
                                          Ugly American  

               Excerpts from Cindy & David’s Excellent Travelling Adventures 

 

               “Monsieur- would you come with us please…” 

                                         -armed guard at Charles De Gaul Airport           

 

        I had a most extraordinary couple experiences years ago that I want 

to tell you about. Cindy and I were aboard a train, returning to Paris 

from Baden Baden Germany after a trip down the Rhine River.  

       We were flying out of Charles De Gaulle airport the next day, 

heading back to the States.  

        I was a little on edge, having secretly bought Cindy the diamond 

she had noticed in Baden Baden, and planned on proposing that night in 

Paris. 

 

Our accommodations in Oberwessel, Germany 



  (Courtesy Schoenberg Castle) 

 
We stayed at Schoenberg Castle on the Rhine River. 

At right, room service (included with the stay). 

Lorelei Rock is in the background at the bend of the river. 

 

 

       We were enjoying a leisurely rail ride through the French 

countryside and had just passed Strasbourg, when the train’s conductor 

walked into our car and demanded a reservation. We had one and had 

prepaid our Eurail Pass. 

      This was our first trip to Europe, and the ways of the trains were new 

to us. Even though we had already paid for our Eurail Pass, there were 

still instances where reservations for high traffic trains were extra. We 

were on one. 

      The conductor spoke no English and was a little abrupt. I spoke no 

French and wasn’t in the mood. The conductor got upset and asked the 

gentleman in the seat in back of us, who it seemed he knew, to translate.  

     The mood was tense, as the entire transit system was poised to strike 

the French Government the next day. We were getting back just in time. 

I remembered hearing tails of being thrown off a train in these incidents, 



but the gentleman in back of us talked with the conductor in a low voice 

and soothed things out.  

      After the conductor walked away, the man who had translated for us 

introduced himself as Victor.  

     “You are American,” Victor said. “We shot down your F16!”  

     “Oh?” I said, intrigued.  

     “Yes, Captain O’Grady, I believe. We scared crap out of you!” 

     Victor was in fact a member of Serbia’s new ruling family after Slobodan 

Miloševic was finally strung up by his thumbs. He was on his way to the Serbian 

Embassy in Paris on business.  

     “Your President, Bush, he doesn’t really get it does he?” 

      Victor wanted to talk, and it turned out to be a fascinating two hours of Serbian 

and Bosnian history. I won’t get into the politics, but it was good to both defend 

my own country and then shut up and listen to another point of view. That point of 

view, I might add, being from a hell of a lot closer to the bombs and the bullets 

than we in America. 

     Finally the discussion got back to our trip to Paris. 

     Victor inquired where we were staying our last night in town, and I had to admit 

that I didn’t know yet. 

     “Someplace cheap and close to the airport. We’re flying out in the morning,” 

Cindy told him. Victor immediately got on his cell phone to his embassy in Paris 

and had them arrange for a diplomatic rate at a nearby hotel. 

     “ You are very beautiful” he told Cindy. Serbian women are pretty, but they do 

not have your hair…” 

     “You must be my guests tonight,” he continued. “I have sponsored a Serbian 

middleweight and he is training for a fight next month in the States. Come, we will 

watch him work out and then we all go out to dinner as my guests, no?” 

      “Great!” said Cindy, always up for some excitement. 

      “Shit!”, I thought. I was disappointed to turn down this most unusual offer, but 

I had planned on a quiet Parisian café that evening to give Cindy her diamond. I 

most likely performed a diplomatic faux pas, and Cindy was certainly more than a 

little upset at me for my behavior- at least until she saw my reason for refusing our 

Serbian Savior’s invitation.  

    As it turned out, I could have used his help the next day at De Gaulle, as I was 

being detained at the boarding security area by French Police with M16s, but we’ll 

leave that for another time! 

 

 

 



 

            Two Years Later… 

 

Why, after fifty-one years on this planet, do I find myself still making a young 

man’s mistakes? 

       That’s what I kept asking myself as I gazed out the window of the bus, 

carrying me to Kusadasi, Turkey.  

        I had to catch up with my cruise ship- the one I had barely missed at the dock 

in Istanbul and would now have to catch before it left the country. 

        The ship’s agent in Istanbul had been clear, standing with me, watching the 

ship steam away before handing me my passport; missing the boat in Istanbul was 

a minor mishap; missing it again in Kusadasi when it sailed out of the country 

would mean serious trouble for the ship, Captain Kafetzis, and myself. My last 

question to him had been simple; “How many times does this happen?” 

       “Once every ten cruises” was the reply. I did some quick math in my head and 

it worked out to one in every 30,000 people miss the boat. I was really quite 

special! 

     My motives had been innocent, honorable enough; I had wanted to step foot in 

Asia before departing this glorious port of call.   

     Cindy and I had spent two weeks before our eleven day Mediterranean cruise 

exploring Austria, Bavaria and Italy. The ship’s itinerary would take us to Greece, 

Turkey, and return us to Naples, Italy for a last couple of days exploring Pompeii 

and the Amalfi coast before flying out of Rome, through Madrid and back to the 

States. It had been a whirlwind. 

 

     Austria was incredibly beautiful. We flew in to Vienna via London Heathrow. 

A wise first destination, because Vienna has a relatively small airport. Quick and 

no Customs hassles.  

     Vienna; noble, robust and bursting with energy. We saw the Lipizzaners 

exercise at the Grand Hofburg Palace, snuck in to the Opera, savored Sachertortes 

on crystal desert dishes and drank new wine in the Vienna Woods’ Heuriges. We 

ate real Vienna sausages on street corners, washing them down with dark Bier. We 

visited what to me was the prettiest church interior I had yet seen in Europe, St. 

Peters, and the grandest, St. Stephan’s Cathedral. I thought St. Peters even more 

beautiful than Sainte Chapelle in Paris, although a more accurate comparison 

would in fact be Sainte Chapelle and St. Stephan’s, since they are both Gothic and 

St Peter’s is baroque. At any rate, these grand old churches are like wine or fine 

music; you cannot rank the esthetics. You can only celebrate the differences. 



     Our last night in Vienna we ate at an historic vaulted cellar restaurant called 

Zwolf Apoftelkeller. Great setting, but the service was spotty at best and the 

Schnitzel not even close to what I remembered getting at Michael’s Place in 

Baden-Baden two years before. However, Cindy and I finally got to “waltz” in 

Vienna when the strolling musicians arrived, and I got to sing with Franz and 

Klaus, guitar and accordion.  

     As soon as they heard we were Americans, out came the Sinatra tunes ( I would 

have preferred more of the Austrian folk music we had been hearing ) and I ended 

up singing New York New York and My Way to great applause in a town where the 

big acts are Strauss and Mozart.  

 

      Our next stop, Salzburg, was laid back, the friendly locals justly proud of their 

back yard; bold rocky peaks, swift flowing rivers and flowering mountain 

meadows. Cindy and I had the best room value in town; a hostel bunk bed sitting 

atop the Monchsberg cliffs.  

      Costing just thirty euros a night, yet with French windows looking out over the 

Hohensalzburg Fortress, the Salzach River, and Salzburg Abby. 

We would open those windows in the morning and be greeted by church bells and 

live chamber music from the town below. Julie Andrews and the Von Trapp’s 

didn’t see it any better than we did.  
 

 

 
 

 

There was indeed music in Salzburg. 

 

 

 

 



 

  

     Mittenwald Bavaria, just over the Austrian border, was like stepping into the 

fairytale pages of the Brothers Grimm. Half-timbered inns and cobblestone streets. 

We arrived in a cold drizzle which never lifted, obscuring the Alps’ 

Karwendelspitze peak high above our balcony, but we were warmed daily by the 

Apfel Himbeer cider, hot German mustard over freshly baked pretzels, and Karl 

the Zither player in the Hotel’s restaurant. My only regret in Bavaria was not 

having the time to climb above the tree line in search of edelweiss. 
 

 

 

 
 

Morning coffee with Cindy and an Alp. 

 

 
 

Karl. 

     While in Bavaria, we traveled to Fussen to see Neuschanstein, Crazy King 

Ludwig’s fantasy castle. It had supplied the inspiration for Sleeping Beauty’s 



castle at Disney World, and I felt like the same kind of tourist standing in line to 

see it. However, stepping out on Mary’s Bridge and seeing the castle and the river 

gorge below for the first time was well worth the wait. Jaw dropping.  

     Cindy and I knew the castle was only built in the nineteenth century, and we 

had seen (indeed, slept in) far older and more significant castles in our travels, but 

this was a sight to behold, a fairytale castle in a fairytale’s enchanted forest. Cindy 

commented that she expected to see a Troll jump out at us at any moment. We held 

hands as we descended this hillside of childhood dreams. 
 

 
 

Don’t wake me up! 

 

 

     Venice was- well, Venice. No postcard, no photograph, no painting can 

convey the magnificent decaying jewel that is Venice up close. Streets barely 

broader than your shoulders. Countless canals snaking through ageless buildings, 

joining them together where masonry crumbles and wood rots and gray water 

stains ancient stone steps leading into the deep. In the morning, men go to work in 

small boats and the Gondoliers push their way past your balcony without looking 

at you. 

      The locals never seemed to look up and make eye contact but were very 

friendly. It took me three days to realize that in this town, where the streets and 

canals are narrow and your neighbor’s bedroom window may be eight feet across 

the canal from yours, personal space and privacy becomes a very important thing.  



     One last thing about Venice, although I could write chapters. It is the only city 

in which I have been good and truly lost. I mean look at the map, look at your 

compass, look at the sun, ask the locals, retrace your steps three times and still not 

know where in the hell you are. Glorious. Aggravating, but glorious. 
 

 

 
 

Our hotel balcony in Venice. 

 

 

 

 

     And then- we got to Rome. 

     Rome sucked. 

     Closer to the point, it seemed to me beguiling. 

     Hurried, selfish people in a hurried, selfish city. Eat or get eaten. Blow your 

horn, screech your tires, overcharge your fare, over-rev your big fast motorcycle, 

see if you can scare the poor bastard walking in the road. I like spending time in 

big cities but, for me, Rome fell short. 

     Of course, the Coliseum and the Vatican were breathtaking, but I found the 

locals rude, rushed, and intimidating. Very sad.  

     Really, I think the whole town just needed to get laid.  



     We got in late and had to lunk our heavy bags (we were going on a cruise, 

remember- Formal Nights, Captain’s Dinner, dancing etc). By then Cindy’s knees 

were about shot, and though she remained a trooper, I was towing everything. The 

taxis were quoting us 60 euros (about 75 dollars U.S.) to drive us six blocks, so we 

said no grazie and schlepped. Welcome to Rome. 

      When we got to our hostel, we were greeted by the maid and climbed the three 

stories to the “office.”  

     The night attendant, who was actually the porter, (why had the maid helped 

drag our bags up three flights of steps?!)  told us they had no room for us. When I 

produced the four page email chain confirming our reservation, the 200 pound 

gentleman with the shaved head said simply “Noa Contracta! Noastaya!” 

     After twenty minutes of this, Cindy and I asked to speak to a manager and were 

told in Italian there was none available. I attempted to enter the inner office to 

confirm this and was pushed back by our friend. I replied in kind, attempting to 

push the gentleman through the opposite wall. Offers and counter offers were 

presented. Loudly. As usual, while the boys were playing the girls were solving 

problems.  

    Finally a manager showed up and she, after realizing the guest house had 

screwed up, found us a place to stay outside of town. She even drove us there, 

careening past, across, and thru angry Roman traffic in her little Fiat. She turned 

out to be Rumanian, so I can’t even say we were rescued by a nice Italian girl. 

Anyway, to make a long story even longer, Mirela, our wonderful Rumanian 

savior, parked across the narrow street from our Bed and Breakfast, actually a 

charming little villa with guest quarters, and we checked in.  

     Afterwards, we told Mirela that we would appreciate a ride back downtown, as 

we wanted to see the Spanish Steps and Trevi Fountain at night. Upon returning to 

the car, we found ourselves being cursed by a young man and his lady friend.  

     Spitting Italian epithets at me and curling his fists, he approached. My first 

reaction was Great- Guido back at the hostel had called his cousin Vincenso, who 

was now going to teach me a lesson... 

     Meanwhile the girls are imploring me to “…just get in the car, David, please!” 

     After doing so, I learned that Mirela had actually parked in front of Vincenso’s 

garage and had blocked his exit during our check-in at the B&B, making him 

angry. We zoomed away to new adventures. 

     Rome’s historic district was awesome. The Coliseum, the Forum, the Aqueduct, 

Vatican City. And in a city that seems to be in such a rush- a Gelato (ice cream) 

shop on every corner! Italians love their ice cream. There was one last redeeming 

feature of Rome: The Fiddler’s Elbow. Every town has one truly great bar. In 

Paris, we had found the Guillotine Pub. In Key West, The Schooner Wharf Bar. In 

Rome, The Fiddler’s Elbow, run by British ex-pat Eric was our favorite watering 



hole. But the rest of the town you can keep. My notebook, which looked like a 

large wallet, and contained my notes and journals for the past three years was lifted 

while on a city bus by a pickpocket, so most of this is being rewritten from 

memory. 

       
 

Rome:The Good… 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

The Fiddler’s Elbow, Rome 

 

I snapped my last photo of Rome at the train station before leaving for the Port of 

Civitavecchia to begin our cruise. It was of a billboard poster of a new slasher flick 

just hitting the local theaters. As if the poster wasn’t gory enough, vandals had 

poured red paint down it to simulate blood. It oozed crimson down the building’s 

façade to the street gutter below.  

 
     



 

Rome: The bad. 

 

 

Arrivederci, Rome. 

     Fast forward. 

 

     The first stop on our cruise, Greece, was- excuse me- captivating. Special for 

me was tiny Mykonos with its clear water, whitewashed buildings, Greek fishing 

boats lining the harbor and traditional straw windmills guarding its approaches. I 

bought a silver medallion called a Meander, a universal symbol of good karma 

from Spiro at Nikolopoulos’ Handmade Jewelry. I admit to being somewhat 

uncomfortable in my role as ‘cruise ship invader,” and I solicited from Spiro what 

islands the locals chose to visit. I thought about getting back someday as Cindy and 

I kicked back with an Ouzo and a glass of Raki at Babulas. Turkey would be next. 
 

 



 
 

Hanging at Babula’s. 

 

 

 

Solstice in Santorini, Greece. 

 

     

      What a magnificent city Istanbul was. 15 million people in the world’s 

oldest metropolis, touching both Europe and Asia.  

     We had cruised into the harbor around 4PM on a Friday, the Muslim holy day, 

and were greeted by the traditional call to prayer being broadcast throughout the 

city. 

 
 



 
 

Istanbul. 

 

 

 
 

Headscarves at Topkapi Palace. 

 

     Before us stood the Seven Hills, Blue Mosque, Topkapi Palace, and Hagia 

Sophia. The red Colors of Turkey flew everywhere. Local children helped their 

parents in the shops and cafes. Everywhere there were smiles.  

     The morning we were to sail out, I decided to take a short walk. Cindy was 

basically lame by this point of the trip and I needed to walk off some state-room 

fever. So I took my ship’s pass card, a visa-like questionnaire required to be kept 

on your person while in Turkey, a twenty Euro note, and my camera.  



     The weather was perfect as I walked off the ship, Celebrity Cruise Lines’ 

incredible new flagship Solstice, and turned right, towards a city park and the 

Bosporus Bridge, linking the working side of Istanbul to the residential side. 

Linking West to East; Europe to Asia. 

     I didn’t feel I had the time to take the bridge across and back, what the stop-

and-crawl city traffic, and the crowded, haphazard urban sprawl the Turkish people 

call “gecekondus,” but then I saw a ferry. I hopped aboard after being assured (in 

Turkish) that I had the time to visit Asia and be back to the ship by 2:00 PM- 1400 

hours. 

     At this point a short travel tip might be in order for the initiated; when 

attempting to elicit information from someone who speaks a limited amount of 

your language, and you speak none of theirs, always, always, always ask open 

ended questions. Otherwise you get a smile and a nod and you’ve probably 

affirmed incorrect information.  To make another long story even longer, making 

the ship did not happen (although I did touch Asia). 

      I’ll save the details for camp fires and a tumbler of scotch, but now I found 

myself on a bus in the middle of Turkey, unsure of my bearings, alone with my 

language, trying to find the Port of Kusadasi so I could rejoin Cindy and our ship.  

      At one point during the eleven hour overnight bus trip, I awoke to find a 

lifeboat hanging outside of my window. Sweet Jesus, I thought. We are on a ferry 

in the middle of the Black Sea heading for Russia. I had always wanted to see St 

Petersburg, but not like this.  

      Actually, we were on a ferry, but we were crossing the East Marmara Sea, near 

the Dardeneles Straights. Once I saw the moon rising to my left, I knew I was OK. 

By seven thirty the next morning I was walking the two kilometers into the port 

town of Kasadasi, gateway to the historic Ephesus ruins. At least I hoped that’s 

where I was. Nord, Soud- who knows? 

     I couldn’t see anything from the low streets of the harbor town so I climbed the 

steps of a small café. When I turned to enter, there was Solstice, slipping into her 

berth right in front of me. I sighed a half dozen times, mumbled some thanks to 

Allah, and ordered a Turkish apple tea while watching my ship tie up to the dock. I 

love boats, but never was I happier to see a boat in all my life. 

     John Updike called it his “need to explore the next meadow.” Whatever it is, 

that nagging voice inside telling me to explore “just one more ridge-one more hill” 

got me into trouble once again but also earned me lifelong memories.  

     And as usual, it was the people that made the journey memorable. Like Mirela, 

who I hope to someday visit in her hometown of Transylvania.  

     Or the Turkish gentleman in Asia who came over to me as I flagellated with my 

watch and cruise ship photo and who understood well enough to call the harbor 

and a water taxi so I could try and make Solstices’ departure on time.  



     I’ll certainly remember the stunning dark haired lady at the pungent lemon 

orchard in Sorrento, Italy who sampled and sold us the potent Limoncello. 

     How about the woman- I forget her name- I had written it in my journal before 

it was stolen- in the Mittenwald Depot who stayed with Cindy and me and helped 

us find the correct train for Venice and then cried for her recently departed 

husband who would not be joining her on her vacation.  

     Or the taxi driver in Athens, who, after seeing Cindy couldn’t walk, drove us up 

the steep pedestrian walkway to the Acropolis. 
 

 

 
 

 

The Parthenon. Now we walk? Ohi! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     Finally, I will remember the children of Istanbul; The giggling kids on a 

field trip fawning for me at Topkapi palace. And the siblings who smiled at me 

while climbing their apartment window’s security bars, their mother allowing me a 

photograph in the middle of the city’s mean streets. That alone made my extra day 

in Istanbul  

worthwhile. 
 



 
 

 

     A young man’s mistakes? I’ll still make ‘em. 

     But I wouldn’t trade these fifty-year old’s memories with anybody. 
 

May 26, 2009 

 

 
Back on board. 

                 Abaco Race Week  
                                                                             

                                           ABACO, BAHAMAS 
 

                                             David Schneider  

                   



 
                                                                    
 
                              Author’s note: 

 
         A complete sailing novice and confirmed wannabe, I 
jumped at Paul and Patrice Messina’s invitation to help crew on 
their crossing to the Bahamas for the annual Abaco Race Week 
Regatta. Cindy and I would spend ten days on the boat.  
       We would sail as far as Marsh Harbor on Great Abaco, 
participating in the crossing and two of the six races scheduled, 
then fly back to Miami while two new crew members joined the 
boat for the final few days racing and the return trip to the Florida 
Keys.  
       Cindy and I had spent our share of time on small boats but 
had little or no experience with blue water sailing or racing.  
       I could tie a bowline, given enough time. 
       Cindy could cook.  
      We were pumped. 
                                           
                                          
                                                    

                                                                                             
DAY ONE 

 

Saturday 

6.28.03         On Board Tranquility, a 30’ Nonsuch with our hosts Paul and Patrice 

                     Messina. 

                     We will be crossing with Cynsation, a Catalina 42; Dave and Cynthia 

                      Boerner. 

                     

 

0800             Wind SE 10. Heavy overcast with  t-squalls on horizon. Heading 060 

                     Depart Plantation Key out of Tavernier Creek. Florida Keys. 

                     Heading: East-northeast towards the Gulf Stream and Lands End- Bahamas. We are 

boxed in on three sides by some nasty looking weather. The good news: clear 

weather ahead. The bad news is that the black rolling shit on all other sides is 

catching us. Cindy has never sailed through a real storm, and 

                     there appeared to be no way around this one. It’ll be a hell of a start. 



                       

 

0830           Wind is picking up, starting to haul to the Northwest and becoming gusty. 

             Temperature has dropped and feels cool on our skin. Clouds are dipping 

             towards the horizon. We look for spouts while on a close reach. Paul starts  

             the diesel and explains the drill to reef the mainsail. He requests the dodger  

             be brought up and attached to our bimini.  

 

0840            We are now ready for the squall. It comes quickly with a cold horizontal rain and 

shifting winds. We tack, rolling over the six to eight foot rollers but do not shorten 

sail. My toes dig in to the teak deck and I feel the rain sting my skin, raising goose 

bumps. Tranquility climbs each wave and slews off to port as each wave passes 

under her stern. Now the wind shifts to the right again and the ride becomes truly 

sloppy as the waves creep down to Tranquility’s quarter. Paul eases the mainsheet 

just before a cold gust of air hits us and clocks around, almost jibing the boat. 

                     Paul brings the boat up and now the wind is back where it started. We are on  

                     starboard tack, our lee rail in the water, and going like a batfish out of hell.   

                     The weather starts to clear. Paul’s grinning, and now I am too. 

 

 0845             I have never felt more in this world. I giggle and let out a whoop. 

                      

 

1100 Out of the weather now, into the sunshine. Cindy and I shed layers.  

 

1300             A slowly developing wind shift necessitates a decision. We either turn into the wind 

and motor straight to Bimini, arriving after midnight, or continue sailing this heading all night, 

making West End Bahamas early mid- morning.                                                                                                                   

1700  Paul radios Dave on Cynsation, who has a weather fax. Dave feels the wind will 

continue to veer throughout the night, heading us and forcing an eventual motor-up to 

West End 12 hours later. We drop sails, turn southeast and motor the remaining 28 miles 

to Bimini. The GPS says our course made good is 55 degrees but we are steering a 

compass course of nearly 120. I am awed by the power that the Gulf Stream has just 

demonstrated. The big cobalt river-in the-sea was sweeping us north.                             

 

1815 Cindy and Patrice prepare dinner. Provisioning for a journey like this is, I am 

told, a skill in itself. A skill we would learn as much about in the days ahead as 

boat handling and seamanship.  A few nights before, we all had gotten together 

at Paul and Patrice’s and pre-cooked the meat items that were to go aboard.  

                   “Man this is a lot of stuff,” Paul kept saying as he turned the chicken and  

                    pork on the barbeque.  “There had better be room in the ice box for beer   

                    when all this is done.” Other than that, he kept quiet, preferring to keep 

                    his role limited to running the boat. The galley was the lady’s’ domain. 

                    His comment, however, proved prophetic.    

                          Dave and Cynthia had the right idea all along.  “Thirty cases of beer”  

                          was Cynthia’s straight- faced response when asked about their 

                          provisioning strategy. They volunteered no more.  



 

                          Meanwhile, Patrice had told me and Cindy that the hardest thing to get in   

                          The Islands was fresh produce, so Cindy brought veggies and fruit. She 

                          also made potato salad. A lot of it. It went into Tupperware containers.  

                         The night before sailing we couldn’t get it all in Tranquility’s ice box, so 

                          Cindy put it all in an over-sized Styrofoam ice chest. “Where the hell are 

                          we gonna put that?” asked Paul before shutting up. It ended up on  

                          Cynsation, with Cynthia showing remarkable graciousness, I thought. 

                        “There had better be enough room in the ice box for the beer,” Paul said  

                          again slowly, showing perhaps the first hint of testiness I had seen. Paul  

                          and I looked at Dave, with his thirty cases stowed forward in Cynsation. 

                          He just smiled.  

                         “Oh well,” I had volunteered. “At least we’ll have plenty of potato salad.”                  

                          Cindy   

 

 

DAY TWO    

Sunday 

6.29.03      

 

0130    Bimini        

I have finally made it. 

I have wanted to come here ever since reading Islands in the Stream. Unfortunately, we    have 

no Gin and no tonic, although we do have limes and paper towels to wrap our drinks with. On 

the other hand, we are too damn tired to drink after dropping the hook. Tranquility is anchored 

just off shore Cynsation’s starboard side. Paul had me take her in behind Cynsation while he 

handled the anchor. Having never piloted such an approach in the dark before, I was scared 

shitless. 

 

0630           I will not have the opportunity to visit Hemingway’s hill or the Compleat Angler, as 

we are pulling out early. Paul and Dave want to make West End and clear Customs before they 

close, this being a Sunday. Paul says there is nothing to do here anyway, and from what I see, 

he’s right. Just a lot of Australian Pines growing out of a flat hunk of rock. Last night Cindy and 

I slept together on the portside cockpit seat. 

There was a fair seaway rolling under us. She awoke with an impression of Paul’s engine key on 

her ass. 

 



1615     West End, Grand Bahama Is  

We check in at West End Marina- they have no slips available, so we have the choice of 

anchoring off the beach or sailing on to Mangrove Cay, a couple hours distant. We choose the 

beach. No palms here- just more Australian pines.  

 

1705           As we motor around the riprap, which guards the harbor entrance, we can see many 

beautiful patch reefs just off shore, shining green, some with yellow-brown coral heads just 

under the surface. Wonderful- we will raft up with Cynsation and spend cocktail hour snorkeling 

the patches and walking the beach.   

               We idle up in front of Cynsation, which draws another foot than we do and I go 

forward to point out the coral heads back to Paul at the wheel. It soon becomes apparent that 

there is one hell of a current working here. While we are negotiating our way through the coral 

heads, Cynsation’s stern whirls around and they are aground. 

               We attempt to go back to them and help pull them off and are now coming dangerously 

close to the same fate.  I throw a line to Cynthia on Cynsation’s bow and we start to back down. 

Not the best way to do this, since we are exposing Paul’s $1800 variable pitch prop to the reef. 

But the current will swing our stern into Cynsation’s if we attempt to go forward and turn. After 

a few white knuckle maneuvers expertly executed by Paul, Cynsation pivots off their perch.   

               We immediately anchor in a down current sand patch while Dave and Cynthia opt to 

demonstrate the better part of valor and retreat to deeper water near the harbor entrance. 

Tranquility’s bow will not come up in to the wind upon anchoring. Instead, the current pushes 

her stern back on her anchor line. No raft-up tonight. And no snorkeling, other than to check the 

anchor. And no beach walks, since we dare go no further. We have an inflatable dingy but it 

won’t be deployed until we get to the Abacos. Instead, we deploy tag lines, swimming noodles, 

and boat drinks.  

 

1720 Dave radios over and reports his instruments are recording a nine knot current. We 

can barely hang on to the tag lines and decide to have dinner.  Chicken stuffed pitas 

and Cindy’s potato salad served in the cockpit under a glorious setting sun. After 

dinner we christen this spot Nine Knot Anchorage. 

 

 

 

 

 

                                           The author trying to do something. Not sure what. 



                                            
 

 

DAY THREE     

Monday 6.30.03   

 

0750    Wind East-Southeast at 10.  Mostly sunny. Tranquility enroute east to…?    We’ll know 

when we get there. Ultimately, we must steer this course to clear Coopers Town on the north end 

of Great Abaco Cay, then a right turn south-southeast for Green Turtle Cay- 2 days distant. We 

will make a decision later on which of the many small islands, or “cays” that dot our path to stop 

for the night. Spanish Omelets are served for breakfast. 

 Afterwards, potato salad and other perishables are moved from bulky Tupperware containers to 

“soft-sided” Ziploc bags. This frees up considerable space in the icebox, allowing a full six-pack 

of beer to chill. Dave and Paul were right. After three days at sea, a couple cold beers daily at 

1700 became a very good thing. 

 The icebox was still a nightmare, but we sure were eating well. Thank God Cynthia had agreed 

to carry the “cooler from hell” on Cynsation. 

 

0900        This part of the Bahamas does not seem to use the standard international rules and 

signs of navigation. Forget “red right returning”. Instead, wooden arrows, just large enough to 

make out when you are right on top of them, are nailed on old pilings. The arrows point to the 

correct side to steer the channel. During the day, it’s dicey.  At night- blind prayer works better. 



 

0930   Spending most of these days doing two glorious things. Learning how to steer the boat, or 

reading to Cindy on the bow. 

  

Every day I make more than several bone-headed mistakes. Each time I try to learn from them. 

Paul, an experienced and skilled skipper, is patiently imparting to me the proper way to balance 

boat speed while maintaining course. My helmsmanship is fair for a novice, however now Paul 

has given me a glimpse of the secret to being a good helmsman.  

 

1100   It is at times like these that I truly appreciate how lucky I am that Cindy has consented to 

spend this time with me. She cooks fabulous meals on board, knows a Phillips head from a 

crescent wrench, and is the most beautiful woman I have seen in the Bahamas. 

 

1315  Lunch.  More potato salad. 

 

1440     There is a rock off our port beam that the chart calls “Center of the Earth”. Indeed. Paul 

reads his cruising guide and suggests to Dave via VHF that we spend the night between two 

small cays called Allans-Pensacola. They concur. 

              

1830      ALLANS- PENSACOLA                 

A gentle wind from the east.  We lay at anchor off Allans-Pensacola, twin beach-lined islands 

known mostly by the cruising crowd. The moment the hook was in the water and post- anchor 

chores were done, Cindy and I hopped on a noodle, tied our swim suits to it, and paddled away 

from the boat. Within minutes we are approached by a jolly old man in a wooden sailing dink, 

who, after tacking over, also appears to be sans-clothing. He hails us, asking if we are “OK so far 

away from the other boats” and “do we need a tow or a ride in”? How noble! After getting close 

enough to hear our negative response, and after getting a good look at Cindy, he tacks over again 

and heads off, under a sun just starting to dip towards the horizon singing “Come play, come 

play in my dingy… “ 

 

2230     Made love at the masthead in a Bahaman breeze under a quilt of stars.   

 

DAY FOUR 

Tues 7.1.03 

1015     Wind ESE @10. We depart Allans- Pensacola, heading for Green Turtle Cay. We can’t 

get the mainsail up. Paul thinks he sees something askew on the mainsail track about halfway up 

the mast. We cut the motor and idle while breaking out the boson’s chair. I winch Paul up the 

mast and the girls send him the tools he requests. We change to the emergency mainsail halyard 

and, with temporary repairs finished, we hoist and set sail for Green Turtle. 

       

1330     Cindy earns kudos from the skipper for preparing and serving a hot spinach salad while 

on a bumpy close reach. Nice alternative to eighty pounds of potato salad. During lunch we site 

the first dolphins riding our bow wave. 

 

1500     More complaints below regarding refrigerator space- and no ice. Inflection sharpens. 

Approaching Green Turtle Cay. 



 

1515     I walk back to the cockpit from the foredeck after writing a little and am greeted with the 

news that Cindy is below with a sprained ankle. It appears she took a mis-step into the cabin. I 

go below and there she is, lying on the settee with a Ziploc bag of cold chili on her ankle, 

presently swollen to the size of a zucchini. 

 

1600     We anchor off New Plymouth on Green Turtle Cay. You can see the brightly painted 

buildings on shore through the forest of masts. We are one of hundreds of yachts  arriving for the 

start of race week, which unofficially opens tomorrow with the Stranded Naked Party. Paul and 

Dave decide to raft up since Dave’s got cold beer- as well as ice for Cindy’s ankle. Tomorrow 

morning we’ll dink in and pick up our own ice, as well some fresh Bahaman coconut bread and 

cheese for breakfast. 

 

1830      After dinner we check Cindy’s ankle, now turning all sorts of interesting colors. She 

insists she’s OK. Since she’s an ex-paramedic, we all believe her. Before heading below for the 

evening, I notice one of Cynsation’s anchor lines is slack. Ours is tight and I figure Dave and 

Cynthia are simply turning on one side of the hook- no big deal. 

 

 

 

DAY FIVE 

Wed 7.02.03 

0350    Green Turtle Cay 

             I awake to a jolt, the sound of feet on the deck and Paul’s voice topside saying, “did we 

hit…?”  I hear the Cummins start up. I’m half way up the hatch before remembering I won’t be 

much help without my glasses. After returning below for my eyes, I find myself tripping forward 

on deck, in the darkness, grasping at the shrouds to guide me. Nearly falling over the side, I 

remember that this vessel has no shrouds.  

 

                       “Ready”? I hear Dave snort on Cynsation. 

                       “Ready,” calls Paul on Tranquility. We separate, and start backing away 

                         from the 41’ Morgan we had both plowed into. I start to get 

                         the ground tackle ready, sure that Paul will call for an anchor set as soon 

                         as we get far enough upwind for it. I hear the engines slide into neutral  

                         and our way slows. 

                       “Ready?” Paul asks in a normal talking voice. I can hear him above the idle 

                        and reply in kind.      

                       “Let her go,” he says. I do and Paul puts the diesel in reverse.  We slide 

                         back and check the set. We’re dragging. I bring it all in and we do it  

                        again. We reverse and Paul guns a little more reverse. 

                      “Nope”, I grunt back towards him. 

                      “Shit” whispers Paul: then to me: Sorry David, pull her in again.                   . 

Again we move forward while I haul in sixty feet of anchor chain and 300 feet of nylon. Now 

I’m dragging. I ask Paul if we are having fun yet. He grins. Once more and we hold. The sun is 

coming up. We make coffee and begin some quiet conversation as the ladies sleep below. 

 



 

             Paul and Patrice are the most wonderful hosts. Paul is an experienced, low key 

1030      sailor- no yelling, very patient, etc. 

The only thing I’ve seen rankle him so far has been a shortage of refrigerator space for his beer. I 

am learning so much from him, and in the close confines of a 30’ boat he’s a perfect gentleman. 

 

Patrice is always up, gracious and encouraging. A week together with casual friends on 

such a journey can and has sometimes turned disastrous for other folks. I’ve found that 

if you help out and respect the boat, you’ll be invited back- even if you’re a lousy sailor. 

 

1735    On our way back from the stranded naked party, sulking. 

 

 

 

We survive the party. 

 
 

 

 

            A short story is in order. 

                It was an unbelievable party, where the owners and crews of 150 six and seven figure 

yachts drink Margaritas and Rum Punches on Fiddlers Cay just south of Green Turtle 

Cay. Actually, the place doesn’t even exist on the chart. A local entrepreneur (Stranded 

Naked Swimwear) sponsors it and brings in distillers and grocers to donate food and 

drink. As usual, Cindy got more than her share of attention with the men and I went off to 

sulk. As I did so I spotted a 24’ Bayliner named “Maxim” running backwards thru the 

make-shift anchorage.  

                 That’s a long way to be backing down an anchor in this shallow water I thought. 

     A second look told me no one was at the helm- no one aboard. Maxim was kick-assing 

backwards downwind and down current heading straight for the flats on a lee shore of 

another small cay. She was trailing an anchor which was  

spraying up white clouds over the marl, beginning no more than 20’ from her stern.  

     “Idiot,” I muttered, already pissed at myself for being upset at Cindy and now this. No 

one else had seemed to notice the boat. 

 I swam out and dove down to the anchor careening over the bottom. It was a   Danforth 

of adequate size attached to a FooFoo rig, the all-in-one rig in a bag you buy from Kmart 



for $19.95 consisting of that white coated chain and 20’ of quarter inch nylon. The rig 

appeared to be propelling the boat backward at a knot and a half. 

      I tried to stick the anchor twice in the soft bottom but there wasn’t enough scope. I 

came up, took a breath and looked around. So far no other boats had been hit- a miracle. 

And no one else seemed to realize what was happening or care- a situation I seem to 

aspire to. I tried to stand and simply hold the boat, hoping someone would notice and 

come by to help, but no luck.  

                “Fuck ‘em- let the dumb shits sue me.”  

                 Against my better judgment, but trying to do the right thing, I boarded  

              Maxim and went forward to see if there was any more ground tackle aboard. There was 

none. I left the boat floating towards disaster and swam back to shore.  

                     Weaving through thongs and tongs, I ran up on the beach to the DJ, 

               explained the situation to him, and aksed- asked him to make an announcement. The 

music came down a half a decibel and he said over the PA: 

                 “Hey Mon, Maxim bein’ a drag - go grab her.”  

             Then the music came back up. 

               I didn’t want to be a pain in the ass, but after seeing no reaction, I went back up, grabbed 

the microphone and turned down the music. 

                       “MAXIM, MAXIM, MAXIM, YOU ARE ADRIFT, DRAGGING, AND HEADING 

FOR A LEE SHORE…” 

                     By the time I swam back out to the Bayliner a skiff was headed towards the boat. It 

deposited two surfer dude-types, both stumbling aboard with one hand while clenching a 

doobie in the other. I called “do you need help?” and they waved a no thank you.At that 

point I saw Cindy and the rest of our crew heading towards our dink. 

                     Time to return to Tranquility. As we hopped in and Paul started up the little Yamaha, 

I looked back to see Maxim still floating towards the flats with Huey and Dewey sharing 

a toke at the doomed little boat’s stern. 

 

DAY SIX 

Friday, June 4 

0700 

               It’s Race Day! The first in the Abaco Race Week series. The Green Turtle. We will have 

four marks in the shape of a turtle. We’ll, that’s what the race committee says. Actually, 

the course is a square. Cindy and I wake to Paul’s pre-race cleaning of the boat. 

Everything must be squared away and stowed. Before the race, Cindy and I will take the 

dink in to town. We have three goals:  

                                1. Get beer  

                                2. Trash removal, and 

                                3. Ridding ourselves of the Cooler from Hell.  

              I make coffee while Cindy wipes the sleep from her eyes and Paul works on brightening 

the boat. We leave for the course at 9:30. The ten-minute gun sounds at 1100. 

  

0845       Cindy and I take the dink, loaded with trash bags and the Cooler from Hell and head 

across the bay towards the town pier. New Plymouth on Green Turtle Cay is a funky little 

village with quaint white and pastel painted cottages lining a main street resembling a 

large sidewalk. Every shop is owned by a Pinder or an Albury.  We pull up to a sandy 



beach rather than the pier, as Cindy’s foot is still rather swollen and sore and is wrapped 

in cold potato salad. We pass two Bahamans sitting at the base of the pier in front of a 

tramp freighter and offer them the cooler in exchange for allowing us to dump our trash 

in their dumpster. They agree happily. We procured beer as well as some fresh Bahaman 

coconut bread, cheese and butter to enjoy back on board before casting off for the race 

course. As we head back out towards Tranquility, God hits a switch and the harbor of 

Green Turtle Cay transforms from slate gray to electric turquoise with the rising sun. 

              How can it get any better than this? 

 

1035 Cynthia is explaining the duties of a “bow bunny,” my designated duty during today’s 

race (BOW BUNNY?!) 

The bow bunny stands at the bow of the boat and, when Tranquility is three boat lengths 

from the starting line he sticks out three fingers, then two, then one. The idea is to hit the 

line with the boat at top speed preferably on starboard tack (right of way) immediately 

after the gun. While Paul and Dave and Cynthia discuss wind shifts, preferred side of the 

line, and other boats in our PHRF rating, I stand on Tranquility’s bow pulpit and learn to 

count. One… Two… Three…trying to judge speed and distance. Five minutes ‘til the 

warning gun. 

 

1335 Tranquility is doing nicely in the race despite a poor start (not my fault- no one was 

paying attention to my stupid counting and wagging of fingers 

      anyway). We are approaching the penultimate mark- a jibe- and then    

               return to the Start- Finish line and the end of the race. My job in this jibe maneuver, 

where the stern of the boat passes through the eye of the wind, will be to help get the 

mainsheet across the boat, which on a Nunsuch like Tranquility, is on the stern. 

                       I will do this by pulling on the mainsheet while Dave winches it up to get the 

mainsail started across the stern before the wind pushes it the rest of the way. If done 

correctly, it assures a smooth turn. After this maneuver, we will be on a beam reach for 

an easy final leg to the finish line. 

                      “Stand by… ready,” calls Paul.  

                      “Jibing” 

                       I pull and the mainsail starts to come over. Then I see a lot of slack 

               in the mainsheet.  

              “Oh, Oh…” 

                     That is the last thought I have before being slammed to the opposite side of the boat, 

my arm being dragged across the stern by the mainsheet. When I wake up a second later, 

I am slumped on the starboard quarter and I can not feel my arm. For the first time in my 

life I am frightened I may not have one anymore. 

                      I look down, afraid what I might see. My arm is still attached, but badly burned and 

bruised. There is a small red and blue knob below my elbow. I feel faint. Dave notices I 

am not moving and asks if I’m all right.  

                     “No” is all I can muster. Cindy hobbles over and by now has her “paramedic hat” on. 

A cold gel-pack goes on my arm. Within minutes I can feel my fingers again.  

                      We are sailboat racing under a blue Bahaman sky. Cindy is holding me and Paul pats 

my shoulder. I look up and smile. 

                      Life is good. 



 

1330     We are at Green Turtle Cay, waiting to board the dink after the post-race awards 

             party.  Everyone is smashed.      

             That’s what happens when the race committee hands out complimentary  

Rumrunners-in pails. Cynthia is nearly unconscious and as she approaches the little beach where 

all the dinghies are tied up, she trips over the small retaining wall and breaks her big toe. She is 

in agony. The rest of us are feeling no pain what-so -ever. 

            We head out in to the harbor, now a lit up city of mast lights. All except ours. Tranquility 

is nowhere to be found. Paul remembers now that he may have forgotten to light it up before 

leaving. 

             We slosh around the drunken harbor, looking for the 41’ Morgan that we ran into the 

other night, or any other boat that was near us.  

 

         “MORRRRRRGAN… MORRRRRRGAN…,” screeches Patrice,  

 

             “JEEESUS CHRIST LADY,” comes the distant reply.  “THERE’S A THOUSAND OF 

‘EM OUT HERE- WHICH ONE YOU WANT?”  

 

      We all giggle and try not to fall out of the overloaded dink while attempting to comfort 

Cynthia. We finally spot Cynsation and up a hundred yards, Tranquility. 

      I take a look around me to see good friends- fine people allowing me to share in what is for 

me, an experience I could only have dreamed of growing up as a kid in Wisconsin. What a night. 

What a trip. What friends. What a life. 

 

 

 

                                            Post Log    
 

 

     Cindy and I just boarded our American Eagle flight out of Marsh Harbor for the hop back to 

Miami. My mind is full of memories. Many, like Orchid Bay and Nippers on Great Guana Cay, I 

have not mentioned. Suffice to say that for all I have written in this log, there were many other 

stories. 

      I must thank Paul and Patrice Messina for giving me the opportunity of a lifetime. They and 

other friends with boats have allowed me to live better than I perhaps have a right to, as I love 

boating and the ocean more than almost anything on earth. I want to also thank Cindy and the 

Messinas for their companionship and patience, because good times with good friends is what I 

treasure most of all on this earth. 

 

 

David Schneider 

Islamorada, FL 

                                                Old Man of the Cloud Forest 
 

 
   WHAM! 



   "What'd we hit?" 

   Cindy glanced aft, then everyone did. The boat slowed to idle. We sat for a moment bobbing in the 

middle of Golfo de Nicoya. 

   "It's a Manta... oh, we hit a manta ray," Cindy reported. "David, I think the crew are crying." I couldn't 

look back. I had figured as much. The Ticos, as they call themselves, take great pride in their stewardship 

of this remarkable environment. I finally looked back. The tears were real. After a few minutes Juan, our 

captain, advanced the throttles and the twin Yamaha 200s pushed our 32' open fisherman back on plane 

and we continued our planned passage across the gulf to Montezuma, Costa Rica. 

 

   We had come to this country for a long weekend of R and R. It was a good opportunity to see 

Cindy again and spend some stress free time together- something we hadn't known in a while. 

   Our home base for this adventure was actually the cozy town of Jaco, sitting hard on the mid-

Pacific coast of Costa Rica. While there we enjoyed a couple days of doing absolutely nothing 

except savoring the leisurely breakfasts of eggs with black beans and rice (rice and beans are 

served with everything here) followed by walks on the dark volcanic sand beaches, poolside 

smoothies the locals call refrescos, made of local fruits mixed with coconut milk and guaro, 

Costa Rica’s national liquor. Then later, down the street for ceviche-to-kill-for chased down by 

ice cold local cervezas. Our two nights in Jaco were topped off soaking in our own balcony 

jacuzzi tub listening to the pacific surf. 

 

 

                                                                                                    

 
 
Jaco Beach                                                          Breakfast; Everything was served 

                                                                               with rice and beans 

 

 



 

     
 
We made lots of friends…                                Some even joined us at the pool bar… 

 

 

   This was a perfect place to relax, but Cindy and I always need a little adventure mixed in, and 

so we caught a water taxi for a 30 mile dash in an open boat over the open water of the Nicoyan 

Gulf, towards undiscovered wonders.  

   While everyone on the water taxi was saddened by the episode with the manta, and those 

unfamiliar with small boats a little rattled, slowly the blue sky and crystalline pacific waters 

renewed our spirits. Then the lush hills of the Nicoyan Peninsula started to rise above the 

horizon. The hamlet of Montezuma, our destination, boasted pristine beaches, and above, jungle 

cloud forests filled with high waterfalls, orchids, and howler monkeys. 

   I had heard of a little bed and breakfast called the Mariposario Montezuma Gardens, up in the 

hills above Montezuma with its own butterfly garden, reputedly holding the Blue Morpheus, a 

most impressive, exotic critter. Cindy loves flutter-bys, as she calls them, 

so this was a must. We would also take in a zip line tour- my first- over and through the canopy 

of the Costa Rican jungle cloud forest and the famous El Montezuma waterfall. 

   We slowed to an idle as we approached the rocky beach of "downtown" Montezuma, actually a 

series of hostels dubbed "The University of Montezuma." Young people read books under palm 

trees or napped in hammocks. The water-taxi's crew helped us off the boat and we waded to 

shore- no docks here- then un-stowed and carried our "luggage", all in heavy duty100 gallon 

trash bags to protect them from the elements to us on shore. The real town of Montezuma was 

just north, the trail up to our B&B was to the south. 

 

         
 
   The luggage comes ashore… 

 



 

 
 
   Relaxing at the “University”  

      I would need it… 

 

 

   We shouldered our backpacks, explored the university a bit, then headed up the primitive dirt 

road towards Mariposario Gardens. Now, I am in fairly decent shape for someone holding an 

AARP card, but I must tell you my stubborn inclination to "hoof it" nearly killed me. 

   The 90 degree heat and 100 percent humidity conspired with the steep Costa Rican terrain 

against us. Carrying my backpack and dragging Cindy's, this new adventure got old real quick. 

The steep dirt roads typical of Costa Rica, despite what you might hear about their "progressive 

infrastructure," are muddy torrents in the wet season and dust cyclones in the dry. As recreational 

four-wheelers- the preferred method of transportation among the residents- sped past us, I would 

gasp, choke on the dust, then wheeze my way to a prone posture somewhat like the 

Trendelenburg position. 

   Cindy was faring a little better but I could read her thoughts: You've made me walk barefoot 

from Bleaker Street to Time Square, got our asses lost finding the Arc de Triomphe, the Vatican, 

and anything in Venice, all the while consistently refusing any and all offers of assistance or 

hospitality from everyone from the Serbian ambassador to Paris to Count Basie's band… and 

now this. 

   "Guilty," I mutter. 

   Forgiveness came when Cindy saw her first Blue Morpheus. She snapped photos while I 

lounged on a bench deep in the shade of the glorious butterfly garden, a fountain trickling near-

by, hoping to entice these extraordinary flying palettes to my shoulder. My blood pressure was 

probably as good as its been in years. But alas, it came time to walk, again, up ( yes up!) to the 

Canopy Zip Line tour office and continue our jungle adventure in the clouds.  

   Only one word comes to mind- Rush. It was a singular experience; putting all your faith in a 

skinny steel rope, literally and figuratively letting go, launching yourself off a cliff or tree-top 

across a valley of green with only the sound of the line, the monkeys, and your own heartbeat. 



It's one of those times that you feel truly alive and in this world. The only thing to do is let out a 

yelp of joy. As usual Cindy looked great, zipping over the canopy with the required hard hat and 

a flower in her hair.  The waterfall was spectacular, a most invigorating plunge into the cool 

mountain water, a necessary respite from the jungle's mugginess. Once again, I became aware of 

my mortality and the fact that this type of thing would barely have winded me 10 or 20 years 

ago. Better late than never. 

 

   
 
   Cindy and flutterby… 

 

 

  
 

  Getting Rigged…                                     One of many landing spots and perches while zip lining 

 



 
     The pool under Montezuma Waterfall 

 

    

   That evening we walked back down into town ( a cab ride back up to our room was planned ) 

for dinner and stumbled onto Amor de Mar, one of coolest, most romantic restaurants I have ever 

been to. Hard on the pacific shore with surf breaking over the rocks, the little open air bistro 

featured pillows for seats, low stone tables and oil lamps made by local artisans. The lamplight 

glowed against the fading twilight and a spectacular setting sun. The place was pricy and Cindy 

and I were on the tail end of a tight budget, so we shared some tapas and ordered the cheapest 

beer on the menu. Everything was mouth-watering, but most memorable was the snook, shaved 

razor thin and served sashimi style, garnished with pepper nuts and olive oil. We lingered for a 

bit, soaking in the ambiance, enjoying the warm breeze, acknowledging that evenings like this 

don't come too often.  

   We continued our journey into town and sampled Montezuma’s varied drinking 

establishments, mostly open air affairs with music, spicy relish and crackers and lots of 

American ex-patriots. One of them was a gentleman who told us he had been coming here for 

"maybe 20 years" to surf. It didn't appear he had more than a bicycle to call his own. But he 

looked happy and content to this reporter. I envied him that. Another by the name of Robert, a 

very amiable, good looking type, said he owned a home here. When we asked, he opined that the 

real estate market in Costa Rica is starting to soften due to the same pressures we have in the 

states but Robert wasn't concerned. He said it was beach-front property he owned and he 

described the location. It sounded to us to be just north of town, so we should be able to see it on 

our way back across the gulf. 

It didn't seem Robert's style to brag, but it sounded like quite a piece of property.  

   Cindy and I wrapped it up about 1:00 am and called a cab. I wasn't about to slug up that 

mountain again in the dark. We fell into bed and fell immediately to sleep. We had had quite a 

day. 

    

 



    
   
   One of many wonders…                                       Cindy the way I loved her… 

    

   We traveled the two hour trip back to San Jose airport. It had been a most pleasurable 5 days in 

a paradise on most people's bucket list. Upon entering the airport, I learned there would be a 

$65.00 departure tax to pay before we could leave the country. 

   "So that’s how they keep those taxes so very low and still pay for all those beautiful National 

Parks," I thought. That and, of course, no military. Perhaps something for the US to consider. 

Unfortunately, I don't think you can be in our position and not have a military. But the departure 

tax... Now that's a way to balance the budget. 

I think those Ticos are on to something. 

DS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Whale Sharks and Warm Jeeps in the Yucatan 
                                                    
 
 

       If you go to an “eco-resort” in Colorado or Florida or Europe, you 

expect healthy cuisine, nature tours and non-consumptive activity 
offerings. Go to an eco-resort in the Yucatan of Mexico, and you get a 
room without running water. I do not wish to be indelicate here, but 
have you ever paid good money for accommodations that feature a 



pit commode inside the room?! 
      Well, Cindy and I did in Mexico. 
      We enjoyed every minute of it.  
      Aside from the unique experience of not flushing but spreading 
sawdust in our loo, we woke to the gentle lapping of waves on the 
most remote beach we’d ever been on, swam with whale sharks, 
snorkeled in a jungle cenote, and visited ancient Mayan ruins. Oh, and 
we ate real Mexican- every day. 
 
      We flew into Cancun, which as far as I was concerned, was no 
different than Miami, from whence we came. 
      We immediately rented a white jeep. This was a classic boy vs. 
girl exercise:  
 
             Boy:   "I want a Jeep." 
             Girl:    "Does it have air?" 
             Boy:   "Of course it does. Anyway, the top will be  
                        down." 
             Girl:    "In this heat?"  
             Boy:   "I want a Jeep. We’ll be traveling on remote  
                        jungle roads, beaches, in old Mayan 
                        territory. This trip’s gonna be an adventure. 
                        I want a Jeep." 
             Girl:   "What about my bad back?"  
                      (Cindy has disc problems) 
             Boy:   "I’ll drive gently." 
             Girl:   "What about my hair? It will take me a week to 
                       get the snarls out” 
                       (Believe me- this wasn't about vanity.). 
             Boy:   "I’ll drive gently." 
             Girl:   "What about our luggage and everything? 
                       Every time we stop, we’ll have to put the top up 
                       and lock it. With Jeeps, you don’t just push 
                       a button you know.”  
             Boy:   "Hey, I had a Jeep once, remember? 



             Girl:   "You had a Cherokee, not a Wrangler." 
             Boy:   "How do you know so much about Jeeps?" 
             Girl:   "I know everything, remember?" 
             Boy:   "Oh yeah. I remember." 
 
 
      Since I was paying the tab for this part of the trip, we got the 
Jeep. 
 
      Our first stop was the Port of Chicuila, then a short ferry hop to 
Isla Holbox, sitting just off the northern coast of the Yucatan 
peninsula.  We had heard that this remote island offered the most 
reliable opportunity to snorkel among whale sharks, which gather here 
to feed every October. They are actually filter feeders, like baleen 
whales, and their main food source is the plankton that mass on the 
up-wellings of the Gulf of Mexico this time of year. 
 

 
Cindy negotiating with our ride out to the ferry. 
 

      Isla Holbox is a long skinny island with the longest stretch of 
untouched beach that I have ever been on, and we stayed in a little 
pastel colored cottage right in the middle of it. As I mentioned at the 
top of this travelogue, the island has no central water or power; 
Gravity fed cisterns are mounted on stilts near every home. Most are 
painted black and thus are solar heated. 
      We stayed at the OhMay Inn. The beaches having no running 



water, the first thing we noticed upon entering our cabana was the 
pile of sawdust near the commode. Just “sprinkle some in after you 
go” said the instructions. We did. 
 It worked every time. 
 

                                     
                                          The OhMay Inn, Isla Holbox, Mexico 
 

 
 
      Our bed at OhMay Inn had huge white mosquito netting around 
it. Through the netting you could look out open windows and hear the 
gentle surf. It was the most romantic little bungalow on Earth.  
 

 
 
 

 



 
Flushing the "Turtle Throne" 
 
 
      George and Nancy ran The OhMay Inn. They were from 
Switzerland. Nancy handled the rooms and George cooked seafood 
and other local dishes every evening for dinner. George was also very 
careful to keep their beer cold. For that I was truly grateful. They told 
us that this stretch of beach (nearly twelve and a half miles of pristine 
untouched shoreline) was being spied by PepsiCo for possible 
development. If you want to go, go soon.   
      Our swim with the sharks was- wait a minute while I check the 
thesaurus. Adjectives escape me- how about “incogitable”?  
      Cindy and I are both experienced SCUBA divers, and I have a 
Divemaster’s rating. Never have I been so entranced. These critters 
were even bigger than the Pilot Whales or False Killer Whales I had 
volunteered with in the Keys. Their speed and power was awesome to 
behold. They would stay by you just long enough to check you out, as 
if by favor, then with one horizontal flick of their enormous tail, they’d 
be gone.  
 



 
Big Fish. 
 
 

      We also saw manta rays, sea turtles, and other wonders. The one 
thing I was not ready for was the cool temperatures in the up-
wellings. I am a complete wimp around cold water, and every time we 
would spy a new group of sharks to snorkel with, Cindy would be the 
first off the boat while I watched my goose bumps grow. 
 
      After leaving Isla Holbox we pointed the Jeep’s nose southwest 
for Chichen Itza, once the capital of the Mayan civilization. After 
spending the last 72 hours in the Mexican sun with no air 
conditioning, I gallantly announced to Cindy that I would keep the 
Jeep’s top up for this part of the journey and turn on the air 
conditioning (I was dying). 
      I reached for the console and heard Cindy laugh. 
      “Go ahead.” She chortled. 
      "There is no air conditioning in this vehicle." 
      “Who needs air?” my Arizona girl shot back. “Just put down the 
top.”  
      She smiled but looked straight ahead.  
 
     Chechen Itza was a bit touristy- well very touristy- but worth the 
visit. Of course before going in, I spent twenty minutes snapping the 
Jeep’s canvas roof back into place. Chichen Itza was BIG. I mean, if 
you got away from the main pyramid and the square, smaller ruins 



just kept going and going. It was the oldest place I had yet visited in 
my travels and I was awe struck. I was also very hot. Amongst the 
locals pitching trinkets- some authentic, some not- I spied a pink 
plastic mister fan for sale. I walked past it on principle, but it hurt.  
     “How about if we check out a nice upscale (read ‘air conditioning’) 
restaurant for lunch?” I suggested to Cindy on the way out of Chichen 
Itza.  
     “How about I buy you bowl of black been soup and some fajitas at 
that little open air place we saw a while back?” responded my Mexican 
food loving significant-other from the Southwest. 
     “And a cold beer?” 
     “Cold Beer.” 
     I rolled down the windows. 
 
 
 
 
 



                    

 
                              The Great Pyramid at Chichen Itza 
 
 
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
     The next day we entered the Yucatan Jungle for a snorkel in a 
cenote. A cenote is a water filled cave or cavern that dot this part of 
the world. The water is cold, crystal clear and you can swim back 
under the earth. Bats fly over your head and Cichlids nibble on your 



toes. 
 
 
 

 

 

The Jungle Cenote 
 
 
 
 
     On the way out, I drove a little aggressively and we hit a big rut. I 



heard Cindy groan, which was the last I heard from her all day. 
     That night, we stayed at a wonderful motel outside the City of 
Merida. We were delighted to find that the inn had a pool which was 
actually a tiny cenote with lights and ladders. We had a very romantic 
swim at 2am and stayed up talking ‘til morning.  
     Have you ever noticed how travel flavors your conversation? When 
you travel, mundane subjects reveal hidden nuances (for better or 
worse) in a relationship, new discoveries lead to intimate revelations, 
and life becomes something which is peeled back, to expose what’s 
important. That almost never happens except on the road, which is 
one reason travel is such a necessary part of my life, and such a 
wonderful part of Cindy’s and my life together. I recommend it highly. 
 
 
 
 

 
Yep, Life's a b..... but what's that on my wrist?! 
 
     After Merida, we headed east to Tulum, once the main port city of 
the Mayan. I had picked up a small carving of Chuc, the Mayan sun 
god at Chichen Itza, and he now watched over us from the dash 
board of the open jeep, just like a little plastic Jesus. 
 



 
Tulum 
 

     Tulum sat right on the rocky coastline just below what the tourist 
trade calls the Riviera Maya. Both a Mayan ruin and a modern hamlet, 
Tulum was inviting and welcoming. The locals walked the streets and 
offered assistance to backpacking college kids and adventurers.  
     Outside of town we stopped for lunch in a little family run place 
where the tortillas were made in outdoor stone ovens and the family 
dog kept you company while you waited for a most delicious home 
cooked meal. It was to be our last before heading north to Cancun for 
our flight home. Belize and Honduras were agonizingly close, and I 
wanted to just keep going, but the bills had to be paid and the job 
was waiting back home. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Our favorite Meal while in Mexico: 



 

               
The outside                                                             The inside 
 
 
 
                                                                               

                               
                                                                       

The Kitchen                                                               The result: Best bowl of Black Bean soup  
                                                                              anywhere.  Taco the Wonderdog agrees. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
      At one point on the trip back to Cancun, we were stopped by the 
Federales, the Mexican para military police. They checked our 
passports and searched for drugs. My most vivid memory of the 
interior of the Yucatan Peninsula though, will be the small hamlets 
and towns. Simple dwellings, families playing on main street, the 
wash being hung out to dry on balconies. No cell phones, no 



Nintendo, No Cable TV. Everyone looked happy.  
     As we pulled the Jeep into the Cancun Hertz garage, I looked at 
Cindy. She looked beautiful in her sundress. 
      “Can we find some air conditioning now?” I asked. 
 
      “Sure,” she said. “Just as soon as I brush my hair.”  
 
         

 
 

         
 
 

 

 

 

               Voo Doo, Oysters, and Rebirth in New Orleans 
 



                                                  
 

                                   I thought the question simple enough: 

                                  “Are you Priestess Miriam?” 

                                   She looked up from the gris-gris she was preparing,  

                                   placed the oyster po’ boy she had just taken a bite out 

                                   of on a paper plate and wiped her mouth with a paper towel.               

                                 “Some might say so. She replied. “Ours is not to reason why 

                                   but to sail the winds with faith and sincerity.” 

                                  “OK…” 

                                   That’s what I got for asking a simple question in this city of 

                                   overindulgence, of  intrigue and superlatives. We collected 

                                   some written materials, purchased twenty dollars’ worth of good 

                                   juju, and continued up Rampart Street. 

                                   Intrigue indeed, or maybe just a bit too much eccentricity…                                      

 

 

 

                                           Checking in 

 

 
 

     When Cindy and I walked through the wrought iron gate of our Garden district B & B, our 

bellman was a street musician named Glen. He was also the designated fix-it man for the inn, 

and it turns out he was the ex-husband of the B & B’s owner, Beatriz. We came in on a Sunday, 



the last day of the French Quarter Fest- four days of music featuring two hundred bands on 20 

stages scattered around the Quarter. What a great introduction to the city, for this was the first 

time I’d visited.  

      When we next saw Glen, he had doo-dads and thing-a ma-jigs hanging all over him, 

scratching and banging out the most incredible rhythms, and I knew I was going to like it here. 

This was eight years after Katrina. The city was back, with exceptions of course, and I wanted to 

help celebrate that fact. We had driven in over muddy Lake Ponchitrain and above the districts 

that had borne the brunt of the flooding and destruction of Katrina, and I wanted to get “down in 

there” as well and stand and witness. As we drove the interstate bridges, some sections below me 

still resembled the Homestead post- Hurricane Andrew that I had known first hand back in 

Florida.  

     New Orleans is first and foremost a town of neighborhoods. Our B & B was in the Garden 

District, with the campuses of Tulane and Loyola Universities to the west and uptown (meaning 

upriver), and the Business District was downriver or ”downtown.” The French Quarter was just 

down river and to the east of “Downtown.” Got it? 

      

 

 

 

                                                             Antoine’s 

 
 

     After checking in with Glen’s help, we ran to the St. Charles Street Car for the hop downtown 

and the Sunday Jazz Brunch at Antoine’s in the French Quarter. I am a disciple of Anthony 

Bourdain, and Tony’s Big Easy travelogues had convinced me that eating and drinking in all the 

city’s deserving establishments in three days, at my age, would be an athletic challenge.  

    Antoine’s wasn’t on the top of Bourdain’s list, but of course, as first timers, it was a must for 

Cindy and me. And brunch seemed a good way to experience New Orleans’ most venerable 

restaurant and still be able to afford gas for the trip back. Well- just barely. 

 

    

  We started with Bisque d’ecrevisses (de Saison)- a rich Louisiana crawfish gumbo, and Oysters 

Rockefeller.  Then on to soft shell crab for me, while Cindy ordered Oeufs Sardou- Poached eggs 

over steamed artichoke bottoms with Hollandaise sauce, all served with the rich black chicory 

coffee the New Orleans is famous for. 

 

 

                                            



 

                       The room of head-shots and autographs of notable guests… 

                   Recognize the main dining room from Oliver Stone’s film JFK?  

    

 

     

    After brunch, we were encouraged to wander around the place. And what a place- four floors 

of intimate dining rooms from another era. The lavish ghosts of the past accompanied us up and 

down the creaky stairs and grand hallways. 

 

 

                                                         At the Festival 
 

     When we finally stepped out of Antoine’s, the music of the French Quarter Festival in the air 

tugged at us.   

      Bands with names like Ovi-G and the Froggies, Funky Butt, The Lake Ponchitrain Owls,  

Tuba Skinny, and The Canal Creepers blew the clouds away as we strolled from venue to venue, 

pausing to take in each remarkable act.  

 

 

     There was a most eclectic group of musicians playing in front of the same courthouse that Jim 

Garrison had unsuccessfully tried Clay Shaw after the Kennedy assignation. The cello player-

singer was a hoot and very talented, belting out a jambalaya fusion of jazz and chamber quartet 

pieces that had several couples dancing. 

 

 

                                  
                     
                  Everyone enjoys what must be one of the great entertainment values in America 

                           if you love music- The French Quarter Fest in New Orleans.    
 

      Over on Royal Street, a traditional jazz quintet oozed standards with a clarinet player/vocalist 

who would stop Benny Goodman and Ella Fitzgerald to listen.  

      We passed Preservation Hall, then turned down Dumaine Street towards the river and that’s 

when we ran into Glen. Turns out he was a damn good musician. He sported sewing thimbles on 

every finger and had more clinky-clanky stuff hanging off him than any anyone else of the genre 



we had seen so far- a most avant-garde one man band. He played a self-styled zydeco- roots 

music from the delta- a Creole flavored treat dominated by the washboard slung diagonally 

across his chest. 

 

      We enjoyed the riverfront venues for a while, and then headed back to see Delfeayo 

Marsalis’ big band, the Uptown Jazz Orchestra at the Jackson Square stage. Man it has been 

quite a while since I’ve heard straight ahead big band jazz like that live- pow-er-ful! They 

brought the intensity down a bit with Hoagy Carmichael’s classic Skylark, which brought a smile 

to my face as we walked and hummed along.  

 

 

 

                                                             Bourbon  

 
 

     By this time it was getting along towards dusk and time to experience my first Sazerac, the 

original official cocktail of New Orleans. 

      Our destination was the Roosevelt Hotel, a grand dame of New Orleans- again, a personal 

suggestion of Tony Bourdain. Since we hadn’t yet seen the most famous of all party streets in 

America, we decided we would stroll Bourbon Street back towards downtown and the Roosevelt. 

      Let me say this to the uninitiated; you don’t “stroll” down Bourbon Street- you crawl, 

stumble, or swiftly shuffle depending on the time of day and duration of imbibement, or the 

number of people pitching drink specials, elicit substances or physical pleasure at you. 

Legendary bars like Lafitte’s Blacksmith Shop, The Funky Pirate and, around the corner, music 

clubs such as One Eyed Jacks- complete with live burlesque trapeze acts over the stage. When I 

lived in the Keys, I used to describe Duval Street in Key West to visitors as “Bourbon Street with 

palm trees.” No, no. That was wrong. Duval Street is Disney’s Main Street next to the 

debauchery I witnessed on Bourbon Street. 

      OK- been there, done that.  

      The Sazerac Bar in the Roosevelt Hotel’s is everything an up-scale drinking establishment 

should be; exquisitely decorated, inviting, quiet and romantic. Good conversation ensues and the 

bartenders are pros- crafting each cocktail by hand, long pouring, hand grinding the sugars, 

taking real care to pour as much love as alcohol into your cut glass. I had my required Sazerac- 

rye whisky (Bourbon on request), Peychaud bitters (mine had Angostura bitters, for which I was 

grateful) muddled with bar syrup, ice-strained and served ‘neat’ in an absinthe rinsed cocktail 

glass with a peel of lemon. Non-traditionalists serve the lemon twist as garnish. 

      It is a snake of a drink. 

     Cindy, pulling from her San Francisco- Sausalito days, choose a Ramos Gin Fizz, another 

local favorite here as well and, again, hand made from scratch with our mixologists separating 

egg white and yolks, etc. This was a bar to linger in and appreciate simple, old fashioned 

pleasures, and we did so.  

 

 

 

 



                                
           

                    My favorite up-scale bars are ones where glass sparkles and tinkles.  

                    The Sazerac bar did not disappoint. 

 

  

    We decided that our first day in New Orleans was calories deficient (yeah, right) so the next 

morning we woke early, had coffee and a croissant with Beatriz, and then took the Canal Street 

trolley down to Café du Monde near the river for espresso and beignets. The place was packed so 

we waited in the take-out line, gaping with disbelief once we got to the order window and saw 

the kitchen. Mounds and Mounds and Mounds of powdered sugar everywhere, destined for those 

deep fried yet delicate morsels. About half of it, it seemed, went on mine. Since there was no 

seating available, we took our fancy twinkies and headed to the river, where we watched the 

morning’s ship and barge traffic start the day’s dance, while brushing pound after pound of 

powdered sugar off our laps. We were decadence personified. 

 

 

                                             
 

                            A cup of chicory coffee and beignet at the riverfront. 

 

 

                                     Voo Doo and Po’boys 
 

     But we had just gotten Day 2 started.  Have you figured out by now that this city is not the 

place to come to lose weight? Later in the day, after visiting Madame Miriam and the Voo Doo 

Temple that I mentioned earlier, we checked out St Louis Cemetery #1. 



     Being a city that lies under the water table, New Orleans does wicked things to its dead. As a 

result, this town buries its departed above ground, in cemeteries of private family sarcophaguses.  

This is where the great Voo Doo Priestess Madame Laveau is believed to be interned, and where 

the famous LSD tripping scene in Easy Rider was filmed. I walked as reverently as I knew how, 

feeling that a cemetery is a hell of a place to put a tourist attraction. 

 

 

 
St Louis #1     

 

      After St Louis Cemetery, we walked through near-by City Park among the Magnolias and 

Moss-draped live oaks. Unfortunately, the near-by Museum of Art was closed, so we hopped a 

trolley back to the Quarter where the next item on my gastric bucket list awaited- a po’boy at 

Napoleon’s Bar and Grill.  

     Good choice. 

      I had the beef and gravy. Yeah, I know- I opted out of the classic oyster, but we had oysters 

Rockefeller the day before and Tony had told me about these. Cindy ordered an equally classic 

Muffuletta. We noticed a beer on the menu called Voodoo Black Porter. Of course we ordered 

one. We expected a fantastic dark local micro-brew. It was great. But guess what? Brewed by- 

are you ready for this, Wisconsinites? - Huber Brewing, Monroe WI.  

    On to some shopping! 

 

 

    Royal Street is a wonderful strip of antiques and curiosity shops in the middle of the Quarter.  

     One shop that caught our eye was Vintage 329. Want an Eric Clapton autographed 1969 

Fender Stratocaster? Or a Cocktail napkin from Reykjavik, Iceland signed by Mikhail 

Gorbachev? They are there- for a price. 

     We did some window shopping and headed back to our B&B for some wine enjoyed on our 

balcony- (accessed by simply opening a bay window) overlooking the quiet Garden District. As I 

mentioned earlier, New Orleans is first and foremost a city of neighborhoods, and we sipped our 

merlot watching folks come home from work as the shadows lengthened across old southern 

antebellum homes into twilight, allowing the soft sultry breeze to becalm us.  

      Enough for Day two. Day three we would outdo ourselves… 

 

 

 



                                                        Roll me home… 
 

      The heart of the Garden district, roughly boarded by St Charles and Magazine Streets, and 

dating back to the Louisiana Purchase, is home to many historic places and faces. 

Glorious antebellum and Greek revival architecture, as well as modest southern comfort beckons 

from every street corner, and we started our last full day engrossed in our own walking tour 

printed off the Net. We see many others strolling around with maps and books, pausing to point 

or take a photo, or draw on a sketch pad, so we were not the only ones. Later we would all meet 

for lunch- but we didn’t know it yet. 

     Novelist Anne Rice set her novels here, and William Faulkner penned, in my opinion, some 

of our country’s greatest short stories and personal sketches while observing these parts. New 

celebrities such as Sandra Bullock, John Goodman, and famous families such as pro football’s 

Mannings call this neighborhood home. Hollywood continues its attraction to this city and The 

Strange Case of Benjamin Button was filmed a block away from Archie’s place.   

 

          
 

       The Jefferson Davis’ house.                      If you were Sandra Bullock, you would 

                                                                          be home now… 

 

 

 

     We pass 1134 First Street, where Jefferson Davis died. Incredible history here, everywhere 

we turn. 

     In the middle of the Garden District is another historic cemetery, Lafayette Cemetery. 

New Orleans buries it’s dead above ground, due to the fact, of course, that the town is mostly 

under sea level. Like New Orleans Cemetery #1, Lafayette Cemetery is a narrow walk of crypts 

that families have used and shared for centuries. Fascinating and a bit macabre. 

   

      It was now approaching noon. I was on vacation and I felt like a three Martini lunch. 

      New Orleans complied. Across the street was Commander’s Palace- one of the top rated 

bistros in town. 

      We went in, a little underdressed. The place had just opened and Cindy and I were one of the 

first to be seated. Within a half an hour, the place was packed, mostly of folks that had been on 

various walking tours. This was a place for ladies who lunch, and most were dressed to the nines. 

     The first thing I noticed were the 25 cent Martinis- three maximum per person. 

     Done.  



     Then came an app- The choices were 

 

     1) Oyster & Absinthe Dome- “briny Gulf oysters poached with bacon, artichokes,  

          tarragon, Swiss absinthe, and a splash of cream under a flaky pastry shell” or 

     2) Spicy wild shrimp with Avocado Remoulade. 

 

     We did both.  

     Then, for an entrée, I ordered strawberry lacquered Quail and Cindy had the Creole Gumbo 

and the Turtle soup finished with aged Spanish sherry.  

     Of course we needed dessert: Creole Bread Pudding Soufflé “finished tableside with warm 

whiskey cream.” And coffee.  

      ‘Nuf’ said? 

 

       Somehow we got back to our room to nap. We would need it. We stopped in to the office to 

say hello to Beatriz. Cindy asked her about Katrina and we find out that this part of town saw 

very little flooding. “We who stayed to protect our properties had a party,” she said.  More 

echoes of Andrew, I thought.  

     Still on the list for our last night in town was another of Anthony Bourdain’s must-dos, dinner 

at Cochon, followed by the biggest must-do we had planned for in our preparations for this visit; 

The Rebirth Brass Band at the Maple Leaf Bar. Tony mentions it, as does every city guide and 

travelogue we had read: Quote- If you are in town on a Tuesday night, RUN- do not walk- to 

The Maple Leaf Bar to see the Rebirth Brass Band. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                             

                   Crowds generally know what they are doing…                     
 

     So, after a couple hours of R&R in our B&B,  we rose once again to do battle, this time for 

the last time, in this municipality of excess. 

     We walked the half dozen blocks into the Warehouse District, close to downtown’s business 

district and Cochon, owned by celebrated New Orleans chef Stephen Stryjewski.  

     Like Tony Bourdain, I am a big pork lover, so this was a must. Being a Tuesday and a 

workday, the place was packed with downtown white-collar types. Seating was limited and the 

bar was small. The place reminded me a bit of Joe’s Stone Crab in Miami Beach in the good old 

days, before they expanded it; a two hour wait standing hip deep in humanity at the bar before 

you got a table. But oh, what a reason to wait! 

    Wood fired roasted oysters followed by yes! - crispy smoked ham hocks with herb spaetzle, 

Brussels sprouts & mustard cream. 

     I don’t even remember what Cindy had. 

    Where I found the room after stuffing myself at Commander’s Palace five hours earlier, I do 

not know. As I told Cindy, I would be eating ramen noodles and Ritz crackers for the next six 



months to pay back for all this, but it was worth it. Actually, Cindy kicked in and treated me a 

share of the time but never mind- give me my grief, please. 

 

     Ok, the Rebirth Brass Band doesn’t start at the Maple Leaf ‘til 10 P.M. We relaxed a bit at 

our outdoor table at Cochon, enjoying more rich chicory coffee and then walked up to the St. 

Charles Streetcar for the leg out past Collegetown for the Maple Leaf. 

     Tulane and Loyola Universities are sister schools on the far west side of New Orleans. The 

trolley took us as far as the universities, then we hopped a bus for the last five miles. 

      “Why didn’t you just take the car,” you ask? Two reasons. One, my idea of a real vacation is 

one without automobiles and two, I hadn’t come to New Orleans to drink club soda all night. 

     The Maple Leaf Bar is a small bar on a small street with a dance room in the back. The Fire 

Marshall probably certified the place for 60-75 patrons. There were at least 450. I will need more 

time to come up with the appropriate metaphor and simile. I haven’t felt that claustrophobic 

since exiting Boston’s July Fourth Boston Pop’s celebration at the Esplanade in ’87. But who 

cares?! 

 

      The Rebirth Brass Band is a cross between The Rolling Stones and a New Orleans Funereal 

marching band. And in that tiny confined space three descriptors come to mind; LOUD/ 

SWEAT/ JOY. Between sets the crowd would spill out into the street for some fresh air. A very 

smart local entrepreneur served Oysters Parmesan and sausages off his portable grill to the 

revelers, sucking in all the beer and oxygen they could in ten minutes.  

      Then the boys would start up again and four hundred people would cram themselves back in 

to grind away some more. It was loud and sweaty and dirty, yet polite and wonderful. Mass 

humanity at its best. Think micro- indoor Woodstock.  

 

                                          
 

                                                 Well, you get the idea… 

 

 

 

     Three sets later, the band said goodnight. I was done as well. I mean, done in. Cindy wanted 

more. I think she fell in love with the trumpet player. I was simply numb. What time was it? We 

hailed a cab. What a day. What a night. What a town. 

      Driving out the next day I wanted to see the lower ninth ward and the main levee that was 

breeched during Katrina, so we drove north through city streets rather than getting immediately 

on the I-10. Spray painted shells of houses, empty lots, and squalor was dotted with new roofs, 



new construction, and hope. I saw in the people of New Orleans the same kind of grit and 

fatalistic determination that South Floridians demonstrated years after Andrew. Home is home. 

 

 

 

                                                 Back 
 

 

     Speaking of home, I am back, and the hum drum intensifies. I’ll never listen to jazz the same 

way again, I know that. And I can add The Big Easy to the number of towns I can now picture in 

my mind; the streets, the faces, the personalities, the smells, the sounds. For one with such 

wanderlust, it’s a hell of a lot better than reading a story about- or hearing a news report from- 

New Orleans without knowing that Bourbon Street runs from northeast to southeast, the 

Superdome is on the north side of town, or where Tremé is. I relish being able to place myself in 

the special corners of this planet, where every place can be special. When you can do that, the 

world is indeed your oyster. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 


