I'm almost coming back!! Well, this Friday I'll be flying to LA to eat GOOD food with my brother then heading home on Saturday nite.  But of course I wasn't able to leave this country without taking one last weekend trip and it was definitely one of the most memorable.  So last Friday I left really early to go to the Pacific Northwest area known as Guanacaste. But the beach town I was going to is called Tamarindo. It is known as one of the most beautiful places in the whole country but I really didn't have any hopes for it.  And I really didn't want to travel but it was mother's day weekend and everyone I knew was busy so I just went by myself.  It was also the first time that I traveled by myself for an entire weekend. 
Friday
And NOT as expected, Guanacaste is really beautiful.  The greenery there is a totally different shade of green, so different from the rest of the country.  And the beaches in the pacific side really are better than the ones in the carribbean side.  My quest for white sand and blue water almost came to an end =) But I still think there are places in the world with whiter sands and blue waters than in Guanacaste.  On Friday morning I got to the bus station a bit before 6am to get a ticket but it was all sold out so I had to get a standing ticket.  Which was fine because at least I was on the way there and nothing here could be as bad as the time when I had a standing ticket on a 13 hr train ride back to Beijing from Xi an.  When I got to Tamarindo, I had nothing to do, and no one to converse with.  You guys have to know that in Costa Rica, every touristy place offers the same kinds of activities in one form or another: horseback riding, canopy (zip lining), kayaking, hiking and so forth.  I had already done most of those things before and it gets kinda of expensive and is also less fun by yourself.  So on Friday night, I just rented a chair and umbrella on the beach, chatted on the cell phone and called it a night at 8pm.  Lame…I know. I was kind of considering going out by myself, but I hadn't slept the night before and really didn't have the guts to do it.  
 
Saturday
              My adventures really started on Saturday when I took the bus about 15 miles north to a beach called Playa Conchal. It is arguably one of THE most beautiful places in this whole country.  It's called Conchal because the sand is made up of soft sea shells and the water is turquoise and blue and super clear.  It was really amazed and super glad that I made the choice to travel there. On the way there, I asked a lady where I was and she didn't even know so she asked these 3 girls that passed by.  Turns out they were also going there so I went with them.  Two girls were Ticas from the area and one was a Swiss girl that lived with them.  These two girls are sisters, but they are really small town girls and have nothing better to do but tell me which guys they think are cute.  This beach Conchal is dominated by one big expensive hotel and they knew a guy that worked for the hotel.  This guy took ppl out on jet ski bumper rides and we asked him for a ride too. So we waited for FOUR hours and still didn't get to go out, but he did bring us beer and cold drinks =).  Meanwhile, I got to know the girls a little better and honestly, these small town folk really don't do anything more than wait for time to pass by. They were 19 and 21, both hadn't finish high school and all they did was talk about which girls they don't like and potential boyfriends.  At the end of the day, they invited me to go dancing but they were going to accompany me to my hostel in Tamarindo then invited me to have dinner at their house.  Now, NO ONE in their right mind would really do that in Oakland, right? I know I wouldn't invite random ass people over to my house for dinner. 
          And HOW did we go to my hostel?  By HITCH HIKING!!!!!!!!!  I thought they were joking, but nope, one girl stood out there at their "special" spot and waited for a car to come by that would take us four.  And keep in mind the Swiss girl had only been in Costa Rica for a week and she was already brave enough to do that.  I just hope I don't hear about them in the news one day.  The rules for hitch hiking are simple: just don't wave for a car with a female bc those cars won't stop for you.  Only look for male dominated cars.  Eventually we got in a pick up truck with 2 old men that took us half way.  I was obviously very nervous and the Swiss girl was trying to calm me down.  At the half way point we got into another car, this time with one American and an Israeli guy that owned a real estate company.  I guess this is the charm of Costa Rica, people come and just don't leave.  But believe me, I AM leaving this Friday!!!!!  Tamarindo is really run over with foreigners left and right.  I think it's one of the pretty beach towns because it looks like a mix of downtown La Jolla and Pacific Beach.  So once we got into town, turns out the girls knew EVERYONE working at the surf shops, the garbage men, and waiters.  Normally those are the nasty guys that whistle and yell at me, who I always ignore and turns out they were friends of the girls!!!
"How many girls can I knock up?"
          After I got ready to go to the girls' house, we started to look for potential rides.  In Spanish hitch hiking is called "hacer ride".  I was busy taking a photo when they found a ride waiting for us.  I had no idea they actually knew the woman driving us until 10 minutes later. I just thought the girls were really friendly with the toddler in the car and stuff.  Turns out the woman in the car was their sister in law!! The woman was a white lady from North Dakota that got her PhD in Biology from UC Irvine.  Now the story gets funnier because I thought we were getting a ride home since she's the sister in law so maybe she lives with the girls' brother, right? NOT….I really didn't get the full story until I got to their house and it turns out this woman came to Costa Rica to surf and never went back to the states because she got knocked up.  I thought she fell in love and blah blah blah…but nope.  She got knocked up, then started living with her boyfriend until he broke up with her when she was 6 months pregnant so she went home had the baby in the States.  What I don't get is why she came back to Costa Rica.  Her kid is gonna be one of those lucky people that grow up speaking perfect Spanish and then English will be a breeze for her to pick up. 
After she picked us up, we went to get ice cream for the toddler and I finally learned from the child what PURA VIDA means.  Pura vida is a very Tica phrase and it means Pure life but people use it in a very optimistic sense.  For example, no matter how hard it rains and how wet they get, life is still pura vida because it's just so dandy.  I was never able to use that phrase because I never got it. But I did begin to understand over the weekend.  That toddler was just sooo happy and her mom was saying that the child would probably not be living like this in the States.  The kid was rolling around on the floor and flinging her ice cream around like it was her duty.  And she gets to ride horses and play with her tico cousins and run around eating dirt and being exposed to lead based paint. But you know what, THAT is pura vida for the kid and I guess her mom came back to Costa Rica for that reason.  Because the thing is, it's very common for foreign girls to come here, get swept off their feet by some Tico and end up pregnant. The ones that stay in Costa Rica have it very tough because they can't get jobs legally and their savings run out in 3 months.  Or they get a job and it's a surf school or waitressing for a $1 and hour.  I mean, this girl had a freaking PhD and that wasn't getting her paid anything!!  The other crazy thing is that this girl's ex boyfriend is 34 yrs old and also has a 4 yr old baby in Germany! So I know he knocked up at least one American and one German…now how many more are there???  And his parents don't do anything about it, it's just pura vida, take the kids in and RAISE them Tico style…. 
SUNDAY
On Sunday, I only half a day left in Tamarindo and was going to go horseback riding but the tour agency was closed so I just hung out on the beach.  Since I was paranoid about missing the bus, I waited at the stop 30 minutes early because in these beachy towns, life is slow and buses only come once every 90 minutes! So waiting for half and hour and drinking my batido de guanabana (yummy drink) was no big deal.  The bus finally comes teetering along and this stupid guy almost made me miss my bus!!!! This German looking Tico comes to the bus stop and his Spanish was sooooo horrible I couldn't even tell he was Tico.  Then he told NOT to get on the bus bc it was going another way!! What an ass, because I asked the bus driver and it WAS going the right way.  So I got on the bus and the guy followed me, but in the midst of everything he left his backpack at the stop but everyone on the bus was nice and yelled for him to get it.  Along the way, the bus engines dies about 4 times and every time I got hella nervous because we were really in the middle of no where.  So I started getting these ideas about hitch hiking to Santa Cruz ( the city where my bus for San Jose was leaving from).  Finally, the bus dies about 25 minutes into the ride and we were still 20 miles away.  They were going to "send" another bus but who knew how long it was going to take?  So I got off and asked some girls if they were gonna "hacer ride" and I said I was going along with them.  Right at that moment Albie called me from Trish's going away party.  So I'm sorry Trish that I couldn't talk to you longer!!! I was really frantic about missing my bus to San Jose!!
So I was standing out there with my thumb out, hoping that maybe a nice American would stop and take me there.  But no such luck…finally a pick up truck stopped and everyone was running for it.  I was still on the cell phone and not sure what to do so I ran for it too.  All of a sudden 10 people piled into the back of a pick up truck like the Mexican day laborers off my street in Oakland and we were all yelling and cheering because we were going forward!!  I mean, I always kind of wanted to ride on the back of a truck, but not like THAT!  It didn't matter because we were moving and I wasn't going to miss my bus.  People got off along the away so there was more room and they were funny too because they helped me take pictures and stuff.  One black girl was super funny bc all she could do was complain about her hair getting messed up in the wind.  Turns out she's a hair dresser from the Dominican Republic, so no doubt she'd worry about her hair =)  But we were actually going on the same bus to San Jose so that was good.  The truck driver let us off in Santa Cruz without a word. I wanted to buy in a drink or pay him or thank him but he just sped off the moment I got off the truck bed.  I don't even know what he looks like!  But the girls on the truck had cursed him earlier bc he didn't stop for us initially and at the end, they were blessing him with 10 extra years of life for taking us to our destination.  
So how's THAT for my last weekend here in costa rica huh? I still have more emails to write to you guys! One about my Tico friend named Oscar that ran away to Miami 10 years ago, one about my volcanic spontaneity and my field work experience in Talamanca as well as my hippie beach experience in Montezuma…. Maybe I can spit it out in the next few days.  But as for now, I need to work on my presentation in Spanish! I have to give it on Wed morning and I was told about it TODAY…arg.
 Pura Vida,
Karen
