After a lunch stop we lurched on down the road, finally
arriving at the border about 4:30. While everyone lined
up to get Peruvian exit stamps, I headed down to the lake to
take a photo of the hillside and the painted boats. After taking one
rather poor shot I headed back to the office, not wanting to be late,
only to be stopped by a police man inquiring about what I had
just taken a picture of. I told him. He asked to see my
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passport and told me it was prohibited to take photos. I pled
ignorance and he let me go. Back at the customs stop I got
my exit stamp. Just then the bus drove off without us. N & I
followed it thru the streets, got back on, and then realized it
had to stop another block away for Bolivian Customs. So we
got back out and headed to the Bol. Cust. Off. It was rubber
stamp procedure, no need to show money or exit ticket, although
there was a sign on the wall saying both were necessary. Most
of the travelers on the bus changed their soles to pesos with a
German (?) couple coming into Peru. They told of "all of Bol.
being under water". We had no soles to change but N managed
to change $20 in a rest. next to the customs office for 18:1
as opposed to the bank rate of 20:1. We ate a sandwich there,
set our watches ahead one hour, got on the bus, got off the bus for
a passport check (before we’d even left the border) got on the
bus for yet another passport check, and finally drove off to LaPaz.
The road on this side of the border was marginally better, more
little bumps, fewer big bumps. We had to drive thru 3 streams, one
was almost 2’ deep, but we finally made it to LaPaz around
10 PM. The final descent from the altiplano into the valley
provided a spectacular view of the city lights. We got our packs
from the bus and started looking for a place to stay. Every place
was full except for one, which wanted $3 each, too much. We finally
found the Residencial Rosario for $2.25 each. We checked in and
immediately went out to find something to eat. We found a
place selling sillpanchos(?), breaded meat with rice, spuds, veggies
and hot sauce on the side. Plus a large bottle of coke it cost us
90c/ for the both of us. We came back to the Res & collapsed
in frazzled heaps. N is coming down with a doozey of a cold.
He’ll call his relatives tomorrow.

W ED

F EB 14, Happy Fuckin’ Valentines Day. N got up and tried to
make contact with any or all of his relatives. Nobody home. Sooo we
wandered downtown to see what we could see. We walked down to the Prado
and stopped in a little salteña place for breakfast. The ones we had were cold
and contained more chicken bones than meat. As we left the salteña place
we noticed a band forming near a plaza and people milling about as if they

were expecting something to happen. Then we ran into the fellow from
the bus yesterday that shared the back seat with us and the fat lady.
He said today was some sort of national holiday and was expecting a
parade or something. He’d gone and gotten his camera and we decided
to do the same. We hustled up the hill and grabbed our machines and
headed back down the hill. It was noon and all the church bells all
over the city were ringing. As we reached the street, the bells had
stopped and everybody was standing around waiting. It was eerie,
no cars moved, no people moved, the city was silent. We walked
down the hill past some market stalls. A lady stopped us and told
us to stop walking, that we should observe the 5 min. of silence
along with everybody else. We were confused as to why, but stopped
anyway. We stood there, unmoving, along with everybody else until
as some unseen, unheard sigh sign, the world again began to
move. The lady smiled at us and told us we were free to go.
Shortly there after we learned the reason. Today was the 100th
anniversary of the day that Bolivia lost its sea coast to Chile.
A sort of nat’l day of mourning. All the busses and cars had
signs in the windows saying “Sooner or later we’ll have the
sea”, “The sea was and is Bolivian”, “Bolivia, reclaim the sea”
“Antofagosta, (and other Pacific ports) are Bolivian” etc. Buildings had
signs, the busses had flags flying. It was a day of nat’l pride and
protest against Chile. We wandered up to the plaza Murillo and
encountered a small crowd of protesters and a larger crowd of on-

lookers. The protesters were gathered outside some gov’t. building waiting

for the President to appear. He finally showed, but just got into a
car and drove away. One fellow in the crowd was particularly vociferous, shouting “The sea belongs to Bolivia, Long live Bolivia”, etc, waiving
his arms, shouting to the crowd which cheered him on. The crowd was
held back by the presence of Military Police but there was no
violence or even the threat there of. At one point a motorcycle
drove by with a big bolivian flag (red, yellow, and green for animal,
We also
mineral, and vegetable) upon which was written “The sea is Bolivian”
looked at
sweaters&ponchos After this brief display of protest the crowd dispersed and N & I
in the market.
Many nice ones strolled about the park enjoying the sunshine and photoing the little
but we’ll wait
for Coch. to buy kids feeding the pigeons; and the balloon vendors. N was feeling none
too energetic due to his cold and the altitude, so we headed back to the
he managed
ranch. We stopped along the way and bought some cheese and bread. Back
to contact the
home of at the Rosario, we had a lunch of cheese & bread. I took a shower and
Julio
Alarcon, but he settled back to write. N was coughing and snuffling. I made up a
wasn’t in. He
tried again
pot of tea but he fell asleep before finishing his. He slept for
later and he
still wasn’t in several hours while I wrote and read Grav. Rain. About 7:30 he
but did manage
to get the
awoke. He went downstairs to call the relatives, still nobody home, but
correct #
on the way back upstairs who should he run into but Leslie, his heartthrob from San Andres Island. She and her side kick, Amy, along
with another fellow named Mike were staying in the room right below
us. They had just returned from a 2 week hike up into the Indian
villages near the east side of Lake Titicaca. They told us of their
trip. Mike had been living in Bolivia for almost 8 years,
a fugitive from the US and Ecuador on minor drug charges, he
kept himself alive by selling Indian artifacts, beads, etc. He knows Harry
Small, the loud mouth from Baños. Amy left to call about some drug deal. She
never came back. We talked for a while longer and then Mike left. So N&L&
I all went over to the sillpancho place for dinner about 11. As it

Thurs

turns out, it was this Leslie and Amy that signed the wall of our
room at the Pension Norte in Cuenca. Small world. They had expected
to be back in the U.S. by Jan. but once here, decided to stay as long
as possible. So now they think they’ll be getting back sometime in
March. They’re going to Oruro for Carnival, too. So maybe we’ll go
down there with them. After dinner we came back & retired.
N. hacked and sniffled long into the night. A real doozey cold.
FEB 15. N got up early and tried again to contact Julio Alarcon.
He had left for work. The 2nd time he called the office, but he hadn’t
arrived, the 3rd time - Bingo! He invited us over to his office for
tea about 4PM and gave N the correct phone # of his uncle
Julio. The # ’s had been changed lately and N had the wrong one. So he
called his Uncle, he wasn’t home, but Auntie was and invited us over
for lunch. We were to meet their daughter, Jenny, at the Plaza de Estudiantes
at 11. We figured we’d wind up staying at the Rosario for at least another
night so we took our laundry down to the front desk to be cleaned, ate
a quick breakfast of coffee & rolls, and headed down to the Plaza. Along
the way N stopped & cashed $100. We sat around the Plaza waiting.
Soon Jenny showed up and greeted us warmly. She asked if we’d like
to go to a museum of indigenous Bolivian costumes & life styles up
the road a piece. Why not? We strolled back up the Prado, up the hill,
and finally to the museum. The 1st one we went into was the Bolivian
Maritime Museum, commemorating Bolivia’s sea coast and its loss.
Then next door to the other museo. There they had many dioramas
of LaPaz, historical happenings, typical characters, clothing, and
life styles from Colonial days to the turn of the cent. A small but
interesting place for the student of Bolivian history. From that museo
we walked down a narrow, cobblestone street back to the Prado and the bus
stop. Along the way we passed a cine advertising a Marx Bros. movie
titled “Go West”. We thought maybe we’d ask Leslie & Amy to go &
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see it with us. We caught the bus out to Uncle Julio’s and arrived at the
house at the exact same time as Uncle himself. He threw his arms around
N, greeted me warmly, and invited us in. Once inside I was introduced
to one of his other daughters, a budding, buxom 16 yr old, and one of his
sons, about 14. We were served whiskey and sat around talking (mostly N)
about the family. Then lunch was served by the Indian servant. We ate
soup, baked potatoes, green beans, and a couple burgers, with mushy icecream and coffee for desert. A good spread. During dinner another younger
son returned, apparently from school. Yet another daughter was working
but talked to N on the phone and even another daughter is off
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traveling in Spain. The last member of the family, the oldest son, is
severely mentally retarded and lives in a back room and is never
seen. They apologized for not having the room to put us up, but invited
us back for lunch on Sat. and a trip to the “Valley of the Moon”,
fantastic landscapes nearby. Jenny & Ximena (the 16 yr old lust
of N’s life) accompanied us back to town after dinner. We went to the
San Francisco church (you’ve seen one ornate Colonial Catholic Church, you’ve
seen them all) and then up the street near by to look at ponchos, sweaters,
artifacts, and bruja concoctions, like dried llama fetuses and various &
sundry herbs and spices. The girls wanted to take us to a peña tonite,
but checking at the ticket office we discovered there wasn’t one. By now
it was past 4 so we all strolled up to Julio Alarcon’s office. He’s
a legal official of some sort, signing documents and answering the
phone a lot. He welcomed us in and sent out for tea & pasteles. We sat
around talking about the family (N again) N had forgotten that Julio had
asked us to lunch on Sat, so J. invited us to, 1st, lunch tomorrow, and
then on second thought, changed it to dinner, saying this would give us more
time to talk. The girls left and shortly thereafter, so did we. We walked up to
the cine and checked on the time of the flick. 6:30 & 9:30. We came back to
the res. expecting to find Leslie & Amy, but no, they’d moved out without a

note or forwarding address. Easy come, easy go. N then finally got
a hold of Marta Toro who said we could move in with them
tomorrow about 10. Thus, all the relatives contacted, we decided
to go to the movie. It was your typical Marx Bros., the Bol. enjoyed
the slapstick and we enjoyed the jokes. After the movie we strolled
thru the streets, filled with folks, and wound up buying some little
sausage sandwiches at the market for dinner. Back at the res we
collected our laundry and then sat around trying to figure more ways
to cut weight. We discussed possible back packing trips in Bolivia
along with N’s family connections & history. I retired to write
while N sewed the straps back on his green bag.
FRI

FEB 16, Got up brite and early and went down to the cafeteria for breakfast. On
the way back up to the room we noticed an add on the wall from somebody looking
for a camp stove. We had discussed selling our gas stove to cut weight, and decided
to try and sell it if these folks wanted to buy it. I knocked on their door, woke
the fellows up, and told them to come up and take a look. A few moments of confusion later (they thought I was downstairs) one fellow, German, came up to look at
the stove. I gave him the soft sell (“don’t really want to sell it, it works so good”)
and he went off to get his friend to take a look. There was just enough gas left
to get the thing going. They seemed to appreciate the power potential but had
2 reservations: 1 st , Leslie was also trying to sell her stove and had left
them a message (but not us) to come and take a look, which they had not yet
done, and 2nd, they didn’t have a metal gas can and were reluctant to buy a
stove and be forced to use a plastic one. So we gave them the

#

at the Toro’s

and they left, without seeming too enthusiastic. Then we packed up our stuff and
headed down town to the Am Ex Off to see about reclaiming my checques. They had
received no word from N.Y. The lady expressed some concern about my declaration of
present employment (Unemployed Tourist) so I left her Ronnie’s name & address in
case N.Y. wanted more info. We’ll have to go back on Monday. While talking to the lady
who should come but Yehuda, also trying to reclaim lost checques (Cuzco). They

had nothing for him and he got into a small argument with the lady as to why. It
was his second claim, she said, and she claimed she’d told him earlier not to
expect the checques this soon. When we left they were still hastling. We walked
over to the tourist office kiosk in the Prado and got a small map of LaPaz. We
also found out that all the parade viewing space in Oruro was purchased by the
Tour Agencies and if we wanted to see the parade, we’d have to get space thru
them. Not very helpful folks. So we strolled back to the res, paid our bill, got a taxi
after some difficulty (the 1st fellow wouldn’t take us because it would “take too much
time”) and went off to the Toro’s. Like Grandma & Grandpa again. We got a nice
room upstairs. We sat in the study talking to Tio Enrique, looking at the
snow capped peaks in the background. He told us they had connections in Oruro
with a lady whose balcony looked right over the parade route. He’d connect us.
So much for buying a space. Then lunch was served (by the Indian servants
again). My 1st taste of chuños, not very good. We met their daughter and son
and a friend of their daughter’s, Isabel, or something. Then we retired upstairs to
read and snooze. About 5 we got up and got ready to go to meet Julio A. and
have dinner. We caught the bus down town, went to his office, but he wasn’t
there. So we went to the park nearby and waited. About 20 min later a little
lady came up to us and told us Julio was back (“Just look for the 2 gringos
in the park, can’t miss them”) We went up to his office and left immediately.
Jumped into his new (’78) 4WD Jeep and drove back almost to the Toro’s to
collect his wife, 3 kids, and nurse for the youngest. A short drive later we
were at his house. He promptly pulled out 5 photo albums and then, excusing
himself and his wife, left to go to the doctor or something. N & I tried to look
thru the albums but the little rug rats got in the way. We were served coffee
and rolls (Indian servant again) and awaited Julio & Mrs. return. They weren’t
long. Julio brought out the Jonney Walker Red and proceeded to explain every pic
in the albums. The 1st was a family album, the 2nd his marriage album, and the last
3 albums of the kids. Nothing more exciting than looking at some unknown family’s
albums. This ordeal completed, 2 of the 3 kids were put to bed, and it became clear

that we were going out to eat. The eldest son (8 or so) came with us to
the Rest. Sucre. A fancy place filled with business men in ties and me
with my patched & faded blue jeans. We had a good dinner of picanté stew.
Julio & wife were very friendly, Jr. was well behaved, and a good time was
had by all. After dinner Julio drove us back to the Toro’s (as close as
street repair would allow) and we let ourselves in with the keys given
earlier by Tia, waking up the dog who barked loudly. Up in the room we
laid around reading, me Grav. Rain. and N Sai - Pan, a book given to
us by 2 kiwis at the Rosario as we were leaving this morn.
SAT

FEB 17, Awoke late and lazy to a breakfast of tea, rolls, dulce de membrillo, and good
paté. Sat around the study looking at Nat’l. Geo.s ’til the grand kids showed up.
N called his uncle J. about Noon and got instructions as to what bus to take
out to their house. We left just before lunch (I think the Toros expected us
to stay for that) walked down the hill and caught the old

#

R out of town.

On the way to Tio J’s we passed a truck that had apparently just recently
(like 2 mins before) smashed into a telephone tower. There were 3 guys laying
on the road side, all alive and conscious, but bleeding and obviously
hurt. The bus stopped to take them to the hospital, or something, but
the police were there and waved us on. At uncle J’s we were met by
Jr #1 at the bus stop. Ximena met us at the door, along with Juan Carlos,
the retarded one. Not nearly as retarded as N had said, he walked, talked,
and could take care of himself quite well. He kept calling us gringos and
was fascinated by our beards. He kept reaching over and pulling on
them. J was off at a meeting so we sat around the living room listening
to Beethoven’s 9 th , talking. When he returned we went out into the front
lawn and took a family pic of all present (sin mama, con gardener)
with N. Then we sat in the back garden sipping whiskey sours and later beer.
Then lunch was served. After eats (2:30 by now) we took a stroll with Jr #1&2
Ximena, and Maria, the unmet, working one from Thurs. We walked out to the
edge of the suburb to see the washed out river banks. Everybody but me

managed to walk up to their ankles in the mud and on our return N sat
cleaning his boots. Then it was time to go to the Valley of the Moon. By this time
Maria’s boy friend had showed up (Coco) so the 2 of them, N & I, Jr #1, 2,
and Carlitos & Ximena piled into the car and off we went. A short drive later
brought us to the Valley. Here were fantastic eroded spires, pits, and canyons
backdropped by tall red hills covered with green. The valley was basically
sand colored, the sun was low in the sky, and the contrast between spires,
shadows, red & green hills, and blue sky was very picturesque. We photo’d
for an hour or so (Jr

#

2 falling one leg up to the hip into a hole) and

then drove back to the house. N finished cleaning his boots, Xim. & Coco
threw water balloons, and Carlitos tugged at my beard. We then went
inside for tea & bread. N & the rest engaged in a card game called Telefunken, while Jr

#

1 & I played chess. I won 4 out of 6, he’s a good

player for 15 (or maybe I’m just getting rusty) After chess and card games,
Jenny came home from work and soon it was time for soup. After soup
we sat around talking for a while, listening to BeeGees and Queckas. By about
10:30 it was time to split. Coco, Jr #1, Maria, Xim, N & I all walked to the
Taxi stop (too late for busses). Coco, N & I got in and rode into town. N & I
got out and grabbed another taxi that took us to the Toro’s. We sat
around reading ’til late and then crashed.
SUN
the lady had
a false eye,
somewhat
disturbing, and
in some way
was related
to Rachel
Welch

FEB 18. Awoke even later and lazier, like about noon. Shortly after rising it was time for
lunch. A couple, somehow related to the Toro’s (son?) showed up with 2 or 3 little kids. We
had a vegetarian lunch. After that I retired to read, sleep some more, and then lay
about thinking. I’ve been thinking a lot lately. I can’t really pinpoint the cause,
but the thrust of the thoughts have been that I’m becoming numbed to the life
down here. I feel insulated in some way. I feel as tho I don’t belong here.
My reality, the things that define my life, all exist back in the states. Call it home
sickness, but what ever it is, I’m getting the same old feeling that life for the transient
is shallow, passing like a speed boat over the surface without being able, by design, to
plumb the depths. Then staying with N’s relatives is another factor. It’s like visiting

Grandma & Gramps. They’re friendly enough folks, but a bit old fashioned.
I can never really feel relaxed. And then the Indian servants all over,
just something I’m not used to, I know that’s how it’s done down here,
but it’s unnerving always being served, treated like somebody special,
always having some poor chola at your beck & call. The result of all this
is a growing desire to return to the states. Somehow a year or 2 seems too
long. The only thing holding me here is the photography. There are so many good
pictures to be taken, so many colors, faces, places... I’ve almost decided
to head back to the states at the end of our trip in to Peru. That won’t
be until Sept or Oct, putting me back into Minn. in the fall. Maybe
with time this feeling will fade or change, but today these thoughts
were on my mind. N spent the afternoon watching the soccer game on T.V. LaPaz
won. About 7:30 dinner was served. As tough a piece of meat as you’re likely to
find south o’ the border. After dinner we talked about the “tapadas” or buried
riches in Sucre, Cochabamba, and other cities. Also talked about the rain and the
earthquake in Peru. Got to look at some maps and tourist info from Cuzco/
Macchu Picchu area. Many ruins in the area. Retired to read some more.

MON

FEB 19. Woke early and took a shower. After breakfast we went downtown to
try and reclaim my checques. The office didn’t open ’til 9:30 so we had to
kill about 45 min. Went over to the tourist kiosk and got the addresses of bus
companies going to Oruro and the address of the Equatoriana Airlines
Office. Walked back by the archeological museo, only to find out that it’s
closed for remodeling and won’t be open ’til May or sometime after. Back
to the Am Ex Off where they had indeed received authorization to refund
my checques. I had to fill out another whole reclaim form. They had
to keep my police report but I got a photocopy. Then off to the Banco
Nat’l de Argentina to get the checques. All $1640 worth. This business taken
care of, we went up to check on busses to Oruro, stopping to have some salteñas
along the way. The 1st 2 companies wouldn’t sell tickets for Wed. until
tomorrow, but the 3rd place would. We booked passage on the 1:30 flight &

headed off to Eq. Airlines to see about my MCO. No way, José. That $20 is
gone down the tubes. Then off to uncle Julio’s to check on gamma-glob shots
and shit tests. But he wasn’t in his office, so we caught the bus back to
the Toro’s just in time for lunch. This 3 - 4 meal a day business is
getting habit-forming. It’ll be hard to go back to 2 meals a day. After
lunch I retired to read while N went back downtown to try and get some
maps of Bolivia. About 5 tea was served. N returned shortly there-after.
Anjelica?

He had made arrangements to eat dinner with Maria - Ojeña or something
at 8. He’d also found out that his friends from Caracas were now living in
LaPaz. He gave them a call and they invited us over for tea. We went out
and hopped on the bus. We arrived at their house and were let in by the
Indian servant (natch). The place was like a mansion. Fancy gardens all around
outside, plush furniture, chandeliers, paintings, and a big bouquet of flowers
And a big dog

inside. The lady of the house was home, along with a fellow and another
lady who were guests. We were served whisky and hors d’ourves while
the older folks talked. N & I sat quietly, sipping, ’til about 8 then had to
leave. The whiskeys left us with a good buzz and we caught the bus back
into town for dinner. As Fred says “You can’t eat on an empty stomach”
We arrived at the folk’s house just in time for another whiskey. There was some
classical music on the stereo, and we sat around talking to the folks and 2 kids.
Another dinner guest showed up with a bottle of excellent German Reisling
wine. The dinner was steak, rice, etc. Very good. After dinner we sat around
talking politics. It seems that one day in Bolivia’s past, the Presidency
changed hands no less than 6 times. The conversation drifted from Politics
to history, to the U.S., to the esoteric. It seems these folks were interested passively
in astral travel, astrology, metaphysics, etc. They had a big treatise on pyramids
drawn by an american student of metaphysics. We will try to get photocopies made
as it’s quite interesting. We sat around talking ’til about 1 AM. Very friendly
folks, the nicest and most relaxing of N’s relatives I’ve met. On our walk back to the
Toro’s we witnessed the death of a black cat. It scooted out under the tires of

a speeding car, we heard the crack as its head was hit. It laid in the
street, tail twitching, and moved no more. We were unable to find Rosendo
Gutierrez (the cross street) so we stopped and asked some officers in a
parked police car. They told us it was one more block over. We were
prepared to walk but the fuzz told us they’d give us a ride. So we were
locked into the back seat of the squad car, no door latch or window roller,
surrounded by wire reinforced plexiglass, we were driven right to the
corner. The officer opened the door for us and we laughed all the way
to the Toro’s. Cheaper than a taxi. Once inside we both crashed immediately.
TUES

FEB 20, N had made arrangements with the kids of Tio Julio to climb
up to the “Devil’s Molar”, an outcropping of rock near their house. We awoke
early, only slightly hungover, ate a quick breakfast, caught the bus, and headed
for Tio J’s. There we were joined by Mario (Jr #1) & Ximena, caught
another bus to the outskirts of town, and started walking. 1st we crossed the
stream and then began the climb. It was a beautiful clear day, the
red rocks and green grass lending contrast to the many spires and outcroppings
dotting the walk. We climbed for about an hour. Ximena took the high
road and we took the low, only to reach a dead end. So we clambered up
thru rocks to reach her level. Another 15 min later we had reached a small
village at the top of the ridge. There we talked an Indian lady into
giving us some water. Xim. thought there was a store up top but there wasn’t.
So we were served rain water out of a big metal pitcher by a little kid. We
took a break and ate some popcorn/sugar pop type things, then began the
rest of the climb to the Molar itself. We took many photos of foreground interest with Molar in the background. Also took photos of
the snow capped peaks off in the distance. We scrambled up over loose rock,
a steep climb, to the molar itself. We didn’t scale the peaks (2) but sat in between
them, munching the popcorn stuff. Xim. wanted to take a photo of N so he gave
her his camera. She walked down the hill a ways, the camera swinging around
her neck. Then the camera swung against a rock. The lens cap was off

and the lens banged against the rock. I just about shit. I had visions of
a well-cracked and useless lens. Luckily, only the edge of the metal around
the lens hit the rock. The lens was spared by the distance of a Royal Cunt
Hair. We could see Illimani off in the distance but it was partially covered
by clouds. Munching, photoing, and resting completed, we headed back down
the hill, a more treacherous operation than going up. Back at the little village
we asked again about the store. A lady said there was no store but she had some
cokes she could sell us. We bought 2 liters and guzzled them on the spot.
The lady, for some reason, had whacked a little kid just before selling us
the cokes. The kid stood off about 20m, bawling, while we drank. We walked
back down the hill (much easier than going up) to the creek. Xim. had picked
up a few blisters due to no sox, and I had picked up a hell of a sunburn. My
face and shoulders were really sore. We walked back to Tio J’s by way of the
canalization along the river. Once back at their house we removed our boots,
and sat in the living room listening to Bethoven’s 3 rd and Tchikovski’s
6th (Pathetique). So nice to kick back and listen to real music. Lunch was
served and afterward Jenny came home. She and N sat around talking psychology
while I closed my eyes and drifted with the music. Looking thru the paper
we saw that the movie “The Late Show” was playing downtown. We asked Jenny &
Xim. to go with us. They accepted. Tio J had come home and N asked him about
Gamma-glob shots. He wrote us up a prescription for the stuff. Then we packed
up our boots & the girls and he drove us downtown. Xim had to go to the
dentist and would meet us at the cine. N, J & I walked to the pharmacia to
by the Gama. On the way we met Tio J who had parked the car and was
heading to the office, and then who should come along but Leslie. She greeted
us warmly, said she’d tried to leave a message for us at the Rosario but
we’d already moved out. She & Amy had just returned from 2 days at
Tiwanaku and tomorrow were heading for Oruro. We told her to leave a message for us
at the tourist office and we’d see her there. At the pharmacy we found out that
the G-G would cost $15 each (!) Too much, and besides, N didn’t have that

much cash with him. Sooo we caught a bus up to the Toro’s to drop
off the cameras. Walking from the bus stop to their house we saw Illimani
in the distance, the clouds had dispersed, the setting sun was shining on
the snow which made it brilliant against the sky. What a sight. I took
a photo and then we dropped off the cameras. Back to the bus stop to go to
Miraflores and the theater. Xim wasn’t there when we got there, so
N&J waited outside for her while I went down to our seats. Assigned seats
in the theatres here, we were in the 4th row. When N&J came down, J complained
that the seats were too close. So they moved back a few rows. I watched the movie
by myself. It was a good but slightly confusing flick. I got the feeling as
tho important connections were somehow left out. But I always enjoy
Lilly Tomlin. After the flick, the girls (Xim had shown up sometime during
the film) said they didn’t enjoy it much at all (the translation was
poor according to N) So I said if we hurried we could make it to the 9:30
Marx Bros. film across town. They agreed. We caught another bus back
towards down town. We stopped at a little snack shop and ate some good
waiting ’til 9:30

burgers with a banana shake on the side. Then off to the other cine. J.
bought the tickets with her student card. We stood around outside
looking at a little joke book that came in N’s box of Cracker-Jacks he
bought at the Late Show. We didn’t sit close to the screen for the Marx
Bros (“The Big Store”) but could hear and see well enough. The girls
enjoyed this flick more than the 1st. After the movie they caught a Trufi
home and we got a taxi. At the Toro’s, after a long day, we crashed.

WED

FEB 21. Awoke early to a good breakfast of tea, toast, dulce, and cold cuts. We stuffed
ourselves and I even took a photo of the scene. After breakfast I started
packing our stuff up to go to Oruro. N had to go downtown to get a couple books
from Jenny. I finished packing my pack and laid down ’til lunch at noon. N
hadn’t returned, but just as soup was being served he arrived. We ate and then went
upstairs to finish packing. N told me what had taken so long, thru J he’d
managed to score a little. He stashed it away for future reference, finished

packing up his stuff, and down we went to put our packs on top of the Toro’s
VW. Tio and Jr (Sergeio?) took us to the bus station, we said good by, loaded
our packs into the baggage room, and got on the bus. The ride to Oruro was uneventful. I slept most of the way. We pulled into town about 5:30. N tried
to call his cousin (?) but she wasn’t home, just the little kids. They expected
mom back soon. So we stood around outside the bus station, drawing looks from
all the Indians walking by. One fellow sat down right next to N’s pack, looking
at the side pocket. Then he moved over to sit next to mine. We kept a close
watch on him to insure he didn’t try to steal anything. He didn’t. We moved
inside a building in which there was a public phone. N tried again at 6 but
still nobody home. Again at 6:30 and Bingo, “come on over”, she said. So
we jumped in a taxi and began the ride to their house. Along the way the
taxi picked up another passenger who had missed his bus to LaPaz. “Catch
that bus” he said and off we raced, well not exactly raced, the cab was an
old ’57 Chev. or something, missing all forms of shock absorbers, with a
bad clutch and a motor that could make it go no faster than about 35.
We caught up to, but could not pass the bus. The driver followed it for blocks,
honking & waiving. Finally the bus had to stop for a light and the fellow
jumped out and got aboard. Only then were we driven back to the Dr’s. No
extra charge. Once there we were met by Ruth, Maria’s younger sister. She’s
a teacher of Gnostic Philosophy. Her friend was here, along with Maria’s
3 kids, all boys, aged 5 - 9. We had tea, then Ruth’s friend had to go, so
we accompanied her. She met her folks on the street, jumped into their
VW van, and drove off. R, N & I continued walking until we reached the
Gnostic Center. We entered, met some of the folks, and talked about various
places in the area to go to, to see the sights outside of town. On the black board were
daily Gnostic exercises: Concentration, Ego Death, Astral Projection, Meditation, Transmutation, etc. Heavy stuff. Ruth had taken N on an Astral Voyage last time he
was here. She’s of the opinion that pornographic thoughts, drug use, etc. are all a waste
of energy. So much for her. Soon Ruth’s friend showed up with her folks and

little brother. They invited us to accompany them for a drive around the town.
We piled into their VW van and drove around for a while. We came upon
The little kids

a practice session for the dancers. They were dancing in the street (sans

had dressed up in
capes with scarves costumes) to the music. We stood and watched until the practice session
to twirl, pretending
to be a Diablada, broke up. Then we were driven back to the house. Mom had come home
They danced around
the floor to the by then. She & N talked family for a while. Then we went upstairs and
music on the T.V.

watched another practice session on T.V. When T.V. went off the air

(9:45) we went downstairs to eat dinner, a big slab of corn cake
made from choclo and cheese. Good but too much to finish. After
dinner we came back upstairs to go to sleep. Just then Dad showed up
so we stood around talking with him for a while. We moved a bed out of
one room into the next, thus all 3 kids were in one room, & N & I
got mattresses on the floor in the other. Conversations finally over
for the day, we rolled out our bags, settled the meal (it’s been a long time)
and retired. I noticed that the sunburn on my shoulder had even raised
blisters. The 1st time that’s happened. I watched my eyelids for a while
and then went to sleep.
Thurs

FEB 22, Got up to another Indian served breakfast. Afterwards we walked down to the
plaza to get seats for the Parade. We went to one office where we were directed to
another office where we were directed to another office where we found out the only tickets
they had were at the big street where we saw the practice yesterday. Then we decided
to try to get photographer’s permission. 1st to one office, then another, then a 3rd
where the fellow put the forms in the typewriter and without asking to see anything
types us out permission to stroll the streets at will, taking photos, for the
cost of $7.50 each, as opposed to 5 for hard bench seats. Elated, we walked
over to the tourist office to see if we could get some info on surrounding towns and
if there was a note from Leslie. We got little info and no note. So N left one for her.
Then we walked back to the Ranch by way of a postcard shop, a papeleria to buy a
pen, and a shoe repair shop to get N’s sandal fixed. Back home we waited around for a
while and then lunch was served. After lunch we came back upstairs and tried to

fix Ruth’s guitar, which we did. That in tune, N began to play guitar, the little kids
tried to play sampoña (pan pipes) and I tried to read. There’s no stopping N when
he gets a hold of a guitar. He’ll play the “only 3 songs” he knows for hours...
Finally he came into the room and we settled lunch. I read while he crashed out.
Later Leslie called and invited us to meet her in the park at 6:30. I read
’til then and N snoozed. At 6:30 we strolled over to the plaza, met Leslie,
and walked over to a little coffee shop for tea and pastelles. We sat around there
talking for a while, then L. said she had a surprise for us. So we walked back to
her hotel, said hello to Amy, and then it began to snow. She also had some leaves for
us which we’ll save for a later date. I sat back and listened to N do all the talking
for the next 2 hours. Worse than Ed & Dinger put together, he babbled on about
this and that ’til my boredom could take it no longer. I suggested we’d better go
back to the Ranch before they locked the gate. We said good by, made a date for tomorrow
nite about 4, and strolled back. Once there, we found just about everybody up. They’d
saved some dinner for us (potato fritters?) so we ate a cold dinner about 11PM.
Then Ruth opened a bottle of vino for some cooking experiment and gave us each
a glass. Jr #2 was still awake, waiting for midnite - it’s his birthday on the 23
and he wanted to stay up late to see it in. At midnite Dad broke out the Creme
De Menthe and we toasted Jr, sang happy birthday, and packed him off to bed.
Then dad told us we may be able to go to the mine tomorrow to see the llama sacrifice before the Tio of the mine. At lunch he said they didn’t allow
strangers to witness the event, but tonite he seemed to think there’d be no
trouble. We finally retired and settled the Creme with the last of our stash.
Laid there talking about the photographic aspects of the Parade and the Sacrifice.
FRI

FEB 23, Awoke to the sound of the little kids playing guitar, sampoña, and tag in the hallway. Staggered down to breakfast to find N. playing some “Travolta” tune over and over
again, section by section, trying to write down all the words. I ate a meager breakfast and
came back upstairs to sleep. N. went out for a walk with Ruth and when they got back I woke up
again. I suggested we take a walk to take pics. N started in playing the guitar so I wrote.
He waited for me to finish writing & I waited for him to finish playing. By the time

we were both finished it was time for lunch. As it turns out, it wasn’t
Jr #2’s birthday today, it was Dad’s (Ramiro). That’s the problem with not speaking the lingo, you get a little confused at times. At lunch we talked again about
taking pics at the mine. R. said he’d check for sure and call back about 3.

We walked over
to the cafe from yest.
to meet an Arg.
woman. There we were
joined by a British
fellow, his friend, and
a miner from Potosi
who told us he’d give
us a private tour
of the mine.

Dinner lasted ’til 2 so we waited around for his call. He called and said not
only couldn’t we go to the mine, it’d be dangerous to do so. The miners get very
upset if strangers show up. So scratch that Nat’l. Geo. cover story. We decided
to take a walk up to the top of the hill with Ruth. From there we could see the
whole town, access roads to the nearby mines, and the lake (Uru-Uru) in the

Ruth had said
there were to be some
parade costumes
on display at a
friend’s house, but
just before we left,
her friend also left
so we couldn’t see
them

distance. We took a couple shots and then it was time to go meet Leslie
and Amy. We walked back down the hill, said good by to Ruth, and walked towards
L & A’s. Along the way we ran into Amy, doing business with the bank and P.O.
We walked on and met L at the Pension. We sat around talking and tooting
’til Amy got back and then talked some more. At about 6:30 we left to go
back to Ramiro’s birthday party. He’d invited several of his doctor friends
over for dinner & drinks. When we got to the house, preparations for the bash were
just getting underway. N, Ruth & I were put on the sandwich detail. We made dozens of
open faced sandwiches. Then we made (or filled) 40 crepes with milk / peaches mixture
for desert. These prep.s completed, it was getting close to 10. We had wanted to meet
L & A at the street dance about 9. N, R & I left to see the street dance. Dinner
wasn’t going to be served ’til 11 or so. At the dance we met L & A along with
Pat & Denise, the 2 ladies from the Arequipa - Puno train. They were all in high
spirits, with local boyfriends. We walked along watching the few dancers and
listening to the band. We were a bit late. About 11 we started back. Along the way
we encountered some Indian ladies in the street selling whole roast lamb heads
(wool and all) We decided this would be a perfect gift for Ramiro, so we bought one
(with horns, please) and came back to the house. The party was well underway. Most of
the folks had already eaten, so we sat in the kitchen and ate a late dinner. When we
finished eating, we presented R. with the “roast face”. He got a good chuckle out
of it and said he’d heat it up and eat it later. Then we were served a drink of

scotch from a 2 gal bottle and retired to the living room to watch all the
doctors & wives dance. I felt very out of place with all the suit and tie docs
and stayed in the shadows, watching and sipping. 2 drinks later, at about 1 AM,
I was ready for sleep. N & Ruth stayed up to learn the Quecka.
Sat

FEB 24, Got up early and had a quick breakfast. N went out and bought a bottle of
Singani (Pisco) and some canned piña juice. He mixed up a batch of pisco & piña,
put it in the canteen, and we were ready to go. Ruth was going to be sitting along
Pagador (the main drag) and Mariaojeña, Ramiro, and Jr #1-3 would be sitting in
front of the Allianca Francese. N & I walked down to where the parade would start.
There were many folks standing about; parade participants in gayly colored
costumes, vendors selling beer, sandwiches, etc., little kids with water balloons
and industrial strength squirt guns (look like insecticide sprayers), onlookers,
and photographers. We took many photos of the costumes; devil helmets,
fantastically colored and sewn capes, the hoop skirts of the Morenada,
beautiful girls in short skirts, cars decorated with family collections of
gold and silver, and little kids with feathers as tall as they were
sticking out from hats. Just before the parade got underway, we walked
a little ways down the street to get a better angle and sunshine. About
11 the parade began (10:30 en punto) N shot mostly with the telephoto and
I alternated 1 st using the normal, and then switching to the wide angle.
It was difficult getting clear, in focus shots. Policemen, vendors, and strolling onlookers kept getting in the way. The dancers moved fast, or kept
backs turned. But we managed to go thru much film. After about 2
hours of photoing the incredibly colored and costumed dancers, we had
gone thru 6 or 7 rolls of film. This was all we’d brought along and
the parade wasn’t even half finished. We decided we’d have to go
back for more film. We walked back along the route (no way to get off except
for entrance or exit) and over to the house. Of course nobody was home and
all the doors were locked. I remembered that our bedroom window was open. N
climbed up a rickety old ladder he found outside and crawled in the window.

Once inside he still couldn’t open the door as it was dead-bolt locked.
So he handed more film out a downstairs window, went out the backdoor,
pulled it shut with his SAK (no doorknob) and we walked back to the
parade. We strolled up the route, passed Jenny Y. from LaPaz, and came
to where Ruth & friends were sitting. We knelt there for a while and
probably took our best shots from that spot. The sun was shining brite
and the dancers would dance right in front of us. In fact, while walking
along the route, we had to watch out for swinging pom-poms, tambourines,
and horns from the devil masks. People would run out to the dancers and
offer them drinks of juice, beer, etc. The big devil masks had holes
for eyes and the straws from big juice jugs usually went thru eye
holes, or up from underneath. Mouths were hard to hit. Little kids (and
not so little kids) were busy throwing water balloons out windows to spectators
below. One lady sitting with an umbrella to shade her from the sun was hit square
on the umbrella with a water balloon. Double protection. Then there were the
dancing bears. They’d come along with cans of baby powder and dust people’s
heads, squirt them with perfumed water, spray them with shaving cream, and
pull them into the street to dance. N was dragged out by one of them and I
got a shot of him dancing with a bear 3/4 his size. We walked on up the route
’til we came to the Allianca Francese where Ramiro & Family were seated. Maria
took us inside to her office (she teaches French there) for a quick lunch of chicken
sandwiches and yoghurt. There were some Frogs watching the parade from the
balcony window, one of them had an accordion and was playing along with the bands
down below. We went back into the street and a little farther on down the line
ran into uncle Julio and the boys form LaPaz. They wanted to go and see
Jenny (they didn’t come together) and Ramiro, Ruth, etc. So N took them back to
meet the other folks, while I walked on ahead to the Avenida Civica. There in the big square
adorned with giant Diablada mask, the groups let it all hang out and did their thing.
I sat there for a while in the wind, not taking many photos, then headed back to try
and find N. I walked all the way back to where Ruth & friends were sitting with-

out seeing N. He’d been there, Ruth said, but had left. I sat with her ’til
the end of the parade. At the very end, the last group was followed by what seemed
like the entire spectating crowd. A human tide. We were swept up and along
the parade route. We tried to cross the street, a monumental undertaking, but
finally battled our way to the other side. Ruth’s friends all wanted to go back
to the market for something to drink, but I was exhausted and only wanted to go
back to the house. R. was kind enough to walk back with me and open the door.
my legs were stiff from crouching along the roadside taking photos. We sat in the
Jenny and her
friends from
LaPaz showed
up for a few
minutes, said
hello, and then
had to leave.

kitchen drinking 7-UP. I got R. started talking about the Gnostics, of which
she is a member and teacher. We talked about physical, mental, and sexual energy,
dreams, hypnosis, astral travel, and tarot cards. I was just getting her around to
doing a tarot reading for me when N and the rest showed up. By this time it
was 7PM. We went downstairs for a bowl of soup. R. was to meet a friend of hers
in the Plaza at 8:30 to go and see the torchlite dance at the Avenida C.
We didn’t leave the house ’til 8:30 and when we got to the Plaza, Gabby
was not there. So R. called her house, found out she wasn’t going to make it, and
so the 3 of us (N, R & I) walked up to see the Diablada. They danced with flashlites and had the eyes of their masks lit from inside. There were spotlites shone
on them from all around, so the effect was somewhat wasted. The dance went
on and on, the music was monotonous, and I had everything I could do to
keep my eyes open. Finally, just before the end, I left “to beat the rush”. I
walked back to the house by way of the little park down the block. The street
was blocked off and black lites were strung up between the trees. Evidently there
was to be a dancing exhibition but the dancers were nowhere in sight. I
was too tired to wait around for them so I came back to the house. There I had
a plate of rice, bid the family goodnight, and came upstairs. I took 2 screen hits
and laid down. I could see the multi-colored dancers behind my eyelids,
they were going thru their paces as I drifted off to sleep. We wound up going thru
about 11 or 12 rolls of film today. The drinking was just beginning and will continue
for the next 3 days. N& R got back late after viewing the black lite dancers.

SUN

FEB 25, Got up late and stiff. My sunburn has really started up peel. My forehead
is 2 different colors and my shoulders are 3. After breakfast N and the family went
out to some bridge outside town to see lake Uru Uru. I stayed behind and wrote.
They came back shortly saying that the road was blocked due to the parade, so
they couldn’t get there. We had an early lunch and then went off with Ruth to
view today’s installment of Carnival. We sat in the seats R. had yesterday. It
was another brite sunny day. Having taken so many photos yesterday, we decided
not to take so many today. Took only one camera with about 1/2 roll of film.
R’s 2 friends, Gabby and ? joined us. The parade started at our locale about
2. It was basically the same as yesterday with a few additions and
subtractions. The groups from out of town had all gone back so they weren’t
here. There were a few local and markedly seedy groups that took their
place. Indians (little kids) dressed in grass skirts and hats, Folks made
up like political leaders (Idi Amin in a Gorilla mask) and a motorcycle
contingent (3 of whom collided). The only other difference was that many
of the dancers and musicians were “duro” (drunk) and had a hard time
keeping in step or in tune. The dancing bears were out in force, one smeared
N’s hair with toothpaste, as were the water ballooners and squirt gunners.
We sat on the hard wood seats for 6 hours as group after group staggered by.
By the end of the ordeal I was even more stiff and tired. The parade finally
ended about dusk. We all strolled off to the market for api and some sweet
fritters of some kind. This little snack completed, we came back to the house for
dinner. We’ve been eating a solid 4 meals a day, heavy on the bread, please. After
dinner we retired, stiff and paraded-out.

MON

FEB 26, Got up late and lazy (again?) I sat down after breakfast to try and catch
up on my writing. Before I finished, the family loaded up and we tried again to get
to lake Uru Uru. We stopped for Ramiro to do some business. A lady was walking
down the street and had obviously been hit by a water gun. Some more fellows came
up to her and cornered her with water balloons and a whole pail of water. She
pleaded with them not to douse her, but to no avail. They did their worst and

as she left up the street, she had not a dry spot on her body. Barbarians.
We drove out to the lake and strolled along the pike, watching the men
fishing with nets for ishpi, little sardine-like fish. There were many
beautiful flamingos off in the distance, too far away to photograph, but a
few did fly over head. I took photos of the fishermen, the little kids
skipped rocks on the water, and all in all it was a nice diversion. We
came back to the house and had lunch. I finished writing and resumed
reading Grav. Rain. ’til tea time. This 4 meal a day business is getting
ridiculous: breakfast of rolls, cheese, avocado, and coffee at 10, a full lunch
of soup, meat, potatoes, desert and coffee at 1:30, “tea” of rolls, cheese, maybe
cold cuts, dulce, and coffee at 5, and dinner of varying complexity but never
less than 2 courses at 8. At first it was nice to fill up after months
of meager living, but now it’s a matter of forcing yourself to be polite and
eat at least a little. After tea I came back again to read. I’ve been thinking
more about going back to the U.S. after Peru. I haven’t brought myself to
talk to N about this yet, it’s still 6 mos. away, but unless something or
someone comes along to change my mind, I’m becoming more and more resolved
to the Idea. After dinner I came back up to read some more. I read ’til late.
TUES

FEB 27, Another late and lazy one. I’m getting spoiled. I read ’til lunch (trying to finish the sucker off) and after lunch ’til about 5. I finished it.
Now I’ll have to find something else to read. N. had decided to make spaghetti
for dinner tonite. When I came downstairs he was busy pressure cooking the
chicken and field testing the wine. Earlier the servants had washed our
clothes and there was some concern that my duck pants had shrunk. No, they
hadn’t, but at first glance they looked real small. I’d been meaning to, and finally
did take the hem out of the cuffs to add an extra inch to the length. After
finishing the book I came downstairs to a chalya(sp?) party. Today is Chalya Day,
a sort of pagan ritual in which every house, human, and piece of equip is blessed for
the next year. Everybody is covered with colored paper streamers, confetti, and much
alcohol is consumed. Fire crackers are lit on the floor, drinks are spilled into

every corner of the house, and more streamers and confetti are thrown
and hung from everywhere, light fixtures, car bumpers, railings, doorknobs,
etc. Once the crowd was done Chalya-ing this house we all moved down
the street to the next house. More confetti tossed in hair, fire crackers
lit on the floor, and much alcohol consumed. Then to yet another house
under construction, the same ritual here with one addition, the man
of the house was hauled down to the floor, then the lady of the house dragged
down on top of him, confetti was thrown on them both (along with
a little alcohol) and many jokes were made about how now their
"new sons" would be properly blessed. A drink was thrown on to
Ramiro’s crotch along with more jokes about how now his "instrument"
won’t fail him. N & I bowed out for a while to check back on the
spaghetti sauce. Then we went back to Ramiro’s office across the
street where yet more confetti, streamers, and alcohol were let fly. We
drank much. By the time it came to leave both N & I were 2 1/ 2 sheets
to the wind. We had all we could do to finish making the fixin’s for
the spaghetti. The whole family finally gathered around the table about 9:30
for a good dinner that only sobered me up a little. N had had more
to drink than me and was experiencing the "whirlies" as we came up to
bed. I wrote a drunken letter to Dudley that I may or may not mail
and then fell asleep to many bizarre dreams. I woke up in the middle of
the night, my mouth feeling like the inside of somebody’s old tennis shoe.
I downed the last of the water in the canteen and fell back to more dreams.
WED

FEB 28, Today finds N with aching guts. After breakfast we sat around writing and
reading. After lunch we read our horoscopes from the Buen Hogar magazine. This was the
high lite of today’s activity. N. fell asleep on the couch. I wrote for a while and then
paroused the backpacking trail guides we have for Bolivia and Peru. After that I resumed
reading Magic Mountain. We skipped tea, N’s guts not being able to handle the pressure and
mine not needing more bread. About 9 dinner was served. We sat around talking ’til about
10 when Ramiro retired. We followed shortly thereafter. Today was a real fireball

day of thrills and excitement. My boredom is reaching critical mass. It’s time
to head for the hills again. People have a strange way of driving around here (and in
LaPaz). Because of limited visibility at corners and the lack of stop signs or
traffic lites, the 1st person to honk the horn at the intersection has the right of
way, unless you’re a bus in which case, look out below. This applies in the day
light. At night it’s the 1 st one to flash their lights that has the right of
way. Horns are also used, but people drive around with lights off, flashing them
at wayward pedestrians and at intersections. Surprisingly few accidents
considering the gung-ho macho nature of the drivers.
Thurs

MAR 1. After breakfast R, N & I took a taxi over to return some books to a house up town.
Then we jumped on a Micro and rode out to the edge of town to go see a mine. Tin, I think.
We walked up to the mine buildings and inquired about walking thru the tunnel to the
other side of the mountain. All around lay old rusting mining equip, the
miners were all standing around in their tattered clothes, it was near lunch
time. I took some photos of the old burnt out mine equip, little ore hauling
cars along the rail track, a miniature front end loader, many unidentifiable
rusted parts, winches, wood timbers, and crumbling buildings. Then it was time
to go into the tunnel. R. had stopped and bought batteries for her flashlite
but the accepted mode of illumination was paper or rags, soaked with gas, lit,
and carried in a tin can by means of a long wire. These little torches
gave off much more light than the poor electrical variety. Into the
tunnel we went, guided by a young fellow. The tunnel was about 8’ tall
and not much wider. It had a rail track down the center and an electric
cable strung from the ceiling to power the train. About 1/ 3 of the way thru,
we ran into a group of men coming the other way who told us there was a
loaded train coming thru. The tunnel was not wide enough for us to be able to stand
to one side while the train passed, so we had to seek out a wide spot before the train
got to us. We reached the mouth of a small side tunnel and watched the train go by. One
miner sat on the front, using his head light as a headlight. Another sat in back
driving the engine. When the train passed, we continued our walk to the other

side. I was fascinated by all the old equipment and wanted to take more
pictures. N’s guts were giving him pains and he wanted to go back down. He and
R. headed down the hill while I took photos. I caught up to them only to delay
again to take a pic of an old church in front of a slag pile, and of
3 kids sitting in an old steam shovel bucket. They caught the bus back to the
house and I walked. After lunch I retired to read for a while. Later in the
afternoon N went out and bought bus tickets to Coch. They were all sold out
for tomorrow, so he settled for the 10AM flight on Sat. By then it was tea
time. Today we were joined by R’s friend ?, another lady, and her 2 little kids.
They sat around talking (gossiping, gabbing) and after I’d had my fill of 7-UP and
banana bread I came upstairs to consider my future. These thoughts of going
back in Aug or Sept are still knocking around. I considered teaching photo
privately, opening a photo studio, traveling out West to visit Fred & Spazz,
living with Dudley & Jeff for a while, etc. The main thrust is I want to get
back and resume photographic work. I’d forgotten how hard it is taking
photos in limbo, not seeing the results ’til months later. When I came back
downstairs, the “tea party” was just breaking up. When the folks left, mom and
the kids arrived. All the kids (Ramirito, Alfredo, & Marcello) had gotten new
sandals to be worn for some festivity tomorrow in which they all had to
dress up like Greeks. N was given the task of spray painting the sandals gold.
A little later it was time for dinner. After dinner I read while N filled
R in on the particulars of traveling to Macchu Picchu. She wants to go during
winter vacation. This completed, we crashed about midnite.
MAR 2, Between meals, I spent most of today reading. After lunch N got into
FRI
we helped Ramiro
re-hook up his a game of Loteria Bolivia with Ramirito. It’s a take off on Monopoly.
distributor
wires. He had This continued well into the afternoon. Then it became time for the little kids to
removed them
to dry the d-cap dress up in their Greek costumes. Ramiro was dressed as Hercules, with a long tunic type
and forgot the

costume, complete with war club made out of paper maché. Alfredo was dressed up as

order. Trial &

Jupiter and had the most elaborate costume. He had a cardboard helmet, complete

Error fixed it.

with red feather fringe on the top, a gold painted cardboard breast plate, a gold

cardboard shield and a gold covered sword. He had pseudo-leather straps
going up his calves from the sandals, but they kept falling down. They were
finally sewn to pieces of elastic and this seemed to hold them up well enough.
Marcello was dressed as Zeus, complete with tin-foil covered lightening bolts.
The folks and the kids went off to the program, a coronation of the Jr.
Queen of the Carnival, or something. Ruth went off to Gnosticize and
N. & I were left home to watch T.V. The Indian servants here, 2 sisters
about 18 yrs old, are very strange. The phone rang and the servants wouldn’t
answer it. They don’t answer the door, either. Ruth winds up doing more of
the kitchen work than the servants. We asked her about this when she got
home. It seems as tho the servants are afraid to answer the phone or the
door. What good are servants if they don’t serve? we asked. Evidently all
they’re good for is washing clothes and dishes. The folks and kids got back
from the coronation, all had gone well enough. We had dinner and retired upstairs
to watch more T.V. It’s rather hard watching only the picture. My command
of Spanish is not good enough to catch more than about 2% of T.V. talk. N.
retired and I finished watching an episode of The Challengers, a British
show. Then I too crashed.
SAT

MAR, 3; Awoke early for the 1st time in days. I had packed up most of my
stuff yesterday and N packed his up before breakfast this morn. After break.
we got ready to catch the bus. At 1st we thought that Ramiro was going to give us
a ride to the station, so we dallied about, saying goodby to one and all. Then
Ramiro left. We walked out to the street expecting to take a cab. I wanted
to walk but N’s guts were still paining him so he wanted to ride. But we
could find no cab, so we wound up walking anyway. He steamed off in front of
me and I followed at an ever increasing distance. I had the bus tickets but
I didn’t have more than a slight Idea where the station was as he’d purchased the
tickets. Luckily I kept him in sight long enough to make it to the station. We sat
around waiting for the bus to arrive. Once it pulled in it was a mad rush to get
on and in our seats. We had #13 & 14 and when we got into the bus there

was a lady and a bag of cargo sitting in our seats. She said she had #13 & 14.
I asked to see her tickets, but before she could produce them, she figured out
that her tickets were for the 10:30 bus. This is the 10:AM bus, lady. So
we finally got our seats. Another lady got on the bus with a big suitcase.
She looked all over for a place to put it inside the bus. She asked if she could
put it under our seats. “Why don’t you put it on the top with all the other
luggage?” I asked. So she went back out and got her suitcase strapped
in on top along with everything else. She resumed her seat just as the
bus pulled out. At this same time, another fellow said that she was in
his seat. She pulled out her ticket.

#11

it said. His also said

#11

but

her ticket was for the 10:30 bus. By this time the bus was already rolling
down the street. Quick up to the attendant went the fellow and the lady,
arguing about who would be able to occupy the seat. The attendant
showed no mercy, got the bus driver to stop, and put the lady out in the
middle of the block, some ways down the road from the station. Her
luggage stayed on top, no time to undo the whole thing for her, she’d just
have to take her chances and pick it up in Cochabamba. Thus we were
underway. After about an hour the plain turned into mountains. After about
3 hours we stopped for a 1/2 hr lunch break. N & I climbed up a nearby
hill to take a look at the surroundings. Beautiful mountain scenery, a llama
herd off on the next hill, brite sunshine, and fresh air. I came back down
after about 20 min and N after 30. But there was something wrong.
A mechanic and a helper were doing some kind of fix - it work
under the back axle. We sat by the road side and waited. Dogs and pigs
were wandering about picking up bits of food, wrappers, and puke bags left
by all the passengers taking lunch breaks from the many busses that stop
here. One little girl was getting sick on our bus before we stopped, and her mother
couldn’t get the window open to let her puke outside. So she grabbed a plastic
bag and she used that. At the stop, everybody got out and pissed and shat
right there by the roadside. Parents brought their little kids over, pulled

down pants, and the kids did their thing in full sight of everybody. The native
ladies were only slightly more discreet, as their skirts covered them as they
squatted by the road. The men went where ever they pleased. We waited
for 1

1

/ 2 hours for whatever it was to be fixed finally by a 20’ length

of rope. From this stop we went up over the mountains. At the top, the vistas
were truly outstanding. We could see nothing but mountain ridges for miles.
There were many llama herds along the road, tended by little native kids
who held out their hats to the bus as it went by, looking for handouts of
food, apparently. Once over the top of the ridge, we began the long, long decent
into the valley. N & I talked about the possibility of walking along this
road (or at least the mountain top part) on our way back to LaPaz. It
was very picturesque. We arrived in Coch. about 6:45 and were met at
the station by Carlos, Maria-Inez, and Tia Puente. We loaded up our
packs into the trunk of the car, and after a little bit of a stall-out
at one intersection, made it to their house. There we sat around talking for
a while. We had received some mail there, but not the package we mailed
way back last Sept. from Colombia. I got a letter from my parents saying
they had mailed my jeans already, but that package hadn’t arrived yet, either.
Norris got many letters from his various girl friends in the U.S. After a little
bit of talk, cousin Marcelo, the pilot came by and greeted us. On our way
out to eat dinner, cousin Gonzalo, wife, and 2 kids pulled up and also
said hello. N, Maria, Carlos, & Tia & I went out to a broasted chicken place
for dinner. Carlos is filled with jokes, clean & dirty and has no
compunction about telling them in mixed company. We had a good and enjoyable
dinner. Back at the house we played a couple games of Banco Russo, and then crashed.
SUN

MAR 4, Awoke, had a short breakfast of coffee & rolls, and started writing a letter
home. I used the typewriter here and surprised myself at my still remembered typing
ability. I typed until Carlos came in and asked if I wanted to take a ride to
Quillacolla, a suburb outside town. He had gotten the cable on his cycle fixed, and with
a friend named Franz, he, N, C & I all took off on the two cycles. I rode with Carlos
and N rode with Franz. We stopped in a store in Quill. where Franz had to pay

a bill or something. There we stood around looking at a Honda Gold Wing
1000 Cycle. Then off to the market for a little sausage sandwich. Then we
came back. By this time it was time to go to lunch. Tia Martha, Carlos,
Maria Inez, N & I got a taxi and rode to the Yugoslavian Refugee Club
or Something. Apparently the family goes there every day for lunch, they have
an assigned table, but because there were 2 more of us today, we had to
ask permission to put two tables together. Lunch was accompanied by
more of Carlos’s jokes. He likes puns and witty sayings more than I do.
He has no qualms about telling questionable sexual jokes at the dinner table.
After lunch we came back and I resumed typing until tea time. Just as
we were about finished with tea, Gonzalo, wife, & 2 kids showed up to take
us all for a ride. Everybody piled into his Datsun pick-up. N, Maria, & I riding
in the back. We had to stop at Gonz. house for some books & shorts for Maria,
then drove around town for a while. At one point, G stopped and said that his
front left tire was going flat. So we proceeded to change the tire. Once the
tire was changed, and N, M, & I were sitting in the back waiting to go, a truck
filled with kids drove by. One of them had a water balloon (I thought balloon
season was over!) We were sitting ducks. He hurled the balloon at us, it
hit me in the shoulder, and splattered all over me and N. Then we drove
to the tire - repair shop and dropped off the tire. Then up to a hill near town
where we had a good view of the city. There was an Indian Carnival of some
sort taking place down below and we could see the crowd in the street. We could
also see the wet spot in the road where all the cars that drove by got
splashed by balloons & pails of water. On our way back down the hill we
stopped to watch a plane land at the airport. Plane landings are
still a big thing in S.A. Then we drove around a small lake near
town watching the sunset from the back of the truck. Then into town and
after a couple circles around the market, we stopped at one place to buy some
ice-cream. They didn’t have the flavors we wanted, so we went to another
place. From there we came back to the house. By then it was time for dinner.

Carlos & Maria went out and bought some pizza so we had pizza for the 1st time
in 5 mos. After dinner I resumed my letter home. About Midnite I quit, still
not finished. I wanted to crash but N was busy writing with the light
on in the bedroom. I finally convinced him to turn off the light & got to sleep.
MON

MAR 5, After a lite breakfast I resumed typing the letter home. It’s turned out
to be 10 single spaced pages. About noon, N told me we were to meet the rest of
the family for lunch at the Yugo. Club. So I put down my letters and picked
up my shoes. Off we walked to lunch. The rest of the family wasn’t there when we
got there so we sat in the park enjoying the warm weather and the girls. Finally
Tia showed up followed shortly by Carlos. We ate lunch, Maria showing up late.
When lunch was over Carlos took off back to work on his cycle and N, M, Tia & I
walked over to the park, bought some fruit, and sat there chatting. Soon Maria’s
ride back to the bank came along on her cycle and off she went. We sat with
Tia until 2 and then escorted her back to work. She works in a photo shop,
the best in Cbba. I looked over some strobes, minimum price, $30. And considered
leaving a roll of 64 to see how my pics were turning out. Maybe do that
tomorrow. From the photo shop to the bank to cash a checque. The 1st one wouldn’t
touch it, so we walked around the plaza looking for a Casa de Cambio. Found
one but they wouldn’t take it either. But finally at the Banco do Brasil
I got my cash. Then off to the P.O. to check on mail. N got a letter
from yet another of his girl friends, a couple letters for the family, but
no jeans or pics from Hec. Then around the corner to the Aduana to see if our packages
mailed last Sept. from Colombia ever arrived. Nope. That one may be gone
with the wind. So much for receiving, now for sending. We went up to the telegraph
office and sent 3 ’grams. One to each of our folks requesting money sent to Hec., &
one to Hec. requesting film sent to us. While waiting for our ’grams to be processed,
there was another fellow standing there filling out his telegram form. It was a
vote for some musical chairman in N.Y. He signed his name Walter Ponce. Earlier
that day we had seen posters advertising a piano concert by Walter Ponce. We didn’t
need to go now, we’ve already seen him. Then off to buy N a notebook. Today

was the 1st day of school and all the papelerias were filled to the gills. No
notebook today. Then back to the house by way of the California Donut Shop.
Back here I finished my letter home. Then N & I got involved in figuring
out how far it is from Duluth to Cbba. [(Earth’s polar radius x 2 π )π ÷
360o] x 70oπ ≅ 7,700 km. Then it was time for dinner. Usually served about
9:30, today’s installment was a meat & rice glop dish. After dinner I crashed.
TUES

MAR 6, Had a quick breakfast of coffee. Then we loaded up my shoes and N’s sandals
and walked down to the shoe repair store. N had to get the soles nailed on to his
sandals, the glue wasn’t holding too well. I finally took my shoes in to get the
stitching fixed on the outside of one, and the leather glued back down on the
inside of both. After dropping off the shoes (be done tomorrow afternoon) we
walked around looking for tape cassettes. Bought 2 60 minuters. Then
we went to the P.O. to mail my letter home. No new mail. Then we looked
in about a dozen papelerias for a notebook for N. He wanted one like
this one, with finer ruling. Not only don’t they have notebooks with
fine lines, they don’t have any spiral books this size that aren’t quadrated. So, finally, he wound up buying a bound notebook 1/2 this size, with
wide lines. This business completed, we came back to the house to make a
tape for Hector, Ed & Doc. We stopped along the way at a little food stand
down the street for a quick sandwich for me and 7up for both of us. Back
at the house we plugged in the tape recorder but it didn’t record. It played
back, the microphone worked, but it wouldn’t record. We finally decided the
head must be dirty. Was it ever! Must not have been used for years.
After a thorough scrubbing with a cloth soaked in alcohol, it worked
fine. We proceeded to spend the next few hours taking stuff off the
radio and relating a few of our more interesting experiences. N ate
some SP for the event, but I declined. The neighbor guy came by to find
out why we weren’t going to lunch with the family. N had intimated that we
wouldn’t be there, but had to call the Club and talk to his Aunt to make it
official. After he finished eating, Carlos came by to check on us.

Satisfied that we didn’t want any lunch, he left us to our madness. We
spent most of the afternoon taping. Finished about 4. Then we went out back
and washed some clothes. This completed, I came in and snoozed ’til the
rest of the family came home. Carlos bought some singani and we sat around
drinking singani & 7, watching the novellas on T.V. Very very cheesy.
The soaps over, we sat down to a dinner of dulce de choclo, a corn bread.
After dinner everybody was ready to sleep.
WED

MAR 7, N got up and went off to the market to look at ponchos, etc. and to
buy bus tickets for F RI . I stayed behind to write some post cards. Then
I grabbed his camera and walked down to the Pension for lunch. Along the way
I ran into Marinez and her friend on the moto. I continued on and ran into
N & Tia Marta just before reaching the Pension. After lunch we walked back
to the park. I took some photos of the flowers and the lake, then joined the rest
on the bench. Mari’s friend came by and picked her up on the moto. At
2 we walked down to the shoe repair shop to pick up the shoes. N was feeling
hot & tired, so I left him to collect the soles, and walked on to buy some
repair articles for the camera bag. 1st I stopped and bought some “D” rings and
2 screws & bolts. Then on to the P.O. to mail cards. No new mail. Then off to

He had picked
up his sandals
but my boots
wouldn’t be
ready ’til
6

a talabateria to try and buy a piece of leather to replace the ailing camera
bag strap. None to be found. The rain clouds were gathering so I headed back
to the house. On the way I saw a helicopter flying around. Shortly thereafter
a parachutist appeared. He must have landed somewhere in the city, but I
saw not where. Back at the house (dodging rain drops along the way) N was
busy writing 3 letters at once. I loaded all the exposed 200 into a can
and rolled out another 100’. I put the exposed 200 & 64 in the fridge for
cool-keeping until we return from Sucre. Then Marie called and said to meet
her at the theater at 6:20. It was 6:15 when we left, so we took a taxi.
At the cine we waited a while for her and she finally showed. The film was
“The Dog”. An Alfred Hitchcockesque version of Lassie Come Home. This
dog follows an escaped prisoner all across the country on orders from his

dying master. The dog gets it in the end but before that, terrorizes
the countryside and the poor fellow, who’s only trying to help a guerilla
group overthrow the local dictator. The film was made in Argentina or some
Spanish speaking country, with English dubbed in, and Spanish sub-titles.
Half way thru the film N had to leave due to gas cramps & exploding
guts. M & I watched the rest of the film without him as he wound up
sitting in the back to be closer to the can. We took a taxi back to
the house. We went over to a little stand up the street and ate sausageburgers (Argentine style) for dinner. Back at the house everybody tuned
into the soaps, a Brazilian version of Mary Hartman featuring a Mayor
trying to inaugurate a new cemetery, except that somebody keeps robbing
the bodies before he gets a chance. I tuned out to write and retire.

Thurs

MAR 8, N was back at his letters again this morn. He’s in the middle
of about 3. He called his Uncle J. in Sucre and told him we’ll be arriving
tomorrow eve. I finished my drunken letter to Dudley, then it was off to
lunch. We found out it may be possible to have one of the LAB stews take
film to the states for us to bypass the mails and insure safe delivery. Have
to check into that. To the park again after lunch. Then off to a papeleria
to buy envelopes to contain the tape for Hector. I mailed that certified &
the card to Dudley. N got a couple of letters from his folks and one from
Patty, telling him “No” in no uncertain terms. That bummed him out. A
dear John letter always hurts, especially when the lady’s as nice as Patty.
Then we walked down to the market. Along the way a fellow stopped us and
offered to sell us a fossilized trilobite embedded in a rock. He wanted 200
Just for the sake of bargaining I offered him 100 and wound up buying
it! A $5 rock. I’m a sucker for a sale of unique items such as this. Any
other place or time and I would have laughed in his face, but it looks real enough
and will make a good conversation piece, so I bought it. We laughed about that
’til we got to the market. Then I saw a most beautiful lady walking toward us. As
she passed she said “Hello”, I just about raped her on the spot. But she

walked on by and so did I. I’m so horney these days anything looks good.
(chickens?!?!) We walked around looking for strips of leather but there were
none to be found. So I wound up buying a belt and a dog collar. We walked
back to the house by way of the shoe store. I didn’t get my boots yesterday
which was just as well, because we had to wait around today for the guy to finish
gluing a piece inside the heels. It will probably just come right out when
I start walking, but he sewed the torn part and that should hold. Back at
the house N resumed typing and I operated on the camera bag strap. I
The neighbor replaced the whole strap, and one “D” ring with the one from the dog collar.
guy (with the
dog named “Lobo”) Didn’t even use the ones I bought yesterday. It’s now better than new.
came by and presented us with I then wrote a letter to Fred concerning the import-export business. We
some 5c/ coins
minted privately discussed investing some money in a bowling alley down here. I then packed
back in the days
of the big
up my pack for the early morn. departure tomorrow. After dinner and the
land
owners
soap, I retired to write and N to type. He’ll be up all night finishing his

several letters to folks, Dorth, Marti, etc.
FRI

MAR 9, Got up brite and early to the sound of the clock chimes. Got our stuff ready
to go last nite so all we had to do was stash remaining odds and ends in the storage
closet, put on our clothes, grab a quick cup of coffee with Tia Marta, call a
cab, say good-by to Carlos, and off we went. At the bus station we saw
a long line of folks waiting to get their packages weighed and tagged. We
found out they were still waiting for the 6:30 bus. It didn’t leave until
7:15. Then about 7:30 our bus showed up but soon a fellow came up to us
and said the bus to Sucre wasn’t going because it had bad brakes. This
was confirmed and denied. Indeed that bus wasn’t going, but there was another
bus coming from another company that would take us. So we waited, occupying

or artful

our time looking at the semi-nudes on the calenders and the girls on the street.

cropping

Any company worth anything in Bolivia puts out a calender with a picture of a
girl in no more than a bikini and no less than a lifted leg to hide her privates.
We’re becoming real connoisseurs of calender ladies. Some are attractive,
like the one above the T.V. at Tia Martas, some are just nude with nothing

Ybarnegaray

going for them other than an exposed tit or thigh, and some are just
ugly. The girls (live) in Cbba are attractive, too. The clothing style is
tight blue jeans, shirts with shirt tails out, and high heels. Always
high heels. We even saw a lady in a wheel chair wearing high heels.
Finally our bus showed up and then began the process of loading on the
luggage and passengers. We got inside and there was a German fellow sitting
in my seat. I said “that’s my seat”. He said “it’s mine too”. “Let’s
see your ticket” sez I. So he pulls it out and it’s for seat
“This is

#

#

29

19 ” I said, and so got my seat. At the 1 st lunch stop

N & I got out and had an almuerzo at a rest. near by. At this point the
paved road ended. We started going down from the mtn. heights and for
most of the rest of the ride it was hot and dusty. Cactus grew along the
road and it looked very dry. At one point, coming to a bridge to
cross a small river, the bus stopped and we all had to walk across the
bridge. The reason was obvious. Part of the bridge was washed away. Only
a 3’ wide path led to the bridge, which was twisted in the middle.
The footings were obviously damaged. We learned later that during one flood,
the water had washed over the bridge, now 20’ below the level of
the bridge. The bus drove across thru the water a ways down stream, the
There we were
greeted by the
Indian maid
and a big bull
dog. It looked
ferocious but
turned out to
be more afraid
of us than
vice-versa

water reaching the top of the tires. At the 2 nd lunch stop we noticed a
fellow getting off the bus stopped in front of us. He looked very familiar. It
was Andrew from N.J. whom we had met in Cartagena our 1 st day
there. We talked for a while about the Inca trail and the earthquake in
Peru. A little farther down the road, rumbly bumping along, a flour sack
fell off the top of the bus. People in the back seat noticed it and shouted
and whistled for the driver to stop. It was recovered in one piece and, reloaded,
we resumed the ride. We got to Sucre about 6:30, collected our packs, and took a
taxi, along with the Germ. seat claimer and his friend, to uncle Jorge’s. Tio wasn’t
home, but Tia was and we were shown to our room. Paintings of N’s relatives
hang on the walls. One of the Archbishop of the Vice - Royalty of Sucre or

something, and one of a great-great grandmother (?). Even N doesn’t know
for sure. The house has a patio (garden, atrium, whatever it is inside) and
is more like a museum than a house. We went upstairs to the sitting room,
complete with ornate doo - dads all over, fancy rickety furniture, paintings
(originals) on the walls, and talked with Tia and Jr ’til Tio got home.
Then we went downstairs to the dining room, complete with color T.V. and
had chile rellenos for dinner. We watched “The Lawman” while eating.
When we’d finished Juan - Eduardo come home from the Beer Factory
where he works. A reported Gnostic Missionary (Ruth’s brother) and a very
nice fellow. After dinner we walked around the plaza with Jr. As we left it
began to rain and it stopped as soon as we got back. Then as we were getting
ready to retire, JE asked if we’d like to go to a bar and talk to a friend
of his about Tarabuco. Up until this point we’d been planning to go to
Tarab. tomorrow. We borrowed Jr’s little sports pack and with N’s day
pack had loaded up sleeping bags, tent & ponchos. It was fairly certain
that there’d be no hotels with available rooms, so we’d have to camp.
Then the question became what to do with camping gear while we were
at the festivities. We might be able to leave it with Leslie & Amy if
they were even there and had a hotel room, or we might be able to
leave it with a friend of JE’s if He was there, or else we’d have to
carry it on our backs. Too many “ifs” and not enough reason to be
there on Sat left us with the choice of waiting until Sun and going
with the rest of the tourists. After talking to the fellow from the bar who
told us that the drinking begins Sat. nite, we began to lean towards the
Sunday option. Less gear to carry, no need to camp in the rain, no hastle
with where to stash tent, etc. It just seemed like a better Idea. So we sat
up with JE talking about things from his nifty 8mm movie camera to Von Danekine. He may be able to find us some smoke & toot. He’s out of it himself, but has
friends that still do it. We had a beer, talked some more, said good nite to the dog
and crashed out about 12.

S AT

M AR 10. Got up to breakfast about 9. Tio and JE had already gone to
work. We said hello to the 2 parrots out back by the kitchen and to the canaries
in the patio. Then Jr took us for a spin around the plaza. As soon as we
left the house it began to rain. Our 1st stop was the tourist office. There we got
info on Tarabuco, bus times, parade route, and a bit of history. It seems the
Tarabuceñoes fought a battle against the Spanish on Mar. 12 some years
back and won. This celebration is to commemorate that day. We also tried to
get some posters at the T.O. but they were out. Then I tried to get a “Bolivia
Reclama Su Mar” flag for Hector but they didn’t have one or know where I
could get one. But they did have another one with much more writing on it
and gave me that one. Then we went off to visit Tio Jorge at the Ford
dealership. He showed us around the truck garage and we listened to him talk about
politics and the govt. He’s a very conservative man. Doesn’t want his kid
going to school with the Indians, etc. There we were introduced to Gonzalo who
is in some way related to Tio J’s 1st or 2nd wife. He said he’d come by and
drive us around town later in the afternoon. So Jr. took off to go somewhere, and N&
I walked back to the house (in the rain) by way of a postcard shop. There we
bought several postcards and 2 posters of the Carnival in Tarb. Back at the
house it was almost time for lunch. Uncle J. served us a couple stiff
scotches and we stood around enjoying the brief sun (it stopped raining

Arisco, a

when we got back to the house), listening to the caged birds in the patio, and

big bull dog

petting the dog. Then we settled down to a lunch of a big potato covered with a yellow
“hot” sauce that wasn’t hot and stuffed with some kind of cheese. After lunch we got
a tour of the house. Uncle J’s office has a big collection of canes, one with a small clock
in the handle, one out of pure ivory, one piece. Then into the drawing room complete
with antique furniture, paintings of ancestors on the wall, and a cheap foosball table
on which JE & Jr. played a game while we continued the tour. Into the dining room
which has many ornate plates on display, several inlaid with mother of pearl. Also has a big
chandelier that used to be kerosene powered, but is now converted to electricity. More
paintings and antique furniture. Then upstairs to the sitting room we were

in the 1st day here. Then into a small parlour with more paintings and French Style
furniture. Off the sitting room was a balcony (or roof, really) above the dining room
providing a view of the rooftops of Sucre. On display at the top of the stairs were
several chests and a cabinet with many drawers, inlaid with wood. In the parlour
was a chinese vase and some fancy glass-ware. Into another sitting room with a balcony
overlooking the street. This room contained 2 fantastic cabinets with inlaid wood
in the shape of flowers. Really beautiful. The chairs and couches were covered with
cloth to protect the original material. Back downstairs we sat in the patio for
a while. It has a fountain (not functional) with goldfish, and flowers all
around the perimeter. Then Tio J. gave us his short wave radio to play with. We
retired to the room. N. wrote more on his many letters, and I fiddled with the
radio, seeing what I would pick up. I finally settled for a classical station and
dozed off. About 4 Gonzalo came by and took us out for coffee. He was going to
take us around town in his car but he had been rear - ended and drove away
from the accident so as to avoid the police (his driver’s license has been suspended) and much red tape. He parked his car in his garage and didn’t want
to take it out for fear the rear - enders would recognize the car and report it to
the fuzz. So we walked down to a cafe and had a cup of coffee. Then we walked to
the Church & Convent of San Felipe de Neri. Inside was a beautiful courtyard.
We didn’t have cameras, and the sun was getting too low in the sky for good photos
anyway. We walked upstairs and up to the roof. On the roof we marveled at the view of
the city. The roof was not level, but had hills and valleys covered all over with colored
tiles. There were many spire-like protrusions providing foreground for the photos we
hope to take some morning when (if) the sun shines. Then we walked up farther into the
bell tower. From here we had an even better view of the town and more picture
opportunities. This is definitely a place to return to. From San Felipe we walked
back thru town to the park near Tio J.’s house. There is the supreme court building.
A little farther down the road is another longer park. We walked along with Gonzalo,
talking about the life in Sucre and the possibility of finding some girls. He wants to
go with us to Tarabuco tomorrow and stopped by his cousin’s house to see if

he too wanted to go. Nobody was home. Gonzalo had to go to mass at
7 and N had to take a leak, so we parted company back at Tio J’s. The
family here was also going to mass so we spent the intervening time writing.
When they got back it was time for dinner. We had some chile relleno type
things. After dinner the whole family gathered around the T.V. for the movie “The
Destructors” a not too poorly done espionage movie about some fellows trying
to steal some new type of death-ray laser machine. When the crooks were
finally captured we said good nite and retired.
SUN

MAR 11, We both woke with a start to JE’s lent alarm clock at 6AM. It was
raining quite forcibly outside. We got clothes and camera gear together and went
into the family dining room for breakfast. The hot water for coffee was in a
thermos from last nite. I with my rain jacket and N with his poncho, we went
out into the street and over to Gonzalo’s. Had to ring the bell a few times
before he woke up and answered the door. We sat inside the plush apartment
(his parent’s) and waited for him to get dressed. 1st he didn’t want to go out
into the rain, and after we convinced him that the sooner we left the better,
rain or not, he wanted to stop somewhere and eat breakfast. “We can eat
in Tarabuco” I told him, so out we went to find a bus. On the street
as we were walking up to the bus stop, one came along, not full, with
people shouting out the windows that it was going to Tarabuco. We got
on and sat in the very back. Lots of leg room. The bus drove around
town for a while trying to get more people. We even backed up one hill
(a dead end with no turnaround at the top) to pick up a couple folks.
Finally full we headed out to Tarb. The road was one lane gravel. Along
the way we saw many trucks loaded to overflowing with people in the
back. There was a hole in the floor right behind the rear tire which
allowed mud splashed up from the road into the bus and onto us. We wound
up sitting under N’s poncho to protect ourselves but we still arrived with
little mud splotches all over. Along with us in the back seat was a fellow
called “Gordo” by his friends. He was laughing and making jokes all

along the way. We stopped in a small town and picked up a load of Indians. One
or not

fellow, after a slight debate about whether there was enough room in the back
seat (there was), sat with us and was the butt of many of Gordo’s good
natured jokes. He called him “José”, made fun of his inability to speak
Spanish, and teased him about his clothes. The Indian bummed a cig. from
another fellow and proceeded to blow smoke at Gordo. This slowed him down
some as it seemed to make him sick. The rest of the Indians sat on the
floor of the bus. We proceeded in this fashion up to about 10k outside of town
when the bus stopped. We got out to piss while the driver and helper tried
to get it going again. The motor had frozen tight and would not move.
So we started to walk. Gonzalo went back and paid the luckless driver a
portion of the complete fare. About 50m down the road a truck came
along. It was carrying concrete or something and wouldn’t stop to pick up the
many now stranded bus passengers. Suddenly Gonzalo said “I know that guy”
and began waving at the truck. It stopped and the 3 of us packed into the
front. Gonzalo was acquainted with one of the drivers (altho he didn’t
even know his name) and they took us the rest of the way to Tarb. Once
in town G. wanted to eat. We walked toward a hotel he knew of. Along the
way we stopped for some little shish - kabobs of potato & meat. Very good.
Once in the hotel we ordered up coffee, bread & cheese. Breakfast thus
completed we walked over to the tourist office to get info on the parade.
We filled out some little forms designed to help the T.O. better help the
tourist. My only suggestion was to eliminate the rain. It rained on
and off for the whole day. We looked at some antique ponchos,
mantas, bags, and hats but bought nothing. Then we headed for the RR
station where there was to be an Indian Mass at 9. We got there and
saw several of the groups of dancers. Most were dressed with red ponchos and
white calf length pants. Many of the women carried bundles or babies
in other pieces of brightly colored cloth with many stripes and zig - zags.
The ponchos were striped, with strips of red, purple blue and

green. The men wore sandals with soles up to 4" thick. From the
back of the sandals came spur - like pieces of metal, 4 or 6, held together
by an axle, and all 3" or so in diameter. As the men danced these pieces
of metal jangled together and sounded like tambourines. They wore helmet
like hats: Front view
The musicians
stood in the
middle

side

bordered with colored tassels and

silver, the rest colored black. We took some pics of the dancers and the
musicians between rain drops. The musicians played big flutes. The
music was monotonous, slow, and repetitive. The dancers went around
in a circle one way, stopped, and then went around the other way. Slow
and plodding. While photoing the dancers, I noticed Leslie up on the hill. I walked
up and said hello. She was surprised to see me. We walked back down to N and
soon Amy showed up with another friend, Martha. We had a big reunion
there. L & A walked off to the plaza. N & G & I stayed at the train station
to view the mass now just getting underway (11:AM). A priest came
out and gave a little speech in Quechua. Then another priest came out to
give another little talk. As soon as he began it started to really pour. The
silent crowd now began to shuffle about, looking for pieces of plastic to
get under. It was impossible to hear what the fellow had to say, even
if we could have understood it. So we headed back toward the plaza ourselves. N & G stopped to have chorizos and then we went back to get
some more shish - kabobs. N met up with Leslie and we went up to her
hotel room and got some leaves from her. Back in the plaza G. wanted to
take a picture of N & I with some Indians. There were 4 standing in front
of a store, when N & I stood next to them and G pointed the camera, 2 of
them took off. He took the shot. The parade was getting underway but the
streets were so crowded with spectators that we couldn’t get to see anything.
So we took a detour out to the end of the parade route. There we sat on a
big dirt wall and began munching leaves in ernest. 1st you take out the little
stem up the middle. The fresh ones tear lengthwise very easily. Then you start
stuffing in the leaves. After you’ve got a good sized wad all juiced up in there,

you take about 2 match - heads worth of yipta, a catalyst, wrap it in a leaf to
keep from burning your tongue and gums (almost inevitable anyway) and toss that
in with the rest. This releases vast amounts of juice with a taste not too
unlike SP, but soon mouth & tongue are numb. Leaves are replaced as needed
until the whole wad is chewed out. Then you spit it out and start again. Most
of the Indians were chewing, drinking the local fire water and, combined
with the high altitude, the monotonous dancing, and the brightly colored
garments, must have all combined to send most of them into a trance - like
state. At the end of the route musicians, dancers, spectators, and photographers
all gathered in a big open area, dominated at one end by a big totem, covered
with bread, beer, grains, etc. to feed to the spirits of soldiers who died
fighting the Spaniards back in 1816. The dancers & musicians did their
thing, getting higher & drunker. I jumped down off the wall & started
taking pics. There were so many people all jammed together it was hard to get
clear shots, plus the fact that the dancers never stopped moving made photos
of them a matter of luck. Several of the Indians came up and put their
hands over my lens just as I was about to take some pics. After I
had taken one photo of a group of dancers, and Indian came up and grabbed my
lens and wouldn’t let go. I hadn’t taken his photo and couldn’t figure out what
he wanted. He was drunk. I wasn’t about to give him any money. Luckily G.
was standing nearby and bailed me out with 2 cigs. It took both of us pulling
on the camera and the guy’s hand to get him to let go. Not very friendly
natives. I went over to another group and was more successful in my
photo attempts. The open area grew more and more crowded. I walked up to the
end with the totem and was about to take a shot of a fellow playing
one of the big flutes when I felt a clunk against the end of my lens.
A fellow had stuck his flag pole end up to my lens. Luckily only the edge
was hit. A miss by a RCH. I got the hint and decided to curtail
further photographic efforts. I went back up to the dirt wall and

joined N, Leslie & Amy, G. had gone off to the rest. at the hotel
to eat again. When he got back it had started to rain again so he & I
went back to the hotel. We walked around inside for a while and then I
joined him and a friend along with 2 french girls for a beer. His
friend & the frogs left and we sat there waiting for N. Soon Andrew
from N.J. came up and joined us. We talked for a little while and
then N & L came in. N had found a bus leaving from up by the
hospital and was off again with L to see if she and A wanted to
go back to Sucre on that bus. G & I walked up to the bus and there
were about 5 seats left. We booked our 2 and then N showed up
alone. L & A weren’t going with us. N had had a talk with L about a
little “amorous activity” but she wasn’t interested. His luck with
women is no better than mine, but he keeps trying. The bus going
back to Sucre was a big one, we got the back seats again. N dozed most
of the way. G and I talked about this & that and I dozed for a while, too.
We got back to town about 6PM. G. said he’d come by about 7 and take
us to a sauna. We relaxed for that hour. The family here was going out
to a movie. G came by in a taxi and off to the sauna we went. There
we rented a locker, changed into our suits, and went into the sauna.
There were two, a wet one & a dry one. We went into the wet one 1 st
and then the dry one. Then after we were good and sweaty we took a
dip in the cold pool. Refreshing & cleansing. After a nice hot shower we
changed back into our clothes and walked back to the house. It began to
rain on our walk back and we arrived re-wetted. When the folks came
back we ate dinner. They have little silverware racks at each place setting
shaped like

. We were tired, and the T.V. reception was poor, so we

retired right after dinner. A long and interesting day. I wore my repaired
boots for the 1st time today. They seem to work OK but I’ll need to take a long
hike with about 35 lbs on my back to tell for sure. While waiting for G.

to pick us up at 7, I showed my zoom go JE and noticed that the MACRO
ring was loose again. This happened once before in Colo. I had to fiddle with it
for 20 min or so to get it to focus at

∞ and not change focus when the

zoom is zoomed. That lens doesn’t like bumpy bus rides. While walking back
from the sauna we complained to G about the lack of layable women in this town.
He said that one of the voluptuous ladies at the sauna was a friend of his and
liked to get it on. He said he’d try and arrange a rendezvous with her at some later
date (Ho - Ho).
MON

MAR 12. Woke up late and tired. We got our camera gear together after breakfast and
headed out to museumize for a while. The sun looked as tho it was going behind
the clouds any minute so we didn’t go to San Felipe. We checked at the Casa
de Libertad but it didn’t open ’til 10 so we sat in the park for a while.
As we were sitting there, Gonzalo walked thru on his way from the bank. We
said hello and he walked on to work. The sun showed more signs of staying out
so we decided to give San F. a try. We got there but a little uniformed girl
told us there were classes today and we’d have to come back at 11:45. Well by
then the sun would be wrong so we decided to wait for another day. I don’t
think the little girl knew what she was talking about, the place being closed ’til
11:45, but we’ll just have to try again. The Casa de L. was open and we went
into the main hall (after taking a pic of the courtyard) to hear a lecture by a
monk or priest telling all about the history of the country. The Bolivian Dec.
of Indep. was signed here. There was a gallery up on the “2nd floor” made out
of solid cedar covered with 24k gold. There were also a couple birds flying
around inside. Then we went into another display room filled with paintings
and memorabilia. There was a picture of Tio J’s older brother on the wall. He
played some part in Sucre’s past. There was a giant 8’ bust of somebody in
the corner. There was also a sheep skin or something covered with what looked like
ancient hieroglyphs. Closer inspection revealed characters in the shapes of a church with
cross on top, a fellow sitting at the table writing, miners with helmets, and the Bolivian flag.
Real ancient stuff. The Priest explained that he had drawn up this whole thing

but that somehow it was based on actual Inca hieroglyphs (even
tho they didn’t have a written language). I tended to be rather skeptical.
Another gallery had more artifacts on display, a cannon, photocopies of
important papers, biers for carrying dead bodies, and old guitar, etc. N had
asked the gate keeper if an old lady he met the 1 st time here still
worked here. She did and after the tour we went to her office to talk
to her. She knows N’s family and they talked for 15 min or so. She’s
an old but spry grey haired lady. She wished us well and we walked
back to take another look at the galleries. We were followed about by
a military type in a green suit. When we went to look into a display
case, he was right there with us. He followed us like a shadow. Finally
we left and walked down the street to take some pix of buildings around
town. It was 11:30 and most of the museos close at 12 so we really
didn’t think we had time to go to another one. But in walking past
a church, a fellow coming out from the church museo told us to go on
in and take a look at the Virgin of Guadalupe. This is the one mounted
on a base 4cm thick made of gold, and studded with diamonds and many
other precious jewels. Gaudy but impressive. We took a photo of the old
Virgin and the lady asked for a donation saying anyone who photos the
Virgin should contribute something. Probably to help pay for the diamonds.
There was another museo just next door that contained many religious
paintings and artifacts from the church. It supposedly contained
the vestments of N’s relative, the Archbishop of the Vice - Royalty of
Alta Peru. I opted out for some pix of the courtyard but N tried to
get in and see the clothes. But it was too close to noon and he
couldn’t get in. So we walked back to the house, the pre-dinner scotch,
and lunch. After lunch I retired for a while, while N went out to visit
with some Nun who’s also related to him somehow. He was gone ’til about
6, having to have tea with all the Nuns who remember him from when he
was here 15 yrs ago. Back at the house it was time for dinner and T.V.

We watched an old “Fury” episode, and then a show from Britain called
“Man in a Suitcase”. After T.V. we sat around in the room reading
and writing when about 10:30 who should call but Leslie. She and Amy
were in town and wanted to meet us at the Pub at 10:45. We put on our
shoes & off we went. We downed a beer before they got there. They were
leaving tomorrow to go to Macha(?) and wanted to leave some stuff
behind with a fellow at the bar. We met many folks at the bar who knew
JE and were quite surprised that N was an Ybarnegary. One fellow
even invited us out to his house this weekend to eat SP and enjoy the country
side. Leslie occupied herself trying to get the words to “50 ways to leave your lover”
and Amy flirted with most of the men at the bar. Man, has she got a nice
body. At one point she was standing at the bar, back (ass) to some fellows.
One guy said “You better not point that this way, it’s very dangerous”.
We met an AFS student from North Carolina, another from Chicago, and one
from Norway. We also met a guy who said he had some smoke and would
turn us on after the pub closed. We stood around talking to L, A, and the guys,
downing several beers and listening to Paul Simon on the tape player. About
1 the pub closed and we waited around in the street for the guy with the
do to come out. L & A walked their friend from Arg. home (the lady we
met in Oruro with the dent on her nose) and then came back to meet us
in front of the pub. We jumped into Nano Gutierrez’s willys (the guy who’s
invited us out this weekend) along with about 3 other guys, L & A, and
drove about 2 blocks down the street, stopped, and drove backwards back
to the pub. I know not why. We all got back out and went into another
bar across the street. I asked the guy if we weren’t going to smoke some.
He seemed pretty spaced out but took us out into the street where he proceeded
to load up a little paper pipe. We were joined by Nano and the 4 of us stood there
looking guilty as sin as 2 cops walked by. They didn’t hastle us, didn’t even
look at us closely. After they passed we toked but he had only enough for about 2
hits each. Then somehow we found out he had some toot. He turned us

on to some of that. It was very good. We walked back into the bar
and consumed more beer. I talked to Nano about his old cars he’s
restoring (he’s a mechanic). Then we worked some puzzles with matches
(take 6 matches & make 4 equilateral
and make the

∆

∆ ’s)

and coins (

move 2

point the other way). I wound up talking with Leslie

about “Dragons of Eden” and “Hamlet’s Mill.” She and Amy
wanted to take N & I back to their hotel (to talk, presumably)
but N was too OD’d. So we just walked them back. They had
to pound on the door for 15 min. before somebody finally let them in.
We said goodnite, assured that they’d meet us here in Sucre when they
got back into town, and walked back home. It was 3 by the time
we finally hauled in, and we both collapsed into bed.
T UES

M AR 13 Woke up late and lazy. After breakfast, still feeling the need, I

I put in my
2c/ worth for
Jane, too.
Told her if she
can’t come down
and fuck us, at
least she can
send some pot

went back to sleep. A basic day of “life in the horizontal”. After lunch N worked
on a letter to Jane while I wrote in these notes. A little later in the afternoon
we took a walk downtown to check on movies. Along the way I noticed
Amy riding on a motorcycle. Evidently they didn’t leave town today
as planned. The movies were nothing spectacular - Freebee & the Bean, Streetfighter w/Charles Bronson, The Colossus of Rhodes, Girls are for Loving, etc.
Nothing worth going out to. We walked back by way of L & A’s hotel to
see if they were still, indeed, in town. They hadn’t checked out of the hotel,
but were gone for the moment. On the way back to the house we passed a
store selling “Post Toasties”. We debated the necessity of buying
a box, it having been a long time since either of us has had corn flakes.
It would sure beat the stale bread and soggy cookies for breakfast. While
debating we noticed a fellow selling bags of milk. We bought a liter and
decided to go back for the flakes. They wanted $2.00 a box! Don’t need
corn flakes that bad. So we drank the milk and decided to save the flakes for
the states. After dinner JE came in and brought in a recorder and a
flute. We toodled around on those things and then got started talking

about cameras. He had a couple old (last summer) Modern Phot & Pop Phot
mags which he brought in. We began reading those which kept us busy
the rest of the night. Reading those mags makes me more than ever want
to get back to a darkroom. So many things to do. I feel removed from
the photographic life. Like Ed G. without his paints. There are still a
lot of good phots to be taken, especially in Peru. But it’s hard not being able
to see them. We retired with dreams of Canon A-1’s in our heads.
Just before dinner we were listening to the short wave. We turned a Voice
of America. We heard a very strange show. It was the “Morning Show” for
Wed. the 14 th. We couldn’t figure out if it was a
mistake in playing the wrong tape, or if they were broadcasting to the other side
of the world where it was Morning Mar 14th. Never did find out.
WED

MAR 14, Got up and had the usual breakfast of hard bread, soggy cookies, coffee & a
piece of sponge cake. As we eat breakfast in the morn, the little maid goes
in and makes our beds and cleans out N’s film can top ashtray. No matter
how fast we eat, we can’t catch her making the bed. She’s fast. We
grabbed camera gear and headed out to the ricolletta, a church and
convent outside town up on the hill. We took a leisurely walk along the old
colonial streets of Sucre, photoing along the way. 2nd story balconies looked
down on us, the buildings were all white, close to the street, with side walks
that grew and faded. Little kids played in the streets, cars honked at intersections, and shopkeepers minded their stores, with goods piled right up to the
door. We didn’t go inside at the ricoletta, but settled for some phots of the
buildings and town from the vantage point. Then we walked farther on up
the hill behind, taking more pictures of little kids in doorways and some
close ups of the yellow striped, green cactus leaves. On the road going up to the
top of the hill were monuments to the 12 stations of the cross. We got up to the 4th
and decided to head back down for lunch. We took a few shots along the way. It
felt good to get out and be taking pix.
mestizo maids. The little

Lunch is served by the 3

one that makes the beds, the tall one that N lusts after (come here and
This all happened
on FRI

make me) and a 3rd, the least attractive of the bunch. Lunch is preceded
by the usual scotch or pisco sour. Took a couple pix of the patio, N & the dog
and Tio J next to the fountain. I wanted to take a picture of the whole family when
JE got home. Mom was busy running around so when everybody sat down
at the table, I raised the idea. She nixed it promptly, not wanting her
picture taken in “house clothes”. After lunch we again grabbed cameras and
took a stroll out looking for photo mags. Nobody sells them in this town. We
wound up going to the University Museum. The 1st part of the museo was the
colonial museum, complete with many religious paintings of bleeding Jesus’s,
monks contemplating skulls, and a marvelous, Buddhist like painting of the world,
from heaven all the way down, with everybody important in between. There
were also some really well done chests and little pull - drawer cabinets
inlaid with wood. All through the museo (we were the only ones there, they
had to unlock the door for us) we were followed by a green uniformed military
type. Like Casa Libertad, this fellow never took his eyes off us. The next
part was the archaeological museo. An uninspired collection of pots and
potsherds. There was one display case filled with skulls, but all in all,
this part was worth skipping. Next door was a display of indigenous art
and costumes. There were dolls dressed up like the various natives of Bol.,
some nice weavings on the walls, and a full sized mannequin dressed like
a Tarabuceño. The most noteworthy part of this display was the nice
looking red-head who was also observing the weavings and display cases.
From there we went back downstairs and went thru the modern art part.
There was a good collection of more or less recent paintings and drawings.
This was probably the best part of the museo. From the museo we took a
walk down the street and took more photos (no photos allowed in the museo)
of a truck sticking out of a doorway, men painting the side of a church with
primeval ladders, and a gaggle of school girls all dressed in white. On
our way back by the plaza, I stopped in a paper store that had a

Bolivia Reclama su Mar flag in the window. I asked if they had any to
sell. No, they didn’t, but would sell me the one in the window for 5 pesos. The
lady ripped a corner taking it down, but I took it anyway. We decided to
walk up to Nano Gutierrez’s repair shop. We found the right street, looked
for 4 identical garage doors, found the right one and went in. He and his
crew of 3 (not including the little kid who answered the door and the dog
who doubled as a door bell) were busy repairing about 12 motorcycles, all
in varying stages of disassembly. He also had a couple classic old cars that
he was working on. We talked cars and motos for a while and then headed
back to the house. We re read the photo mags until dinner. After dinner we
found out JE had some more mags. We grabbed the 2 others and read those
for the rest of the night. 90% advertizing, 9% articles and 1% photos.
Thurs

MAR 15, Awoke to a drizzly morning. After breakfast we retired to read the photo
mags. An inspection of the book closet in our room revealed a small collection of
english books. I grabbed Ian Fleming’s In Her Magesty’s Secret Service, and
N took Huxley’s Brave New World. We read all morning. We ate lunch
and read the 1 st part of the afternoon. Then we decided to go out and
take a sauna. We loaded up our suits, soap, and towel and off we went. Once
we reached the sauna, we found out it was closed, only open on Fri, Sat, &
Sun. So N walked back to the house to take a shower and I walked over to the
plaza to watch the people and get some fresh air. I was immediately
accosted by no less than 4 Tarabuc.s selling ponchos. I didn’t want any,
but they sat there on the park bench with me anyway. Finally some other
gringos across the way started looking at one fellow’s ponchos and this drew
the other ones away. Then 2 fellows came up to me and asked me if I spoke
English “Yes”. “Do you speak Spanish?” “A little.” So they sat down next to
me and proceeded to unwrap something from a big newspaper bundle under one
fellow’s arm. It was a battery charger. The indicator light had melted all the
plastic around it. The fellows wanted to know why. All the instructions were
in English so that’s why they were coming to me. I read the instructions

but they said nothing about why the indicator light should melt the
plastic. Then at the bottom I noticed the device was to be operated at
120 volts. “What’s the voltage here in Sucre?” “220” 2 + 2 = 1
burnt plastic battery charger. He thanked me for my astoundingly
bright assessment of the problem and walked away. Just as I was
about to leave myself, I noticed Gonzalo walking thru. I motioned him
over. We went across the street where he bought me a cup of coffee. He
was on his way back to work but took a quick coffee break to talk
with me. He made it quick and left to go back to the shop. I walked
back to the house and took a shower myself. We decided to take a
turn around the plaza before dinner. Thurs & Sun are the big strolling
nites. The boys go around one way and the girls the other. We sat on
a bench and watched all the “young hammers” as Dinger would
say. 90% were Guaranteed Jail Bait. Tight little asses and not a
day over 15. Then we saw Nano walking by. Motioned him over
and we sat on the bench talking and gawking. One particularly
sweet little ass in white pants walked by. She was swinging it from
side to side like a box car on bad tracks. We watched her go around
a couple times, Nano left to meet his wife, and we took a couple turns
around ourselves. It’s positively Masochistic watching all the beautiful
ladies knowing you’ll never get more from them than a few reflected
photons. Frustration reached its limit and we came back to the house.
We had missed dinner. They don’t keep stuff warm for you here.
Dinner is served by the maids and if you’re not here to eat, too
bad. We had cold soup and a cold spinach pie with some congealed
white sauce on top. After dinner we decided to go out to the pub to
make the mythical “Bolivian Connection” Well nobody was at the bar to
connect with so we sat there drinking beers and watching the Pong
game. We talked about everything from Pot to Parents. At one point
Gonzalo came in and joined us for a while. He only stayed a short

time but told us he’d meet us at the sauna tomorrow. He left us to listen
to the Pink Floyd tape on the stereo. The only thing this town has going
for it is a bar with good music. The beer having lowered my tongue, and
the subject of the “Bol. Conn.” having already raised the possibility of
going to the states early, I discussed my feelings of needing to return
after Peru with N. He was receptive but won’t be going back
himself. So it’s almost assured. If we don’t connect, or even if
we do, at the end of Peru I think I’m going back. We came back
to the house and discussed our varying alternatives and viewpoints
on Bolivia. This is N’s home away from home but to me it’s just
another country. I need to get back to a darkroom and photography and
N. wants to stay here, investigating the life-style of Bolivia. I feel
my links with the U.S. pulling me back, and N’s links here are keeping
him here. If we connect, it will be much easier for both of us.
FRI

MAR 16, After breakfast I came back to the room to read more James Bond.
N took the camera gear and went out photoing. He came back just before lunch.
We did the photo thing [see: WED 14] and sat down to eat. J.E. said he was
going to take us out to eat tonite and would call with details of time, place,
etc. after he got back to work. We laid around after lunch waiting for
him to call. About 3 I finished the book and was ready to go out photoing but N wanted to wait. So we waited all the rest of the after. JE never
called. About 6 or so N went out to meet Gonz. at the sauna. I stayed
behind to talk to JE should he call. About 7 he showed up and said
he’d be back at 8 to take us out. N got back at 8. He said Gonz
never showed at the sauna. JE came back a little after 8 and we walked
down thru the park to a nice restaurant. There we ordered up some drinks
and began playing dice. We played a Yahtzee-like game, then a horse-race
game, then a bluffing game the only point of which seemed to be to get
all the players drunk. Then we ordered up a good meal. After eating
we played a road-race game and then it was time for JE to get

back to the house as he had to work tomorrow. N & I thanked him for
the good time and the dinner. We went over to the pub. Almost immediately N began to talk to a fellow named “T” about the “Bol. Con.”
T’s friend (quite drunk) talked to me about hash, but I wasn’t sure
and didn’t want to interrupt N to translate. T wants 4 for

1

/ 2 key

of puro. We asked him about smoke and he said to come by the store
tomorrow morn. Then I met a fellow who talked a little English and
invited us over to his house for a drink. We got the address, finished
talking with T and left. I was feeling good due to the drinks at dinner
and the couple beers at the pub. Once at the fellow’s house we were served
J&B from a gallon bottle. It was somebody’s birthday and we, along
with about 5 other guys, were celebrating. The party began to break
up and several of the fellows left. Of the remaining, one guy said
he had a little smoke. A little is right. About 1 hit each. Then
he said he had some toot. We tooted a line and

1/

2

or so. I sat

back to sip my whiskey and began to feel very drunk. I put the
glass down & leaned back against the wall, trying to retain my
composure and my lunch. N was busy playing “his 3 tunes” on
the guitar but I soon convinced him it was time for us (me) to
go. We said goodby and moved on out into the street & fresh air. I
felt better walking but felt as tho I was on automatic pilot all
the way back. Once we got to the house & I laid down, I began to
get the whirlies. 2 trips to the porcelain wheel to lighten my
stomach and I felt better. I fell asleep immediately.
Sat.

M AR 17. Awoke rather early with a woozey stomach. Evidently someone
had heard my distress last night, for this morn there were 2 glasses
of water and 2 alka-seltzs on the table. We availed ourselves of them after
breakfast. It was a cloudy - brite day and we wanted to take photos
of San Felipe before lunch and Nano’s arrival at 2. So we gathered
up lenses and film and headed out. At San F. we wandered about

taking a few pix of the courtyard and upstairs archways. Then up to the roof.
But it was locked. N. had to run back downstairs and get the key. Once on
the roof we photo’d the varying spires and bell towers, the stained glass windows
and colored tiles, and the rooftops of Sucre. I walked up into one of the bell
towers and began silhouetting the bell against the background of the town.
We had seen an attractive blond lady also walking up on the roof, alone.
After a couple shots in the bell tower she climbed up the stairs and
joined me. I was done photoing anyway and we began to talk on the
way back down to the street. She was from Germany (spoke English
very well), an exchange student now living in Santa Cruz, and on a short
vacation to Sucre, Potosi, Tarija, and back to Sta. Cruz. We got
her address in Sta Cruz and said we’d look her up when we got there.
We walked together thru the plaza and then parted company to go down
to T’s store. He was there but had nothing for us. He said to meet him
at the pub between 9 & 10. We said we couldn’t because Nano was
coming to take us to Yotala. So come to the store Monday, he said. We
left to go back to the house. On the way back we ran into Julio Alarcon
from LaPaz. N thought he saw him yesterday while he was taking
pix but wasn’t sure. It was indeed him. He invited us out to
the Glorieta this after but we couldn’t go (Nano, etc.) He was going
to come by Tio J’s for lunch on Sun. We apologized for not being
able to see him, said goodby, and went to the house for lunch. After
lunch we laid around waiting for Nano. I started reading Brave
New World. 2, 2:30, 3, still no Nano. Well, he probably got held up.
3:30, 4, 4:30, 5, Tio J came in and wanted to know what was going
on. He was pissed that Nano hadn’t shown. He decided to drive us
around town to look for his car. Earlier, about 4, JE had called Yotala.
Some little kid answered saying N & wife wouldn’t be back ’til night. N
went up to the repair shop but nobody was there. So about 5:30 Tio
J, N & I took a drive but saw nothing. We came back to the house

and waited some more. The family went out to church and we
decided to take a stroll around the plaza. More nice (young) tits &
ass. We felt bad because the family hadn’t been expecting us to be
around for dinner but we were still here, and also because Tio J
was also pissed (not really his concern, I thought). Lots of looks but
no luck at the plaza, we came back for dinner. About 9:15 we
decided to go and see if T was at the pub. While walking down
the street Gonzalo and 2 friends drove up and told us to get into
the car. We still had time to get to the pub, we thought. So into the
car and up the street we went, presumably to take one of the friends
home. But there was no car there, or the door was locked or something
so he couldn’t get in. Then Gonz. suggested a drive out to the
airport along Chucisaca’s only paved road. Said it would only
take 15 min. Gonz. has to be one of the world’s worst drivers. He
speeds up, then slows down, then speeds back up, using both lanes of
the road without reason. A short but unnerving ride to the airport, up on a hill outside town. The only worthwhile point was the
view provided of Sucre. City lights in the distance and a 3/ 4
waning moon peeking from behind the clouds. The ride back down
was no better. A real schizo driver. We got to the pub just at
10. Of course T wasn’t there. Nor was any other familiar face or single
girl. So we had a quick beer and then who should come in but the
birthday boy from last nite. He and his friends were all going
down to the “Cuerno” for drinks. They left. We walked down to
the “Horney” bar but one look inside told us there was even
less action there than at the pub, at twice the price. So we
walked back to the house. A real strike out day. We watched a cheezy
“monster” movie on T.V. Then I retired to finish BNW and crashed.
S UN

M AR 18. Awoke to a brite morn. N went out to the park to shoot pix. I
didn’t feel hungry so I didn’t eat breakfast, and stayed behind to

try and get caught up on my writing. I stayed in and wrote all morn. Tio J
came in before lunch time to see if I was sick. I tried to convince him
that I wasn’t hungry and had stayed in only because I needed to
write. Just then N came back from the plaza. Tio J suggested a
drive around to look at the girls. OK, we said. Got into the car and
drove to the plaza. There we got out and stood in the sunshine, looking
at all the young lovlies. Soon Julio Alarcon came along. He was going
to come over for lunch. We talked for a while and then he left. Then J
N & I drove back to the house. There we met Julio and sat around
on the patio under the big colored sun umbrella, drinking whiskey. The
canaries were singing, we watched the goldfish in the fountain, and looked
at some photos of JA’s kids. Lunch was served, and what a lunch.
First there were some excellent salteñas, not so juicy as the ones we’ve
had before. Then came the soup, complete with big chunks of potatoes and a
piece of meat that could have been fish or fowl. This was eaten with
bread and cheese. Then came the rice - mariscos dish. Chunks of fish,
mussels, oysters, and things that looked like octopus arms or squid, mixed
with sauce and all put over rice. Then came the big green grapes, coffee,
and cigarettes. Then back out to the patio for anisette. I was so bloated
I could hardly see. I came back to the room and discovered a copy of
Hemingway’s The Sun Also Rises. Read and laid around the rest of the
afternoon. Sunday is big paseo night at the plaza. About 7:30 N & I
walked down to the square and sat on a bench to watch. Most of the
scrunti were very young. There weren’t too many people at 1 st, but
as time went on the crowd grew bigger & bigger. Manymany young
ladies, and a few older ones (like 20). Today was the military academy’s
day off so all the soldiers-to-be were strolling in their nifty grey uniforms,
hats, and white gloves. Little Miss White Butt was there, studiously avoiding
our lustful stares. Several other ladies met them, and a couple even
said hello. When the crowd got really thick we decided to take a few

turns ourselves. We ran into the fellow whose house we went to
on Fri. He wants to get together with us before we leave town. Another
turn or two around the plaza, a final leer at miss Butt, and we
came back to the house for dinner. After dinner we went over to
the Pub to see who, if anybody, we could run into. We ran into T right
away and he and N sat talking Business. I occupied myself watching
the dart players and Pong players. The Pub is a small place. 4 or 5
stools at the bar, with a big painting of Andy Capp, standing
at a bar, drink in hand, watching a dart game, evidently making
some comment to the thrower of the dart depicted in mid flight
above the bar. This is painted on the door of the liquor cabinet. The
refrig. is to one side and the stereo tape - player to the other. Next
to the bar is a stairway leading up to the balcony that contains
the dart court. Along the stairway are other levels, carpeted, providing chair - like spaces. The rest of the bar has 5 or 6 round tables
with bench - like seats in semi - circles around them. These seats are
also carpeted. Pieces hang down from the ceiling, painted with
stripes, and forming a pattern:

in cross section.

During the course of N & T’s talk, N discovered that T now wants 4.5
per 1 / 2 and that he needs to do it within a week. “Not possible” he
told T. “We need at least a month to check things out and get the
scratch.” Then finally a month time limit was set. But the exchange
would have to take place in LaPaz with one of T’s friends,
closely watched by the members of the Bol. Narcos. This sounds pretty
fishy. We’ll have to think that over. Then N tried to get some
smoke. T said we’d have to wait ’til midnite when his friends
showed up. All this time a drunk sitting at the bar (we were on
the steps) was intruding into our talk. He kept butting in and
talking nonsense about his time spent in Holland and how much
he loved South America, he kept calling it South Africa.

Finally about 11:30, the drunk getting on our nerves and it looking
like T wasn’t going to come thru with the do, we took off. The
Bol. Con. is quickly turning into the Bol. Joke. Nothing but
unmet promises and shady sounding deals. T’s days are numbered.
MON

MAR 19, N got up at 9:30 to go and get a picture at the photo shop for JE.
I ate breakfast and when he got back we loaded up the camera gear and
started walking toward the Glorieta. We stopped at the Ford Dealership
to check directions with Tio J and we were on our way. The walk
was all down hill and took us thru a couple small towns, one with a
military base. All around were 16 yr old kids with sub - machine
guns slung under their arms, protecting the new recruits, who were
busy going thru their marching exercises on a big training field,
to the sound of a military marching band somewhere out of sight.
We wanted to take some pix of the marchers but figured the trigger
happy Sophomores would shoot first, and call relatives later, if
they indeed had bullets in those things. It was a brite - partly
cloudy day. We walked along paralleling the river, enjoying the scenery,
and choking and getting covered with dust every time a
car or bus drove by on the gravel road. It was a little over
an hour’s walk to the castle, now being used as a military base. We
had to tell the guard at the gate we were Architecture students in
order to get a tour. A uniformed kid took us thru. The first building
used to be a stables, with busts of horse’s heads on the wall outside.
Now it’s a garage for big blue busses and jeeps with flat tires.
The main building is a fantastic hodge - podge of styles. It has 3
big towers, one looks like a church tower, with a clock and cross at
the top, one looks like a gothic tower or a chess rook, and the 3 rd
looks like a Russian onion spire. The building is done in pink
stone with many arches, balconies, and stained glass windows. It
used to be the private home of a rich couple given titles by

no less than the Pope. It contained many beautiful pieces of
furniture and was the meeting place for visiting officials. It has
now fallen into great disrepair. All the rooms are empty, except for
the “cine” which contains pictures of the former owners receiving
honors on the walls, and discarded beer bottles on the floor. We
walked up into the tallest turret, a winding staircase with little
round windows at each “floor”. On the top a balcony provided
a view of the roof and surrounding grounds. At one side of the
mansion was a large garden with many small gazebo - like
buildings, fountains and pools (dry). At one point a troupe
of pigs came scurrying across the lawn and went into one of
the bandstands. We took several photos of the outside and of the
grounds and finally about noon began the walk back. We had
gone about 1k when a bus came along. We flagged it down and
got on. After the bus had gotten underway I asked the kid how
much the ride to Sucre cost. “10 pesos each” Well N said he
had only 10 pesos and I had none. I told this to the kid but
he thought I was only trying to bargain. So a couple k
down the road when the bus stopped to let a lady off, we got off
too. That short ride cost us 2 pesos each, but trimmed about
20 min from our walk. As we started walking, N again counted
his money. He’d actually had 19 pesos. We could have ridden all
the way. As we were walking past the plaza, we saw Gonzalo
and he saw us. He motioned for us to get into the car, he would give
us a ride to Tio J’s. We got in but he drove up about a block,
stopped the car, and walked the remaining 1/ 2 block to his house
to drop off his briefcase. Can’t drive a car with a briefcase in it.
We waited for 5 min while he dallied. As we were waiting we
saw Nano Gutierrez drive by. Finally G got back and drove
us to the house. He said he’d come by at 6 to take us up to

the mirador (lookout) outside town. After lunch we laid around for
a while and then went out to look up T. He said he’d have some
for us at 3. We 1 st went to a store by the plaza and bought a
N went to
the bus station
and bought
tickets to
Potosi for
Wed Morn.

little plastic chess set (no board). Now we can play chess at will.
Then to T’s store. He was there but said he had nothing yet,
to come back at 6 or better yet meet him at the pub. OK,
at the pub, but one more strike and your out. We came back
to the house and read until JE called and said we could tour
the Sureña Beer Factory at 5:30. After tea Tio J drove us over and
there we met one of the brewmeisters, who took us on a private
tour. 1 st we saw the compressors for air and ammonia (used for
cooling). Then we saw the CO 2 reclamation equip. Then to the
malt dryer. They use germinated barley. This is then cooked
in big copper ovens with water to activate enzymes that turn
starch to sugar. This mixture (Woorst) is then allowed to set,
causing crud to precipitate out. Then it is filtered, cooled, and
filtered again. Then it’s pumped into the primary fermentation
vats, yeast added, and there it sets. The CO 2 is captured by
the aforementioned equip. When the beer is almost done it’s
pumped into the 2 ndary vats, a little more yeast added, and
there it ages. Then it’s put into bottles, pasteurized, crated,
trucked and sold. Approx 18,000 bottles per day, 4 mill per
year.(Those figures don’t work out, but it’s something like that) I
was surprised to see how small the operation was. After the tour
we sat in the office with our guide and JE, drinking beer and
playing with our guide’s little calculator ( 3/ 32 thick). Then we saw
JE’s Almacen (stock room) and got a ride back in guide’s VW Beetle.
Back at the house Gonzalo showed up and took us for a ride up to
the top of the hill outside of town. It was too dark to take pix
but the view was nice. Then he took us for a short ride thru the

new part of town near the refinery that N’s dad helped
build. I had to piss and kept making jokes about going in
the back of G’s car or perhaps trying to hit the steering wheel.
He finally stopped and I relieved myself along the roadside.
That’s one nice thing about S.A., you can piss just about anywhere. Just pull up a wall, curb, or bus tire, nobody cares. We
came back to the house and had dinner. While we were out with Gonz.
Leslie had called. They were back in town. After dinner we walked over
to the Pub. T wasn’t there and neither were Leslie or Amy. We sat around
for a while drinking and then decided to go over to L & A’s hotel to see
if they were in. Before we had a chance to leave they walked in the
door. We ordered up another round and had a reunion. There were some
German guys at the bar, a fellow from Canada, and a cute blond
girl from Argentina. Lilliana, the Arg. lady we met 1 st in Oruro
was there, Nano was there, and many folks from Sucre. It was a
good time. Nano explained that his Jeep had broken down on Sat.
and he had been ’til 7PM fixing it. Then he lost a key or locked
She and Amy
were going to
Cocha tomorrow

morn at 6:30

himself out or something and had to go to Yotala to get it and
then come back to get his Jeep. By the time he got everything put
together it was too late to call us. He apologized and went back to

I started
his friends. We all sat around the bar, Leslie taking turns between my
talking Spanish
with him but he knee and N’s due to lack of stools. I talked with the Canadian guy
said to speak
English. I asked for a while. It was one of the Germs. birthday and they sang “Happy
him where he
learned his english. Birthday” to him a couple times. We met Peter, a fellow from Jamaica
“I’m from Jamaica
that’s all they and Fernando, from Sucre, who were both planning to go to Potosi
speak” “That
makes it easy” I on Wed. N managed to get us invited along. We talked and drank.
said.

Near bar closing Amy and Lill. started to dance. Soon they had N &

I and Leslie and another fellow out on the very small open floor
space dancing to old Beatles music. Finally the bar closed and
we all went out into the street. Everybody was still in a

partying mood so we went across the street and pounded on the door
of another closed bar (the “Office” I think) until they opened up. There
was Lill., the Arg. lady, Leslie, Amy, the 2 Germ fellows, the Canadian
guy (very attached to the Arg lady) several nationals, and the folks
behind the bar. They put on some music and everybody started to dance.
I sat and talked with the Arg. lady for a while. She was working in
Ecuador in the jungle looking for oil or something of a geophysical
nature. She gave me many friendly looks and I returned them. Then
I went over and sat next to a cute little girl from Sucre named
Daisy. We talked for a while about her possibility of getting a job
in the States once she learns english. Soon she caught the dancing
mood and pulled me out on the floor. I did my best to keep up
with her. The beer had removed many inhibitions which loosened up
both my feet and my Spanish. We had a good time, she dancing
and me fumbling. I looked long and deep into her beautiful dark
eyes and felt myself falling in love. I asked her if she had a
boyfriend. “No” she said, but she had come to the bar with another
guy. So much for that Idea. Besides, I’m leaving town on Wed. and
she’s only 20. Sour grapes. Then I danced with Leslie (when I
could get her away from N) Amy, and Lill. Lill was a little tipsy
but man could she dance. She told me she was a gymnast (in bed,
too, I bet) and when she got down on her knees and bent over backwards, then got up and asked if I could do the same, I just had
to laugh. Many (well, 2) guys were trying for the favors of the other
Arg. lady. She seemed most closely attached to the Canadian but
a Germ. fellow kept pulling her out into the dance floor. At one
point she came over and put her arm around me. I reciprocated and
we stood there leaning against the bench seats, tapping out the rhythm
of the music on each other’s sides. This went on for a while and
several more probing looks were exchanged. She was hauled off

again to dance with one of her suitors. I looked around to see
what had become of Daisy. She was sitting in the corner snuggled up
with her “non-boyfriend” They looked very cozy until I realized
that she was crying. Really letting it all out with big sobs. Her
friend had arms wrapped all around her, either trying to comfort
her or cop a feel. My heart went out to her but there was nothing
I could do. I looked over towards the corner many more times that
night. She was still crying several times, but by the end of the night
she had stopped, but still looked none too happy. Leslie and N had
been dancing up a storm but it was getting late and they wanted to
leave. We said goodby to them but then learned that Nobody was
leaving. The door was locked with a padlock from the inside and
the bartender wouldn’t open up. He wanted the party to go on and
said he’d open up at 11 tomorrow. There was nothing we could do. I
danced some more with the Arg lady. She said she didn’t usually dance,
didn’t know how to, and only did when she’d been drinking. I told
her the same was true for me. So we whirled & twirled each other
around, getting tangled, untangled, laughing, and having a real good
time. She told me she was a campesino from Arg. Father was Germ
and mother was French, had come to Arg. at the beginning of WWII. I
told her I was a campesino from the US. We got along royally. She
got tired and wound up sitting next to her Canadian. I kept up my
energy some how (kept looking over to see how Daisy was doing) and
continued dancing with Lill. By this time Leslie and N were in
the corner having a real heart to heart talk. I kept on dancing
and drinking. Finally Lill got tired and sat down against
the wall. I sat down next to her and figured “What the hell” I
put my arm around her. She didn’t protest. Then I started to massage
her neck, back, and shoulders. I knew it felt good. I kept my mouth
shut and let my fingers do the talking. She looked over at me

and said “You do that very well.” I put my arm back around her and
started playing with her fingers. She played back. Finally, after some prodding
from somewhere, the bartender decided to let us go. He went over and
unlocked the lock. People began to leave. Lill got up to help Amy find her
sweater. I went over to Daisy & friend and shook her hand goodnight.
I had to lean across the table to do it. I told her I was very glad
to have met her (if only it was me sitting in the corner with
her and not that dumb Latin). As an afterthought I shook her
“friend’s” hand goodnight (asshole). Then I went over to say goodnight
to the Arg lady. She was sitting next to the Canadian (so what, I thought)
I took both her hands, looked her in the eyes and got the most sincere
and friendly look of the night. She wished me a good trip and good
luck. I wished her the same. Then she told me she hoped I would learn
how to dance. I laughed. I told her to learn how to dance, too. Another
searching look and it was time to go. N & Leslie were off down the
street ahead of me. I waited to say goodnite to Lill but she came
out with me and we walked together down the street. The Arg. lady
and the Can. followed. We turned the corner and suddenly were
walking alone. N was way ahead with Leslie and the couple behind
had disappeared. We walked 2 blocks to the corner where she had to
turn to go home. (She was working at the Archives here, microfilming things)
I asked her if she’d be going to the Pub again tomorrow night. She
said yes. “I’ll see you there, then” I said and went to give her the
customary kiss on the cheek. She took it on the lips. Well, I thought,
might as well try that again. I put my arms around her and this
time, to my surprise, received a sweet French kiss that lasted
not nearly long enough. “I’ll see you tomorrow” I said and walked off
to catch up with N who had finished saying goodnite to Leslie. I
looked at my watch to see how late it really was. It was 4:30 AM
We walked back to the house, N hopelessly enamored with Leslie

and me with Daisy (the Arg lady and Lill. both tied for
a close second) Back at the house I related my various romantic
adventures (when you’re hot, you’re hot) and went to sleep.
T UES

M AR 20, Awoke as late and lazy as any time in the past. N got up
before me and went down to the bus station to try and return our tickets for
tomorrow. They took them back but charged us 10 pesos for the service.
When he got back I was up and feeling almost awake. We were going off to
have lunch with Gonzalo at 12:30, but 1st we wanted to go over to the
world famous chorizo place and test the truth to the rumor that these were
the best in Bolivia. We got there about 10:30 and ordered up a plate. They
were good, not too greasy, and rather picante. We passed on the salad and
the beer, knowing we’d have to be eating more soon. After this breakfast we
walked up to the LAB office to find out about flights from Tarija back to
Cbba. They have direct ones one day a week and on several other days we’d
have to change planes in Sucre. The cost is just over $30. Then we stopped
next door at the Ford Dealership and met Tio J coming out the door.
We told him about cashing in our tickets and he expressed some concern
that these fellows would leave us behind as Nano had done. We assured
him that they were respectable people, engineers, and had assured us a
ride. Then we went inside and met Gonzalo. We had planned to go
and sit in the park and digest before going to his house but he said no, to
come right over, he was going home too. So we walked over to his house.
He lives in his parent’s house. He explained that he’d been married
once, but now that he was divorced, he lived back with mom & dad. He
gave us the tour. The house was filled with beautiful old colonial
furniture. It was his father’s hobby, he said. Despite the furniture,
the house struck me as being cold, like a display room at a museum. It
didn’t look as tho people could really live there. Bare wood floors, fancy
flowered vases, a few flowers, a small library; only the bedrooms looked liveable.
He put on some music and we sat (lightly) on the furniture listening.

Then he said “Let’s go downstairs and play roulette.” He took us down thru
his garage into what seemed to be another apartment. Sort of his
den. In the 1st room he had his writing desk, diplomas on the wall, and
a psychiatrist’s couch. In the next room he had a bed and dresser. I
teased him about the couch “You analyze them in here (pointing to
the couch) and if they’re OK, you take them in there (pointing to the
bed). Or if they’re not OK, you take them in there and cure them.”
Then we walked across a little patio, past the bathroom, to the game
There was also
a cheezy plastic
chip rake
about 2’ long
(not used)

room. Here he had his roulette wheel and playing mat. The wheel had
to be a full 31/2" in diameter with a little 1/4" plastic ball. The wheel
sat in a plastic dish all of 6" across. All 24k plastic. The mat
was printed on double thickness paper, 12" x 28". The chips came in
denominations of 1, 2, 5, 10, and 50. We got 5 of each. He briefly explained
the rules of betting, spun the wheel and we were off. He had to hold the little
plastic dish in his hands and if he spun the wheel too hard, the little plastic
ball shot across the room. He was very proud of his roulette set. He’d gotten
it in Chile. I was the 1st to loose all my chips. He and N played one
all or nothing round, G on Black and N on red. It came up black. Enough
gambling for one day, lets go eat. We sat at the big dining room table
and were served by one of the 2 Indian maids. The other, he explained, was
over 70, a part of the family, and like a mother to him. His parents were
off in Costa Rica visiting his sister. The 1 st plate was Bistek con
leche. A good hunk of meat covered with some kind of whipped, poached
eggs, and a few fried potatoes. No leche involved. It was good and after
this I was full. The next plate was sopa de kinoa, a kind of grain
with a few onions on top. It, too, was good, tasted a bit like soft rice
crossed with wheat. I could eat only half of my plate. Then came desert,
cherimoyas. A big green fruit with large black seeds inside surrounded by
a sweet white pulp. I could eat none of this. Then coffee and eating,
thank Grid, was over. He took us into his bedroom upstairs (on the

main floor), handed us some Time and Newsweek mags, and proceeded
to lay down. I noticed his Exercycle in the corner and sat down on
it, cycling, reading a mag. It was the kind where the handle bars moved
back and forth. I complained because I wasn’t getting anywhere and
got off. About 1:45 he had to leave to go back to work. We came back
to the house and laid around in a state of serious bloat. I finished
reading The Sun Also Rises. A very well done book. N started with it
and I began moving back into my pack. After dinner we went out to
the Pub. Along the way we ran into Fernando, one of the guys going to
He was in charge
of building roads
up to the microwave tower sites.
He said after he
finished his job

the others could drive

Potosi tomorrow. He was also going to the Pub. He offered us a ride
but since we were only 2 blocks away, we decided to walk. As he drove
off we ran into JE. N talked to him about Leslie’s down jacket. She

“comfortably and had one for sale
leisurely” to the top.
He used a smooth (presumably). We

hand gesture to
illustrate his point.

and he wanted to buy one, but they left town today
might see them again in Cbba and if so, JE said,

buy the jacket for me. We walked to the pub and joined Fernando and
friends at the table in the back. T wasn’t there. Lilliana wasn’t
there. So we sat drinking beers. Peter, one of the fellows going to
Potosi tomorrow, also came in and joined us for a while. We told

A fellow at the
bar told us that
in Common
Chilean,
Minnesota means

“Tenth Woman”

them we’d cashed in our bus tickets and they told us they’d call and
then come by about 10 tomorrow. They left and N, in the process of
getting up from the table, knocked over and broke a beer glass. I went
up to the bar to get another. We wound up sitting at the bar talking to
Chino and Lusco, the bartenders, and listening to Pink Floyd on
the stereo. The pub is the only place that has Sureña beer on
tap because the head brewmaster at Sureña also owns the pub.
They have American matches (made in Miami) to give to their customers.
We also found out that they probably could have gotten us some stuff without
having to go thru T, who is now on the shit list. He never showed up,
neither did Lill. Neither did Leslie or Amy so they must have braved
the early morning hours and left. We got some cute little greeting cards

from the Pub featuring Andy Capp and a dart board. We wound up
closing down the bar, telling Lusco and Chino we’d surely see them
again if we got back to Sucre. We came back to the house and N spent
much of the night driving the old porcelain wheel.
WED

MAR 21 Happy 1st day of Fall (or Spring, depending on which side of the
line you’re on) We got up early and had breakfast. N came back in and
packed his stuff up, I laid back down to catch a last few minutes rest.
JE had woken us up at 8 and by 9 we were all ready to go. Tio J
said good by to us at breakfast. We thanked him and he left to work.
When we got up it was pouring rain outside. By ten the rain had stopped. We
just laid around waiting for the guys to call. N read and I went back to sleep.
When I woke up again it was 12:30. We figured something had happened. The
guys hadn’t called and we figured we’d been let down again. When Tio J
came home and saw that we were still there, he got steamed. He seemed to
feel no sympathy for us but was angry at the guys who let us down. We
went in to lunch. N had called Gonzalo to see if he knew Ferdinand’s last
name or telephone #. Ferd. knew Gonz, but Gonz knew more than one Ferd.
and so was of no help. It was clear that they had not been expecting
us for lunch, there were no little silverware holders at our place settings or

Just before
glasses. I think Martha in particular would be glad once we left. After
tea I went out
back and talked lunch Gonz. came by to take us to the bus station to buy tickets to Potosi.
to the Parrots. One
will bite but
We got seats for 8:30 tomorrow. We got dropped off near the plaza and
the other likes
to ride on your decided to go up and sit there to see if we could run into Luscho, Chino, T,
shoulder. I put
him up there and or the other fellow N had bought from in LaPaz, who was also in town, to try
he didn’t want
to get down.
and get some do. We sat there and lusted after the girls but no connections

connected. We walked back by T’s store to see if he was there. No. So
back to the house. I wrote while N read & slept. I wrote ’til tea time. Tio J said
“Seguridad valé doble” (a bird in the hand is worth 2 in the bush) and hoped from
now on we’d take busses. He had arranged for one of his employees to pick us
up tomorrow morn and take us to the depot. Hopefully he will show up. After

tea I went back to writing until dinner. N wrote also, sitting on the
bed writing on the window ledge. He had the windows wide open. He
sat there singing but whenever a lustworthy lady walked by he would
stop, say “Hey little girl, wanna piece of candy” or “Nice tits!” or
just “Mmmmm”. People would stop and look in at him. One little
kid said to him “Kiss my nose” N replied: “Kiss my ass”. I sat
there for a while too, watching the world go by. Better than T.V. Then
we went in to dinner. “The Invisible Man” was on the tube. We
watched that while eating. After dinner “Telematch” came on. A
German version of “Anything Goes” Cross country furniture races, etc.
Before dinner N had gone to T’s shop again. He was there and had assured N
that he’d be at the pub around 9 with some goods. So after Telematch
we went off to the bar. If T had nothing for us or didn’t show, he would
have screwed himself out of a deal. When we got to the bar he wasn’t there.
So we ordered up a beer and played some darts. The Canadian fellow from Mon.
and his German companion were there playing Pong. I asked them what had
happened to the Arg. lady. They told me she’d been stopped by the Police and
she didn’t have her passport. So they gave her a fine and 3 days to get
out of the country. Perhaps this was because she was Argentinian. What a
bummer. Then T showed up. N sat talking to him. He had “forgotten” the
stuff. He wanted to know about the other deal. “I have no confidence in you”
said N. “You’ve let us down 4 times” “Only 2" said T “don’t exaggerate”. “1st
last Saturday morn, then Sat night, then Mon morn, then you didn’t show Mon.
or Tues night, now tonight, you lost your chance”. He gave some rap
about wanting to be sure who he sold to. N listened to no more of it.
I paid the bar and we walked out. No more run arounds with T. Back
to square one. On the way back to the house N was giving me a synopsis of
the conversation. “If I say I’m going to be somewhere, I’m there” N said. “If
I say I’m going to bring something I’ve got it, or it’s in my car where I can
get it right away. None of this “I forgot” or “I’ll have it tomorrow”

shit. As far as I’m concerned T can Fuck Off.” We had been walking
past some girls coming back from school or just walking the streets. When
they heard N talking one of them said “Norte Americanos?” We walked
past them and one of them said “How deep is your love?” I turned around
and held my hands about 2’ apart “About this deep” I said. She didn’t
understand my answer. “Do you speak English?” one asked “No” N said.
“Parlez-vous Francais?” she then asked “Oui” N said “Comment vousJe m’appelle

Je m’appelle

appelez vous?” “Norris” “Et vous?” she asked me “Miguel, et vous?”
I asked back. “Je m’appelle Janette” “C’est un plaisir” N said and
we walked on “Au Revoir” she said after us “Au revoir” we replied.
How deep is your love, indeed. Back at the house everybody was busy
watching “The

Incredible Hulk” with Bill Bixby. He was busy

tracking down a big drug importer. Lou Ferrigno flexed his green pecs
thru the streets of N.Y. and finally threw the crook into a pool of
wet cement. We went to sleep after this drug adventure. Back to
Thurs

#1.

MAR 22, N was up at 7 trying to relieve himself of plugged guts. I laid
in bed ’til the maid knocked on the door at 7:15. The maids call us “jovenes”
I’m not sure exactly what that means but it’s rather funny because we’re
certainly older than they are. We ate breakfast and got our stuff all put
back together. The “chofer” came for us at 7:45. We hadn’t been
let down this time. He took us to the bus station. We checked our packs
and sat in the cafeteria drinking coffee. The bus departures were announced over a loud speaker in completely unintelligible Spanish. The bus
left on time and we settled back for the ride. After about 3 hours
the bus stopped in a little town all decorated up with paper streamers
across the streets and big arches of flowers and flags over the entrance
and exit to the town. When we stopped I got out and took a couple
shots of the colorful flowers & flags. N found out they were celebrating the
arrival of potable water. The town was small and out in the middle of
no where so I don’t know where the good water come from. Certainly

not from the muddy river nearby. The “bus boy” changed a tire
on the back that had a big bulge in it and we were back on the
road. The next stop was a lunch stop in a town not 30 miles from
Potosi. We got out and had an almuerzo at the rest. nearby. They
charged 15 pesos each for the lunch and 15p for a beer. That
was too much for a beer. It should have been 10. I paid the
lady with a 100p bill and she brought me 65p change. So I
left a 5p tip figuring we owed her 10 for the beer. We were
waited on by a cute little lady. When the bus got going, she
got on with us to go to Potosi. No sooner had the bus started
up than she got a nose-bleed. Another lady attempted to cure
it by pouring cold water on her head & neck. Why that should
work I don’t know but the bleeding stopped. We arrived in Pot.
without further incident. The ride took 6 hrs. We collected our
packs and started walking up the hill towards town from the bus
station. We’d gone about 3 blocks and spotted an alojamiento.
They didn’t have rooms with only 2 beds and we didn’t want a
room with 3 for fear they’d put someone else in with us. As
we were walking out, a little girl (5 or 6) told us there was another
place around the corner. They had rooms for 2. The fellow at the
desk looked over our passports more closely than any police
officer. Duely registered we headed up the hill to the center
of town. We found the main square and walked around it once
looking for the Tourist Office. Not finding it we stopped and
asked a police man. “Up there” he said, pointing up the hill.
A civilian standing next to him said “No, it’s down there

1/

2

block in the building with the 2 flags.” We saw which one he
meant, 90 o from the cop’s directions. After a bit of discussion
between them they finally agreed that it was indeed over there
1/

2

block. We thanked them and walked off. “2 nd floor” the

fellow called after us. There was indeed a Tourist office on the 2 nd
floor, but it was an administrative Office, not an info. Office. The
lady told us we had to go back up the hill another block or so. The
cop had been right in the 1 st place. Up the hill to the Office
we went. We got a little guide book of Pot. Before we left the
lady told us if any museos were closed, to come back and let
them know so they could advise others. “They’re supposed to tell
us” I thought. We strolled around a little more and found the market.
We decided to buy goods and make our own dinner. We got the fixins for tuna salad and walked back down to our res. There was
a shop on the corner that sold alcohol. I went in to buy some pop.
As soon as I walked in the door a little kid, son of the guy
behind the counter, I assumed, walked up to me and whacked me
on the calf with a stick. He laughed. I went over and looked
at the pop selection. He came up and whacked me again. "You’re
chasing away paying customers, kid" I bought 2 bottles. 3p for
the pop, 10p for the bottle. They also had big bags of coca leaves.
Huge garbage bags filled with the stuff. The miners eat a lot.
Back at the res. we mixed up the tuna and ate a good dinner.
Then we began discussing all that had happened to us in
Sucre. On the bus I had considered writing a short story
about our misadventures. N & I chewed some leaves and began putting
down details of Characters, Places, Events, and Themes. We finished
Characters, and then got into a long talk about taking more excursions into the country side. N feels as tho we’re taking
it easy going from city to city by bus. I didn’t deny it, but
somehow felt as tho he was blaming me personally. Chewing the leaves put me
in a strange frame of mind, plus being tired. We finally decided that we
would try to get away from busses all the time, take more trucks, even if
we don’t arrive on time and maybe have to camp or walk a little more

F RI

M AR 23. Awoke and had a homemade breakfast of left over tuna
salad. We decided to take a walk around town taking pix. N
wanted to find the statue of the miner we drove by yesterday
coming into town on the bus. We tried to follow our little tour
guide but the names of the streets in the book didn’t correspond to
the actual street names. We found the statue anyway and took
a couple photos. Then we took several pix of political slogans
and ads painted on the walls of buildings. Very colorful. We
took a couple more pix of the outside of a church. By the time we
got to the Casa de Moneda (Mint) it was closed. We walked up
thru the plaza debating what to do next. N had forgotten to look
up the name of the fellow who was administrator of the mint who
also was a friend of his Uncle Gaston. Thus he didn’t really
feel like going to the mint until he got that fellow’s name.
This left us the rest of the afternoon to figure out what to do.
We photod some balconies near the plaza and took a walk
along the “mall” to try and find the “Casa de Tres Portales”.
We read the map wrong and took a wrong turn but eventually
found the place. It was impossible to photograph. The 3 doors
were too wide spread and the street too narrow to get them all
into the frame. So we wandered back down the street looking
at all the ads for movies. We finally pulled into a little rest.
and had lunch. There we debated what to do for the afternoon.
We decided to go see a movie. A double feature. The 1 st
one was a Terrence Hill “The Magnificent One” western.
The 2 nd was 007’s Goldfinger. The theaters here have reserved
seats so we bought tickets for the very 1 st row. The guy behind
the window didn’t believe it. But no, we want the 1 st row. It was
a mistake. We wound up moving back to the 4 th row so our necks
wouldn’t cramp up. But the 4 th row seats were short lived.

The show was a complete sell out so we were forced to move back to
our 1 st row neck benders. At least we could hear. The crowd was
noisy and didn’t have to listen anyway, all they had to do was
read the sub titles. After the movies we went to the market to
buy goods for dinner. This morn we got some alcohol for the stove so
tonight we could cook. We bought veggies, bread, jam, and a can of
saisi, a kind of beef stew. We walked around the market looking
for fresh meat. Here you can buy everything from hooves to horns,
from lips to tails, and everything in between. The only thing not
sold is the moo (or oink, or baaaa) Whole unidentifiable pieces
of cow interior on display. We decided to leave the entrails
to the natives and settled for some nice tame sausages. We came
back to the res. and noticed that the Sauna just down the street
was open. We put off dinner and went for a nice hot steam. It
wasn’t as classy a place as the one in Sucre, but there was a
choice of

wet or dry heat, a small cold bath for cooling

off, and luke warm showers. After the sauna we came back and
made up a dinner of sausage and veggies. Then we got back
into our Sucre short story. Tonite we did Places, and began
on Themes. This led to a long talk about Photography, traveling
in general, and my desire to go back to the states. Perhaps Leslie
will come and join N if I go back, he told me. If we make the
Bol. Con. it will be much easier for both of us.
SAT

MAR 24, Awoke and made a breakfast of sausage sandwiches. Our little
stove works fine for frying these things. If we fill it full of fuel there
doesn’t seem to be much that it can’t do. After breakfast we headed
for down town. We walked up the hill and noticed that the church we took
photos of thru the gate yesterday, today had the gate open. We walked in
and started taking some more photos of the flowers and rustic exterior.
This completed to our satisfaction, we walked up to the Casa de Mon-

eda. We got there about 10:30, bought our tickets, and found out that
the friend of N’s uncle didn’t work there anymore. On the walls
along the entrance were a couple plaques dedicated to him. We later
found out he’d died 3 yrs. ago. Above the arch way leading into
the main courtyard was a big ceramic head of Bacchus with grapes
in a wreath around his head and a big cheezy smile on his face.
This was very incongruous with the rest of the austere brick building.
We were directed upstairs to a gallery of colonial religious
paintings. I’ve had my fill of these. I wanted to take a shot
of one painting but just as I had taken a meter reading, a cop
came over and told me it was strictly prohibited to take pix.
As we walked out of the gallery we picked up a tour. The Spanish
Each of 4 parts

speaking guide led us downstairs to a display room filled with
coin dies and coins. Having had something to do with coin dies

The whole thing it
was imported from

Spain, the only
one of its kind
in the world

was interesting to see these. Most were old and obviously cut by

hand. The newer ones were tooled by machine. In the next room was
the real interesting part. There were 3 big wooden machines with
cogs and gears, all completely wood, that were used to form the
silver into strips to later be stamped out as coins. The whole device
was powered by one giant gear turned at first by mules, but later,
as progress moved on, by Negroes. This place once housed several
hundred Negro slaves. We were shown places on the wood floor where
the wood had been worn in a depression in the shape of a human foot.
Year after year, someone standing working in the same spot had
worn the wood away. I wanted to take a photo of the big
wooded wooden gears but as soon as I got the camera ready,
a guard walked thru again. I later asked him if I could take
a pic of the machine. He said “go ahead”. Evidently it’s just
the cheezy paintings you can’t photograph. The next room had
some of the smelting equipment and other miscellany on display.

Originally the coin dies were held in a vise, and the strips of silver were
laid across the top. Then the silver was hit with a big mallet imprinting
the coin. If you had a 10 peso piece, for example, and bought something
for 5p, your coin was merely cut in half. Also on display was a
big strong box with 12 latches, all turned by one mighty key. It still
worked, and had more weird shaped moving parts than a swiss cuckoo
clock. The next rooms had more smelting equip, a big brick oven, tongs
for carrying the silver ingots, and other devices of unknown function. There
was a room filled with various rocks, a mineralogical exhibit. And
one room contained an uncleaned roof to show how the smoke from the
fires had stained the bricks. A couple more rooms contained various
religious treasures taken from a church in town when it was converted to a school. Then we went back upstairs and saw some more
assorted machines. Various ancient type writers, a couple old carriages,
and several gear and belt driven devices of uncertain function. Another
room contained artifacts from Bolivia’s war with Chile (Argentina?)
in the early 1900’s. Rifles, cannons, pistols, flags, and patriotic paintings.
Another room contained archaeological items, pots, skulls, and another
example of “ancient Incan hieroglyphs”. From there we went to a
different and more modern room that contained steam powered coin
presses. This “modern” mint predated the 1st U.S. mint in Philly. Then
upstairs for a display of colonial furniture with a card table that
opened up into a chess/backgammon board all made from inlaid wood.
I could take pix here, too, and did of one silver end table and the
card table. Then into the last display room, “modern art”. A small
display of paintings and sculpture. The most noteworthy piece
was a statue of a semi nude lady, sitting with a frog on her knee.
Evidently she was trying to turn it into a handsome prince. We walked
back down to the main courtyard, took another photo of Bacchus, and
walked out. By now it was noon. We went up to the park and sat

around there watching the nubile young school girls on parade. 3 of
them sat down next to us and began to talk. They were 15 yrs old.
“Oh, to be 16 again” N said. “I was young once” I said, “I wasn’t
good at it”. From the park we walked over to the Plaza del Minero
to see the statue of the Revolutionary Miner, with an air hammer in
one hand and a rifle in the other. Along the way we took several
pix. of the colonial streets, goods on display in little shops, and
native women in colorful costumes. It had clouded over and
along the way began to rain. Closer inspection revealed it wasn’t rain, but hail or snow. Snow in Potosi. It didn’t stick and
only came down for a few minutes. We made it to the plaza
and took many pictures of the colorful buildings, the bizarrely
painted walls, and the colorful Indian ladies. While walking
back to the hotel we noticed a doorway painted with splotches of
various colors. We both stopped to photo it and along came the
proprietor, drunk as a skunk. He talked our ears off. I finally
just walked away, but he grabbed N by the arm and hauled him
into the shop. N couldn’t or wouldn’t leave, so I had to come back
and just about drag him away. By the time we got to the
market it had started to really rain and we were hungry. We
looked all over for a place to eat but nobody was open. Finally we
found a place near the market that had salteñas. We pulled in
there for 3 each, a dark beer, and oogled the everpresent seminude posters on the walls. Whether it’s drug store, restaurant, or
gas station, there’s at least one exposed tit on the wall. Very
distracting. After our salteñas it had stopped raining long enough
for us to make it back to the hotel. The prospect of a rainy afternoon
was not appealing, so N went to the corner, bought a bottle of rotgut
Singani and 2 bottles of soda, and came back to drink and play
chess all afternoon. About 3/ 4 of the way thru the bottle we stopped

to make a dinner of rice, veggies, and our canned saisi. After dinner we
finished the bottle and laid around talking about friends left behind. I
expressed desire to see Dudley, Jeff, Ed, Doc, & Hector, Fred & Spazz
again. N said most of his friends were married and he had no
real desire to see them in the near future. It’s just the opposite
for me, very few of my good friends are married or moved away. We
wound up our conversation talking about women and the lack there
of. No pot, no ladies, no friends, travelling is great fun.
SUN

MAR 25, Awoke late and only slightly hung over. It was a nice brite day so we got
our cameras and headed out along the railroad tracks to photo the town and folks
some more. We turned up from the RR and found ourselves in the midst of a very
colorful Indian market. Sun. must be market day in Potosi. We photo’d for a
while in the market, taking shots of things like piles of various colored peppers,
plastic items, and natives with the Cerro Rico in the background. We got
thru this market and found ourselves back up by the other “main” market. About
this time we were getting hungry but it turned out to be a little too late for
lunch. We walked all over looking for a place to eat but nobody was open. We
wound up going back to the Indian market and having a good but tough
Asado there. After filling our bellies and feeling better, we walked back to
the main market to buy goods for dinner. Along the way the string holding
N’s camera on the strap broke. Only his quick reaction kept the camera
from falling to the ground. Originally he had little triangular pieces like
the ones on mine, but these bent and one broke in Baños. So he put in
little lengths of our nylon rope. These were now proving equally fragile. I
gave him the ring from my key ring to use until he could buy something
more durable. At the market we bought some more chorizos, bread, avas, jelly,
and looked all over for little rings for the camera. We could only find big ones,
attached to fobs, for 15P. Too much. So we walked back to the hotel. There
he cannibalized 2 “D” rings from his green bag and bent them with the
pliers into non-breakable pieces that should work better than even the

little triangles. We decided to take a short hike up to the hill outside
of town. With freshly loaded and supported cameras we headed out again. We
went by way of the bus station to check on busses on Tuesday for Camargo. N
had picked up a bit of a cold walking in the rain and sleet yesterday and now
was not so gung-ho to truck it to Camargo. At the station we found out that
busses don’t go to Camargo on Tues., only Mon, Thurs & Sat. This left us with
some question as to when & how we would leave Pot-o-si. We deferred
decisions until later and headed up the hill. N was chewing on his
rapidly dwindling bag of leaves given by Leslie in Tarabuco. We got to
the top of the 1st hill and started taking pix of the Cerro off in the distance
and the mossed or lichened over rocks closer to the lens. Very colorful. We
walked along the ridge up to a little stone shelter at the tallest point.
The rocks around these hills are very interesting. The geology is sedimentary but the layers run more vertical than horizontal. Certain layers
are softer and have worn away, leaving ridges of harder rocks running along
the contours of the hills in stripes. Certain outcroppings run counter to
this rule and leave an interesting contrast to the rock-scape. From the
shelter we walked down and back up along an old stone wall. N busied
himself taking a still life of 2 goat’s horns he found. The sun had gone behind
the clouds now moving in, so I sat in another rock shelter at the top of this
hill, shielded from the wind, watching the world go by. When the sun came
back out so did I. I walked back down to a field near the stone wall and
took a couple shots of the sun shining thru the plants. It was almost
sunset and the clouds were winning the battle against the sun, so we
walked back to town. Once at the hotel we bought some more pop and
started cooking up the chorizos. These weren’t as lean as the 1st batch and
began to stick to the pan. We wound up scrambling them all up and trying
to cook out all the grease. They were half grease and it took a long time
to cook it all away. We cooked up another batch of veggies and, with left
over rice, had an acceptable meal. We still hadn’t decided whether

to get up early tomorrow and go to the mine, leaving Camargo to be reached by
truck on Tues., or to get up early tomorrow and see if we could buy a
bus ticket and skip the mine. The mine don’t thrill me too much, plus
I’m just about done with Potosi. We’ve taken a lot of good shots here
and it feels good to get out and photo again. N feels more or less the
same, so chances are we’ll take the bus and skip the mine.
MON

MAR 26. Got up early and decided to pack it out to Camargo. Got all our stuff ready
and went over to the bus station. They did have some tickets left, for 50p each.
We bought 2 and went up to the cafeteria for coffee. The sun was just coming up
over the hills. There was a big painting in the cafeteria window that looked like
some miner’s nightmare. Some Indian women were carrying off a church with a miner
in the lead. In the “foreground” was a big red face, another church, and another
miner working his air hammer. They should take it down and let people look at

We met a Frog the landscape. It’s much better. We got ourselves and our packs loaded on the bus
who’d gotten all
money & pass- and headed out. A couple hours down the line we stopped for our 1st rest stop.
port ripped off
in Lima & was Before we left Potosi N had tried to cash the 2 pop bottles in at the store on
now going to Brazil
to reclaim them the corner. They were closed. So he talked to the guy behind the desk at the hotel,

told him the bottles were worth 10p each, and tried to sell them to him. Of
course he wouldn’t touch them, so N loaded them up in his green bag and
took them along, stifling the urge to smash them against the desk at the
hotel. At our rest stop he found a store that sold that same brand. He got
the guy there to cash them in for 7p each. That must be the wholesale price.
After a good piss and 2 jelly sandwiches we were back on the bus. The bus
had been continually descending and soon we found ourselves going down a very
strange valley. The geology was sedimentary, as before, but now everything was tilted
at about 30o. There were steep cliff faces on one side, and long flat, sloping
hills on the other. Like being between 2 waves of earth.
We followed the same river all the way to Cam. Cactus became more prevalent. So did
trees. It’s nice to see vegetation after the short grass only of Pot-o-si. On one side
were the long sloping hills, covered with green, on the other side were steep red rock

cliffs with huge boulders obviously having fallen or perched precariously
waiting for water and gravity to do their thing. The valley itself was lush
green, except for the river which was fast and muddy. We got to Camargo, a reddust colored town about 1 and while we got off, the rest of the bus riders going
on to Tarija had a 1/2 hr for lunch. We checked on one hotel that wanted
35 per and decided that was too much. So we walked up around the corner to
another that also wanted 35 per. We figured this must be the going rate
so checked into the 2 nd . The old lady proprietor asked for our passports
to fill in her little guest book. She was so slow that we had to leave the
passports with her while we went off to lunch. We went back to the 1 st
hotel and had lunch, lusting all the while after the posters on the walls
and the lady sitting at the table across the way. By the time we got
back to our room it had clouded over and was getting ready to rain. By the
time we got out the chess board it had started to rain. By the time I’d
won 2 games it was pouring cats and dogs. Shortly there after it started
leaking in under the door. We moved all our goods off the floor or out of the
way of the tide. Soon it had crept over to our feet and we were forced
to pull one of the bed spreads off the bed and use it to sop up some of
the water. Pretty soon we had the other one in service. We mopped what we
could and set the spreads against the doorway to try and stop the inundation. The rain went on until dark. The electricity here is controlled by a master
switch somewhere under the old lady’s thumb. We played chess in the growing
darkness and wetness until about 6:30 when she finally turned on the lights.
Now it was time for dinner. We decided to boil up the sausages and try that
approach. It worked very well. N was still hungry after 2 sandwiches so
finished up the bread with jelly. We went out and wrung out the spreads and
mopped up the rest of the water on the floor and wrung them out again. Then
it started to rain again. I slogged my way across the mud flats and reclaimed
our passports from the old lady. Shortly after I returned somebody from the
establishment put a mat outside our door to keep the water from coming in.

This worked well enough. About 8PM the music started. It was staggeringly loud,
and seemed to be coming from inside the restaurant part of the hotel. N went in
to buy pop for dinner and discovered the source. It was coming from 2 lamp pole
mounted loud speakers across the street. They played the same 2 songs over &
over, the monotony broken by an add for the local movie theater. At 8:30
(when the movie started) the music mercifully stopped. At 8:45 the electricity
stopped. The lights were on around town but not at our hotel. A penny saved.
We had nothing left to do but go to sleep.
TUES

MAR 27. Awoke brite and early to the fuckin’ rooster. My back was stiff from the

they had a
little plastic
salt duster
you squeezed
it and the salt
came out

bus ride yesterday and sitting on the bed playing chess, I was tired and still felt
like sleeping, so I pulled out the earplugs and decided to set a new world’s land
sleeping record. I only made it ’til lunch. We went

to the

rest.

here at our hotel for lunch. The clouds had begun to break up so we decided
to venture out into the mud and take some pix. We walked up the road we’d come
in on yesterday photoing the mud streets, colorful buildings and little kids
who stopped us wanting their pictures taken. Then the sun came out in force. We
walked back into town and over to the plaza. There was a statue in the square
dedicated to Vincentecamargo. It was not much more than a square pillar
with a flag pole sticking out from the top. In front of the pole was a
small bust that looked more like a hood ornament than a town square
statue. From the square we walked over the bridge to view the now really
raging river. Big, brown, and burbling. Back across the bridge we walked to the
other edge of town and up to the cemetery. From there we had a nice vantage
point to view the town. We took some more pix of the town, cemetery, broken
glass piles, and weird hills. There was one ridge that had its layers bent
at 90o

clearly visible. Then it began to cloud up again and we

came back down into town to the market to buy onions, bread, and soup mix for
dinner. We got some more cash and decided to test out the local liquor. We
went to the San Pedro (cactus?) liquor distributor and got 1 bottle of Singani
and 1 bottle of vino rosado. Then back at the hotel we got 2 bottles of

mix (1 strawberry, 1 piña) and started drinking and playing chess.
Our chess ability rapidly deteriorated as we got drunker and drunker.
We decided to mix up the soup while we still could. We threw in the rest
of our veggies, the soup mix, water, and proceeded to pass out until we
were awakened by the loud speakers about an hour later. The soup
was done and we had sobered up a little. N went in to get the bottle
of wine. We had made it thru about

2

/ 3 of the Singani and could

not drink any more of it. We ate the soup, drank the wine and
passed back out about the same time as the lights went out.
WED

MAR 28, Awoke early (that fuckin’ rooster) and packed our stuff. Our lack of
available cash forces us to leave town today. We walked out to the edge of
town and parked our butts on some wooden stumps across the street from
the gas station. No busses ran south today that we knew of, so we
waited for a truck. We sat around for an hour or so before a truck to
Tarija came along. We asked all the truck drivers if they were going South.
All of them were just here to get gas. Finally a truck came in and the
driver said he was going to Tar. and to jump in. N had 2 sandwiches
on order at the little stand next to the station. We passed our packs
up and into the truck and he went to get the sandwiches and some mix
for the rest of our bottle of Singani. The truck had to wait in line for
almost 1/2 hour to get gas. Already in the truck was a fellow (quite
drunk) his wife, mother in law, and little daughter. He talked to us
in half Spanish, half sign language. As the ride wore on he used
signs more and more, his ability to speak deteriorating in inverse
proportion to his liquor intake. N got back in the truck along
with about 5 other folks. We ate our tough roast beef sandwiches and
were off. For the 1 st several hours we continued down the valley that
Camargo laid in. Along the way we picked up several more passengers. A
fellow, his wife and 7 (count ’em 7) kids. A fellow with a big bandage over
his jaw (bad tooth or something) and his wife, and several assorted

other fellows. At the beginning the truck was fairly empty. We balanced
ourselves against a big rubber strap that held the sides of the stake body
together. Later this became impossible because of the people and the
goods piled in the back. At our lunch stop, about 1 PM (already 31/2 hours
on the road) N went in and had lunch. I declined. We noticed a familiar
looking lady, the redhead from the museo in Sucre, but she was with
2 fellows in a land rover heading North, so we didn’t talk. The next
2 hours took us up over a pass at about 3400 M . We had taken out
our jackets at the beginning of the ride and needed them. I wound up
sitting on a pillow like thing that belonged to the drunk guy. He was
now quite wasted after the few beers he had for lunch, a couple hits off
of N’s bottle, and one giant hit off a 2 gal plastic bottle of real rotgut singani

that one of the campesinos had. This put him out

for most of the rest of the trip. N sat on top in front, facing back,
taking pix. At lunch he complained that he thought the film
was not advancing in his camera. Indeed it wasn’t. He’s got to
learn to do that right. Loading the camera is Lesson #1. Once over
the pass it got foggy and started to drizzle. I sat in the front
corner trying to keep out of the wind. At a place called El Cruce we
unloaded the 7 kid family (they almost left one behind) and loaded
on about 5 200 lb bags of potatoes, several gas bottles and assorted
more passengers. We had only 54 k left to Tarija. From here the road got
bad. All mud and ruts. It was foggy and rainy and cold and crowded.
All the natives were chewing coca and trying not to notice the cold.
It took us 2 hours of lurching back and forth to go 34k. Finally we
began to descend out of the fog and the valley became visible below. We
drove past some really amazing erosion formed gullies and small canyons. We
stopped at the police control station, were given a cursory look-over by an
official, and before we knew it, it was time to unload everything and every
body at the market at the north end of town. The ride cost us 30 p each,

10 p less than the bus, and took almost 9 hours. We paid up, put
on our packs and, on some meagre directions, headed toward the hotel
zone. We walked about 1k into town and after asking a couple more
times, finally found the Residencial Familiar for 40 p each. Too much
but it was dark and neither of us wanted to look farther. We dropped
off our packs, registered, and went down the street for a much
needed hot meal. The fellow who runs the rest. also dupes tapes.
He played some good Bolivian music (too loud). We paid up and
walked around town in the drizzle looking for a cheaper place to
move into tomorrow. We found one place for 30 but with communal
rooms, one place for 32, and another for 30 with rooms for 2. We’ll
go there tomorrow. We came back to the room and finished up the
singani/mix. Then before retiring we played a couple games of chess.
Thurs

M AR 29, N got up early (like about 7:30) to go and cash money. I laid
there and let him go. He came back a little after 8 and muttered something about them not being open ’til 9. I went back to sleep. I heard him
go out again. Then he came back saying something about the Banks of
Bolivia being on strike. All the banks were on strike today. His
temper began to rise and he went back out to try and cash bucks at the
Toyauto dealership. I started putting my things together. He came back with
the Bol. equiv. of a $ 20 bill. He had to cash a bill to get money. Plus he
didn’t think the banks would be open tomorrow, either, because there were signs up
in the plaza saying there was going to be a big Festival tomorrow. We payed our
bill with the lady and headed up the street. We went past the market and
to the Miraflores. The lady said she did have a room for 2 but that
someone else had to move out of it, and was in the process of doing
so at the moment. We put our packs down in another room at the back
of the courtyard. The courtyard had a big orange tree growing in the
middle. The oranges were green. We sat on some chairs at the entrance
to the courtyard. We watched the lady moving out. Soon, it seemed, she

was finished, but no hotel personnel were there to check us in. We moved
our packs into the room anyway. Then the dueña came in and we registered.
Once checked in we were struck with hunger. The market, according to the SA
HB, has good food here, so there we went. We found the Api and fritter
stands but N asked where to find things like eggs and rice. We were
directed to another section just down the line. Here ladies stood in the
aisle of the market with their stoves and food in plain display. The
ladies shouted their menus. “There’s soup, there’s picanté de lengua, there’s roast beef,
there’s Saisi”, etc. We found one appetizing stand after another. Finally one really
good roast beef caught our eyes and we pulled in for an asado. For the 2 of
us to have asado and split 1 ltr. of soda it cost 26 P. We then walked
back out thru the api section. We wound up buying apis and some little
cheeze fritters. The lady comes in to us with the api and asks us to test
if it’s warm enough, she can make it warmer. The glass itself burns the
fingers and the api, as N says “it sterilizes the tonsils” “No lady”, you choke
back, “it’s hot enough” From the market we went to the Tourist Office.
Here we were greeted by a secretary who, when we asked her a question,
would go to the door of her boss and ask the question to him. Each time
We read our
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she came back with another pamplet (3 in all) about Tarija. We left
and went over to the Lab Office to buy tickets back to Cbba. They had
seats but couldn’t cash cheques which is all we had. But we could go to a Casa
de Cambio and change them. N hadn’t seen any in his walk to cash
bux this morn but, following the directions of the Lab employee and an intermediate cop, we found a place. They don’t cash cheques either, you have to
go to a bank. Enough of this run around, we came back to the hotel to
relax in our stuffed condition. About dinner time we consulted the SAHB
again for recommendations on dinner. They said the Rest. LaPaz was a “pleasant
surprise” Since it was only 1/2 block away, we decided to try it out. When we
walked in all the neighborhood kids were sitting on the floor of the “lobby” watching
cartoons on T.V. We selected a table in the back, away from the tube. We

had the place literally to ourselves. We ordered chateaubriands and a
bottle of the local vino, A RCE . The wine came 1 st but was served unprofessionally, we observed. This led to a period of wine tasting and
comments on such. The wine was definitely good. The best local wine
yet in S.A. We were still yet to be pleasantly surprised, however. Then
came the steaks. They looked real good & thick. N tasted, I tasted. We
were pleasantly surprised. We toasted ourselves and ate a very good
meal. The chateaus rival Franklin’s in Baños. Feeling satisfied and
slightly buzzed by the wine, we went out to find Don Pepe’s, a
place Chino and Lucho in Sucre told us about. We got directions
from the cute little lady here at the Miraflores. We walked down toward
the river and at the intersection with “River Road” there was Don P’s.
We could see folks in business suits partying upstairs. We looked
around the back for the discotheque but found nothing. Back out
front we met 2 people and asked them about the discotheque. It
was closed for remodeling or some such. But there was another place 3 or
4 blocks down called the “Lauros” that was open. We walked down there.
More like 6 or 8 blocks, we found the Lauros but saw only a well lit
restaurant with a TV blaring away. We walked in the door at the
corner which let to a stairway which led to the 2 nd floor, completely
dark. We could hear people talking but could see nothing. “Not going to
meet too many people here” N says. I was beginning to get bummed.
2 night creatures out for a good time and the only place we can
find open is our hotel room. We walked back by way of the Local
Language School. We watched the young things getting out of classes and 2
started talking English to us. “What is your name?” one asks me “Norris” I
said “He’s Mike” They confirmed our suppositions that Tarija was a dead
little town, night life-wise. So we came back to the hotel. This is the pits.
No pot, no women, nowhere to go to just have a beer. Hotel rooms get
smaller and smaller the more you stay inside.

FRI

MAR 30, N got up early again this morn to go cash bux. The little lady “Carmen”
told us the banks would be open today. He came back a while later with the
cash. No problems. We went to the market for breakfast again. Today we tried
Saisi with a bottle of vino (for breakfast?) The portions were small, cheap,
and the wine was decidedly poor. We came back to the same api lady. too.
Not so hot today. Then we went to the Lab Office to buy tickets. There
was a flight on Tues. which sounded just about right. We bought 2 tickets
worth $28 or so each. The girls last night had told us that the Plaza at Noon
was the place to go. It was about 12:15 when we got there. All the dudes
in town rode their motorcycles around the Plaza. White frocked school girls
sat reading, talking, playing cards. Guys in 2s or 3s walked around chatting
casually with the school girls. This was pretty tame action for 2 big city
boys. Further bummed. We came back to the hotel by way of the coca leaf
vendors. He-fuckin’-mongous bags of leaves. 50 gal glad bags stuffed to the
brim. N buys one pound saying “If I can’t smoke dope or get laid, at
least I can chew leaves.” A pound of leaves is the size of a medium
pumpkin. This costs 33P and with 2p of yipta (like soft charcoal briquettes)
makes a real investment in chewing. We came back and munched for a
while, then I crashed out, bored. He went out later to buy something and I
told him to look for a T IME for me. He came back later saying the only
place that sold T IME was closed ’til 2:30. About 3 I woke back up and
went out looking for a mag, anything to read or do. I found N’s place but
it was an office. I walked around the square looking at the Movie Adds.
Nothing inspiring. Then I walked over to another Plaza and found a likely
looking Libreria. Nothing. I strolled slowly back to the hotel, enjoying the
freedom and the sights of the town. In the daytime, except for the Indians,
it could be any small town in Europe. Small shops abound, the atmosphere is
calm and Colonial. Back at the hotel I sat in the Courtyard and wrote for
a while. Then N came out and joined me. I lost the urge to write and
came back into the room. N sat at the table and wrote while I crashed again.

I woke up about dinner time. I was hungry but nothing sounded
good. I didn’t want the same old cena again. I wanted a Big Mac
with a side of fries and a rootbeer. We had seen a burger stand
near the park and decided to try it out. We ordered up 2 burgers each.
They were like low quality White Castle burgers. Thank god they had
mustard. After this we were more hungry than when we’d come in. We
decided to walk down the street to the Princessa and try our luck
there. The menu printed on the chalk board in the doorway said they
had chorizzos, among other things. We ordered up 2 plates and decided
to try a bottle of A RCE white, as opposed to last nite’s red. This
wine was more average, that is, not as good. The chorizzos were good and
spicy with the hot sauce. After this we were satisfied. We both agreed
the burgers were a mistake. We sat in the park watching the people
pass by when suddenly I saw a familiar face, Gudrun from Sucre. I
said hello but she didn’t hear or see me. So we got up from our benched
position and walked the other way around to meet her on the other
side. This time she recognized us. She told us a long story about buying
a ticket to Yacuiba but having the flight delayed for over a week.
Now she was staying with a family, almost broke, can’t cash back in her
ticket because the office has no money, and wants to catch a bus back
to Sta. Cruz to assure she gets there. She was going out to her “family’s”
farm for the weekend so we probably wouldn’t see her ’til Sta Cruz. She
seemed friendly enough. We asked her about dope but she didn’t know.
We parted, as her friends were anxious to go. We walked back toward
the hotel and noticed 3 obvious Gringo types sitting in a door way.
They greeted us as we walked up. I sat down with them while N stood
and talked. They were Russ and Benita from New Zeland, just passing
thru, and John (American?) who had a farm near town and brought
veggies to market every sat. We asked them about dope too, but they
knew nothing. John invited us to come out to his farm tomorrow. Said

he would meet us in the market in the morning. A farm in the country
is better than nothing. Before we met Gudrun we had heard a band in
the Plaza playing John Phillip Sousa. N & I walked over to see what this
Festival was tonight. It was a Peña Folklorica. Local bands playing
local music. I didn’t want to go listen to bad music and have this
to add to my depression. N wanted to go and bought one general admission for 15p. People were queuing up already. After talking to the Gringos
we came back to the hotel. N got his sweater and headed back to the
stadium. I crashed, only slightly anticipating tomorrow’s trip to the farm.
SAT

MAR 31, Got up about 9 and went to the market to look for John. 1st we had
breakfast at our asado place. We looked all through the market. Twice. No
John. We we headed down to the plaza to see if he might be there. He was.
We stood with a friend of his on the corner talking. The friend was “Gringo
somebody” but actually a native. He soon left on his moto and we stood
on the corner watching the street crew chipping away with pick axes at the
pavement. John again invited us out to the farm saying there was a bus
at 12:30. He gave us directions and it sounded close enough to walk, so
we did. We came back and got cameras and headed down the road toward
San Luis. About

2/

3

the way there we recognized Russ from last nite

coming the other way in a Jeep. He was going into town to get his boots
fixed but would be back soon. He gave us more specific directions
to the “Mill” and left. We finished the walk to town and found our
turn off that took us past the tile factory. There was a native lady
set up with her loom inside the chain link fence. I asked her if I
could take her picture. She said something I didn’t understand that
amounted to “no” Further on toward the river we met a small herd
of cows coming toward us. After the cows passed we noticed a good looking
collie dog following the cows. When he saw us he turned around and lead
us back down the hill. We came to the last house and saw some sleepingbags out drying on a log by the front door. Just as N went to the door

a fellow opened it and walked out. It was Wolf off to take a shower.
He had a little white golfer’s hat, jeans, and a faded green shirt loosely
buttoned over his pot belly. We introduced ourselves and told of meeting
John. He took a shower in a small waterfall behind the house. We
talked to the collie, his, named Sleeper. But as Wolf told us after
the shower, people call the dog “Lobito” or little Wolf, which is
Wolf’s name, so he retaliates by calling himself Sleeper. He also
explained that his name was not Wolfgang (he was German)
but Wolfram, the German name for Tungsten. The metal that glows
in a bulb, as he described it. After his shower we came inside and
met again Benita, Russ’ girl it seems, and Wayne, a fellow from
California. It turns out John doesn’t live at the mill at all.
He lives farther down stream with Wayne. Russ, Benita, Wolf
and Sleeper live at the mill. We came in with Wolf and he said
he’d “invited these boys in for a smoke” Wayne looked up at
us and asked “do you have any?” Who, us? But Wolf talked
Wayne into rolling a j, Wayne had some but precious little and
rolled a tobacco/pot # that was not too good. Then he left. Wolf
apologized for the joint. Said they had some but Russ had taken
it into town. Then we got the tour. The place had once been the
private mill of a 4000 acre Estancia owned by the family of a former
President of Bolivia, who now lived just up the road. He was the Pres.
that instituted land reforms that gave land back to the campesinos,
thus reducing his own land to only 8 acres. The mill was bought
from an aunt for

$1,500.

He had taken out all the milling equip

except for the millstone which was turned upside down and left in the
small pit as a coffee table. The fire place was behind. At one end of the
house was the kitchen, then the living room, then Wolf’s room, then the
entry way - junk room each occupying 1/4 of the floor space, separated by
big adobe pillars of 3’ in dia. Between 2 pillars had been built a

sleeping loft. 4 windows had been cut thru the adobe:

opposite the

fireplace providing a nice view of the river. Wolf was German, an
architect, born in Poland and escaped the Nazi advance with Mother
and brother in the winter. He was 37 and had landed a big contract to
build in Tarija but was forced out of business by the locals who wanted
to contract the job. He showed us a small garden in which he had some
fledgling pot plants. He’s very hyperactive, talking fast and singing songs,
making poor jokes and carrying on as if on stage. An unnerving fellow.
He was working on a way to cut a piece of tin to fit into the fire
place to stop some of the smoke from coming back out. But 1 st we had
to go buy some wine. He had 7P and asked us for the rest to get a 20P
bottle of vino. We had it so we all walked up the hill to town. When
we got to the store he no longer had the 7P so he took our money and
bought

1/

2

bottle of ginger-ale and

1/

2

bottle of traigo. This made a

strong brew and we walked back down. In town he showed us the new water
tower built in front of the old water pump. He said they’d built the
new tower to provide water to all the houses but they forgot to think
that the new people didn’t have plumbing. During construction they
shut off the pump. Then they realized they couldn’t hook up water to any
body in the 1 st place so they stopped building the tower. Now there
is no water. Not even the old hand pump. We sipped and talked on
the way back down the hill. N & Wolf played backgammon and I read in
the Domebook II. Alcohol really sets Wolf going. He got fat from too much
booze, he said. He got into a long talk about philosophy. His is this:
“Don’t make the mistake of thinking you have to answer to somebody”
We sat around being alternately disconcerted and entertained by Wolf’s antics.
It began to wear into the late afternoon. John had said he’d be back by
1 or 2. We waited ’til 4 and then decided to head back. Wolf walked
with us up the hill. At the top Russ was just arriving by collectivo. During
the walk Wolf had evidently allayed most of his 1st suspicions about our

reason for coming to the mill and offered to try and buy us some
Russ hadn’t
taken do to town
but had hid it
in the house. We
declined the

pot for 500P/oz. Expensive but we decided to take him up on it.
We didn’t have that much cash, we told him. Would the dealer
take a US

$

20 and a 100P note? He thought so. We were to

entanglements involved

in going back
down to try it.

come back tomorrow morn and he’d arrange the deal. We met
Russ and Wolf ordered up another traigo mixture, this time
with Tia Cola. Then a big highway crew dump truck pulled over
and stopped. The crew were friends with Wolf. He climbed
into the cab and started fooling with the truck. We took this
chance and said good by and started walking down the road. About
2k down the road the dump truck came up behind us. They stopped
and took us into town. We rode in style in the dumper of a big
yellow dump truck. No charge. Back at the hotel we dropped off
our gear and went back to the Princessa. I had sausages again and
N ordered Lomo. The TV was going and during our meal we watched
Mr Magoo cartoons and an educational film about basic hydraulic
theory. No wine tonite, we drank enough cheap traigo. Back at the hotel
we wrote for a while and then retired.

S UN

A PR 1. Happy April Fool’s Day. I got up early anticipating the score.
N. told me to go back to sleep, it was too early to go out there. A first!
He’s always on my case for being a late sleeper. So I went back to sleep,
but he couldn’t, so we got up anyway. He went out to check on bus
times to San Luis. There were no busses on Sunday. We ate an asado
breakfast and started walking. We had thought to take a taxi out there,
but the fare was 25P so we walked instead. As N was taking off
his shirt his cigs dropped out. He had to go back and get them.
Then his shirt itself got dropped. He had dropsy today. We got
to the mill about 10:30. It was a beautiful clear day. Russ and Benita
were there but they said Wolf was up in town, hadn’t we seen him?
Hadn’t seen him. So, after Russ dragged himself out of bed to host

us Gringos, he and N began in earnest to play Backgammon. Wolf returned
after a while, having stayed in town to have a drink with some friend
that had come in from town. He was wired as usual and took over the Backgammon game with N. I asked him about the score. He said somebody
would have to go back to Tarija. But not to worry, because the friend he
drank with in San Luis was going down to visit Wayne who would then
come by. How this got us any closer to Tarija or scoring I didn’t see,
but sure enough about 45 min later Wayne & friend showed up. Wayne
was going to go to town to do the business. N gave him 500 + 20 for
cab fare back. I don’t know how he was going to get there. Then Way
and friend left. N & Wolf went back to the game and I read Dome
book. Wolf talked about taking out 1 of the main pillars and putting
in a Steinway. At 1 st I thought he said “stairway” but got confused
when he started talking about acoustics. N & Wolf began to use the
doubling cube but instead of betting money, they bet hits. By the
end of the marathon N had won 32 hits and Wolf 64. He was very
excited over this win. Then he and N went out to get drinking water
and alcohol. Wolf saying “It’s time for me to go have a little drink” I
sat in the window reading. Russ & Benita were busy making and
eating breakfast. Then Benita started baking some crackers. When
she was finished she offered me some with tea. Very good. Then
N & Wolf got back. They had crackers & tea too. Then Wolf began
talking about fire wood. There was a big tree trunk hanging out over
the river that Wolf had chopped a big branch off of. Now that there
were 4 guys, he said, we should pull it up and chop it into usable
pieces. Russ got his hammock ropes and tied them together. N.
climbed up the tree and put the rope around the branch. Wolf, R, & I pulled
and dragged the thing up into the yard. Wolf went in

and got

the ax. But N did most of the chopping. The chopping done, Wolf
insisted that we take a shower in the little falls behind the house.

I noticed many We were glad to do so. The water was cold and refreshing. We
ticks on Sleeper
and pointed them stood in the sun to dry. Back inside we continued waiting for
out to Wolf. He
pulled out a few Wayne who’d been gone a good 4 hours. Wayne finally did show up
but seemed none
to concerned at
with the goods. Wolf grabbed it out of Wayne’s hands and put it on a
the large number
Wolf talked about British Postage Scale to see if we’d gotten a “weighed oz.”. No, it
Carl Walenda, in
his last tightrope was a little light. Wolf began to tear the excess paper off, like a
walk. His daughter
said “Don’t do it, little kid with a new toy. I grabbed the goods before they got
Daddy” His last
words were “it’s the spilled all over. I didn’t care how much it weighed, I just wanted
wind, it’s the wind”

to find out how heavy it was. We gave it the pipe test. It
was good, and all clean. Wolf sucked down gigantic hits, puffing
until a cloud of smoke formed around his head and then inhaling
with a loud surshing sound. He had a metal maté straw that
he used for a pipe. N picked away at Benita’s guitar while
Wolf entertained us with two big metal wagon wheel rims. He
rolled them back and forth. Then he got out a can of varnish &
started at one with a paint brush. When he was finished he
balanced one in the window and the 2 nd on the 1 st . Then
Wolf went up to the loft to talk with Russ. N & Wayne traded
turns on the guitar. Then Wolf handed down a very little chair.
He wanted pot. We rolled up a little in some paper and put it
on the chair. He pulled it up to the loft. Wayne leaned over to me and
in a low voice said “He never stops, man.” I nodded my head
in understanding. Wolf was a true character. Big drinker, big
smoker, big talker. He sang little songs and seemed to need
to be the center of attention. Wayne decided to leave, get his
guitar, and come back. I went out and took some pix of the
river. Then came back in and took some pix around the mill, most
notably a basket of bread backlit with a C’alla Streamer next to
it. Wayne and John returned a little later. Wolf was very glad
to see John. The 3 of us, Wolf, J & I took a walk down by the

river. Wolf took some photos with the wide angle. I took a pic of
him standing on the “Mound of Venus”. After the sunset we came back
inside. I wanted to get back to town, Wolf was getting on my
nerves, always talking and demanding pot. When I told him I wanted
to leave, his manner changed. He became quieter, more sincere, softer
somehow. He came up to me and almost begged me not to leave, they
were planning on us staying for dinner. I consented to stay and
he resumed his boisterous manner. Once inside N & Wayne were
busy playing guitar. I saw Wolf go up to Russ and ask him if
they were making enough food for all of us. I guess they were.
As N & W were playing, I heard Benita say to Russ “What a nice
change” referring to life with Wolf, I presume. Wolf had strung
up his hammock with “one knot” he was proud to say. He told of
sleeping in a hammock for 2 mos or something while suffering from
some rare tropical disease. That one had also been put up with
“just one knot” N and W continued playing, everybody was smoking.
Dinner was cooking and everybody was in a good mood. Suddenly there was a loud
snap and Wolf was on the floor. His hammock string had come off the nail
and gravity had promptly deposited him on the floor. He got up dazed and
rubbing his head. “That’s what happens with just one knot” I said. He
was all right but later in the eve. made me feel his elbow, it was
swollen to the size of a baseball. This drop seemed to stifle his
energy at least for a while. He and N talked about the hike to the
rock carvings tomorrow. Wolf said he’d meet us at the Puente at
8AM. “Since we have to cross the Puente to get there, that’s the best
place to meet. I’m lazy and don’t want to go anywhere out of my
way” Wolf said, referring to N’s suggestion that he come to our hotel 1st.
Thus arranged and settled, we went in to eat. The veggie glop was good.
Grapes on the side. N. didn’t eat much as he’d been chewing Coca all day. Wolf
who’d done none of the cooking work reacted as tho he was the only one eating.

N & I felt as tho we were putting the folks out by eating their
food, but Wolf was putting them off by his attitude far more than
N & I. After dinner we decided to pack it up and out. N was
feeling OD’d and I wasn’t far behind. We put our things together
and headed out the door. Wolf, Wayne & John would walk us up the
hill. Off we went into the darkness, stumbling our stoned way over
the stones. At the top of the hill, Wolf decided to buy some beers at
the little store. When the beers came he says “Let’s go around back,
we can’t drink beers here on the corner” So we go around the side
and Wolf knocks. The door opens and we are invited into what looks
like the family dining room. I wanted to just take off, but Wolf
insisted that we come in. We met the “regulars” at the bar and drank
a beer amidst the usual questions. After the beer we begged our
leave, using darkness as an excuse. Just as were leaving, a
lady, the only lady, entered, Wolf said to me “You should stay,
she’s a loose woman. She has 6 kids but she’s still a loose woman.”
She looked like your average 35 yr old chola to me. “No thanks
Wolf” N and I got out and started walking toward town, the
crescent moon popping out from behind the clouds. We were picked
up by a taxi about

1/

3

of the way back. He dropped us off near the

market. We walked back to the hotel and surveyed our good fortune.
Thurs

12 A PRIL , At this point I have fallen more than a week behind in
my notes. I will try to make up time by going thru the last few days
very quickly. Some details will be lost. Something is better than nothing.

M ON

A PRIL 2, We got up early to meet Wolf at the bridge. We waited
for almost 45 min but he didn’t show. We walked by the river and
toked. Took some photos on the way back to the hotel. Decided to go out
toward Rincon de la Victoria. Walked and hitched to a little town. Walked
up the road and talked to a man plowing his field with an oxen
and a hand plow. Took photos. He told us the road to the Rincon

lead out from the town we had just passed thru. We walked back to
town and took the side road toward the Rincon. We had to cross a
stream. We took off our shoes & sox, rolled up our pants, and trudged
across on the none too soft rocks.

Once across, we noticed a

fellow on the other side preparing to drive his 4 wheel drive jeep across
the same stream. Before we had time to put our boots back on the guy
had crossed and picked us up. We squeezed into the back along with
a chola and her "backpack". The guy driving told us he’d take
us to the Rincon. We drove about 7k down a one lane gravel road/stream bed. Other
passengers in the Jeep got out along the way. The driver took us to his house and
invited us to a Scotch. After a couple he ordered up dinner for us all and we
set out to a little village down by a river. There we sat and drank beer with
a local worker. Back at the house we were served fried eggs and bacon,
2 different cold vegetable salads, one of peas & one of french cut green beans.
Along with another scotch. We were ready to go to the Rincon. The guy
drove us to a large river 5k down the line from his house. We had to cross
the stream barefoot again. We walked up the road and saw some really good
natural mountain scenery. We walked up the road for over an hour, photoing
and cruising. We finally reached a point that looked across the stream
to a spectacular outcropping of rocks on the cliff face across the river."This
must be the place." I said. We photo’d and walked back to the car. Our
driver was asleep in the front seat. He drove us into Tarija to his house
there. We met his hairless dog and, over tea, his bathrobed mother. He
invited us to stay at his house and he would take us around to some other
places nearby. We considered his offer. Told him we’d call him tomorrow
if we could get our tickets changed. He drove us to our hotel. We sat down
to play a couple games of chess. Wolf showed up and, in his own way, apologized for
not being at the bridge. He couldn’t have gone anyway, he said, flapping the
sole on his shoe. He wanted some pot. "Not here" N says. So we went out to
dinner. Wolf took us to a good little restaurant. N & I ordered some kind of

steak and wine, Wolf had chuflys. We toked down by the river. Wolf
still demanded some pot for his friends. N told him there was no more to
give. We left him under the street light in the middle of an intersection. Wolf says “Give me pot, man” We walked back to the hotel.
T UES

A PR 3, We decided to take the plane anyway, despite the friendly offer
of the fellow yesterday. In packing our packs N noticed

his

address book missing. We turned the room upside down looking for it. It
was not to be found. N was bummed out! He must have lost it on the
way back from Wolf’s. Once the shock wore off we finished packing and
taxied off to the airport. It was a nice day and the planes were flying.
We were the 1 st passengers at the ’port. We had a cola, checked our
bags, and photo’d the “propeller virgin” The Fairchild sat on the
tarmac. Marcello wasn’t the captain. The flight was short (55min)
and rather bumpy. The plane had to circle the valley a couple times to gain
altitude. In Sucre we walked out to the road & toked. We reflected on our
time in Sucre and the contrast of this short “jet set” visit. Met
the

fellow, globe trotting petroleum engineer. The jet came and sat

on the runway like some kind of space ship. A brand new 727, everything
sparkled. When you’re used to seeing old ’54 Ford pickups as the main
mode of transport, a new Boeing Jet looks like something out of Buck Rogers.
The jet teleported us to Cochabamba. There we got a taxi and rode to Photo
Broadway, got the keys and come to Tia Marta’s once again. We
met Tia and Carlos at the KiVon ice cream stand. We went around the corner
to a rest. on the Plaza and had dinner. I had a sort of fried ham & cheese relleno
called “Milenesa al Horno con champing Hongos”, sin Hongos. Back at
the house we retired to toot and read letters from home.Got one from Myrt.
Nothing from Hector. The jeans are here at the P.O. Almost like home.
WED

APR 4, N poured over new pack info from my dad. I wrote a letter to Myrt.
We went to lunch at the Pension. After the customary wait in the park we
went off to claim my jeans. The procedure was similar to the one in Quito.
5 or 6 functionaries all had to put 3 rubber stamps and a signature on a

16x20 form in 8-plicate. The jeans were duly inspected and were worth
$

17. The postage was $8.68 the duty charge is another $13... What? N had to

do some fast talking to get the duty down
to a mere $3. “Have to keep the Gringos
1
The whole thing took 1 /2 hrs

happy” said the customs man. The real test will be $100 worth of film. We stopped
in a bookstore and got a TIME mag. We came back to the house, toked, read, and
listened to the two tapes John had sent N. lots of good John Hartford & John
The other was classical.

Pryne. Tia & Maria Inez didn’t come home ’til late. Tia was tired so
we went over and ate chorripanes. Came back to the house & relaxed.
Thurs

A PR 5. Went to lunch with Marcello, his wife and son. We ate chorrizos and
N ate Marcello’s Fricassee. Then Marc. took us over to the Pension where we were
just in time to eat lunch again with Marta, Mari & Carlos. I went to the P.O.
after lunch. I got a card from Maureen. I met N & Tia in the park. We
saw a bicycle go by with 1 guy and 3 kids sitting on its frame, seat, & fender.
“A collectivo” said Tia. I wrote in these notes all afternoon, sitting outside
on the patio in the rocking chair, smelling the flowers, hearing the birds & bees.
After dinner Marcello took N, Carlos, Mari, Marcello JR ., and me up to the top of a
nearby hill to watch the jet come in. The vantage point was perfect as the
jet flew right in front of us. The landing lights blinked off and the show
was over. I came back to write and N reviewed pack material again. We had planned
to call LaC but the airplane landing shorted that one out.

FRI
We looked for
old postcards
for Maureen.
Not there any
more at the
antique shop.

APR 6. Wash day today. The washer lady came and we had a pile for her to do. She
thinks she can sell my used jeans. I sat out in the patio and read Magic Mtn.
all morning. Did the lunch routine at the Pension. I checked for mail from
Hec. Nothing. N had to run all over town ’til he finally found a place that
would cash his Traveller’s Cheques. We’ll need money for the market tomorrow.
On the way back to the house we ran into Leslie. They were still in town
because they think Amy has hep. Leslie had to go to the Immigration to get her
renewed passport. We came back to the house and partied. Just before sunset
we walked to the Archaeological park just across the river. Leslie went home but
told us to go to the Plaza Colon to look for toot. We ate chorripanes for dinner

again tonight. Nothing cooking at the Plaza colon. We walked down to
ENTEL to call MN. It was an hour wait. While sitting there a fellow
came up and asked if I spoke English. He then proceeded to secure the
employ of N & Myself to proof read his recent English work. SR. Guzman.
The calls went thru finally. Guz would call us on Monday. Mine was
1 st. Nobody home. Then N. He had given the people the wrong

#

! He’s

always confusing Mpls' area code - 612, with Duluth’s - 218. He put 612.
We didn’t want to wait another hour for another call so we split. As
we walked out of the office we met Carlos. He was going somewhere on his
moto. N & I walked up to the Jamaica Sidewalk cafe. We sat right on the
curb, almost, and drank beer. Soon Carlos “Cacho” came along and we
were playing Cacho with Cacho. We threw the magic dice and drank.
S AT
180 for DeB
400 for me
400 for N
120 for N

A PR 7, Despite last nites drinking we got up relatively early and went
off to the market. We strolled thru and found little in the line of sweaters.
busy with yarn sellers at 1st

I came back to a lady and bought a poncho - like thing for Deb. N bought
a poncho for himself. I saw one that caught my eye and bought it. N then
wanted to buy a vest. He hadn’t enough money. We caught a taxi back to
the house. I ripped the nifty green fringe off my poncho while N went back
to the market. I went back out and met N & Mari at Foto Broadway.
With Tia we all went out to the Pension. With Carlos we all took a taxi
back to the house. Gonzalo came by later in the afternoon and took us up to Taqueña
beer factory. I thought we were going to see the factory but all we saw was the
rest. Gonz. went back to get the rest of the family. N & I played cacho with Monica,
Gonz. wife, and Mari Inez. The little kids of Gonz & Mon were watched over by
the Indian maid. Soon Gonzalo returned with Marcello, wife, & Tia. We all
ordered more beer and then dinner. Remind me not to order duck any more.
We all played more cacho and drank more beer. Monica wanted to go out dancing
but Gonz. had to study. She said she’d go out with us (N & I). We were ferried
back down to town. We stopped at a couple places to go dancing or make
reservations. I came back to the house and the others were to go out

dancing in an hour. I declined on account of drunkenness. N went anyway
and wound up dancing with Monica ’til 5AM.
SUN

APR 8. The family had to go to a wedding today. The guy from next door lent
them his flash so they could take pics. N & I walked to the arch. park again
and took some more photos. We also photo’d the kiddie park nearby. Back
at the house, N changed into his long pants and we walked off to the Pension,
family or no. We ate lunch alone. After lunch we walked around looking for
L & A’s house. We found it but nobody was home. L had said something about
going water skiing today. We walked back to the house and met the returned family
there. In the evening we went out to the theatre production "Stratojet 991"
A supposed 1st in Bolivian theatre. The plot was simple, a jet takes off from
Cbba to Panama with a full soap opera crew. In flight they experience shock
waves and a tele dispatch that Nuclear War had befallen the surface of the
Earth. They fly in helpless panic as the radio man trys desperately to
contact some remnant of humanity. He manages to reach a spaceship
from another planet which directs him to the only habitable land left on
Earth - "Hope Island". The crew lands safely and embark upon their Brave
New World. Heavy. After the production we walked over to the Moulin Rouge
for dinner. We had some good cuts of meat. We played puzzles with Cacho.
We took a taxi back to the house. N took C’s moto over to see on L & A. They
weren’t home but he said for them to meet us at 6AM for a hike to the Pyramid.

M ON

A PR 9. We didn’t quite make it up at 5:30. We didn’t feel too bad about not
making it out to meet L & A because we were sure they hadn’t made it either.
After breakfast we walked over to their house but they had gone to the doctor.
So we decided to hitch down the road to Chapari and see what we could see.
About 7 or 8 k down the road we saw an inviting bluff near the road. We’d gotten
a ride with an empty a dump truck filled with stones an empty dump truck. We banged
on the roof and got out. We hiked toward the hill, crossed the stream, and switch backed
our way up the hill. I wore my flour sack hat. We reached the top of one part
and began to transverse over. I had the whole camera bag which swang around a little

too much for successful climbing. I transversed 1 less gully than
N and headed down. I wound up meeting him at a stream bed at the
bottom. He’d only waited a minute or so. We sat in the shade and toked.
Back on the road we got a ride with a gravel truck filled with stones.
He took us into town. Back at the house N went off to check on mail.
There was a note in the gate from Leslie apologizing for not making it
this morning. She said she’d drop by later. N got back with the long
awaited letter from Hector. Good results. Film on the way. We also
got a letter from Anne & Eve in Guat. They had a good time in
Colombia. I got a letter from GramdmaM. Then Leslie came by. We showed
her our photos, got high, and heard the latest. Amy does have hep. They
were at the doctor today. We told L to meet us at 6 tomorrow for the
Guz had called

Pyramid. She agreed. The family came home. We wanted to try and call

several times about
the proof reading MN
He’d try tomorrow

again we went to ENTEL and waited the hour watching the asses

of the female callers. The calls went thru, nobody home again in LaC.
N got thru to Duluth. No new earth shaking news. We were starved,
having only eaten bread for breakfast, a couple salteñas on the way to the
hill and nothing else. We went to the Pio Pio broasted chicken place
and ordered chicken, fries, & beer. It was good. Then off to chorripanes for
a nite cap. Back at the house we settled and retired.

T UES

A PR 10. Got up at 5:30 and made it to the Puente Calla Calla at 6. No
Leslie. Toked in the traffic circle park. Walked to her house but didn’t knock.
Back at the Puente, we caught a cab to the foothills of the mtns. Cost 80P.
We started walking up the road. Zig-zagged up the hill. The taxi let us off
at km 11/ 2 . We walked up to km 12 and then got a ride. The guy took
us up past km 25 (it would have been a long walk) where we got out
with another fellow who lived nearby. We were at the top of the road.
We walked up into a little valley surrounded by peaks. The fellow
chewed some leaves with us and told us that the pyramid was just over the
ridge. He went the other way and we started climbing. We switchbacked

up the steep grade on llama trails. We even saw one near the top. Once
up on the ridge we saw several outcroppings of rocks off in the distance
besides the Pyramid. We walked over to the Pyramid but didn’t climb it.
Instead we walked over to one of the other peaks our “guide” had told
us we would see a laguna from. Indeed we could! A most remarkable
view. The eroded, stratified, tilted landscape showed itself perfectly.
This was an enchanting place. On our way back down we encountered 1st
a young Indian shepherdess who trotted down the hill away from us, and
2nd her herd of llama & sheep. The llamas were beautiful. N got many shots
with the normal + tele X. We used up all the rest of our film on these
beauts. We followed the road back down for a while but then started cutting out
the switch backs. We went almost straight down, over gravel roadsides into
overgrown loose rock llama trails, or down washed out gullies. We cut much
distance and time out of our downhill hike. Once at the bottom, hot and with
quaking knees, we got a ride with a dump truck filled with big stones. After
scrambling over them all day, we rode part way into town with them. The
truck let us off still a good 5 k from town. We caught a bus in for 4 P.
We made it back to the house just before sunset. The family came home a bit later
with pizza. We snarfled it down, having eaten nothing but leaves all day. Then
Guz called
while we were
out

N went off to check on Leslie. He came back with the good news, she had hep.
too. Carlos had a friend who wanted to take N & I to Chapari on Thurs.
He had 2 women to go along and needed another. Leslie was our only possibility.
N & I then went to chorripanes to fill up. The guy knows us by now and
gives us double meat and lots o’ mustard.

WED

APR 11, A morning of relaxation. I wrote a letter to Hector. About 12 Marcello came
by and took us over to his house for lunch. We listened to some good native music
on the headphones. Had lunch of chicharones, moté, and lots of beer. We met
his little daughter. He took us to the P.O. No new mail. We walked back to the
house. Marcello was to come by and take us to the university. N played on his
guitar (Carlos’s) all afternoon. He’s now doing his new songs (thanks to the tape) over

Marcello&Carlos

and over. Carlos came home early, Marta came home with Marcello & his

went off somewhere
no university tour

daughter. She cooked us dinner of hard fried eggs, rice, & greasy fr. fries. We
were going to call the U.S. but I didn’t feel well. The guy with the ride to
Chapari was to come by tonight, he didn’t. I read and finished Magic
Mtn. while N, Tia, Carlos, Marcello, & Mari all sat in the living room
and talked. Tia, Carlos, & Mari are all going to Sucre tomorrow. N & I
were to go to Chapari but I won’t be disappointed if we don’t.

M AY
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We spend a lot of time looking at old cars. There’s a lot of fantastic
old jalopies around. One day out walking around with Leslie we saw an
old model - T sitting in somebody’s driveway. We went in to take a look.
It was in prime condition. Most of them aren’t. The times we’ve ridden
in taxis are a bit like a review of automotive history. The horns
are the most important parts. Horns & Lights. The horns are rewired to the gear shift lever. The bare wire is touched against the
metal and off goes the horn. The corners are all blind so the only
way to warn others that you’re coming thru is to toot. At night the
lights serve the same function. Brights are flashed just before
steaming thru the intersection. Walking the streets is an adventure
in dodge - em - cars. Pedestrians have no rights. They scamper across
the streets looking nervously from left to right. Reflexes become
very sharp. Sometimes the bike riders are more dangerous than the
cars. They have no horns. Or lights. Silently they whiz by a cunt
hair away from your feet. You don’t need a driver’s license to drive
here. The cars are so expensive that to be able to afford one assumes
you are bright enough to operate it, too. Only the military can buy
cars without paying the 300% import duty. Thus a car is a once in a

lifetime investment. Motorcycles are much more common. Norris and I tried
to drive out to Leslie’s & Amy’s farm house one afternoon. The points had been
recently cleaned but the bike was still operating poorly. It wouldn’t start
unless pushed. On the way out we got lost. On the way back the
chain guard popped off and rubbed against the back tire making a
horrible noise. We had to stop in the middle of the “suburbs” and try
and fix it. Once snapped back into place we couldn’t get the bike
started again. Finally it got going and we putted back to the house, the
chain guard alternately rubbing and not rubbing, depending on the size
of the bump we had just gone over. Norris tried to fix the points
but wound up breaking the plastic arm that rides against the cam. He
went down town and bought another set of points but they weren’t the
right model. Then a few days later he found a worn set in the tool
box. Once those were cleaned and installed he discovered he didn’t
have the keys to start the thing. Gonzalo had the keys, getting duplicates made.
We spend a lot of time looking at tits. There are a lot of lovely girls
here strutting their stuff up and down the streets. Last night in the taxi
coming home from eating silpanchos we sat in the back seat next to
two real lovelies. They were going around the Prado and over to the Plaza
Colon. We almost went with them. Mmmmm. But the most notable
tits so far are Monica’s. Too bad she’s got no brains. For the last
4 days she’s been saying she’s going to get us some pot. She says “seguro”
but nothing ever happens. We’ve been brought up and let down at least
twice a day. She says she’ll call but doesn’t, says the stuff will be ready
at 2:00 but when she comes by at 4:00 she’s empty handed. She says her

friend has got it, but then later says she doesn’t want to sell
it, she’s too afraid. But she’s got nice tits. She wears shirts open
half way down her cleavage. We’ll be sitting at the table playing
canasta or at the dinner table eating cookies and drinking tea
with her tits hanging half way out. Very distracting. Her little
kids come up and grab on to them, makes you want to scream.
She can’t be counted on. She’s going to college studying politics. One
afternoon Norris told her he was an anarchist. She said all the
anarchists should get together and form a party. She couldn’t understand that there’s no government like no government. But then
all Bolivians are a little thick. There are something like 36
different political parties vying for the upcoming elections. No
way can any one party win a majority, even if the elections aren’t
rigged. It’s like dealing with a bunch of juveniles. The family is
glued every night to the soap opera. Maria Inez is glued to her
radio. Especially “Macho man”. The children have no discipline, or
when they are punished, they’re locked in the bathroom to scream
their brains out. But the girls have nice tits. Like Amy. We
went to the market last saturday so Amy could buy a new pair of
pants. She tried on several pairs and kept turning around modeling
them for Leslie and I. Tits moulded firm by a body shirt, ass
packed into a too tight pair of jeans. “I’ve got a sway back” she
says. “See the way my ass sticks out?” “It’s supposed to do that”
I tried to convince her. And all the while Leslie making comments
that her tits were not as big as Amy’s. But Leslie has the
good head. A truly fine lady. She came over to visit the other

day. We say around talking (Norris was out) and when it came time
for her to leave, I took the opportunity to kiss her good by. Severe
horniness does not lead to subtlety. I kissed her a little too
passionately perhaps. She hasn’t been back. But I did give her
my worn out jeans. I was about ready to ask her to marry me. I
still might. But she’ll refuse, probably for the best. Very mature for
22. Christ, that’s my sister’s age! But how long can one stand
looking at fantastic tits and not want to fondle? Or asses. They
look like the jeans are sprayed on. With those high heeled shoes
the buns waggle from side to side. Enough to make you want to
bun cup ’til next Thursday.
We’ve been sitting around this house for a month now. You can’t
drink the water. We stopped going to the Pension because the food and
service are so poor. We spent several days working on translating
for Julio Guzman which killed some time. That guy is democracy
and foreign enterprise overseas crazy. We’ve hit him up for

$40

so

far. Told him we were going to Chapari last weekend just to avoid
him. He came by anyway. I laid in bed pretending I was in the
jungle. But there’s nothing to do. I’ve finished reading every English
book I can find. The T.V. is horrible. The tapes Norris’ brother
sent are memorized by now. There’s no pot, no women. At least the
weather is nice. But that almost makes it worse. Beautiful sunshine
and warmth, nothing to do but stare at the walls. Nothing to eat. The
proverbial Mother Hubbard’s Cupboard. I’ve gotten sick of chorripans.
The restaurants serve the same old glop. And Aunt Martha (lord knows she
tries) brings home more of it to be eaten while watching the novella.

We went out to play volleyball at 8:00 AM last sunday.
Only half of the people showed up (altho all said they’d be there
for sure) and somebody had stolen the net. So we came back home
and cut down a tree. But we’re not hiking anywhere, under the
feeble excuse that we’ve no film. We’re dulled. Bored. Sleeping the
day away because there’s nothing to do. The grand kids come over
and scream, Norris plays guitar, Maria listens to the radio, Tia
watches T.V. I look for silence. I want my bike! This isn’t
traveling, it’s rotting. I’m ready to go back. Or am I? We got a
card from Big Dan Friedman saying he wants to hike the Inca Trail
in June. Is that what I want to do? Something tells me to leave
this god forsaken country and go back to my friends, my home, my
language, my bad habits. I’ve over 3500 pictures to go thru. I
miss Dudley, Ed, & Hector. I’m in a black hole of my own design.
Nothing works here, nothing is right. It’s not depression. It’s just,
as Spazz says - “thinking too much”. The air fare from Santa Cruz
to Miami is

$324.

I’m sorely tempted.

Given the unreliability of the Bolivian mentality, the possibility
of a Bolivian Connection becomes almost nil. It would take years.
Norris seems none too motivated but is always making plans for what
to do with the

$20

- 40,000. We look at 4 - wheel drive vehicles.

Plan to build houses, bars, bowling alleys, import businesses, photo
studios. These will not happen. As he said before we left “Only 2
things will keep me in Bolivia - a good woman or a good job and a
good woman.” We have neither, nor prospects thereof. “If you go to
a movie that bores you, you get up and walk out."

What’s missing here is a distinct lack of motivation. A reason for being
motivated. Why am I here? When we left the states we had adventure in our
minds. Far away places, faces, ideas, and things to do. I am here as a photographer. As a traveler, a tourist. I’ve brought my 25 years of experience here
to learn, to capture the atmosphere of another continent... But the spark
has failed to catch fire to the mind. I keep drifting back to another
far away place - the U.S. I am an outsider here, my vision is clear that
I do not belong. I can take hundreds of pix of Indians, markets, llamas,
hills, rivers, hovels. But what is my point of view as a tourist, as an
artist, as a man? As a tourist I am intrigued by the strangeness; as
an artist by the colors, patterns, faces, juxtapositions of “modern” vs. native;
as a man by life, the stars, the earth and my own reflections. (Cozmic!)
But to go back... is it going back? or ahead, to allow these sharpened
feelings to be applied to my own land and people. Or do I slip into the
same old rut? Life is easy in the states, I know the ropes. Here it is,
at best, confusing. Confusion. As a tourist I am exploiting this continent.
I am rich. I can go where I please. I see the poverty around me but am
not affected. I take. I give nothing but a few dollars. My life is not
here. My future is not here, my friends are not here. Every day reality and
pettiness drags at my mind. My motives are not clear. My vision is
clouded by longings and desires. I’m tired of moving from place to
shallow place. I’m tired of sitting here with nothing to do but think.
Every day the Indian women are down at the river washing their
clothes in the muddy water. The dogs pick thru the garbage. In the market
women squat in front of their little piles of fruit or veggies, nursing their
babies. Shoppers cannot help but notice that you are a gringo. You can

never be more than a gringo. The cargadores make their living
by hauling tremendous loads on their backs, as they’ve done for
centuries. The past is present here. In the small villages the
children cry when they see you. You are so tall, your hair is light,
your eyes are blue, your clothes are strange. You are the “tourist
attraction”. Little kids will stand and watch you make camp. Awe
struck. This reality does not need the gawking, picture taking tourist.
I cannot live my life - style here. That is the problem. I am used
to certain hedonistic luxuries. Here clean water is a luxury. Meat is
a luxury. Birth control is unknown. Sex is catholic. Alcohol and coca
leaves dull the dreariness. A drunk passed out face down in the street
is left to awake to his troubles. There are levels here. Deep rifts
between classes. Two or more realities occupy the same physical
space. There are intersections, the pedestrians run for safety, the truck
drivers close their eyes and blast the horns. Free thoughts and open
minds are luxuries few can afford and even fewer realize exist.
MAY
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Then there’s my fucking little toes. We took a trip out to Incallacta which
is 120 k by paved road from Cbba and another 20k by foot. The countryside
was beautiful. About 1/2 way there we got to a little town and asked for directions
and perhaps a beer. The directions proved we were on the right road and rumor
had it beer was to be found a little ways farther on. We came upon a fellow
just coming up from working in his field. We asked him about the beer and he
said he had some at his house. We had been chewing leaves all along so
our mouths were numb and stomachs not too hungry. He took us to his
“house”, an adobe job with a thatched roof. It was furnished with a
couple animal skins hanging from the rafters, a few odd pieces of wood

and pottery scattered about, several empty beer bottles and a huge ceramic
pot burbling in the corner. The beer was shade - cool and chicha was brewing
in the pot. Every once in a while the chicha would burp. When the chicha
is done a white flag is flown from a tall wooden flag pole hung out over
the front yard. Everybody makes their own. We finished the beer and were
told we had “casi 9k” to go. An hour or so farther on some folks motioned
us over to their house. There we tried the finished chicha. Rather piss awful.
We were told we had to make a turn and take another road to Incallacta.
Up to this point the route had been fairly level but from here on it went
having had

up & down, up & down. Our energy was sapped after only a cup of coffee and a
roll for breakfast and 31/2 hours walk behind us. The next 21/2 hours seemed
endless. We had started walking at 11:30, thinking we would arrive at the
ruins and have time to see them before sunset. Then we could camp and
walk back the next morning. However, my toes began to blister; and when we
lack of time

finally pulled into a suitable camping site just at sunset, the timing and my toes
changed our plans. We ate half our dinner food (we had brought food for only one
day) climbed into the tent and fell asleep. The next morn, we built a fire and
cooked up some avena with dried peaches. There was a nice rock circle for the
fire, a dead tree nearby for wood, and rock - free ground upon which to pitch the
tent. After breakfast we climbed up the trail to the ruins. They were ruined.
Completely overgrown and crumbled. Several walls with niches remained along
with one main wall maybe 2 stories high. It was very difficult to walk
around due to underbrush and stones laying everywhere. We took a couple pix
and then it began to cloud up. I came back down and soaked my poor toes. The
night before I had pierced the blisters but they were still very sore. I soaked
them in the near by river. Cold! Norris returned and then it began to rain.

We spent the rest of the afternoon in the tent. The hot coals from our
morning fire were still hot enough to start another fire. We piled on wood
to protect the coals from the rain. Once the rain stopped I climbed out
and got the fire roaring. We had eaten only sardine sandwiches the night
before and had only dried soup and some noodles this night. We ate dinner
early, both being starved. We crashed out just after sunset.
The next morning we got up before sunrise and struck camp. The tent
was wet from condensation so we just rolled it up loose inside the
ground cloth and stuffed it in the bag to be dried out later. I taped
up my toes, we ate our remaining two pieces of bread and off we went.
by 9:15 we had reached the chicha site of two days before. We
thought the worst was over. My toes weren’t too bad and the rest of the
road was more or less level. I sinched tightened up my boots and
we continued on. About an hour and a half later my toes were screaming
agony. We stopped along the road and I again drained the blisters and retaped them. The taping may have done more harm than good. The last
hour was pure pain. Every step felt like somebody was stabbing me red hot
needles into my little toes. I had taken off one pair of heavy sox to help
relieve the heat but it didn’t seem to help. Once we came around the
final bend and had only 2 k or so to go, my feet were dead. Only mind
over matter kept me from sitting down in the middle of the road and
crying. Then the wind began to blow straight into my face. By this time
Norris was far ahead and I was left alone with my thoughts and
my pain. There were times the wind blew so hard all I could do was
lean into it to keep from being blown over. Walking forward was impossible.
I plodded on, my feet like clubs, each step stabbing pain into my brain.

“This isn’t my idea of fun” I thought “I came on this trip to have fun, not
to torture myself” “What is your Idea of Fun?” I asked myself. “To be
bike riding around lake Calhoun” I answered. I swore never to back pack
again.
Finally, at the point of collapse, I made it to the road. We waited
for a truck to pass and take us to Cbba. Once in the truck, it hurt just to
sit. The tape had forced other parts of my toes to blister plus it had stuck to
my sox and pulled on the skin. I took off my left shoe (the worst of the two)
and rode the 3 hours to Cbba one shoe off, one shoe on, little dittle dumpling,
my son John. The pain had subsided by the time we reached town. I got out
of the truck but could not walk. We took a taxi home. At the house we
showered and I reviewed the damage. Not as bad as the walk to Quilotoa, just
longer. The family was in the midst of hauling away chopped tree and plant
parts. When the truck came Norris asked me if I would help. “No” I said.
“If I were you” he said “I’d suffer” He is devoid of sympathy. I didn’t
help, but fell asleep. When I awoke I was starved. He came into the
room and I asked if we were going out to eat. “I thought your feet hurt”
he said. I repeated the question. I could tell by his tone of voice that
he was either pissed at me or just gruff in general. Despite this we
took a taxi to the Moulin Rouge and ate Chateaubriand and had Kolberg
wine. I tried to soften him up but he seemed determined to be contrary.
The wine did more good than my talk. Back at the house we had received
a notice from the Aduana that our film was in. We also received a note
from Amy saying that Leslie had hep. and to come out and visit. I went
to sleep and slept well for the first time in two days.
This morning I got up and tested out my feet. The skin had hardened

somewhat. Yesterday I had worn my tennies to dinner but today I
tried the boots. Not too bad. I hung the wet tent out on the line
and decided to try to walk to see Leslie & Amy. I asked Norris if
he wanted to go for a walk. “I thought your feet hurt” he said. I
left him to read his Spanish book and walked out alone. The walk was
short and my toes fared remarkably well. I didn’t tape them and had no
weight on my back to aggravate the problem. Once at the “country club”
I sat around and talked to the ladies. Leslie was laying in the yard,
topless, getting a tan. When I showed up she put on a top. What
a beautiful lady. Amy went down to the store while Leslie and I
talked about

hepatitis, its symptoms & cures. Tomorrow

I get a gammaglobulin shot. Amy returned and made some scrambled
eggs and toast for me. I tried to help them fix the electricity but
before I could fix anything, it fixed itself. Just a balky fuse or
something. Popcorn and eggs later, Leslie retired to sleep while I
started teaching Amy about photography. I gave her a roll of film and
she went off shooting anything that moved. Leslie came back out as
the afternoon wore on. We took some pictures of each other and they
cordially invited me back out again. I left just before sunset. On
the walk back some folks motioned me over for some chicha (much better
than the other stuff) mote, and a piece of chicharron. Back at the house
Norris was playing Banco Russo with Monica. He was still being gruff.
I don’t know what his problem is. The whole family came over for
tea. The little kid crapped on the kitchen floor. After tea the rest
of the family left. Norris, Martha, Cacho, & Maria sat around watching
the 6 million dollar man on T.V.

My toes and reflections thereon have further increased my displeasure at my
present situation. Spending the afternoon with Leslie and Amy was so much
more relaxing and satisfying than sitting around here mind gaming with
Norris and staring at the walls. My long distance packing days may be
over before they’ve really started. What alternatives does this leave me? As
it turns out, Dan Friedman is an old semi - flame of Amy’s. When he
shows up in a couple weeks he and Norris are going to go off to walk the
Inca trail. What are my feet going to be like after 5 days of hard core packing? No way can I make it. But our film is in. Where do
I go from here? Photoing without packing is a possibility. Laying myself
at Leslie’s feet is a possibility (not a likely one). Going back, somehow,
despite everything, seems like a retreat. Given the developments of the
past few days, the Bolivian Connection may be one iota closer. But
given Norris’ contrary attitude, it may be harder to get any cooperative
efforts off the ground. Realistically This attitude will, in all probability,
fade without a word. One moment here, next moment gone. (All of this
on the assumption I don’t get hep. That’s a whole new wrinkle.) Amy
says Gringos have an easy time getting laid in Lima “What am I doing
here?” I asked her. But she wants me to come out and teach her more photography. That’s something to do for a couple weeks. Then they, too, go off to
Cuzco. Where does that leave the kid? It’s been almost 8 mos. away
from “home” but it seems like a drop in the bucket. Perhaps the solution
(the only real solution) is one day at a time. Just one day at a time.
MAY
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How much of this can a person stand? For the last 3 weeks we’ve done

nothing, absolutely nothing. Our “connection” - José, is turning out to be almost
as reliable as Tommy in Sucre. We gave up on Monica & Pilar. 2 of the most

worthless women on God’s green earth. They gave us the royal run
around for 2 weeks and then shuffled us off on José, Pilar’s cousin. At
first it seemed like a sure thing. He had pot, or had a friend with pot,
and would get it to us within a day or so. That was over a week ago.
First his friend failed to bring it over. Then when his friend did come
over (so he says) he never called. We’ve cornered him at work 4 or 5 times
where he says, “When I get home I’ll call you.” He never calls. Today
he said he’d meet Norris at 3 at Pilar’s. Of course he didn’t show.
Then his maid said he’d be home at 6 and call then. He didn’t call. The
Bolivian mind cannot be counted on. What is it about this country
that leads to frustration & boredom? If people can’t do something, why
don’t they just say so? We’ve been lead around by the nose just a
but too much for my tastes. Norris seems to enjoy it. He won’t
try to pin somebody down, just lets himself get led from one empty
square to another.
I have reached the most bored point in my entire life. Sounds like
an exaggeration, but it’s not. I’ve never been this bored. Positively nada
to do. A person can only sleep so much. Nothing to do, nowhere to go, nobody
to talk to (Norris spends more time with the guitar and typewriter than
any person). Going out to visit Les & Amy is a brief diversion and exercise in frustration. No women is better than sitting around talking to
two untouchable lovelies. I have reached a peak of depression and boredom.
For the next week it will only get worse. We have to wait for Norris’
pack and $1000 check, Hector’s telegram about the film and Ed’s
about the receipt of goods. As it stands now, if José’s friend in
Santa Cruz is as flakey as reason dictates he must be, the Bolivian

Connection will turn out to be nothing more than a long, boring, pipe dream.
It becomes a million to one long shot. All the seemingly hard problems have
been solved, just can’t seem to find anyone willing to keep their word long
enough to sell us the stuff. This failure leaves me with thoughts of money. At
the moment I’ve got $1100 in cheques, approx $2000 in an account, and another
$

1500 I’d rather not touch until next March. A plane ticket from here to

Miami costs about $350 plus another $100 or so to Mpls. and I’m back home
with $600 in my pocket, enough to buy a good pound and laugh at the hastles
left behind. This leaves $ 2000 to be stretched for as long as possible. I’d
still like to go out to Calif. to visit Fred, Spazz, Judy, Leslie, and up to
Oregon to see Chris. This eats a big chunk. What are my possibilities of
finding part time work around LaC or Mpls for the summer (preferably
LaC)? I could take 200’ of ASA64 and copy slides all summer, maybe
being able to sell prints by Aug. I could paint houses with Ed G. or work
at any number of much sought after part times in stores, etc. This all means
that I might not have to really “settle down” until next spring at the
latest. Many many possibilities exist between here and there. I would have
to buy insurance for my car, another $200, but basic living expenses could be
quite low. I could live with my folks for a month or so, with Dudley &
Jeff or with Ed at Kenny’s, or with Hector for a short time while
working on slides. I could maybe live with Fred or Spazz for a while.
If worst comes to worst, I could always go back to work for Ronnie.
The other possibility is to go back into Peru. This would take 2 more
months, putting me back in the US beginning of Aug as opposed to June.
It will cost another 4 - 500 to live for 2 mos here, 300 to fly from
Lima to Miami + 100 to Mpls., leaving me with $200 or less but with

a lot more pictures. Can I hold out this long? Am I just in the
Horse Latitudes, needing only a brisk wind to get me moving? Why
go back to Peru? I can’t expect to do any extensive packing either around
the lake or along the Inca trail, as Norris & Dan will want to do, so I’ll
be traveling more or less on my own. If I do go back to Peru, I’ll miss
most of the summer in Minn; bike riding, swimming, friends, getting high,
all the things that make me want to go back “home”. I could take my trip
out West and extend my summer that way, at the expense of friends in MN .
It goes on & on. First one possibility, then the other, flipping
the coin of my future again & again, with the off chance it will land
on edge, the big payoff, the Bol. Con.
MAY

18, Well, the tide has come in and with it our film, that is, our film sent
to the states. The pilot was stopped and instead of opening the package
he brought the stuff back. So much for that Idea. The Bol Con is out
the tubes. Then José flaked out again. Last Monday he was to come by
and take us out to green pickings at a friend’s. We beat ass back to
the house from Gonzalo’s where N was busy analyzing the current
political scene in Bolivia in time to meet José at 3:15. He
never showed, never called. Then that night we got the word that
the film came back anyway. Don’t count your chickens before they
hatch, I guess. On tuesday we had a big birthday party for Cacho,
complete with peanuts, pretzels, potato chips, cheetoz, olives, cheeze, 2
kinds of birthday cake, plus much pisco & 7/piña juice. He made
a little speech over the cake, I took pics with a free roll of outdated GAF 64 Slide film that has yet to come back from processing
and a late nite good time was had by all. The next day I went out

to visit Leslie. She gave me explicit directions where to visit her
in Ca. from Aug 15 - 30 and seemed to be getting friendlier. It’s
so nice to talk to a woman again. Perhaps we will wind up spending
a good share of time together after all out in CA. Maybe we can
share more than time. Since she’ll be back in early Aug and I’d
like to meet her in mid Aug, this sent my mind to working again
about going “back” to the U.S. I thought perhaps I’d just fly
direct from Lima to S.F. without going to M N . I came back home
with a marvelous gut ache due to all the shit - food of the day before.
Then sitting at the rest. on the Prado yesterday with Norris, I began
to consider, really seriously for the 1 st time, the possibility of going back
sooner than Aug, like the 1 st of June. On the plus side: I could bring
all our goods and film back without having to pay air freight, I could
work on slides in Mpls for a couple mos., I could see all my friends before
going out to CA, I could bike ride, I could avoid more blisters and
being a drag for Norris & Dan (if he shows), I could live cheep for a
couple mos, I could get high. I could avoid the general hastles inherent
in traveling, I could then drive or fly out to CA. for the winter without
missing seeing my family & friends. On the neg. side; I would miss the
area around the lake, Macchu Picchu, Cuzco, Lima, and all those photos.
Coming back to Peru would not be hard from CA, charter flights are cheap. In
the US I would not have to buy film (take 200’ of 64 back with me) or
pay for lodging for several months. Just have to feed myself and my car.
In my mind, the pluses outweighed the minuses. Peru, Chile, Arg, will all
still be here if I want to come back. MN will be there, too, I suppose, but
I’ve much more to do there than here. Besides, it’s simmer in MN and this

is the 1 st time I’ve had a chance to have a true summer vacation
there in several years, or will have for who knows how many years to
come? The last time was in 75 living near Augsburg with(out) Jan. A
good summer. Seems like I went out to CA. that fall, too. But I’d
like to spend time lazing in LaC. Does this all look like rationalizations over homesickness? Perhaps more than that, reactions to
boredom in Cbba. It’s a choice that has to come sooner or later, if
not now, in Peru when I get to Lima. Eventually I have to go back.
Why not do it while I can take full enjoyment of being back?
Summer in M N after 8 months of SA. The last 2 mos here in Cbba. 1
month in Baños. That leaves only 5 mos on the road. Not very much.
We’ve seen a lot, but the more you see, the more you haven’t seen. “Always
leave them wanting more” I guess. But my traveling days are not
over. I’ll still be living out of a pack for months to come. Perhaps for
another 9 or so. Looked at that way, I’ve only reached the midway
point of an ever changing adventure.
So, it seems, the coin of my future has come up tails, that is, turn
tail on SA and go back. What will I think about this decision sitting
in the Miami airport? What will I think over a joint and 3000+
photos at Hector’s? It has been a long trip, 9 mos since Ronnie’s. Will
I regret not spending every last penny down here, blistering my feet to
the bone, taking photos of everything that moves in Peru? As Wolf
said, “don’t think you have to justify yourself to anyone”. My decision
will affect only me, I will have to live with it, right or wrong. It’s
a situation where I can’t really make the wrong choice, just one or
the other. I can analyze myself into the ground, but when it comes down to

it, the actions make the only difference. There is no future for me here in SA.
My future lies in the good old USofA. “You don’t know what you’ve got ’til
it’s gone” “Still it’s hard to be bright and bon vivant so far away from home.”
Or, perhaps, like Spazz says “got to stop thinking so much.”
MAY

29

Well, the ball is rolling. I’ve paid for my airline ticket, given away my tennies

to Leslie, packed my bags and started thinking of life back in the “real world”.
At this point I do not regret my decision. I will be a bundle of butterflies boarding the plane to Miami. But once through US Customs and on my
way to Mpls, Cochabamba will seem a long way away. Our trip has
been successful in some ways and un in others. As we were walking
from the pool with Leslie & Amy this after, Leslie & I were talking
about how much the States will have changed in the last 9 mos. I
realized that I have probably changed more than the states. It
will be enlightening to be among old friends and to perceive this
change in them and their reactions to me.
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Books to date [1/21/79]
BREIFING FOR A DECENT INTO HELL - DORIS LESSING
THE MAGIC MOUNTAIN - THOMAS MANN
THE SUN ALSO RISES - HEMINGWAY

BRAVE NEW WORLD - HUXLEY
IN HER MAGESTY’S SECRET SERVICE - FLEMING
GRAVITY’S RAINBOW - PYNCHON
EDEN EXPRESS - VONNEGUT
EDUCATION OF OVERSOUL 7 - ROBERTS?
BROTHERS KARAMATZOV - DOSTOYEVSKI
TROPIC OF CANCER - MILLER
SOTWEED FACTOR - JOHN BARTH
SHOCK WAVE RIDER - JOHN BRUNNER
MOTE IN TIME’S EYE & another by GERALD KLEIN
SHORT STORIES BY A.E.Van Vogt

FRITZ LEIBER
Another cheezy sci-fi in Baños by LauMER ?
ZEN MIND - BEGINNER’S MIND - WUN LONG DONG
THE BIG TIME -

WAMPETER, FOMA, AND GRAND FALOONS - VONNEGUT
TAI - PAN - J. CLAUDEL

BRING ON THE EMPTY HORSES - D NIVEN
THE 7% SOLUTION - NICK MEYER
THE THORN BIRDS - MC COLOUGH

I’m cold and I’m tired and I can’t stop coughing long enough to tell

you all the news

I’d like to tell you that I’ll see you more often, often is a word

I seldom use

Tell me where did the weekend go? Went like thunder, felt like snow.
MANA - KANCHU
A - MAKINA - WYCHU
...And your wise men don’t know how it feels to be thick as a

Caramba - che

Pucha - carajo

brick

A muvva was woshin her boiby one night
’twas the youngest of ten, and a delecat might
the muvva was poor, and the boiby was fin
’twas not but an skeliton covered wif skin
The muvva turned ’round for some soap off the rack
She was only a moment, but when she turned back
the boiby was gone, and in anger she cried
“Oh where has my boiby gone?” and the angels replied “Oh your boiby has gone down the drain ho’
Your boiby has gone down the plug
The poor wittow ’fing was so skinny and fin
it should have been woshed in a jug (in a jug)
Your boiby is perfec’ly ’appy
it won’t need a baf anymore
it’s a’ takin’ a baf wif the angels above
now, and for ever more.”
“You meet the nicest people on the tops of mountains” Chris C.
“A woman’s place is in the home, after she gets done with work”
“Cocaine makes me feel like a new man, and that new man wants some coke”
“Never stand when you can sit, never run when you can walk, and never
walk when you can ride.”
On coke & sopors: “Your body is relaxed but your mind refuses to believe it”
“You don’t have to be rich, just have friends that are.”
“Still you can’t expect to be bright and bon vivant so far away from home.”

1 Ingapirca
A Train ride
1 Steam loco
2 balloons
3 Ferro bus
B Sleeping accomodations
1 guitar
2 radio
3 drunks
C Ruins themselves
1 stone work
2 Rock profile

2 Cuenca

A Museum
B Bus ride to Border
1 Legs jammed
2 sleeping in bus

3 Border Crossing
A Bribe
B To Tumbes

4 Ride to Lima
A Desert
B Bus search
comix

5 Lima
A
B
C
D

“Pension”
SAE Club
Museo
Ride to Areq

A
B
C
D
E
F

Train tickets
Rip off
Police
Am Ex Office
Cert. of Theft
Train Ride to Puno
1 Blanket sellers
2 Sleepless nite

6 Areq.

Chalya Day

D Parade on Sunday
E Eating & Sleeping
F Mine

CARDS
Joyce
Sandy
TOM G
GRAND & ART
HOUGENS
G MORSE
DEB
GARY

LETTERS
Dudley
Ed
HECTOR
FRED

TAPE ?

Ed G, Kenny, Larry

GUDRUN SIEVER
c/o SONIA DE RUBT
CALLE B-OESTE 24
EQUIPETIAL - GUAPAY
SANTA CRUZ / TEL: 2 - 9190

7 Puno - Desaquad.

A Bumpy road
B No customs hastle
C Ride to La Paz

8 La PAZ

Reclama Su
Mar

A
B
C
D
E
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2 days looking for relatives
Tio J
Toro’s
Valley of the Moon
Devil’s molar
Sno capped peaks
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9
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A Villafani’s
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2 Morenada
3 Corporales
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4
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*
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ALUMINIO
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PALADIO
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RUTENIO
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26 28
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2
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Ti

25 28
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ELECTRONES IN LAS CAPAS

NOMBRE DEL ELEMENTO

Simbolo

8B

TECNECIO

Sr
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23 28
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RENIO

2
8
18
9
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Sc

22
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8
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1
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VANADIO

2
8
18
8
87,62 2
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21

2
8
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2

6B

NIOBIO

Ca
40,08

2
8
9
2

5B

NEODIMIO

2
8
18
32
9
174,97 2

86

*
Rn

LOS ELECTRONES DETERMINAN
LA POSICION
El número atómico de un elemento determuna su posición en la tabla periódica.
Esta posición permite predicir cuáles son
sus principales propiedades químicas.
Siendo el número atómico igual al número de protones existentes en el núcleo, es
también igual al número de electrones que
rodean al núcleo cuando el átomo se halla en el estado neutro.
La tabla adjunta muestra, en signos cómo se agrupan los elementos de acuerdo

con sus propiedades: metales (
),
semimetales (
) y no metales
( X ). En
están representados los
gases inertes. Las órbitas o capas electrónicas se dividen en subórbitas, cada una
de las cuales puede contener, a lo sumo,
un numero determinado de electrones. Se
las representa con las letras s (2 electrones), p (6 electrones), d (10 electrones) y
f (14 electrones). La primera órbita electrónica, la llamada capa K, tiene una sola
subórbita, la s. Por eso admite, como
máximo, 2 electrones. El hidrógeno tiene
solamente un electrón, y el helio, 2. Sus

*
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Pu
(242)

2
8
18
32
23
9
2

95

Am
(243)

2
8
18
32
24
9
2

96

18
32
9

Cm
(247)

átomos, por lo tanto, solo presentan electrones en la primera capa electrónica. El
litio, en cambio, tiene 3 electrones: dos
completan la primera capa y el restante
se sitúa en la subórbita s de la capa L,
que es capaz de albergar a 8 (2 en la
subóbita s y 6 en la subórbita p). Por
ello el litio inicia un nuevo período, el
cual se extiende hasta el neón, elemento
que presenta la capa L completa, es decir con 8 electrones. El sodio es el elemento siguiente. Tiene las capas K y L
completas y un electrón más, que deberá
ocupar uno de los dos lugares de la sub-

25
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Bk
(247)

2
8
18
32
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9
2
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Cf

99

Es
(254)

2
8
18
32
28
9
2

órbita s de la capa M. Esta admite 18
electrones: 2 en la subórbita s, 6 en la
subórbita p y 10 en la subórbita d. Del
sodio al argón se completan las dos primeras, y ésos forman el tercer periodo.
Con el potasio empieza a llenarse ta subórbita s de la capa N; luego figura el calcio. Pero con el elemento siguiente, el
escandio, el proceso cambia de dirección.
Los nuevos electrones, en vez de ubicarse
en la subórbita p de la capa N, van a llenar la subórbita d de la capa anterior M,
que no fue ocupada. Después de completarse este proceso - lo que ocurra con
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8
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2
8
18
32
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2
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8
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NOBELIO

U
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Tb
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TULIO

2
8
18
32
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2
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Gd

2
8
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65

MENDELEVIO

Pa
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2
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20
9
2

Eu
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FERMIO

Th
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Sm
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EINSTENIO

2
8
18
32
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232,039 10
2
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Pm

2
8
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8
150,35 2
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Ac
(227)

2
8
18
32
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9
2

PROTOAC
TINIO
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TORIO

ACTINIO

Seria de actínidos
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CURIO

Pr
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PLUTONIO

Ce

2
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18
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2
8
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2
8
18
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9
138,91 2
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CERIO

LANTANIO

Seria de lantánidos

SAMARIO

Ra

NEPTUNO

Fr
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2
8
8
2

4B

WOLFRAMIO MOLIBDENO CROMO

2
87 8
18
32
18
(223) 81

3B
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Mg

Número atómico

2
8
2

TITANIO

Rb

12

Elementos de transición

CIRCONIO

2
55 8
18
18
8
132,9051
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Be
9,0122

HAFNIO

RUBIDIO

2
8
18
8
85,47 1

K

4

2
2

ESCANDIO

POTASIO

39,102

CESIO
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2
8
8
1

MAGNESIO BERILIO

22,9898

ESTRONCIO CALCIO

Na

2
8
1

BARIO

LITIO

Li

2
1

8,939

11
SODIO

2 A

AMERICIO

H
1,00797

3

FRANCIO

(con masas atómocas referidas al isótopo 12 del carbono)

1

ITRIO

1

CLASIFICACION PERODICA DE LOS ELEMENTOS

RADIO

HIDROGENO

1A

71

Lu
103

Lw
(257)

el cobre - los electrones siguientes pasan a ubicarse en la subórbita p de la
capa electrónica N. Esta, con sus 8 electrones, queda completa en el gas inerte
criptón, que cierra el cuarto periodo. En
el quinto, que se extiende del rubidio al
xenón, ocurre lo mismo: primero se completan las subórbita s de la capa N y O
y luego la subórbita p de la capa O. Los
14 electrones que la subórbita f de la
capa N prede recibir, sólo aparecan en
el sexto periodo, después del bario, con
el lantanio y los trece elementos que
forman la sería de los lantánidos.
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