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Hell o Friends + Fam|ly!

It's been exactly a nmonth since | wote the Transmission that chronicled our journey south into the Mexico state of
Veracruz. Presuming that | survive through the next 40 or so minutes it takes to wite this, |'ve got a |ot of
adventures to share with you. If | have any doubt about being able to conplete this letter, it's because |I'mtyping as
Netanya is driving us along a particularly perilous bit of road that connects Chetumal with Pal enque. Her driving
skills are great, but the 1.5 lanes 2-direction highway is under construction, and there's a six foot drop on each
side of the road. Eeps!

Lucky for us (?) there's no chance of driving too speedily here. W filled up on sonme bad diesel in Chetunal, and it
seens to be keeping us at a noderate 45 MPH. This is still a fair bit faster than our travelling speed fromthe |ast
time | wote one of these Transnissions, when Earl, or trusty van, was having transnission problens of his own. That
was just outside of Canpeche, our favorite Mexican netropolis to date.

This was a nonth ago. Al though we found a Canpeche nechanic who was able to rebuild our transm ssion in one day,

di agnosi ng the problem and finding a good repair shop took quite a while. W spent a total of four nights in Canpeche,
which suited us fine. This included the weekend when the fairgrounds were open, where you coul d take nore dangerous
than average anmusenent rides and drink beer froma can out in the open. Netanya had her first churros -- deep fried
breaded donut things squirted froma pastry gun -- and fell in love. Across the way we found the ci nema nmexapl ex,
where we caught El Sefior de los Aniollos in English with Spanish subtitles. (Netanya and |I both thought they did a
great job freaking you out in the scene where Gollumleads Frodo into the spider's den, didn't you?)

On the tourismfront, Canpeche has some incredible features. In the 1500's it was a Mayan fishing village, but the
Spani sh conqui stadores did such a good job obliterating the natives that there's nothing Mayan about the city any
nore. That said, the Spainairds did build a beautiful city. Even today you can wander around sone spectacul ar hones
with high ceilings and open-air courtyards at their centers. You can tell there was a lot of wealth here at one point,
whi ch expl ains why the pirates of the Carribean sacked it so often. They would have attacked for a lot longer, were it
not for the inpressive fortifications that the Spaniards built over the course of 18 years in the nid-1600's. Once
conpleted, the 2.5 km 3 foot thick wall surrounded the whole city, sending the pirates off to search for prey with

I ess sturdy shells. The only time the city's inpressive cannons were ever shot was when they were ai ned at sone
Mayans, once agai n.

Still today, you can clinb sone stairs to the top of the ranparts, and explore great chunks of the wall that are still
standing. The nmilitary advantage you get fromthis height is especially apparent when you take aim at passersby with
pi stachio shells.

Campeche®s Plaza

Once our van was running well again, and we set off for the east coast of the Yucatan.
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There's sone Really Big News that | need to wite about, so let me fast-forward through our three weeks in the
Yucat an, save for the follow ng highlights:

* A wonderful (if somewhat confusing) Christmas. W were canped outside of the Mayan ruins of Uxmal on Christnas eve,
and on Christmas day the only place |I could get cell phone reception was fromthe top of the tallest pyramd in the
ruins. W endured the scathing | ooks of a few nore nature-nminded tourists as we nmade brief phone calls to our famly
nenbers to wi sh them happy holidays. The confusing part was that nobody was hone to answer their phone. This nystery
was solved the follow ng day when we visited Chitzen Itza, and received a special Decenber 25 discount on our

adni ssion fees. It turns out that we had our dates mixed up and had been cel ebrating everything a little early. No

matter -- we still had a fun tinme on Dec 24 opening some presents under a palmtree |1'd decorated with flowers and
bright bits of netal we'd found in the trash.

* Underwent my first bout of digestive distress. Not really a highlight, but I think a sort of bowels-baptisnmal is the
rite of passage for travellers in Mexico, w thout which your trip is inconplete. Besides, | think this wasn't the

handi work of an unfriendly bacteria, but an unfriendly bruja (wich) whom!| had tipped in USD instead of pesos that
nor ni ng.

* Stayed for nore than a week on the beach in Tulum where we first experienced the warm and turquoi se clear waters of
the Caribbean Sea. Until this point, I'd thought that those photos you see of blue blue blue water were assisted with

Phot oshop, but it's just not so. It's really the case that the water here is nore blue than the sky itself, and that
fromthe beach you can see fish sw nmi ng.

* I'n Tulum we made our first Mexican friends. Fernando (alias Conejo) Sofia and Sasha, on vacation from Mexico Cty,
were our nei ghbors at Canping Casis. Wen they realized we had no plans for New Year's Eve, they absconded with us in
Fernando's jalopy, flying nerrily down the road towards Playa del Carmen. This night, which ultimately led us to a
beach rave outside of Cancun attended by 3,000 trance freaks, deserves a Transmission all on its own...

A - A RS
NYE 2004: Left to Right: Sofia, Sasha, Netanya, Me, Conejo
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Last night of a three-day trance party on the beach

Ravers in Mexico look just like those in the US, only warmer

* After the New Year's Eve party, our friends took us to "Dos § os Cenote" -- an ammzing underwater river whose
ceiling has collapsed, |eaving pristine waters whose blueness is sinply beyond description
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Swimming hole at Dos Ojos, just outside of Tulum
* We spent a few days in one of the last authentic fishing villages along the Caribbean coast, Mahahual. To date, this
is where we had the nost fun and best sights snorkeling. W rented a seaside cabana just 7 km south of the vill age,
fromwhich we could easily swmout to the coral reef. Mahahual is our nunber one recommendation for friends, but you
had better visit soon: it's changing quickly, as cruise ships |oaded with tourists have recently begun docki ng nearby.
Because of massive and widespread illegal |and sales authorized by the region's forner CGoverner, the Quintana Roo
coastline is poised for aggressive Cancun-ization in the near future.

* Ditching the van for a few days in a canpground we trusted, we stuffed sone backpacks with the essentials and took a
coupl e of buses to reach Belize city. Fromthere we caught a screanmingly fast twin-notor open air water taxi to Caye
Caul ker, a tiny tiny island out in the Caribbean that was all but obliterated by a couple of hurricanes in the past
few decades. Qur weather was bad, but our conpany was great. W nade friends with some fellow travellers, and it was
easy to communi cate and get along with the English-speaking |ocals.

* We spent a couple of hours at an ecotourism animal sanctuary - slash - cenote caves hiking area. Netanya got to play
with sonme very tame (but non-captive) nonkeys, and | spent sone tinme hanging out with a kleptomani ac parrot.

Printed for Canton <c@ontology.com> 4



Canton, 1/29/04 7:06 PM -0600, Westward, Ho! (Mexico Transmission 2)

= = P e

One mono distracts Netanya while the other tries to swipe Canton"s water bottle
Some Really Big News

The rest of our adventure begins inland and just south of Mahahual, on the northern tip of Lake Bacal ar, also known as
the "Laguna de Siete Colores". This is where (on a few maps) you can find a tiny village called Pedro A. Santos. We'd
cone here on a tip froma web site for RV ers, http://ww.ontheroadin.com which had nmentioned a tiny resort called
"Frederico's Laguna Azul ".

Fritz"s place on Lake Bacalar at sunrise.
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Laguna Azul, it turns out, was just a pair of cabanas and a restaurant owned and operated by a friendly German
ex-patriot named Fritz. H's property ran alongside the | akefront, which was m nd-bendingly blue and clear. It's a
narrow | ake that snakes along for 50 kiloneters. The current tends to run fromnorth to south, so the north end of the
| ake is absolutely clean. For the entire two weeks we spent there, we didn't see a single piece of trash in the water.
This was a precious experience for us, as Mexico is a place where they actually have signs in sone buses which read
"KEEP THE BUS CLEAN -- THROW YOUR TRASH OUT THE W NDOW "

I don't think I've ever experienced such tranquility. We had conpany only when we wanted it, and the silence was only
occasionally broken up by wild bird songs. W saw two kayaks one norning, but no notorboats. G anted, we were out in
the mddl e of nowhere, but this was by no nmeans the far reaches of the middle of nowhere. Lake Bacal ar runs right

al ongsi de the main highway that reaches from Cancun down to Belize. |1'd guess that from California, you can reach
Laguna Azul in 15 hours or less. (One plane to Cancun, one bus to Pedro A Santos, and then you can hike fromthe road
to Fritz's place.)

Which is a good thing, because Netanya and | would | ove to see as many of our friends and fam |y down here in the
winters to cone. We purchased a plot of land on the |lake, and in Iless than a year, we plan to begin working on sone
sinmple living accommpdati ons.

(I'n case you were skimmng this message, you just missed the really big news in the paragraph above.)

-

Our lot includes this natural beach landing with two picturesque mangroves

So we've joined a small comunity fol ks who have purchased lots on the lakefront. Fritz is the only person who stays
year-round, though Joy, a Mexican national, may be planning to do the sane as part of a new zero-stress regi nent he
has adopted. Kim and Katerina, Canadians, cone down for the winter. (I don't blame them) This is also the case for
Pam who spends six nmonths of the year in Sacranmento living in a notel roomrunning a private garbage hauling business
that funds her "snowbird" life on Lake Bacalar for the other six nonths.
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By American standards, the whol e purchasing process was really easy. No | awers, no bank nortgages. The result of the
bar gai ni ng and agreement was a single paper, signed (or, in one case, thunmb-printed) by a nunber of the village

officials. The hardest part was figuring out how to get ahold of $10K USD worth of pesos -- in cash -- in short
notice. The |land was owned by an ejido -- a cooperative of Mexican nationals who were granted the |land sonme tine ago
by their government. We had sonme reservati ons about buying |and here, since in sone respects it nakes us feel I|ike

Arerican inperial invaders. On the other hand, we net the fanmily that got our noney, and it seened obvious that they
could really use the extra incone. The price seened fair since a few years ago the sanme lots were selling for a third
of our price.

The Cancun-ization of Quintana Roo appears as if it mght reach all the way inland to Lake Bacalar, so in a way we
feel like we've been entrusted with being responsi bl e guardians of the ecology on and near our property. Qur purchase
of this land prevents comrercial interests fromdoing the same, and whatever construction do will be as ecol ogi cal as
possible. Wiich isn't so hard to do, really. On this end of Lake Bacal ar, high-tech environnental construction is the
best option you have since there's no electricity, no water service, no sewage, no phone, and no garbage col |l ection.
What makes the npbst sense is to build sinple buildings with pal mthatched roofs, run sone solar power for the

conveni ences you can't do w thout, and punp | ake water into a reservoir for gravity-fed flushing and washing. W're
going to do sone research to figure out what the best septic solution is, though the locals seemto feel that the
thick linestone terrain is a good enough filter for traditional outhouse-style sewage. If anyone's up for hel ping us
to build a conposting toilet, let us know :)

Paddling around the lake on a calm day

Wiile |'ve really been enjoying our sinple Yucatecan way of life -- washing clothes by hand, cooking over a canp
stove, reading by candlelight, I"'mthinking | might be sad to do without nmy nusic for such long periods in the winters
to come. Frankly, the notion of a solar-powered | akesi de conputer nusic studio surrounded by the inspiring songs of
crickets and birds seens downright sexy to ne. Maybe if | come up with a distinct style of hencho-en-jungle mnmusic |
can call it YucaTechno. (Groan.) O not.

If only I could take you with me in the van off of the highway and through the 1 kmtunnel of jungle canopy that |eads
you to the | ake, you'd see what an amazing place this is in mnutes. Past the pineapple plantations and papaya trees
on the side of the road, down to Fritz's pier over the lake. Often the water is perfectly calm mrroring the clouds
inits mddle and the jungle on its edges. At night, the stars are crazy bright, and reflect off of the |ake. Diving
in, it's about as warmas the night air itself. Catfish nibble at your leg hair. Forty kilometers to the south, they
have regul ar sightings of manatees in the lake. | haven't seen any alligators yet, but the fish, otters, and huge
turkey vultures have been great fun to watch.

West ward Ho!

So, two days ago, our deal on Lot no. 32 on Laguna Bacal ar cl osed, and we packed up the van and deci ded to begin our

long trip hone. For the first time, we're heading west and north, instead of south and east. The hilly terrain of the
state of Chiapas is replacing the linmestone flat of the Yucatan, and the jungle has grown nore dense and woody. Wth

any luck, we'll neke it to Palenque tonight, and start working on life-material for the next Transm ssion...

As much as |'mlooking forward to getting back to see ny friends & fam |y back home again,
| can't wait to see you down here too,

Big | ove,

- Canton
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