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“We are not human beings having a spiritual experience.
We are spiritual beings having a human experience.”
Pierre Teilhard de Chardin

Private Tour Guide

Enjoy a unique experience seeing the area through
the eyes of Tomas, English-speaking Zapotec guide.
Silence is a source of great strength.
Lao Tzu

I

am a big fan of
quiet. It is why I
don’t mind long bus
journeys or often
prefer to stay home
rather than go out and
socialize. While I enjoy
talking with people, I take
great comfort at the end
of the day in the quiet of the world.
Last September I attended a 10-day silent meditation
retreat held in Oaxaca City through Vipassana Mexico. I
felt slightly daunted about the no talking, no eye contact
days that would stretch ahead of me, but I was more
worried about forgoing my evening wine and reading
(yes, no reading or writing!) than embracing the quiet.
The retreat was held in a convent in the center of the city
and the sounds of the outside world gave some solace to
our otherwise silent days that began at 4:30am with a
couple of hours of meditation before our vegan
breakfast.
There were about 50 women attending and 20 men;
however the only non-gender-segregated space was the
meditation hall, where women were on one side and men
on the other. It was a beautiful experience to be in a
woman-only space and not be distracted with small talk
or worrying if people liked you - I could just be.
There were a few difficult moments but as I felt my heart
slow down, my mind followed, allowing me to truly
embrace the present moment. During difficult times I
would stroll though the gardens of the convent looking at
flowers or slip my shoes off and luxuriate in the feeling of
the ground underfoot.
When the 10 days were up I felt completely rejuvenated.
This month our readers explore spiritual journeys and
you can see from the articles that what each of us defines
as a spiritual journey is very individual. The word
spirituality is connected with the Latin word “spiritus”,
meaning breath. In French there is the word “esprit”
referring to a person’s joy or vivaciousness.
What moves you? Beyond the drudgery of the tasks of
everyday living, what does your spirit yearn for? Maybe
when you read this question the answer leapt into your
mind without hesitation. Maybe your mind flitted and
you are not sure what could possibly be the spiritual
journey for you.
Sit in silence. Listen to your breath. The answer will
reveal itself.
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Traditional Healing and Ecotourism
By Brooke Gazer

T

raditional medicine has
been around for
centuries, but in recent
years there has been a
resurgence of interest
in this area.
Tierra Ventura
Ecoturismo is an ecotour
company specializing in rural
Oaxacan tours, including some
that involve the use of
curanderos.
Claudia Schurr and Yves Chavan
have been involved with
traditional healers over the past twenty years. After they
organized a workshop through the University of New Mexico,
one of the instructors brought a group of students down to
Oaxaca. These students were interested in learning about
alternative views of health. During that time, Tierra Ventura
partnered with some NGOs who worked in remote parts of
Oaxaca. Together they built an indigenous steam bath called a
temazcal; they assisted in organizing workshops with
traditional healers known as curanderos; and they helped the
indigenous create an independent income through tourism.
Although these NGOs no longer exist, the contacts and deep
friendships with the healers opened many doors for Claudia
and her group, which remain intact today.
Claudia says that traditional healing is a fascinating topic.
“When I first started bringing friends or clients to a curandero, I
thought you must be physically sick because I didn't want to
waste the curandero's time. Eventually I learned that
traditional healing is based more on your spiritual health. In
prehispanic times, there was no illness – there were only
misbalances, and it is balance that a traditional healer is
responsible for.”
Claudia has learned that your balance is between the spirit and
the body. “They believe a trauma, an accident, or a strong
emotion, brings you out of balance and it is this misbalance
that makes you physically sick, sometimes even years later.
After your spirit gets sick, your body follows. Every emotion is
linked to an organ; sadness stays in your lungs, anger in your
liver, fear in your kidneys.”
Sometimes balance is restored though a “limpia”. This is a
cleansing ritual where the healer uses herbs, cold water or
mezcal, a chicken egg and fire or the smoke of copal to bring
you back in balance. Temazcal, the indigenous steam bath, is
another common form of cleansing. Each curandero has his or
her own method. Some are guided by visions, others read your
iris, some diagnose with the chicken egg, or they feel your
pulse, they read the fire or smoke, the earth, the water, they
work with ceremonies or rituals, with candles, healing with
sacred plants, or through massages. There are a thousand
ways to bring you back into balance.
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Claudia goes on to explain that
getting back into balance is only
where your healing begins. “It's a
process . . . difficult, devastating,
lonely . . . the healer only sustains
you in your process. It involves far
more than giving you an herbal tea
or a tincture”.
I asked her if one might compare
this process to modern-day
psychotherapy and she agreed that,
“Perhaps with some curanderos
who work with your spirit, this may
be like an old form of
psychotherapy, but it is far more pragmatic.”
Claudia expressed some apprehension about commercializing
the field of traditional medicine. “It's a sensitive issue where I
have to protect both sides; the client who looks for healing and
also the healer. Most curanderos have had difficult lives and
experiences, which made them what they are today. This is not
a touristic experience and we don't want it to become one.
There may be some who are curious, just wanting to experience
something different, but there are also people seriously seeking
help. These are who we want to introduce to our curanderos”.
However, traditional medicine is only a very small part of what
Tierra Ventura Ecoturismo offers. They specialize in ecotours
throughout the state of Oaxaca. They organize hiking tours
and visit very remote places in the state. They travel in a
vehicle, so you don´t have to trek through the mountains
unless you really want to. Claudia explains “We want to show
the “real” Oaxaca to our clients: the villages, the celebrations,
the traditions, the mountains, the coast, the history and all
those elements which tourists are not usually able to
experience”. Claudia emphasizes that although they go off the
beaten track, her tours are not too rustic for the average
traveler. “We work with community projects and all of the
villages have very nice, comfortable cabins with private
bathrooms, fireplaces etc.”
For more information see their webpage
www.tierraventura.com or contact them at
info@tierraventura.com.
Brooke Gazer runs Agua Azul la Villa, an ocean-view
B&B in Huatulco. www.bbaguaazul.com

Huatulco’s
Frozen Yogurt
Gardenia Street
La Crucecita
(2 blocks from the church)
Open 3pm-10pm
Closed Mondays

Plaza San Angel
Great Investment
High Quality, Attractive and Clean Shopping Center
Private Parking
Commercial Spaces For Sale
Prime location across from Chedraui

Info: buildinghuatulco@gmail.com
cel: 958 131 8299

Corn: Mexico's Gift to the World
and New Possibilities for this Ancient Grain
By Julie Etra

A

lthough I have written several articles about corn
(Zea mays), for The Eye, this one focuses on an
outstanding new discovery that may truly
revolutionize the agriculture “industry”? and
associated production of this grain worldwide.

A Short History of Corn
First a little background. I have been fascinated with the
history of this plant since my graduate studies at Colorado
State University in Soil and Crop Science in the early 1980s.
The school has one of the largest seed-storage labs in the
world. When I was there, the facility had substantial
collections of native germplasm of corn from a variety of
sources, commonly called heirloom varieties and known as
maiz criollo in Mexico, in order to protect ancient
characteristics and associated germplasm.
This was the first time I had heard of teosinte, and the CSU
farm actually had a few plants. You can also see this plant at
the ethnobotanical gardens behind the church of Santo
Domingo in Oaxaca City, which is a stunning garden.
Teosinte, unlike modern corn, is a perennial plant, meaning
that it lives more than two years, unlike short-lived annuals
and biennials. Up until the last decade, scientists were unsure
whether or how this perennial grass-like plant evolved into the
many manifestations of modern corn we eat and use. But with
the DNA genome mapping revolution it was determined that
indeed, this plant was the ancestor of our modern corn, which
is the result of 8,000 - 9,000 years of plant breeding in the state
of Oaxaca
Corn now provides about 21 percent of human nutrition across
the globe; one cannot underestimate its economic significance.
However, it requires large amounts of nitrogen; on a
commercial level of production for animal feed, food additives,
biofuel, and of course human consumption, the nitrogen
required is substantial.
Inorganic Nitrogen
Currently, most nitrogen fertilizers are inorganic, produced
from fossil fuels by energy-intensive processes. These are
estimated to use 1% to 2% of the total global energy supply and
produce an equivalent share of greenhouse gases. In this
process, natural gas (CH4) usually supplies the hydrogen, and
the nitrogen (N2) is derived from the air to produce ammonium
nitrate. In addition, these forms of nitrogen are highly volatile;
in other words, if the plant does not immediately use the
ammonium nitrate, it ends up in the air or in surface or
groundwater, where it can be a serious contaminant, resulting
in algal blooms. Nitrate is one of the most common
groundwater contaminants in rural areas. It is regulated in
drinking water primarily because excess levels can cause
methemoglobinemia, or “blue baby syndrome.” Nitrogen
production not only consumes energy, but contributes to
climate change and pollution.
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Nineteenth-Century Nitrogen
Prior to inorganic production, nitrogen had been so essential
for agriculture that it comprised a major industry, mined from
various sources. We were recently in Chile and learned about
salitre (saltpeter), which is a mixture of potassium nitrate
(KNO3) and sodium nitrate (NaNO3). It is found naturally in
large areas of South America, mainly in the Uyuni region of
Bolivia and the Atacama Desert in southern Bolivia and Peru
and northern Chile. Also known during its peak production as
white gold, the saltpeter boom took place in the mid-nineteenth
century. It was shipped across the Atlantic from western
South America, before the Panama Canal was built, to serve
markets in Europe, primarily Germany and England. For
several decades it was so important to the Chilean economy, it
was central to what was called the Saltpeter Wars (War of the
Pacific, 1879-84) with Peru and Bolivia. As the winner of the
Wars, Chile gained new coastal territory with significant and
lucrative mineral income.
Before saltpeter became a critical industry, bat and/or bird
excrement, commonly known as guano, had been the sine qua
non for fertilizers, after large deposits made by huge shore bird
populations were discovered on the Chincha Islands (Peru).
“The Great Heap,” as it was called, accumulated guano to a
depth of 200 feet.
In a rare documents exhibition on the guano trade, the
Smithsonian's National Museum of Natural History website
( http://americanhistory.si.edu/norie-atlas/guano-trade )
notes that:
In the early 19th century, farmers and chemists
worldwide claimed that Chincha Islands guano was the
world's finest fertilizer. Hundreds of British, German,
and American ships purchased it from the Peruvian
government for their own agriculture, waiting offshore
up to eight months to load the precious cargo. These
nations' ships also sought, claimed, and mined other
guano islands in the Pacific and Caribbean.
Another interesting tidbit from this site explains that the
source of labor for extraction changed over time; after South
American prisoners and slaves and Hawaiian workers were no
longer available, as many as ninety thousand Chinese men
were brought in to work the The Great Heap until the late
1870s when the deposits, as well as the bird habitat and the
birds, of course, were gone.

Figure 1. Teosinte at the far left, hybrid in
the middle, modern corn far right
Natural Nitrogen
Plants in the pea family (Fabaceae), as well as certain other
plant families, produce their own nitrogen from the
atmosphere through symbiotic bacteria and a process known
as nitrogen fixation. In members of the pea family, the bacteria
live in nodules on the roots, and the plant provides sugar in
return. This is not true in the grass or grain (corn) family.
Nonetheless, corn's large need for nitrogen has driven decades
of research on the possibility of nitrogen fixation in isolated
corn landraces (locally adapted traditional varieties of plants or
animals). A recent publication (https://news.wisc.edu/cornthat-acquires-its-own-nitrogen-identified-reducing-need-forfertilizer/) describes just such a miraculous finding in the
Sierra Mixe east of Oaxaca City. “Discovered” in April 2018 (the
article was published in August 2018), this particular corn
produces aerial roots on the stems of the plant. The aerial
roots secrete a mucilaginous “goo,” within which reside
bacteria that 'fix' nitrogen in this oxygen-free but
carbohydrate-rich environment. So, the corn gets nitrogen and
the bacteria gets sugar. Moreover, the plants are huge, growing
16-20 feet (about 5-6 meters), with up to 10 sets of nitrogenfixing roots. Now how cool is that? Corn that acquires its own
nitrogen.

Journeying Home-Free in Mexico
By Marcia Chaiken and Jan Chaiken

M

any people set out
on a spiritual
journey to free
themselves from
preoccupation with
material possessions. At the
beginning of 2001, we turned this
venture upside down. We first rid
ourselves of almost all of our
material possessions, including our
very large townhouse in Alexandria,
Virginia, and our second car, and
then we set out on a journey through
Mexico.
We packed our old grey Toyota Camry with clothes for a range
of weather, a toaster oven, a pot, a pan, two plates, cups, bowls
and cutlery. We also added a laptop computer for Marcia's
continuing research projects – with the promise to Jan that all
work would cease at 2pm every day. And since the Kindle had
not yet appeared, the remaining space in the Camry was
crammed with books.
Many of our family and friends thought we had taken leave of
our senses. Although our children and their spouses thought
it would be a great adventure, to the others the very idea of
homelessness was anathema. Home ownership was not only
an American Dream but the essence of the good life. And, as
the bumper sticker on our brother-in-law's sports car
announced: “He who dies with the most toys, wins.” But, that
attitude notwithstanding, many wanted an ongoing
description of our journey. This write-up is based on a
summary of messages we sent back north in 2000.
As soon as we crossed the Mexico border between Laredo,
Texas, and Nuevo Laredo in Mexico, we felt an immediate
disconnect from responsibilities that had consumed us for up
to eighty hours a week in Washington, DC. Leaving behind our
total fast-paced preoccupation with data collection, analysis,
reports, reviews, grants, contracts, government meetings,
employees, home management, and professional obligations,
we literally and figuratively were open to new vistas and new
experiences. Our eyes, minds, hearts and souls were
nourished by the slower pace and the incredible variety of
sights, sounds, smells, tastes and touch of Mexico.
The people of Mexico were helpful and gracious, greeting us
warmly and making us feel welcome. Sometimes they tried to
steer us to communities of ex-pats or English-speaking
tourists, but mostly we preferred to try to get along with our
rudimentary Spanish and a phrase book. At one hotel, our
breakfast waiter took it upon himself to teach us a few Spanish
phrases each morning, listening to our repetitions until we got
them just right. Soon we began to avoid English-speaking
neighborhoods, because the Spanish we heard there was
about the worst, most corrupted language you ever heard, and
we couldn't make any progress by listening to it.
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Looking back over our messages,
we can see how much the
landscapes, art and architecture
engrossed us. Free to wander, we
visited almost all the states of
Mexico and drove through
kilometers of high chaparral
punctuated by a rich diversity of
cacti with fantastic shapes. We
traveled up, over and around
snowcapped mountains and
belching volcanoes on dirt roads
and highways brilliantly
engineered for high speed travel.
And we spent weeks exploring coastlines varying from lake
shores dotted with colorful villages, to rock-strewn sheer drops
to glistening oceans, to broad beaches that are home to a
multiplicity of birds and littoral creatures. We hiked and
crawled through caves and caverns with breathtaking
columns, stalactites and stalagmites. And snorkeling in the
bays of Huatulco was an out-of-body experience of being
surrounded by huge schools of brightly colored fish and
watching other sea creatures shyly hide under rocks and coral
as we floated above their habitats.
Art and architecture became a three-dimensional emotional
experience rather than a two-dimensional analytic exercise.
From our first-week visit to the Museum of Contemporary Art
in Monterrey, where we felt as if we had walked into a painting,
to our dizzying climbs up the sides and insides of numerous
soaring pre-Columbian pyramids and temples, to our
exploration of cool, quiet, enormous Colonial cathedrals, we
immersed ourselves in the monumental art and architecture of
Mexico. The everyday beauty of ordinary structures and
objects – both artifacts of past civilizations and current
utilitarian homes and furnishing – enriched our nomadic lives.
Lying in a guesthouse bed with an elaborately carved
headboard and staring up at a perfectly rounded brick boveda
(dome) in a room with walls painted in bright colors – a different
complementary color for each wall – was akin to Dorothy's
experience in Oz; this certainly wasn't Kansas – nor Virginia.
The sounds of Mexico were omnipresent. The constant
brushing of cleaning brooms and swishing of mops, clinking
and hammering of repair tools, the buzz of gardening
implements and rattling of cart wheels were soon absorbed into
the more euphonious background of burbling fountains and
the rustling of palm and pine branches. Along the thousands
of kilometers of ocean coastline, we heard the lulling sounds of
waves and songbirds. We found the sounds of children in
Mexico were different from our prior experiences – primarily
they were laughter and quiet chatter, and the occasional crying
child was quickly attended to by parents, older siblings, other
family, or caregivers. We looked for, but rarely saw, tantrums
or fights.

Overlaying all those sounds, everywhere in Mexico, was music.
At the turn of the 21st century, earphones were not yet
ubiquitous, so there was no escaping song and instruments –
some delightful, some just atrocious products of drunkards.
Because Mexico means music, we could be sure of a concert of
excellent music taking place almost everywhere we went. We
learned to check in at the local city center, especially the
cathedral or chapel or tourist office, for concert notices. We
heard soul-satisfying performances ranging from Baroque
organ recitals to stunning orchestral performances of
contemporary Mexican composers. In the capital of nearly
every state in Mexico we found a state orchestra of which the
local residents were justifiably proud.

Blues on the Beach
Valentine’s Concert
By Dan Thompson

We were immediately entranced with the food in Mexico. Not
only was it delicious and totally different from what we were
familiar with in Mexican restaurants in the US, but it varied so
much from one part of the country to another. And the smells!
The morning yeasty aroma of baking bread and sweet rolls; the
waft of corn masa from tortillas heating on a comal; the odor of
coffee beans from local plantations being roasted, ground and
brewed; the deep essence of hot chocolate; the heady smoke of
grilling fish or chicken or meat; the complex odor of simmering
moles merging fifteen or more ingredients. We learned the joy of
mouth-watering patient anticipation of meals being
painstakingly prepared.
We loved fruits that in the U.S. seemed bland after being picked
green in Mexico and then trucked thousands of miles. In
Mexico, papaya, mangos, tiny bananas and other tropical
fruits were picked ripe and ready to eat. Each bite produced a
burst of sweet flavor. Chicken and eggs tasted like chicken and
eggs rather than a mass-produced version of poultry products.
Yogurt, rather than literally being pasteurized to death, had
the sweet and tart flavor of microbial activity and kept our
taste-buds and guts happy. After having been warned in the
U.S., “Never eat the salad in Mexico!” we learned, always eat
the salad in reputable restaurants and in our own kitchens.
Once the lettuces were thoroughly washed and the other
vegetables washed or peeled – the salads were fresh and
delicious. And the moles – the moles deserve volumes of
descriptions. Each region of Mexico has a different variety of
moles, with local spices and ingredients and distinctive flavors
and tastes, each delicious in its own way. We spent days in the
city of Puebla during the mole festival, sampling and
comparing many.
Our journey touched us in many ways. Mostly we remember
the people we encountered. At synagogues in Mexico City and
Guadalajara, we were hugged and kissed and invited to meals
as if we were newly-found family. As our low-slung Camry was
totally inappropriate for clearing high topes (speed bumps) in
rural villages, we created a diversion for the children and goodnatured laughter from the village residents as we slowly
scraped the undercarriage of our car. Whenever we were lost,
and with no really adequate GPS maps of Mexico at that time,
people went out of their way to help us get back on track.
People uncomplainingly deciphered our rudimentary Spanish
and patiently answered our questions. And at music and other
events, strangers introduced themselves and then introduced
us to their family. We were made to feel as if we were honored
guests in their country and welcome to consider Mexico also
ours. We had set out on a home-free journey but were
gradually creating another home.

Don’t miss the final show of Huatulco’s 2019 Blues on the
Beach season. As always, all profits of this show go to benefit
Un Nuevo Amanecer.
Our headliner this show will be Huatulco’s favorite band
leader, the always amazing David Rotundo. Toronto blues
harpist David Rotundo has developed his own language of the
blues. Rotundo is a songwriter who easily pulls inspiration
from the world around him.
Joining David at this Valentines’ day event will be the great Lee
Oskar. Lee Oskar has been described as "the harmonica whiz",
and considered among the best rock-blues-soul harmonica
players. He is renowned for his iconic role as a founding
member and lead harmonica player of the pioneering funk/jazz
band War that composed and recorded such hits as “Low
Rider”, “Spill the Wine,” “Cisco Kid,” “The World is a Ghetto,”
“Slippin’ into Darkness,” “Why Can’t We Be Friends,” and
many more chart-topping songs from 1969-1993. Three well
regarded albums released between 1976 and 1981 brought
critical and popular acclaim, including being voted No. 1
Instrumental Artist of the Year for 1976 in Billboard, Cashbox
and Record World.
Oskar and his original band mates from that era perform as the
LowRider Band. Lee performs around the world with
outstanding musicians including our own David Rotundo who
is a Lee Oskar Harmonicas Featured Artist.

The Eye 11

Familiar Faces, Fresh Creations:
The New Books of 2019
By Carole Reedy

T

his month most of the articles in The Eye relate to the
theme “spiritual journeys.” Though I'm not entirely
certain what a spiritual journey entails, I do know
that, for readers, cracking the spine of a new book is
the first step in an odyssey that can take us to
clandestine places of the mind.
If so far this year, your reading choices haven't satisfied you
(and you're all caught up on 2018's masterpieces), the
following books to be published this year may be your ticket to
gratification, spiritual and intellectual. Many of our favorite
writers are represented.
Consider this a brief selection of 2019 adventures, listed by
publication date. There are no reviews yet, so the information is
derived from individual publishers and the steadily reliable
Kirkus Reviews, the bible of the publishing industry.

February 5: Black Leopard, Red Wolf, by Marlon James
Man Booker Prize winner for A Brief History of
Seven Killings, James' new venture combines
fantasy, African mythology, and history. The
ambitious saga will be a trilogy called Dark
Star, with Black Leopard, Red Wolf the first in
the series. Kirkus Reviews predicts “this will be
one of the most talked about and influential
adventure epics.”

March 26: Kaddish.com, by Nathan Englander
In Englander's third novel, the premise is that
a son, an atheist in an Orthodox Jewish
family, refuses to sit daily Kaddish for his dead
father. The aftermath of the decision makes for
a comic novel reminiscent of Philip Roth.
That's recommendation enough for me! The
satire, of course, deals with the hypocrisy of
the religious and secular worlds. Englander
has won numerous prestigious awards, for his
short stories especially, but also for his novels.

April 2: A Wonderful Stroke of Luck, by Ann Beattie
After writing for decades for The New Yorker
(known in the industry for publishing the best
of the best), Beattie should be crowned the
Queen of the Short Story. This novel is
Beattie's 21st book. Its focus is on the main
character, Ben, who attends the Bailey
Academy, a school for smart kids who “screw
up,” and his subsequent life experiences.
Kirkus Reviews reminds us that “obvious is
one thing Beattie never is. Her elegantly
sculpted tale is both wrenchingly sad and
ultimately enigmatic.”
April 16: Normal People, by Sally Rooney

February 12: Lost Children Archive, by Valeria Luiselli
Luiselli has entertained us with her amusing
yet intelligent The Story of My Teeth. She also
delicately related a brief description of her work
as a translator in New York for Central
American child refugees in Tell Me How It Ends.
Those of us who find her writing compelling
and important eagerly await her latest work,
which is a much longer novel about a family
journey across America. Luiselli is an up-andcoming young writer to watch.
March 12: Spring, by Ali Smith
This is the next installment of the Seasonal
Quartet, a series of stand-alone novels,
separate but connected. The first two, already
published, were Winter and Autumn. Both
received kudos. Smith's novel How to Be Both
was shortlisted for the 2014 Man Booker Prize.
It won the 2014 Goldsmiths Prize, the novel
award in the 2014 Costa Book Awards, and the
2015 Baileys Women's Prize for Fiction. I
personally found it unreadable.
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Irish women are certainly in the forefront of
publishing news, what with Anna Burns
stunning us with her brilliant novel Milkman,
in which both style and language grab readers
from the first sentence and plunge us into the
protagonist's world of paradoxes, politics,
insecurity, and tradition.
Less than 30 years old, Rooney has already
established herself as one of the most visible
and talked about novelists in the Western
world. Her history as the best debater in
Europe while at Trinity College may have
provided her with the necessary resilience it takes to be a
serious novelist. Rooney has just won the honor of being the
youngest recipient ever of the Costa Novel Award (The Costa
Prize competition is open only to British and Irish writers). She
will now be among five winning writers in their fields (poetry,
novel, biography, first novel, and children's book) vying for the
Costa Prize for best book of the year.
Rooney was recently the subject of a long profile in The New
Yorker (January 14, 2019). Her debut novel in 2017,
Conversations with Friends, was also the subject of a New
Yorker article (July 31, 2017) in which it was called “a bracing
study of ideas and even smarter about people.” Normal People
has already been published in the United Kingdom.

April 16: Machines Like Me, by Ian McEwan
Each McEwan novel is delightfully unique in
style, subject matter, and characterization and
always lies at the center of controversy. His last
novel, Nutshell, a retelling of Hamlet's agony,
was narrated by an unborn child. This time
McEwan takes us to an alternative 1980s
London and an Alan Turing discovery. If
nothing else, curiosity attracts us to McEwan.
Two of McEwan's novels are making a debut on
the big screen this year, The Children's Act and
On Chesil Beach.
July 16: The Nickel Boys, by Colson Whitehead
Whitehead was the recipient of the National
Book Award and the Pulitzer Prize for his last
novel, The Underground Railroad, which took us
through the US Deep South as slaves escaped to
freedom in the North. This latest by Whitehead
is also based in reality, this time focusing on a
young black man in a 1960s reformatory.
August 16: Berta Isla, by Javier Marías
Many of us have been awaiting Marías' latest
novel – the English version. Even we who speak
and read Spanish every day can find novels
challenging, making us eager for the
translation. Also, Marías has one of the best
translators in the business, Margaret Jull
Costa. In addition to novels, Marías writes
weekly for El País, the popular Spanish
newspaper. Recently, a variety of his essays
were published in a book entitled Between
Eternities: And Other Writings, to rave reviews, a
common response any time Marías takes pen to paper. The
style of these essays is quite different from the novels, much
lighter and often quite humorous but always observant and
penetrating. Marías is brilliant in thought and diversion no
matter what the genre and is one of the foremost authors of the
20th and 21st centuries.

The Guardian's subtitle for the Berta Isla is “A couple's
marriage is threatened by the husband's work for the secret
service in a thought-provoking spin on the spy thriller,” going
on to describe it as “mixing marital intrigue with a history
lesson of late 20th-century conflict.”
August 20: Coventry: Essays, by Rachel Cusk
We know Cusk for her well-received recent
trilogy of novels that include Outline, Transit,
and Kudos. Coventry, however, is a series of
essays that are part memoir in addition to
cultural and literary criticism. There are pieces
about gender politics and writers such as D.H.
Lawrence.

September 3: Olive Again, by Elizabeth Strout
Oh, what a breath of fresh air knowing that after
ten years Olive Kitteridge will be returning to us!
Strout won the Pulitzer Prize for her novel Olive
Kitteridge. Everyone I know read Olive's story,
and no one was less than delighted with Strout's
creation. No doubt the protagonist Olive and her
second marriage will put Strout on the best
seller lists agai

You can never get a cup of tea
large enough or a book long
enough to suit me.”
– C.S. Lewis

Presents
Tour of Diamond Point Condominiums
Pre-construction
prices available
24 Condominiums
4 Penthouses
2 Pools
Club House
Sauna
Gym
24-hour Security
Ocean View

Condominium Units are 1800 sq. feet (167 m2)
-2 Bedrooms with full Bathrooms, Living Room,
Dining Room, Kitchen, Laundry Room, Half-bath, Balcony
Penthouse Units are 3200 sq.feet (288 m2)
-3 Bedrooms and Bathrooms (mastersuite and masterbath
with walk-in closet), Living Room,
Dining Room, Kitchen, Laundry Room, Half-bath, Balcony

www.HuatulcoRemax.com
Tel: 958 587 0136 Cell: 958 100 0777

Spiritual Journeys
By Leigh Morrow

M

y alarm jars me from sleep at 4:30. I quickly
dress and as I step into the courtyard, I feel the
chill of the city that is still fast asleep. Here in
Chiang Mai, Thailand, I have risen before dawn
to travel to the base of Doi Suthep Mountain
and climb the well-trodden route to the lost temple of Wat Pha
Lat and up the mountain before sunrise.
Hundreds of thousands of novice monks have walked this
route before me, barefoot, uphill in the dark, to reach Wat Phra
That, the temple that adorns the mountain top before morning
prayers. They walk in complete silence and repeat the route
daily for months as they finish their stint of spiritual discovery.
Wat Pha Lat originally was used as a resting place for people on
the pilgrimage up to worship farther up Doi Suthep Mountain.
Wat Pha Lat has long ago been swallowed by the jungle. The
remaining pillars, with gold and red dragons and serpents
adorning their corners, reveal themselves as the light sifts in
and the morning sun - a red fire ball – inches up through the
mist.
It is not a national requirement, but here in Thailand, after they
reach the age of twenty, men from Buddhist families, are
expected to experience the pious monk's life for a few months
as a way to spark their spiritual journey and spread good
karma to the family. Around the world, spiritual journeys are
often sparked by a pilgrimage of sorts that occurs often in early
adulthood. Every year millions of pilgrims travel to places with
unique spiritual significance in hopes of experiencing
elevation, transformation and attainment of a new degree of
wisdom. Pilgrimage destinations can be places where a
religious teacher was born, where a miracle or mystery took
place, or where the natural world holds sacred significance.

The symbol of the scallop shell with its long white lines leading
to a single point have been surfacing in my head. The fringed
scallop shell is said to represent that spiritual quest, its lines
representing the different routes pilgrims travel from all over
the world, using different walking trails but leading to one
point: the tomb of Saint James in Santiago de Compostela,
Spain. Not so long ago, when pilgrimages were very popular,
people would place a scallop shell over their doorway to tell
weary travelers that help was happily given by the people who
lived there.
Spiritual journeys requiring long arduous months of physical
endurance have fallen out of fashion, to be replaced by more
practical daily attempts to find some meaning in our lives and
spark our spiritual thirst through acts such as meditation,
forest bathing, or journaling. Seldom do we make more time
than this for de-stressing and just being still. Yet the value and
the beauty of a pilgrimage is that it allows long stretches of
time, weeks or often months, of solitude that gestates seeds of
self-discovery.n our age of digital connectedness, I'm sure
those on the Camino trail today are Instagramming their route
and WhatsApping their friends, and sadly missing much of the
essence of a spiritual journey, which the experts say only
comes when we are just being still.
The sun is now dappling the jungle floor as I retrace my steps
down the well-worn monk trail. The early red ball of dawn is
now high in the clear blue sky. I hear faint voices of tourists
who must have slept in, hurrying up the path unable to make
up for lost time.

Top Spiritual Journeys
in Mexico

Horsing Around
By Larry Davis

Tepoztlán, Morelos
According to legend, Tepoztlán is the
birthplace of the feathered serpent
god Quetzalcoatl, and the place where
he underwent his inner
transformation, where he began his
journey to fully realize his potential as
a great teacher.
It was here that Quetzalcoatl received
ancient energy to help him on his
transformative quest, and today this
energy can still be felt by visitors
seeking answers on their own
spiritual journeys.
Pyramid of the Moon, Teotihuacán, Mexico (northeast of
Mexico City)
A UNESCO World Heritage Site,
Teotihuacán is an impressive sacred
centre with imposing monuments laid
out on geometric and symbolic
principles. Teotihuacán is the place
where, according to the legends, the
Fifth Sun was created, and where
today we can marvel at the Pyramid of the Sun. The Temple of
Quetzalcoatl, the third largest pyramid at Teotihuán, which
has representations of the Feathered Serpent covering its
sides, is a natural place for visitors to connect with the sacred
energy of this ancient teacher, and understand the cultural
importance of this large spiritual site.
Mayapán, Yucatán
Mayapán means the “Flag of the
Maya”, but it also symbolizes the link
with the One force, the Solar Logos or
Christic energy. Located southeast of
Merida in the Yucatán, Mayapán was
once an important city with
architecture that mimicked Chichen
Itza. Visitors to Mayapán are still
impressed by the powerful temples
and pyramids, one of which is suitable for climbing to take in
the striking views from the top.

O

n Friday we rode five horses from the small
mountain town of Magdalena to Pluma Hidalgo.
We arrived at Rancho El Regalo in Coyula at about
8:30am and loaded the five horses into the truck.
We then loaded all the saddles and gear into two
more vehicles and proceeded to drive north of Santa Maria
Huatulco to the road to Hagia Sophia. We unloaded the horses
at a river crossing, saddled up and proceeded on a three-hour
uphill ride. The road past Magdalena is passable by car, if you
don’t much like your car; however, the scenery is spectacular.
The climb is fairly gradual but never-ceasing, as Pluma is
approximately 4000 ft above sea level. The change in flora and
topography is amazing as trees are now several hundred feet
tall, and the land now features steep ravines and three
waterfalls.
At times you appear to be looking straight up at the
communication tower in Pluma and straight down at
Magdalena. The most spectacular waterfall is several hundred
feet high and the temperature drops below 23° C (73°F).
Some of the coffee fields are almost vertical and I would need
danger pay in order to pick beans. Our horses are in great
shape; however, it was a serious workout for both horse and
rider. We created quite a sensation in Pluma as sane people do
not normally ride horses up those mountains. We ended the
day giving the local kids rides and finally loaded five tired
horses back into the truck. A big thanks to my wife Jenn and
my buddies Pancho, Pepe and Chico, who continue to humour
me even when we run out of beer.

Chichen Itza, Yucatán
Probably the most famous of all the Maya sites, this UNESCO
World Heritage Site is also one of the most important examples
of the fusion of Mayan-Toltec
civilization in the Yucatán. Spiritually,
this site is powerfully connected to
Kukulkan, the feathered serpent, and
visitors can learn about this Mayan
diety here, as well as experience the
forceful energy of the beautifullyconstructed buildings.
Leigh Morrow, co-author of “Just Push Play”
(www.jppmidlife.com) is a Vancouver writer who
operates Casa Mihale, a vacation rental in the quaint
ocean-front community of San Agustinillo, Mexico.
Visit:www.gosanagustinillo.com.
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How're Your Hemorrhoids Doing?
By Alvin Starkman, M.A., J.D.

T

he lack of confidentiality amongst native-born
professionals in the city of Oaxaca, and likely in
resort towns such as Huatulco and Puerto
Escondido, is remarkable. Over the past two
decades my wife and I have borne witness to the
disheartening phenomenon on the part of lawyers, architects,
financial institutions, medical doctors including specialists,
accountants, and even the judiciary.
My professional training was in Canada, so I can't state with
certainty that university curricula in Mexico include a week, a
month or a semester dealing with the issue, but I would
certainly hope so – at least a modicum of training in ethical
conduct. (Investigating whether or not such training exists
would seem to be an interesting comparative research project.)
Tort law, damages at large for breach of implied contract, and
other such legal niceties are in their relative infancy in Oaxaca.
And so Oaxacan professionals apparently are not that
concerned about breaching the First World concept of
confidentiality.
Sitting across the desk from a financial consultant in a
Oaxacan savings and loan office in mid-December 2018
spurred me on to write this article. Right in front of me was the
renewal form of a Oaxacan investor who the day previously had
rolled over his 1.2 million peso term deposit. There was his
name, address, maturity date, rate of interest, and all the rest.
It was only after explaining to the institution's employee how
inappropriate it was, that she smiled and turned over the piece
of paper and placed it on a pile of documents beside her.
About 15 years ago, I was speaking with a lawyer acquaintance
who had been representing a neighbor up the street in divorce
proceedings. She told me that the neighbor's estranged
husband was in arrears of child support. The attorney's
spouse was the architect who built the home for our neighbor.
I learned how much the neighbor paid for her land and how
much it cost to build the house. It wasn't as if I asked about any
of this since I didn't really care, although gossip is apparently
healthy.
I really like our accountant since he is extremely
knowledgeable, approachable with any questions I have had
day or night, honest, and all the rest; well, almost. I visit his
office regularly since I am required to file a tax return on a
monthly basis. I enjoy seeing him since he is the accountant for
friends and acquaintances, and accordingly I get the most
recent information and gossip about how their businesses are
doing, their love lives, and in one case I learned that a doctor we
use had not been paying his accounting fees and was horrible
at anything to do with the administration of his medical
practice. So what does our accountant tell others about my
business affairs?
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A while back we had no choice but to sue our next-door
neighbor over wet walls we were experiencing. She had been
doing excavation on her property in an incompetent fashion.
She refused to rectify the problem, even in the course of
mediation. Litigating was the last resort. The judge came to
look at the two houses in order to help her understand the
problem and the issues. My wife drove her, our lawyer and the
judge's secretary back downtown after the “look see.” The judge
exclaimed to my wife that she absolutely loved our home, and
asked who our builder was. Now perhaps this does not fit into
the realm of confidentiality, but rather “appearance of bias.”
Nevertheless, if the judiciary lacks appropriate standards of
conduct, it appears clear that mere attorneys would fall even
further shorter of professionalism criteria.
Some Oaxacans get it. About two decades ago I began being
consulted by a mezcal distiller friend about his receivables and
other matters relating to brand owner clients who had been
buying his hooch. Even though I am not licensed to practice
Mexican law and would never give advice in that realm, my
friend has regularly sought my advice, knowing full well that if
he retained a Mexican lawyer his private affairs would end up
being known by many in the Oaxacan mezcal trade. My advice
has been restricted to common business sense and opinion,
but nevertheless is valued more because of my closed-mouth
professional standard than its legal underpinnings.
None of this is to suggest that those living in or visiting Oaxaca
should hire non-Mexican professionals. Rather, consider
explaining to the person you might retain the importance of
maintaining confidentiality. The last thing you want is to be in
your doctor's waiting room filled with other patients, and being
greeted right then and there with “How're your hemorrhoids
doing?”
Alvin Starkman owns and operates Mezcal Educational
Excursions of Oaxaca (www.mezcaleducationaltours.com).
To be clear, to date he has not had hemorrhoid
problems.

Mezcal
Educational Excursions of Oaxaca TM/MR
While in the state capital, learn about this century's
most coveted spirit by spending a day with recognized
authority Alvin Starkman. Visit rural artisanal
distilleries (palenques) using both ancestral clay pot
and traditional copper stills. For novices and
aficionados alike. Sample throughout your excursion
with no obligation to buy.

www.mezcaleducationaltours.com
mezcaleducationaltours@hotmail.com

LUXURY VILLAS

CIELO de TORTUGAS
playa mermejita
oaxaca

Sixteen Exclusive Luxury Villas
Ocean-Front with Beach Access
Villas starting at 350K
Gated Community with Amenities
Two Organic Restaurants
Club House
Amazing Sunsets

Energy Saver Cool Walls
Solar-Powered Hot Water Heaters
Weather Resistant High-Quality
Concrete
Built with High-grade USA
Construction
Pre-sale Opportunity:
Entire Project 4.8 million
23 000 meters of oceanfront!

Info: buildinghuatulco@gmail.com
cel: 958 131 8299

It's Not All A Fairy Tale
– It IS an Adventure!
By Susan Birkenshaw

E

arly last year,
my husband
Michael and I
found ourselves
in search of a
new adventure. We had
spent the last nine winter
seasons living and travelling
in South America using
Cuenca, Ecuador, as our home base. As we do, every time we
consider a move, we sat down to create a list of absolute musts,
might be nice to haves and absolute no-no's. We've grown too
old to throw darts at a map! We have done this type of major
move four times, plus this move here to Huatulco.
Surprisingly it is getting better (or should I say – smoother?)
with practice. If you ever hear me say – “Never again!”- don't
believe me! Some random thoughts on our first couple of
months . . .
Life is not a fairy tale, it is a challenge and an adventure. In
Huatulco, the best time to go to market is EARLY, my absolute
worst time of the day. So, my first adventure began early one
morning.
After struggling out of bed I joined my new friend Claudia, the
owner/chef of Rocoto Restaurant. She took me to her favourite
haunts for fresh veggies, meats, fish and spices. Her magic
can't make me as brilliant a chef as she, but my eyes were
opened to the wide variety of new foods that are available here
in Huatulco. A huge plus came in the form of fresh herbs,
which are always available. In Canada (now covered in snow)
herbs are so seasonal it's impossible to create the same dish
every time. Going to market will be a regular adventure, and
an outlet for my creative curiosity. I will say I am a random
cook - some days I do it because I'm hungry and some days it
fills my soul to experiment! Both have had great failures and
successes.
No matter what is available on the outside, for me home is first
and foremost a sanctuary and a place to regenerate my
energies – always included on our wish list. Where we live in
this town has a balance of people, noise, activities, music and
peace. As I write this, we have been here for exactly 8 weeks –
and it IS home. We are thrilled to feel this so soon.
As I continue to compare, it's easy to see so many differences.
The obvious: beach versus mountains, shorts versus long
khaki trousers, outdoors activities against all indoors.
And so many food options - ceviche, chicken, tacos, fajitas or
pork ribs! The variety is extraordinary, and the new adventures
waiting for me continue to multiply. I am often amazed to find
that this small town of less than 25,000 people has so much to
offer visitors and new residents.
Admittedly, there are the naysayers and those who turn tail
when things don't go just their way. It would be impossible for
us to tell you all the reasons why we will never take the option of
running away. I have learned that this town is full of
fascinating people, beautiful and finely created local crafts, big
and small vibrant art and the weather is simply incomparable.
And the music – oh the music – that's for another time!
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Plaza and Hotel Laramar
14 commercial spaces
Center of Santa Cruz
Pre-construction prices available
Custom design to meet your business’ needs

Cell: 958 131 8299
BuildingHuatulco@gmail.com

The Turtles of Escobilla
By Vair Clendenning

M

y wife, Donna, saw an
article on Huatulco - What's
Up about the turtles at
Playa de Escobilla and
decided that we should go
and see them. Playa de Escobilla
Sanctuary is a waterfront sanctuary for sea
turtles about 30 km east of Puerto
Escondido and it is one of the world's major
nesting grounds for the Olive Ridley turtle
(Tortuga golfina).
The article mentioned Oscar Tours
Huatulco, so Donna called Oscar
Velasquez Ramirez at 958-107-5579 and
booked a tour for that day. We were picked
up at 3 pm by Jamie, a most knowledgeable
driver who speaks excellent English, and
the tour was underway. Two quick stops
later and the tour had grown to 6 tourists,
along with Oscar and Jamie.
The drive to Escobilla takes about 1½
hours, but it was a very short drive because
Oscar filled the drive with information
about the turtles and the Sanctuary at
Escobilla.
Thousands of female Olive Ridleys arrive at
Escobilla each month from May to
February, to lay their eggs, with numbers
peaking at night for a period of about a
week around the full moons – a spectacular
phenomenon known as an arribada. To
protect the turtles, there is no general
public access to the beach, and the
Mexican army enforces this. The Mexican
government pays the biologists working at
the Sanctuary, but all the other workers
are volunteers, and it takes hundreds of
volunteers to keep the turtle sanctuary
running.
These turtles are solitary, preferring the
open ocean. They migrate hundreds or even
thousands of miles every year, and come
together as a group only once a year for the
arribada, when females return to the
beaches where they hatched and lumber
onshore, sometimes in the thousands, to
nest.
When we arrived at Escobilla and walked
down to the beach there were hundreds of
turtles, in various stages of laying eggs,
waiting for us. We watched a female digging
a hole for her eggs, using her back flippers
as shovels to remove the sand down to the
level where she felt that the temperature
was right.
Once she reaches the proper depth she
starts dropping her ping-pong-ball-sized
eggs into the hole. The liquid that is released along with the
eggs offers the eggs some protection from predators.
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After dropping all her eggs, the turtle fills the
hole with sand and compacts the sand using
her flippers and rocking her body. Once this
mission is complete, she returns to the sea.
Once we had observed a number of turtles
laying their eggs and had taken hundreds of
pictures, Oscar had a bonus for us. He had
arranged for us to release about 30 newborn
turtles into the ocean. The three ladies were
given the honour of taking the turtles from
the pan they were in and releasing them onto
the sandy beach, and the race to the ocean
was on. There was still a bit of daylight when
we released the turtles and that attracted
seagulls, so the race was over almost before it
started. Oscar, seeing the seagulls, quickly
picked up all the baby turtles and placed
them back in their holding pan, to be
released later when it got dark. After dark the
release went off without a hitch. I have to
point out that the baby turtle that I picked
won the race to the ocean. There was no prize
for winning except the satisfaction that I
picked the winner.
Before releasing the baby turtles, Oscar
showed us how to properly pick up the babies
to protect the umbilical cord on their bellies.
The umbilical cord provides the baby's
nourishment for about 7 days until they find
algae and seaweed to eat.
By now it's almost 7pm and time to start the
1½ hour drive back to Huatulco. On the ride
back, Oscar provided us with his wealth of
knowledge about turtles and the turtle
sanctuary.
-The Olive Ridley turtle is named for the
generally greenish color of its skin and shell.
·-Olive Ridleys are the smallest of the sea
turtles, weighing up to 100 pounds and
reaching only about 2 feet in shell length.
·-Olive Ridleys have nesting sites all over the
world, on tropical and subtropical beaches.
During nesting, they use the wind and the
tide to help them reach the beach.
·-Though the Olive Ridley is widely
considered the most abundant of the marine
turtles, many governments still have
protections for Olive Ridleys, because eggs
are taken and nesting females are
slaughtered for their meat and skin. Fishing
nets also take a large toll, frequently
snagging and drowning these turtles.
Back in Huatulco Donna and I discussed the
value of the tour and we both agreed that it
was one of the most educational and
informative tours we have ever taken. Would
we do it again? In a heart beat! But instead
of doing it again Oscar also offers a tour of a
Coffee Plantation and a tour of the Zapotec ruins at Copalita.
Next stop – the Zapotec ruins. Thanks again, Oscar, for an
excellent tour.

Chiles&Chocolate
Cooking Classes
Huatulco, Oaxaca

The best way to learn about a culture is through its food.
CLASS DESCRIPTIONS
TUESDAY- By the Sea
-Ceviche
-Oven Roasted Shrimp Seasoned
-Baja-style Fish Tacos
-Shrimp Mousse
-Michelada with Clamato
WEDNESDAY- Mama’s Kitchen
-Black Mole- This is the most exquisite and
complicated Mexican salsa.
-Yellow Mole
-served with Rice and Chicken
-Mezcal Margarita
THURSDAY-Fiesta- Perfect recipes for
your next party!
-Poblano and Nopales Empanadas
- Jicama Salad
-Beef Tamales in Corn Husk
-Rum Horchata

Chiles&Chocolate Cooking Classes offer a delicious culinary and
cultural experience that explore a variety of Southern Mexican
cuisine. Our hands-on classes ensure you will leave prepared to
recreate the dishes when you get home.
·
·
·
·
·
·
·
·

Small Groups
Hands-on
Instruction in English
Recipe Manual
Free Gift Bag
Lunch and Drinks Included
All classes start at 9:30am
Transportation Included

Cost: $85 USD per person
Cooking Classes are 3-4 hours
Zimatan, Huatulco

Tel. 958 105 1671 Cel. 958 100 7339
chiles.chocolate@yahoo.com
www.HuatulcoCookingClasses.com
www.huatulco-catering.com

FRIDAY- Street Food- A great intro to
Mexican Food.
-Salsas
-Handmade Tortillas
-2 types of soft tacos fillings
-Sopes
-Tlayudas
-Jamaica Margaritas

WALK DON'T RUN
By Margarita Meyendorff

W

hen I was twelve
years old, I had a
small poster hanging
in my room in Nyack,
NY where I grew up.
It was of a young girl talking to her
horse before a race and the words
underneath were, “I would give
everything I have to be the lucky dog
today.” As a Russian immigrant
child, I had this same yearning for
love, acceptance and approval. For
years, I struggled and fought my way
through life. Failure was not an
option. Life was exhausting.
Almost a half-century later, I brought this same tempestuous
determination to the game of tennis. I was fifty years old when
my husband, Miky, started teaching me to play tennis on the
clay courts of the Williams Lake Resort in Rosendale, NY.
Being the competitive sort, I wanted to play games right away.
Winning was awesome, losing was a disaster. I would have
meltdowns. I would cry, curse, throw the racket, stomp off the
court, and vow that I would never play tennis again. The next
day, it was a reversal: “Let's go.” I would pick up my tennis bag
and we would head off for the courts. Miky had the patience of
a saint.
I began watching the professional tennis tournaments on TV.
Tennis players, like gladiators, face no one but their
opponents, sometimes for hours. Even boxers have their
trainers and masseurs close by, but a professional tennis
player may have no one but a coach sitting in the stands. I was
intrigued and challenged by the physical and mental stamina it
took to play the game. I noticed that often, it was the Russian
players who screamed and threw their rackets when things
were not going their way. Ahhh, that Russian soul! That
Russian emotional high-strung personality - do or die, all or
nothing - so little in between. I understood it. I felt it.
My own Russian competitive spirit spurred me on. Sails
billowing, I hit the tennis courts, laughing, crying, yelling,
fighting. There was no time for loss. I had to win, despite the
fact that when I watched the Open and other high-level
matches, it was the steely, cold, unemotional, steady players
who stayed consistently in the top ten.

Salt Available
at Café Juanita
in Marina Chahue
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Those are the players who know how
to keep their emotions in check and
not let them get in the way of the
present moment. I had much to
learn. Once, I saw an ad in the
Omega Institute brochure in
Rhinebeck, NY, for a workshop called
“The Zen of Tennis.” I laughed.
Meltdown after meltdown, spending a
fortune on lessons, on new rackets
(having broken a few), buying strings
and shoes, I began to notice
improvements in my game. I gained
strength, accuracy, and a knowledge
of the more subtle aspects of tennis the chess of tennis, in which strategy and psychology entered
into playing each stroke. I started to win games, sets and
matches. Miky was no longer allowing me to win and our games
became more competitive. One season, I even joined USTA,
found my ranking and competed in a local tournament. I won
the championship in my division. I was playing well, but I was
not yet relaxed, or confident.
It was during a tennis match when the “Walk Don't Run” street
sign blazed neon in my mind. I stopped. I looked at a tennis ball
in the corner of the court and walked at a deliberate, slow pace
to pick it up. Conscious of my slower pace, I reached the
service line to serve the ball. I relaxed my shoulders, took a
deep breath, and as if for the first time, I tossed the ball up, my
serving arm drawing back behind me in the familiar circular
motion of the serve. The tennis ball spun in the air and dropped
down as the racket made contact in perfect rhythm. In
seconds, I arrived at that moment when energy is effortless and
the mind is at rest. I was floating, dancing tennis, feeling joy.
Relearning to live and love is humbling and yet it can be as
simple as hitting the tennis ball in the racket's sweet spot and
watching it sail for a winner. What I learn on the tennis court, I
try to apply to the pick-up game of life.
And so I play tennis.

Plaza Coyula Local 4
Santa Cruz, Huatulco
(behind Banamex)
Tel: 958 100 9998

Calendar
On the Coast Recurring Events:
English AA, Huatulco
Wednesdays and Fridays 7:15pm- 8:15pm
Calle Flamboyant 310, 2nd floor, La Crucecita,
Info: Wiles b_wiles@yahoo.com
Weekly Markets
Pochutla Market- Every Monday
Huatulco Photo Walks
Crucecita, everyday 4 pm - 5:30 pm
Pochutla Market, Monday 9 am - 2 pm
Kevin Spreitz Gallery, 1104 Calle Bugambilia
Info: huatulcophotowalks@icloud.com
February
Huatulco’s Organic Market
Santa Cruz 8am-2pm
Every Saturday
Blues on the Beach Concert
Sea Soul Beach Club Chahue
Thursday February 14th, 8pm
See page 11
Encuentro de Cocineros - Local cooks gather with
sample dishes to raise money for local charities.
Santa Cruz Park, 2pm - 150 pesos
Sunday, February 24th

Oaxaca City Recurring Events:
Open AA Meetings (English)
Members of all 12 Step Programs Welcome
Mondays and Thursdays 7 pm
Saturdays 9 am
303B Rayon near corner of Fiallo
Al-Anon (English)
Tuesdays 10:30 am
303B Rayon near corner of Fiallo
Religious Services
Holy Trinity Anglican Episcopal Church
Sundays 10:30 am
Crespo 211 (between Morelos and Matamoros)
Liturgy followed by coffee hour. Information 951514-3799
Religious Society of Quaker Friends Meeting,
Saturdays 10 am Free. All are welcome. For more
information and location, contact:
janynelyons@hotmail.com
Weekly Markets
Zaachila Market, Every Thursday
Ocotlán Market, Every Friday
Etla Market, Every Wednesday
Tlacolula Market, Every Sunday
Biking
Oaxaca is More Beautiful on a Bicycle, Wednesday,
Friday, Saturday & Sunday - 9 to 10:30 pm Free,
Meet in front of Santo Domingo Church. Rental
bicycles available at Mundo Ceiba, Quintana Roo
201. You must bring a passport or Oaxacan
credentials. They have tandems, too!
Ethnobotanical Garden Tours in English
Weekly - Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday - 11 am
$100 pesos. Entrance Reforma and Constitutión.
Bridge
Tuesday Bridge Game at Oaxaca Lending Library,
Pino Suarez 519, $20 pesos, no partner necessary,
starting at 1:00PM
Garden Club
Monthly - 1st Wednesday Free
The Oaxaca Garden Club is dedicated to: learning,
sharing and education about gardening, agriculture
and nature, primarily in Oaxaca. To receive the
monthly notices of activities, send an email to
oaxaca.garden.club@gmail.com
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Hiking
(http://www.hoofingitinoaxaca.com/) is a program
of weekly hikes for adventurous gringos who hanker
to explore this part of Mexico on foot. Reservations
required.

