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                                                                                                                                      Photo by Dan Swank

The back side of Mayra’s sleeping quarters. 

As you’ll see below, Nanci and I took a long walk this Sunday.

RECENT NEWS

Staying on good terms with the police is a good idea! Rocket launchers seen in the streets. Update on the Christmas Miracle. A visit to a neighbor’s house – we visit Mayra. Finding the loan is still under way!

"COULD YOU PLEASE BRING ME BACK A SIX PACK OF BEER?"

It was New Year's Day - a Sunday, when Nanci and I try to drop out of sight together. We decided to go to Limón.

We occasionally get requests to bring things back when we go to Limón, and such a request would not be a surprise. Unless, of course, it comes from a uniformed Fuerza Publica police officer at the police checkpoint on the way to Limón. 

It seems his working shift was from 4 AM this morning to 4 PM this afternoon. He didn't have a chance to celebrate the arrival of the New Year. He was wearing a dark uniform, standing on an asphalt highway in the hot sun. A cold six-pack now would help him turn this otherwise dreary and uncomfortable day around. "Could you please bring back a six-pack of beer?"

"If we bring one back", Nanci said without missing a beat, "will you share it with your friends here?" pointing to the other police officers at the checkpoint.

"Of course!!" he said with a big smile.

So we went shopping. Mas por Menos, then on to Maxi Bodega, and a stop for lunch at the bus transfer point restaurant right across the street from Maxi Bodega. They serve a tuna salad that brings tears of culinary ecstasy to Nanci's eyes. As for me, I had a tasty hamburger con queso amarillo - cheeseburger - actually made with beef. They also sell six-packs of Pilsen, a beer favored by the locals because of its higher alcohol content.

We headed back home, with the six pack sitting on the ice in the same cooler we use to make sure that the meat we buy gets home without spoiling.

We both couldn't wait to see how THIS comes out.

After a stop at Penhurst, the only gas station in these parts, we headed toward the checkpoint, about a KM away. The shift had just ended, and new policemen were standing in the road. We looked into la oficina, and the cop that had asked for the beer was there - he had changed out of uniform. A big grin appeared on his face as we hoisted the bolsa holding the barely-concealed cans of beer. "Ah", said one of the policemen standing near the car. He accepted the beer and took it to our new friend in the office. As I let go of the bag, I said to the two policemen nearest the car "gracias por su trabajo" - thank you for your work. The other policeman, who had up until now stayed out of this transaction, was an older, more experienced-looking guy who turned with a look of surprise and with an ever so slight smile on his otherwise stony face said "Gracias."

As we drove away, the six-pack was disappearing into the police station. I can’t think what might have happened if we had forgotten it!

Only in Costa Rica.

ROCKET LAUNCHERS SEEN IN THE STREETS OF LIMÓN, COSTA RICA

Headlines like that would have signaled the start of a revolution in many third-world countries. Not here. In Costa Rica, they revealed the existence of one heckufa New Year's Eve Party - Un Grande Fiesta - in the streets of Limon.

With the continuing round of activities, Nanci and I were out of everything that we can only buy in Limon - we just hadn't taken the time to go there. So this Sunday morning - New Years Day - we got in the car and drove to Limon for a shopping day at Maxi Bodega (similar to Walmart), and Mas por Menos (Similar to Albertson's). 

The streets were a mess. In spots the remnants of fireworks were inches deep. Tiny little rocket launchers, honeycombs of 10 and 20 1" cardboard tubes, were scattered around like discarded gum wrappers. A mysterious heavy red paper littered nearly all streets, and I haven't the foggiest idea what it was originally for. Now, it was only a heavy job for the street cleaners. Rockets on sticks lay spent on the ground. This went on for block after block. I can't begin to imagine how loud - and how dangerous - those streets were last night at midnight. And where these streets usually have a faint smell of urine wafting in the breeze, the smell of gunpowder was strong, and pervasive.

What a party this must have been! Sorry we missed it!, 

UPDATE ON THE CHRISTMAS MIRACLE

According to several family members, the father has been taking his wife and infant child to the clinic every day, except for one day when the Dr. apparently said not to come. 

The father's 15-year-old son, who had been wavering about dropping out of school, has decided to continue. 

Local people who know the family are amazed, but not yet convinced.

Is the man still drinking? I don't know. I can only say what I see, or rather what I don't see. In the past, it was common to see the father weaving and stumbling his way up the street, past our home, and heading toward the jungle trail. I haven't seen that in the past seven days.

Next time I do see him, I'll pass along a telephone number for Timoteo Jackson, a Bribri leader in the Reserve. Timoteo knows the people who run a 12-step group that is conducted in the Bribri language. We'll also pass along the number of the man who runs a local group conducted in Spanish. I'll also say he can use our telephone whenever he wants to make the call. As the old saying goes, it's his call. Thank you for your prayers.

A VISIT TO THE NEIGHBORS

Nanci and I walked into the jungle today to visit Mayra at her home. It was my first time in there. Until now, I hadn't been willing to dedicate the kind of time it takes to make the trip - 30-45 minutes each way in and out. Recent medical news said I need much more exercise than I'm getting, So this partly-rainy Sunday morning, in we went.

Each home is really a cluster of small buildings, made of available wood and galvanized sheet metal roofing material.  Some of the buildings are traditional Bribri-style thatch construction. One building in the cluster is the kitchen, another is the sleeping quarters, yet another the meeting area, and another the outhouse. 

At Mayra's place, each level is about one story above the next. The water source, a river, is where fresh water is obtained, and clothes are washed. It’s about two stories up to the kitchen.
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                                                                                                                                      Photo by Dan Swank

Mayra cooks a pot of pejibaje while holding baby Khrys. Sandara looking on.

From the kitchen, it’s another story up to the living area.
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                                                                                                                                      Photo by Dan Swank

Family in the living area, still under construction in this shot..
It’s another story up to the sleeping quarters. That trail up is quite a bit of work.
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                                                                                                                                      Photo by Dan Swank

The trail to the sleeping quarters is very nearly at a 45-degree angle.
The trail between the areas is at about a 45-degree angle, and it's all dirt. Unless it's raining, as it was today. Getting up and down the trails today had me grabbing for trees and branches, reaching out and grabbing a root sticking out of the trail ahead, slipping and falling in the mud, remembering not to grab a banana tree for support, (banana trees are notorious for just falling over), watching out for terciopelos, and in general getting very tired and covered with mud. 

With both of my hands busy keeping me from falling on my face in the mud, I marveled at the thought of Mayra walking that trail carrying two babies, a bag of baby stuff, and a bag of groceries. I'm amazed that any water these folks have is carried in 1 and 5-gallon containers 2 or 3 stories from the river up a steep muddy trail. I admire the kids who are so determined that they go up and down that trail every school day with a heavy knapsack filled with books. These folks are tough.

The floor in Mayra's house is packed dirt, very uneven, with variations as much as a foot in places. Baby Khrys is still learning to walk, balancing her little body as she goes along the uneven ground. The sleeping area has a raised platform and a number of beds. The slats in the floor in places are so far apart you could lose a child through them. A late-night trip to the outhouse could be downright dangerous. 
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                                                                                                                                                   Photos by Dan Swank
Left, a view through Mayra’s hammock.                       Right, Daniel sits on one end of the sleeping platform.
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                                                                                                           Photo by Daniel

Mayra, baby Khrys, and Sandara sit in Mayra’s Hammock in the sleeping quarters.

Stairs come down from the platform to the ground, where there is a hammock, a chair, and a wood-fire stove on a platform. Children’s boots and shoes are scattered around the ground, as are a number of plastic toys.  Chickens go in and out, keeping the place bug-free. A gorgeous colibri - hummingbird - drinks in a flower nearby. A nearly starving dog that looks like it's all ribs tries to sleep near the fire, being teased by Irene and Sandara. The smoke from the wood fire gives the place a homey touch, and when the wind is right the ylang-ylang tree next to their quarters produces a heady, exotic perfume that drifts in and out. 

As we sat talking with Mayra and the girls, 75-yr-old Ynez came up from the next level down to visit with us. She appeared to have come up that trail very easily - the same trail that had me grabbing for trees, branches, and roots, and checking out the local mud.  Grandma's pretty tough, too.

As Nanci and I walked home, I had a lot to think about. 

These photos were taken by Dan Swank on August 15,  except for one taken by Daniel Rugama. 

SPREAD THE NEWS! 
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

We’ll be sending along a report on 2005 shortly. I’ll give you a little advance teaser: We served approximately 6,320 bowls of fresh vegetable soup last year!

We’re still looking for a lending source for the $41,000 it will take to complete the purchase of this place. The deadline is January 30. 

You’ll shortly be seeing a letter on another matching fund offer we’ve received, where those who are able to donate at the $250 level can double the power of their money. Stay tuned!

NOW’s a GREAT time to contribute. 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

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 – update coming soon) 
Latest News releases 

Current Plans and Wish List
Operating Report Summary and Financials
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







