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January 20, 2014

I have just extracted and discarded a bulging tick from my leg. (Later in the night I found another one behind my knee.) These remnants of our trip to the sparsely populated Osa Peninsula on the Pacific coast in South western Costa Rica bring one of the strangest and most contradictory journeys to an end.


The journey began in San Jose, the capital, where we spent a day strolling around a museum that had once been a military fort. In a shadowed corner of one room a faded 1897 photograph of taxidermists stuffing various animals caught my “wild skins’” attention. Afterwards we ambled over to the National Theatre where much to my pleasure was a small café. The theatre itself was closed to the public, but I discovered if one needed a toilet, one simply took one’s bill from the café and walked past a guard into the theatre proper to find the facilities. Classical statues, majestic marble staircases, and elaborate chandeliers precariously hanging from the ornamented ceiling adorned the theatre’s nineteenth-century interior. Later while wandering on other streets (many of which were closed to traffic) we came upon a grand 1800s post office, which reminded me of how important and splendid that institution had once been. Now the interior is gutted and sliced into pragmatic, fluorescent-lit compartments. Across the street was another classy coffee shop so, of course, we had to stop to imbibe and eat cake. 

This part of the trip was not the “destination.” We were in a holding mode and waiting to begin our travel to the Osa Peninsula, a remote and wild-west area on which is situated Corcovado, the most challenging, extensive, and raw of the national parks. Waiting often involved watching CNN and being reminded of the ways one is bombarded by repetition and “bits” of information that cause one to feel feverish and trapped. (Two weeks later when we returned to a hotel in San Jose and once more subjected to CNN, the same clips were still playing, even the same stories.) Sitting on the plane from Newark to San Jose for over six hours I had already been driven mad by the repeated short segments from TV shows, advertisements (especially one featuring a doctor who claims that sour cherries are soporific), and movies displayed on the screen in front of me. (One tries to avert one’s eyes but the moving images, like Ulysses’s Sirens, forbid it). Once in San Jose the sick repetition continued when eating in the hotel restaurant where I was surrounded by large TV screens and watched, time and time again, a woman being thrown over the barrier of a bullring. The bull lifted her on his horns and with a single efficient swoop tossed her so that she flew through the air into the laps of horrified spectators. She survived unscathed and later dressed so as to reveal her deep cleavage was interviewed on the morning show. In Costa Rica the bull is not killed; rather people jump into the ring and attempt to outrun the bull.

Once the real journey began, this sickening repetition thankfully ceased, though the sense of being trapped was sometimes to remain a companion. We left San Jose on an airline aptly named “Nature’s Air.” The plane holds about eight people. One climbs a set of wobbly steps and crawls down the aisle to one’s seat. The seat belts do not work so one just says “to hell with it.” After skimming the tops of trees on mountains obliterated by clouds, we hugged the coast and headed south until the plane buzzed down to a single airstrip in the forest. This was Drake’s Bay, the stop before we were to disembark. A woman behind me, who had been slumping in her seat and keeping her eyes tightly shut, left. Once more we took off and continued down the coast until another grass and gravel airstrip emerged, appropriately next to a cemetery, and with a few bumps landed in Puerto Jimenez, a frontier “town.” Out of the window I spied my first scarlet macaw with its brilliant long red feather tail and its equally bright red, yellow, and blue body. Edward Lear’s painting had come to life for me. Leaving the plane was no easy feat. I bumped my head and now display a knob. Immediately there was a man to meet us. He loaded our bags into the back of a van and off we went for two hours along a dirt road and through rivers. The route followed the coast and then turned right up one of the steepest hills I have known. We rocked and swayed while the four-wheel drive negotiated stones, rocks, rivers, and steep turns until we finally arrived at Luna Lodge (Cedula), two thousand feet above sea level.

It took us several days to understand how to relate to our surroundings. The place is luxurious. There is a large dining/social area shaded under a thatch (made of recycled plastic bottles, we later learned), a large platform (looks like wood but also is recycled plastic), resembling a proscenium, which extends beyond the thatched area so that one can step out and stand above the tree line so as to enjoy a panoramic view of the sea and forest far below. At night one extends one’s eyes to the sky to see the stars and a full moon. (At 5 a.m. one can even catch a brief glimpse of the Southern Cross). Behind this communal area are precipitous slopes leading by means of steep stone paths, steps, and tropical growth to individual “cabins” which are round, thatched (once more in recycled plastic) into a peak, and relatively open (but private). Because the owner knew of Irving’s age, she had put us in Cabin 1 (the President of Costa Rica had recently stayed in it) – thank heavens, for soon after we arrived, I climbed up and up the steps (I think there were over one hundred steps) to the uppermost cabins and almost expired. We were fortunate to be close to the social area.

The interior of the cabin was spacious: one king-size bed under a canopy of netting that covered not only the sides but also the roof of the bed. We soon learned why this was so, for bats scuttling along the ceiling were our companions and dotted the cement floor with their white droppings (also my hiking boots); lizards, scorpions, huge roaches (I found a cockroach eating my toothbrush), ants, moths (Once I removed a large Hawk Moth from the bed), caterpillars, beetles, salamanders, and spiders of all shapes and sizes lived with us, clung to the screens, and climbed the walls. Mosquitoes were thankfully absent everywhere we went. One night Irving spied a tiny long, thin “being” with a head crawling inside the netting. Fearing it could be a baby snake, he alerted the staff. The muscular “night guard” came up with a machete and sliced the poor thing (talk about overkill). In spite of all this, we walked around in bare feet and into the sunken bathroom. We stepped down into a large unenclosed shower, which opened onto a small garden. I once took a shower with a hummingbird! The water comes from an active, full spring at the top of the mountain. Indeed the whole place is run on hydropower. The electric lights are dim; the moonlight is stronger. To find our way around our accommodation and the grounds a flashlight was absolutely necessary. From our cabin, we could go out onto our own platform, which opened out above the treetops onto a deep ravine that gave us a panorama of the mountains and primary forest in the near distance. Vultures circled above. Within view was a tree where some macaws were nesting and from which we could see birds flying across the open space and shifting skies. I loved most of all to see pairs of macaws streaking in red lines across the opening and to listen to their cawing conversations. When we sat on the rocking chairs (not very comfortable – they cut into one’s legs) the hummingbirds darted from flower to flower all around us, and so too did the fluorescent blue morpho butterflies that never stood still except when they folded their dun-colored wings on a leaf to become invisible. The bellowing, haunting sounds of howler monkeys were our alarm clock (5 a.m.). On our last morning a troop had settled on a tree right outside the cabin; their howling shook the bed. After heavy rains, we watched the mist rise and drift through the valley.

All this sounds, more or less, romantic – a paradise of sorts, but something was not quite right. Almost immediately we began to feel trapped because it was impossible to go anywhere by ourselves. On the first day we attempted to walk down part of the road we had come up, but we had to stop because, even though it was shaded, it was still unbearably hot and Irving realized that he was going to have to climb back up at a sharp and uncomfortable angle. We started back, and much to our relief a truck appeared and Irving thumbed a ride. I stubbornly persisted only to get completely drenched in a major tropical downpour. For a while I took shelter under a broad palm leaf, but realized how futile that was so slogged on back. When I returned, the owner’s mother greeted me: “Welcome to the rainforest.”

Then we discovered that the various “tours” offered by the lodge were physically demanding. To go to the waterfall, we would have had to descend a lengthy slippery and uncertain path; to walk along the “Golden Ridge Trail” we would have been subjected to terrible footing and muddy descents, and even if we had persisted and continued down the “road” we would have had to cross through a river four times as well as pass alone by various gold miner camps (with the staff of Luna Lodge this was safe, but I discovered when I was alone on the beach one day that this could be uncomfortable). These gold miners, strong muscular men with black tussled hair and naked to the waist in a wild beauty, do not use machines (they are now banned) and pan for gold in the old-fashioned manner (they find powder and nuggets). They live under raised black plastic sheets, go to work with their tools wrapped in a cloth slung over their shoulders, are nomadic as well as alcoholics, and are the remnants of a frontier people who used to import prostitutes and occasionally kill one another. We also found out that even though it was only four kilometers away, to enter Corcovado National Park we would have to walk in the blazing, unforgiving sun on the beach for over an hour and then of course walk back at a time that was even more threatening in terms of heat and exhaustion. There was no way Irving was going to do this. No roads lead to Corcovado. 

The relentless sun and high temperatures were most confining. I got used to carrying two large bottles of water on my back and drinking it all. And so too was the every-present heavy humidity. Nothing dried, especially my boots (So disgusting were they that I left them behind). Once wet, always wet either from sweat or rain or just being there. Paper soon became limp and useless. Books turned soggy. Irving spoke of “the wet sun.” At night I put my underclothes under the sheets so that the warmth of my body kept some of the moisture off and so that I could actually slide my bra around my body. Once I wanted to go swimming in the pool (where a snake hung out), but I could not get my swimsuit on over my sweaty body. At one point Irving’s clothes were so wet he had to borrow my shorts.

In an attempt to break out and feel less confined, we decided to go on what was advertised as “the shady lane” tour, which was a walk on a flat path through woods at the bottom of the hill. With a guide we drove down to the bottom and entered a shady area. The guide, however, in an attempt to park, miscalculated and backed into a deep ditch. The vehicle hung precariously at an angle. We were sure we were going to tip over and, therefore, we suggested that we climb out. The guide insisted that he could fix it, and after a few rather tense moments he got the four-wheeler out. That was the highlight of the tour, for as it turns out we mainly saw a grasshopper and one spider monkey in the distance as well as some shiny scarlet butterfly eggs attached to a tree’s bark. (All this for $70!). Just as we entered the primary forest part of the path, the guide said that was as far as he was allowed to go. Despair, especially as part of the tour, we were asked to sit on benches constructed by missionaries in an outdoor wayside chapel.

The next morning in an attempt to see something I got up at 4:30 so I could join the guide on a bird watching tour in the grounds – but still it was on the grounds and we both knew that just three miles away there was much more to see. For what it was, the bird watching was satisfying. I even watched a sloth in a tree at the lodge. With the guide’s help and through a scope I saw (and here comes a list of birds if you want to skip it): Green honeycreeper, Golden-hooded Tanager, White-shouldered Tanager, black striped sparrow, black hawk, crested caracara, white-tipped dove, long-tailed hermit (kind of hummingbird with a curved beak and a fairy white long tail wings), roufous-tailed hummingbird, chestnut-mandibiled toucan, golden-napped woodpecker, masked tityra, roufous-collared sparrow, king vulture, charming hummingbird, black-throated trogan, blue-crowned mot mot, black-crowned tityra, turquoise cotinga, grey-cap flycatcher, riverside wren, Tennessee warbler, Philadelphia Vireo (the guide kept calling it a “video”), and a spotted-crowned euphonia. Later outside our cabin I had a full view of a pale-billed woodpecker. The Ruby Tanager also hung around and liked to bathe in a stone bird bath. The male bird has brilliant red patches on its back that contrast with its deep black body. On our first day I met Alan (Allen?) Poole, an ornithologist from Cornell. I wish he could have stayed longer. He had picked up some parasite and was suffering.

For a while we both were impatient. We rocked and slumbered in our chairs, identified with a rather glum statue of some ancient figure being used as a plant holder, talked to the resident dog, “Osa,” who by spending a minimal amount of attention with each guest behaved like a dog assigned to a nursing home, and looked forward to hearing the call of the conch shell (the shofar) to announce the next meal. (The food and cooking in this place was magnificent and mainly vegetarian.) I read through W. G. Sebald’s Vertigo and felt stranger than ever. I even started to notice which staff were on duty when. I asked what I should record in my notes, and Irving replied, “Put down that Irving shifted in his seat or that Irving watched a pink flower appear.”

What increased our sense of being enclosed was that gradually we started to realize that we had landed among (and I hope I don’t offend anyone) a group of women from Oswego and upstate New York (we had not really left home) but, worse, a culture of serious Yoga, meditation, and massage. I started to notice all these t-shirts with Yoga this and that on them, then there were the spiritual masks, and a lit Buddha. Drums discreetly stood in a corner (fortunately while we were there nobody became inspired), and the talk from table to table was yoga this and yoga that, position this and position that. One woman sat open legged on the platform with her legs spread out before her. She seemed to be inviting the rainforest spirits to penetrate her (she also did bad watercolors and talked to us for hours about going to India to learn a meditative wash technique). If one climbed the steps to the top of the property, one first came to a massage hut where translucent frail curtains wafted in the breeze; smells of various oils drifted by, and new age music menacingly trailed through the air. If one went even further, one came to a large platform (also constructed of recycled plastic bottles). This is where everyone went in the mornings to do various yoga positions, high up with a full view of the rainforest and the sea. When nobody was there, we inspected it and found speakers for inspirational music, masks, sculptures of eastern beings, and strange little boxes. This platform has been featured in The Architectural Digest. We had landed among people who take all this most seriously and where only recently a Swiss tourist had slept on the yoga platform for seven days, invited the owner to join him, and told her that angels were descending to touch her. She believed him. I was feeling unfortunately cynical and asked, “what sex were they?”

The owner, Lana Wedmore is devoted to yoga (we saw a picture of her upside down in the most extraordinary position) and all things spiritual – she is also a good business woman. She came out here in 1997 with her boyfriend (she has been married 5 times). She used to do ski racing in Colorado. In a Chevy pickup truck from Mexico to Costa Rica, she and her companion came down with a generator and a concrete mixer, got a loan, and purchased the land we were on. Her idea was to reclaim it and bring back the rainforest that had been formerly cleared for growing fruit. They survived (with a broken nose) the failure of their brakes on a steep incline, and Lana in 1999 somehow was not killed when a tractor-trailer rolled over her and broke her leg in four places. This story is told in the spring issue of 1997 La Vie Claire. Three months of the year her mother joins her and helps run the place. At first I was horrified by both of them, especially when I was asked to call her mother “Mum” whenever I needed anything. But over time I actually grew quite fond of them. They are genuinely kind and caring – and tried their best to please us.

They kept telling us what “an inspiration” we were (if they had only known how upset we were!) and were especially taken with Irving who became the revered elder – the oldest man to have ever been there, so made a sort of hero of him. They invited us to have dinner with them (the equivalent of being invited to “high table”) to pick our brains about how to write a book. Lana wants to tell the story of her life.  And on the last night under the stars, we went to dinner only to find that they had laid a special table, decorated with flowers and candles, which they had placed on the proscenium bordered with candles – it was like being onstage. One yoga devotee who seemed particularly frail and wore outfits with dangling fringes was especially taken with us and kept taking our photographs. It was like being pursued by the paparazzi – not one bite of that dinner went unrecorded.

When I first met some of these people, I am afraid my tongue grew sharp. One woman showed me a close-up of a photograph she had taken of the illuminated Buddha. My response was: “looks like a skin disease.” I soon learned to curb that, for it did not discourage anyone; rather, it seemed to fascinate them more and more.

Because there were only about twenty guests and because we all ate dinner together, we obviously got acquainted with many people who came and disappeared: one was a CEO of paypal (she had brought her brother who had a quotation from Moby Dick tattooed above his heart), another was the ticket manager of the New York METS, and then there were the two oligarchic Russian families (one of the women and her daughter showed me three bats sleeping under some leaves), and a woman who had worked for the CIA in Islamabad. Before they left inevitably we heard sad life stories: There was Mark from Australia who had just been divorced and stayed in a hammock reading all day (at dinner he would suddenly take his plate and leave the table); sweet and misdirected Jennifer, a child of holocaust survivors who lives in Detroit and could not make up her mind to do anything; and ultra-wealthy beautifully attired Emma, born in Sweden and resettled, after a nasty divorce and being cut off by her “evil” father, in a farmhouse in Wales. She has a sister who is institutionalized. These three sat with us for three days. We became known as “the family.”

But enough of all this. We needed to escape and see beyond the boundaries of Luna Lodge. I made my escape by figuring out that I could request a ride down the rough road to the beach and be picked up at a certain time (that only cost $6). I set off at 7 a.m. and walked the lonely uninhabited beach for two and half hours. When I say beach, I do not want to give the impression that it is like any other. Rather, it is not. It is one long expanse (many, many miles) of undeveloped beach with scarce a body on it and no view of a boat of any sort. It is a form of “prehistoric emptiness.” At low tide, the sand (volcanic) is hard with few stones, only interrupted by an occasional palm branch or fallen cocoanut, and easy for walking. In the morning I saw the mist rise in the distance, watched the scarlet macaws eating almonds, heard and stared at the crashing surf, saw two dolphins swim by and pelicans skimming the surf, observed the miners fishing with long lines, and noticed a horse-drawn cart carrying luggage to a place close to the ranger station in Corcovado National Park. The guest walked beside the cart. By 9:30 the sun was strong and menacing. I waited for my ride back in the only shade offered by a single palm tree. Among the fallen cocoanuts, I watched hermit crabs eating the fruit.

I repeated this kind of expedition several times. Upon each occasion I went farther and farther as I gained more confidence and actually went beyond the entrance to Corcovado. I enjoyed being alone. Each time I saw new things such as a Bloater fish (a guinea puffer) washed on shore (vultures were carefully picking their poisonous flesh). At another time I looked toward the sea and saw a translucent high wave before it was about to crash. As if gazing into an aquarium, I saw a large fish swimming through the clear wave. But most surprising to me was the time I naively thought I saw tire tracks and wondered if motorized vehicles were ever allowed on the beach. I soon realized that they were really the tracks of an adult turtle come to lay its eggs in the sand. Quite be accident I happened to look down and at my feet were tiny tracks and a baby turtle making its way toward the sea. (In actuality it was late in the morning to be seeing such a thing – it was the last out of the nest and was alone). I whipped out my camera and followed its progress. I stayed with it until the small thing had made it into the sea. Once in a while it lifted up its body to learn directions so that it might, as an adult, know where to return and lay its eggs. That time I came back with burnt, swollen feet and puffy lips that are just beginning to return to normal.

Having learned that walking by the sea offered freedom and some relative cool (probably only 85 degrees F), Irving and I started going there in the late afternoon. We walked with bare feet in the water, but were careful not to be caught up in the rip tides. We also heard about a lagoon near the sea, so one evening we went down and watched the sun begin to descend. Around the lagoon (populated by crocodiles in mid-day) were herons, spotted sandpipers, and tiger-throated herons. Nearby howlers claimed their evening territory. Snook were jumping (earlier we had eaten some caught by other guests). On the path to the lagoon, for balance Irving mistakenly got hold of long piece of thick bamboo (over fifty feet), which he thought was attached to a tree. The thing came crashing down and narrowly missed my head; I return with a nastily bruised arm. On the path back we watched the double-V flight of pelicans.

Irving was determined to see more of the place, so we ventured up the steep steps to explore the “gardens” at the top of the property. We took our time, passed the yoga platform, and eventually reached a dirt, narrow path, walked up hill a bit, and discovered a “garden” that I later found out was a floral labyrinth (a spiritual exercise for some). We went until it got too steep and difficult. The expedition was fun, but Irving wanted to go further, so on another day (morning) he hired the guide, Oscar, who this time took him up and chose a fork, which landed us supposedly in a “sacred place” (I am still not sure what that meant). Anyway, there was a bench, a few monkeys, and tiny common forest frogs. Oscar announced that Irving was the oldest person ever to reach this destination. From that trip, I learned to do the “guiding lift” – how to hold a person’s hand and guide at the same time. In the afternoon Oscar, upon my request, showed me three hummingbird nests – something I have always wanted to see. They are a miracle of design. After building the nest, the hummingbirds weave spider webs into it that act like a kind of elastic so that when they lay eggs, the nest can expand. We discovered an abandoned one low down, so Oscar got it for me. I carried this precious violet-head hummingbird nest back home in a compartment of my camera case.

We had not, however, been in Cordova National Park (and that is why we had come). After much going back and forth, Lana finally announced that she had arranged for us (at a significant cost) to fly in to the main ranger station at Sirena. We got up at 4:30 a.m., had breakfast, were driven with Oscar down to the tiny airstrip at the bottom of the road by the sea, and after what seemed an interminable wait heard the approach of the tiniest plane I have ever seen. Getting in was difficult. Oscar and the pilot sat at the front; Irving and I squatted behind. The pilot is a candidate for Robert Louis Stevenson’s novels. I never heard his story, but would love to know what his life as a bush pilot is like. We flew with the window open and seat belts off; in seven minutes we landed on gravel and grass outside the ranger station. Hikers scattered in all directions as we descended. The sun had come up and I was sweating in my long pants and rubber wellies. I envied those staying in tents there and lounging in shorts. After signing in, we took off on a path in the shade of the forest. We ambled along, but kept being caught up with other walkers. As Irving said, it was like leaving Buffalo and going to Williamsville. I was surprised at the numbers of people; however, even though the park is immense, the access is relatively limited. We did not feel as isolated as we had wished to. We saw lots more monkeys, a great curassow, a crested curassow, a blue-throated goldentail, black-throated trogan, Baird’s Trogan, a Bue-crowned manakin, whimbrels, and the hanging nest of the sulphur-rumped flycatcher. The idea, of course, had been finally to see a Tapir or an Anteater. None obliged. Eventually we came out to where the sea empties into a river, sat on a log, and waited (perhaps) for the bullshark to come in from the sea and enter the river. Of course, none came. I began to get impatient, so since I was wearing waders, I walked into the river. One step in and I sank into quick sand. I could not extricate myself, so I shouted to the guide who came running. He had just spied a huge crocodile on the opposite bank. The shining and menacing spikes on his old back were impressive and resembled some fantasy of medieval armor.

We wandered back and started on another path. Irving was getting too hot and weak, so we took him back to the station and proceeded on the path. This time I had the pleasure of walking with about fifteen peccaries. They are the white-collared ones so friendly. We got back to the station in time to hear our plane return. Whenever a plane is coming, the ranger has to shout and tell people to get out of the way. This time we got in with more ease. Irving told me that minutes before we had come to the station, a tapir had run through – ah well. Need I mention the heat was intense. The flight back was longer because the pilot decided to fly us over the deep interior (where there is no access) before returning.

On the following day I decided to go with a group to the other entrance of Corcovado and hike for a couple of hours – the one I had walked to twice. Of course, it was a day without a cloud, so the sun on the beach and the heat were horrible, even at 7:30 a.m. I was glad to have a bandana with which to mop the salty sweat running into my eyes. Once more, though, Corcovado was disappointing, for it was a bit like taking a walk in Delaware Park. There were so many people on the paths. This time, though, I did see groups of coati mundi, a tree (that according to the guide was in a yoga position – horrors!), a non-poisonous rather dull looking snake, and had many close encounters with white-faced monkeys, spider monkeys (I love to see them stretch their arms and legs between branches and swing), but no sleeping tapir. The intense sun, the fear of running out of drinking water (I had not taken enough but fortunately there was a running spring at the ranger’s station) cut into the pleasure. We eventually came to another river, sat down on logs, ate peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, and watched “Jesus Christ” lizards walk on the water. The part I had been dreading was the hour-long return hike on the beach during the hottest part of the day. The breezes and the familiarity of it all, though, were pleasurable. I was impressed, for one woman who suffers from multiple sclerosis was among us.

I want to leave the most dramatic moment until last. Among this luxury and the reassuring conveniences of having a glass of ice water handed to us at the end of each excursion, there was always the check that one should not take a place lightly or forget, in spite of the upper New York State contingent, that one is in a foreign and potentially dangerous place. One can never let one’s guard down. On our first day when we went with our guide to this disappointing “Shady Lane,” we were on our way down the mountain to the level area when suddenly we made a turn and saw this local man slumped lifelessly on the back of a horse. Two people were holding the horse. We learned that he had been working on his small banana plantation and had gotten hold of a leaf under which was a fer de lanz, one of the most poisonous snakes around. He was dazed and in great pain, for the snake had bitten his hand. Our four-wheeler came to an abrupt halt, and the guide called on his radio back up to the lodge to order a plane so that the person could be airlifted out to a hospital where he might receive an antidote. We learned that there was a fifteen-hour interval before severe harm or death could occur. On our way back we saw him again clutching his painful hand, but a plane was coming. We learned the next day that he was doing much better. The question is whether the venom has destroyed the muscles in his hand or not. I asked who would pay for his mercy flight and treatment during his five-day stay in hospital. The answer was simple: “the government” will pay. 

On the last morning, we said our fond farewells. Hugs, kisses, and I think tears in “Mum’s” eyes. At the shed of an airport in Puerto Jimenez, we met a lonely traveler from Toronto who had initially gone to San Jose, California rather than San Jose, Costa Rica, and had also mistakenly gotten off at Drake Bay rather than Puerto Jimenez where he was supposed to be going. Anyway, he arrived everywhere and was looking forward to getting back and seeing his ancient spaniel dog, which is periodically groomed by a French hairdresser. For us the time at an airport hotel in San Jose was a good transition for our return and allowed us to hang up our horribly wet mildewing and insect-ridden clothes, and iron what was crumpled in the bottom of the suitcase so we could look reasonably civilized for our return. This was a journey that was a complicated mixture of the familiar and the unknown. 

Approaching Newark I kept noticing all the electric lights (we had been living in darkness and shadow) and, much to my dismay, after going through passport control I saw that we were greeted by a robotic woman who appeared to be three-dimensional and spoke with a human voice (but always the same words). Into what kind of world had I landed? Moreover, once we reached Buffalo we entered a frozen world and dropped, literally, 100 degrees F. That’s difficult.

P.S. I think we left Luna Lodge just in time, for Lana informed me that she was looking forward to “The Wild Women of the Moon” coming to visit in a few days.

