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Meet Irene, 10-year-old daughter of Mayra, and the newest addition 

to the “Faces” series of Nanci’s  greeting cards that support the programs of The Bridge.

Irene is hoping to enter the first grade with the help of The Bridge in February.
RECENT NEWS

McNugget takes headline position this week – he chased a young woman out of our yard, and has assumed the role of protector. Nanci and Angela are working on a calendar for The Bridge. We learn about protest marches while visiting San José. How we’ve used humor with an edge to make a positive point. Yes, we’re buying the farm, and an anonymous grant has gotten us going. 

CHICKEN RAN

“Cheep Laughs” Becomes Headline News

Remember the movie "Chicken Run"? We had a version of that story at our place this week. Angela, a yoga instructor, came to our place to give an in-casa yoga session to Nanci, our neighbor JeriLynn, and me, (believe it or not). As Angela prepared to leave, she walked toward her motor scooter from the porch door. McNugget took out after her with wings flapping, neck feathers extended, and crowing/growling up a storm. Angela, unaware that roosters are territorial, and indeed, unaccustomed to roosters in general, took off running. 

That was a mistake. McNugget, sensing victory in his self-appointed role as Protector Of The Turf, ran even faster. Angela ran out of the gate onto the dirt road, then continued to run screaming toward the main street, with McNugget in hot pursuit. 

Once Angela got to the main street, McNugget stopped chasing her. Angela stopped screaming. 

The neighbors, in the meantime, had come out to street side to cheer someone on - either the rooster or Angela, didn't seem to matter. 

I shouted over to them "Gallo mas Gallo" - rooster most rooster. Cock of the Walk.

As they came back into the yard, I asked myself, "Which one's the Chicken?"

CALENDAR GIRLS

Another reason Angela had come to the house that specific day - she had an idea about using Nanci's art to create a calendar, and selling advertising on the calendar to benefit The Bridge. She and Nanci began to lay it out. I showed them the jacket containing the movie "Calendar Girls", and reminded them of its content. Basically, a group of middle-aged women pose for a nude calendar to raise money for a hospital. 

Nanci and Angela both thought Nanci's art would be a better theme.

WE HAVE AN ALARM COCK

Very early Monday morning – 1:15 AM, to be exact – the Alarm Cock went off. McNugget started crowing up a storm.

I sat bolt upright in bed – there’s no sleeping through THAT alarm. I put my robe on in a hurry and looked around to see what the problem was. 

One of the Bribri men who has just started attending the soup kitchen for The Bridge had stopped by to say what sounded like “thank you.” He had come through the front gate, and was holding himself up by leaning on Espy while he delivered his message. His language sounded like a blend of Spanish, Bribri, and Guaro, a pure-alcohol drink available cheaply at any pulperia.

Nanci and I have one simple rule – don’t come here drunk, stoned, or high. Period. We don’t listen to anything said, and we don’t attempt to say anything. We just ask the offender to come back when he’s sober.  We were telling the guy to leave. McNugget was crowing up a storm. Quite a nighttime scene scene, all in all. 

His companion, another Bribri leaning over the fence, was trying to collect his friend. He had been thrown out of here another night almost two years ago, and he still comes to the soup kitchen – when he’s sober.

Nanci picked up the phone, dialed 911, and started to talk to the police. The guy-over-the-fence really started to wave his hands and shouted at his friend to “get out of there.” Finally, the fence-hanger high-tailed it out of the area, leaving his friend behind. The guy-in-the-yard finally found a way out of the yard – by climbing over the fence. We said a quick prayer for his safety – the sole exception to our “don’t come here drunk” rule is when we have to take someone to the emergency clinic, and we sure didn’t want him to break an arm or a leg. He made it safely over the fence, and wobbled his way out of the area.

Nanci and I went back to bed. McNugget stopped crowing.

The police came by the following night – looking for someone else.

WATER FLOWS - NO ONE GOES

On a normal business Monday, we had an appointment with our attorney near San José. We were late. We packed the car, and headed out from the Unity Church cabinas in Piedades. Relying on previous experiences in getting through San José to the other side, we were going to the highway that led to the "main drag" right through downtown - a six-lane road, three in each direction that cuts right across the city. As we turned off the highway, we noticed that the road into the city was blocked by a cordon of police officers. They directed us into a side street. The road was entirely filled by a large group of people, carrying blue balloons, and wearing the familiar blue shirts of the AYA utility (water company). They had apparently chosen that day to hold a demonstration. 

All utilities here are government-protected monopolies, and word on the street had it that AYA was protesting the CAFTA - the Central American Free Trade Agreement - that some fear will cause the loss of many jobs in Costa Rica. 

We found a taxista as soon as possible, who could guide us around the mess and get us out of the city to Zapote quickly. We followed his car as he expertly wove his way through a maze of back streets, again approaching the main drag - just as the advancing "blue wall" reached that intersection. 

Shrugging his shoulders, he simply waited until the AYA folks had sauntered past. He then led us across the main street and back into a network of small streets on the other side. 

We were about two hours late. 

Time for almuerza – lunch. 

LOS POBRECITOS

The Bribri Indian Pedro was 76 years old when we met him. He was skin and bones, and walked very slowly with the aid of a long staff. He took his grandchildren shopping in the garbage cans of Puerto Viejo de Talamanca. The little group walked to and from town, with the kids mostly looking down at the ground. 

When they started coming to The Bridge, the kids would stare with neutral or hostile looks while there for some soup. 

Routinely, Pedro would ask for whatever he could get, something he did all through the town. "Los pobrecitos", he would say rather pitifully, holding out his hand. "Comida, por favor, por los pobrecitos."

We did what we could.

After a while, Nanci, Daniel, and I started to poke fun at Pedro. We'd walk using a broom as a staff, and say about ourselves... "los pobrecitos". After one particularly obvious instance of this, when all three of us were doing the "pobrecitos" bit at the same time, Pedro, the grandkids, and everybody else just started to laugh. They didn't stop laughing for quite a while.

Pedro smiled and was silent. Finally he said "but you are rich."

"So are you", we said, pointing at the jungle. "Look what you have. Food, medicine, building materials, water, land - all for free. Those things cost us thousands of dollars a year."

I thought to myself, but did not say, "and you don't have to come out here and beg."

They left with smiles on their faces and their heads held just a little bit higher.

The oldest grandkid, Francisco, has started knocking on doors asking for work. For many indigenous, coming forward in this way is an almost insurmountable barrier. Following his lead, the two younger grandchildren are also looking around for odd jobs. The grandkids are now in school. The youngest of these grandkids is following Alejandro's example, learning to use the computer on our porch, and teaching his older brothers as well. The uncle has stepped in, providing guidance for the grandkids where their alcoholic father has not. And now, after we brought a Bribri tribal leader and his family to The Bridge, they're all thinking about rediscovering what it means to be Bribri. The grandkids' mother is going to Amubri (in the interior) to see her mother again, for the first time in quite a while. 

The rebuilding process seemed to start when we gently, lovingly, and with lots of humor, used "pobrecitos" as a needle to pop a bubble. 

And now, when the grandkids go to Puerto to go shopping, they walk in the front door of the store. 

My God, that feels good.
YOU CAN HELP US! 
Send this email to family and friends that you think might also enjoy it. They can sign up with us directly. Thanks again for your support!

VIEW FROM THE BRIDGE

Making Soup 

Ever wonder how many veggies it takes to make enough soup to feed about 100 people?
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Here’s a look at the weekly veggie supply before the “cutups” get to work on Thursday Afternoon.

The papayas and pineapples are used to make the fruit dessert plates on Saturday.

Buying The Farm

We received a generous cash grant of $4,500 that took care of the down payment on the house, through “very special help from a very special friend.” Now we’re working to locate someone willing to loan money on property in Costa Rica. 

A volunteer with experience in obtaining corporate funding has stepped forward and is working with the list of 192 US corporations that have a presence in Costa Rica. Such funding was intended to be the way we paid for this place, and by which we bought and built additional facilities for The Bridge. The corporate funding is expected to complete by the end of January, as businesses go through the end of one budget year and the start of another.

However, the health of the owner of this place is a major issue, and everyone who knows the situation wants to get her back to Spain and in the hands of her family doctor. Speed of funding is therefore of the essence. 

Anyone out there have any ideas? We’d like to get this deal done within, say, 30 days. 

DONATE TO THE BRIDGE NOW!

As far as donations go, NOW’s a great time to contribute. Operational cash is needed, and we’re already gearing up for the next school year that starts in February.  You can go to the website donation page by clicking here, where you can use a credit card. Or, you can mail a check to Serendipity International Foundation, 2588 El Camino Real, F-348, Carlsbad, CA 92008. Include your email address, and you’ll get a confirming email as well as a letter from the Foundation.

IF YOU HAVE TROUBLE SEEING THE PICTURES

...go to www.elpuente-thebridge.org/weekly and download the file with the date of this issue.

* * * * * * * *

Well,

…djmiache

Enjoy!
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Go to The Bridge website by CLICKING HERE 

Or choose from these topics:
Current Status of Bridge Programs.  (September 2) 
Latest News releases 

Current Plans and Wish List
Operating Report Summary and Financials
Or you can Visit an Ebay store selling Nanci’s Prints
Video clips showing activities at The Bridge: 
Nanci and Alejandro working together to serve lunch on the porch
Daniel, Barry, and Alejandro setting up for the movie
Watching the movie: this day, “Winnie The Pooh” in Spanish
CONTACT INFORMATION

Barry’s Email: barrystevens@earthlink.net
My MSN Instant Messenger name is the same as my email –

barrystevens@earthlink.net
Nanci’s email is nancistevens2001@yahoo.com
Since we have only one phone line, it’s faster to reach her through Barry’s email address.

Our toll-free number from the US is

1-866-462-7585







