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	2	Introduction
	
Sue	has	had	the	Panama	Canal	on	her	unofficial	bucket	list	for	years.	Doing	a
short	cruise	seems	like	a	good	way	to	try	international	travel	again,	after	our
forced	pause	during	the	pandemic.	We	chose	a	National	Geographic	trip	that
includes	Costa	Rica	because	their	small	ships	carrying	about	100	passengers
worked	well	for	us	on	our	Antarctica	trip.	Like	a	lot	of	adventures,	you	never
know	what	you	may	see	and	do.			



	3	Sunday,	15	January	2023	
		
It	is	cool	in	Miami	-	44	degrees	when	we	check	out.	We	are	very	glad	we	have
our	jackets.	There	are	no	kiosks	at	the	Miami	airport	so	we	have	to	go	to	the
counter	to	check	in.	Luckily,	the	ticket	agent	discovers	that	I	do	not	have	TSA
Precheck	and	Global	Entry	set	up	on	my	ticket.	She	corrects	that	for	me	and
checks	me	back	in.	There	is	a	multitude	of	people	at	the	counter.	I	see	a	man
with	a	high-end	gold	Rolex	not	far	from	a	couple	who	is	backpacking
somewhere.	Sue	suspects	the	backpacker	guy	is	so	short	he	may	be	able	to	share
the	girl’s	jeans.	
		
The	lines	for	security	are	a	mess,	but	we	started	early	enough	to	get	to	the	gate
before	anyone	else.	It	gradually	fills	up	with	seniors	who	are	clearly	joining	our
National	Geographic	cruise	on	the	Quest.	There	is	a	woman	from	National
Geographic	going	around	and	checking	names	off	a	list	on	her	clipboard.	A
short	woman	near	the	front	of	the	chairs	waves	her	over	and	gives	her	name,
announcing	she	is	traveling	alone.	That	seems	a	little	odd,	to	be	so	loud.	When
Nat	Geo	lady	finally	gets	around	to	us	we	ask	if	she	is	escorting	us	to	Costa
Rica.	Nope.	No	need	to	learn	her	name!	
		
A	man	sitting	behind	Sue	stays	busy,	trying	to	hack	up	a	lung.	He	has	no	mask.
There	is	at	least	one	more	large	tour	group	on	the	plane	and	they	are	shouting
and	laughing	like	they	have	been	together	for	days.	Typhoid	Johnny	is	part	of
that	group	and	we	wish	them	well.	
		
The	lady	who	is	traveling	alone	is	seated	by	the	window	in	our	row	and	we
learn	her	name	is	Cindy	Abrams.	She	wears	her	mask	for	the	entire	flight,	which
is	very	uneventful.	I	wear	my	mask,	too.	
		
After	we	get	through	customs	in	San	José	a	person	from	Lindblad	holding	a
large	placard	checks	our	names	off	a	list	on	his	clipboard	and	leads	us	to	a	spot
on	the	sidewalk	where	a	large	group	eventually	gathers.	Our	Lindblad	contact
disappears	without	a	word.	We	chat	with	a	few	people	for	a	while	and	then	start
wondering	what	is	going	on.	We	are	there	for	about	an	hour	and	a	half	before	a
bus	finally	arrives.	A	Lindblad	contact	appears	and	tells	us	there	will	be	a	total
of	three	buses,	but	the	next	two	buses	must	use	the	upper	level	because	they	are
too	tall	to	go	under	the	walkway	above	our	spot.	
		
Our	Lindblad	contact	leads	us	up	a	stairway	to	the	next	level	and	we	wait	for
another	half	hour.	The	Lindblad	guy	has	no	more	information.	Katherine,	who

Saturday,	14	January	2023	
		
Today	feels	leisurely.	We	packed	our	bags	yesterday	and	slipped	our	toiletry
bags	in	the	top	this	morning.	Rico	is	picking	us	up	at	9:00	and	our	flight	is	at
12:35.	This	is	our	first	international	trip	since	the	pandemic.	
		
At	8:45	we	get	a	text	message	from	Richard	Hoffmann.	Martha	had	a	stroke	and
brain	bleed	last	night.	Jim,	Rich	and	Shelby	stayed	overnight	in	the	Emergency
Room.	Dave,	Deb,	and	Margie	are	driving	to	Ankeny.	That	is	all	we	know.	
		
We	decide	to	go	to	Miami	and	watch	for	more	information	from	Rich.
According	to	the	Internet,	someone	with	a	brain	bleed	could	be	in	the	hospital
for	five	to	seven	days.	
		
Our	drive	to	the	airport	is	uneventful.	Although	Judy	Mills	says	he	is	quiet,	Rico
talks	through	the	entire	drive	to	O’Hare.	A	friend	of	Rico’s	was	car	jacked	at
gunpoint	a	couple	of	weeks	ago.	
		
The	plane	ride	is	not	long,	but	cramped.	We	spend	the	time	trying	to	read	while
we	wonder	what	the	extent	of	Martha’s	stroke	may	be	and	how	the	Hoffmann
family	is	doing.	
		
The	airport	in	Miami	is	worse	than	we	remember.	There	is	a	long,	long	walk	to
the	baggage	area	and	then	we	must	double	back	along	the	terminal	to	the	next-
to-last	baggage	carousel.	Once	we	collect	our	bags	we	fumble	around	a	little
before	figuring	out	there	is	a	shuttle	to	the	EVEN	hotel.	
		
Our	shuttle	driver	does	not	speak	English.	He	smiles	a	lot,	but	cannot	do	much
for	us.	A	family	gets	on	and	fills	up	the	luggage	area	and	the	back	of	the	shuttle.
They	speak	Spanish,	though,	so	they	can	get	directions	from	the	driver.	
		
The	EVEN	hotel	is	modern,	clean,	and	close	to	the	airport.	We	have	a	pretty
good	hamburger	in	the	bar/dining	room.	There	are	two	large	groups	in	the	hotel
though	and	they	all	want	cocktails	along	with	dinner.	The	waitress	is	busy	trying
to	hide	from	everybody.	We	sit	at	the	bar	and	the	bartender	scurries	back	and
forth	trying	to	work	the	lines	of	people	as	well	as	the	four	of	us	sitting	at	the	bar.
There	is	a	friendly	man	at	the	end	of	the	bar	who	entertains	us	with	some	stories
about	his	experiences	in	bars	around	the	country.	A	woman	joins	us	and	explains
she	stays	here	on	weekends	so	she	can	work	as	a	ticket	agent	and	maintain	her
flight	benefits.	She	has	never	seen	it	this	busy.



	4	has	been	standing	near	us,	is	not	having	it	and	gives	the	Lindblad	contact	an
earful.	A	second	bus	shows	up	and	several	people	quickly	crowd	around	the
door	and	climb	on.	
		
We	eventually	get	on	the	third	bus.	It	is	nearly	3:00	and	one	of	the	Expedition
Naturalists,	Frank,	hands	out	dried	out	sandwiches	and	fruit	cups	in	medium-
sized	paper	bags	tied	with	twine.	We	are	too	late	to	stop	at	the	coffee	plantation
that	was	promised	in	the	itinerary	so	we	drive	straight	through	to	Puerto
Caldera.	
		
We	pass	through	village	after	village	on	the	way,	every	one	of	them	boasting	a
cell	phone	tower.	Frank	gives	us	little	tidbits	of	information	along	the	way.	One
of	the	tidbits	is	an	explanation	of	the	four	options	for	shore	excursions	on
Tuesday.	We	will	need	to	sign	up	for	one	in	the	morning	and	one	in	the
afternoon.	He	makes	the	rain	forest	hike,	where	there	will	be	untold
opportunities	to	see	monkeys,	toucans	and	macaws,	sound	great.	
		
This	has	not	been	the	start	to	our	expedition	that	we	expected.

We	have	dinner	with	Cindy	(our	companion	on	the	flight,)	an	epidemiologist
and	a	doctor	from	the	CDC,	and	another	couple.	The	doctors	have	several
interesting	stories	from	their	work.	They	retired	before	COVID	occurred	and
they	are	relieved	they	did	not	have	to	deal	with	that	stress.	Our	Expedition
Leader	turns	out	to	be	Miss	Bossy	Flossy,	whose	name	is	Marguerite.	There	are
sign-up	sheets	for	Tuesday’s	excursions	on	clipboards	at	the	back	of	the	lounge
and	the	crowd	is	like	old	ladies	at	the	grocery	store	fighting	for	$0.29	bananas.
Everyone	wants	to	go	on	the	Rain	Forest	Hike.	

Monday,	16	January	2023
		
Overnight,	the	crew	quietly	moves	the	ship	about	seventy	miles	south	to	the
Pacific	side	of	the	Osa	Peninsula.	There	are	new	sign-up	sheets	in	the	lounge
this	morning	and	Miss	Bossy	Flossy	commands	everyone	to	stay	away	from
them	until	she	says	we	can	go	sign	up	again.	She	even	posts	a	staff	member	to
guard	them.	She	explains	that	everyone	can	go	on	a	rain	forest	hike	this
afternoon	so	there	is	no	need	to	rush	and	sign	up	for	a	hike	on	Tuesday.	Then
she	releases	us	to	sign	up	again.	This	time	there	is	a	crowd,	but	without	the
frenzy,	and	the	numbers	are	much	more	balanced	for	the	excursions.
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	6	Rio	AgujitasLittle	Blue	HeronYellow-crowned	Night	HeronBasilisk	Lizard



	7	Spotted	SandpiperGreen	KingfisherFasciated	Tiger	HeronGreen	Iguana



	8	We	have	a	leisurely	sightseeing	ride	to	Río	Agujitas	which	is	a	nice	practice
run	for	getting	on	and	off	the	Zodiacs.	We	see	several	birds	and	iguanas	along
the	river	and	that	is	very	cool.	
		
We	have	lunch	with	Cindy	and	a	couple	from	North	Carolina.	
		
In	the	afternoon,	we	take	the	Zodiacs	to	shore	for	a	hike.	As	explained	by
Miss	Bossy	Flossy,	we	have	a	wet	landing	jumping	off.	We	must	wade
through	knee	deep	waves	and	walk	up	the	sandy	beach.	Most	people	have
brought	an	extra	pair	of	shoes.	The	crew	has	chairs	set	up	to	make	it	easier	to
change	our	footwear.	They	also	have	washcloths	so	we	can	wipe	off	the	sand.	
		
Lunch	is	a	sit-down	meal	that	is	served.	It	would	probably	be	better	to	do	a
buffet	so	we	do	not	feel	guilted	into	eating	everything	on	our	plate.	My	trout
and	Sue’s	quinoa	are	pretty	good.	
		
In	the	afternoon,	we	go	on	a	leisurely	walk	near	the	beach	landing	with	Frank
(naturalist/photographer)	and	Mo	(National	Geographic	photographer.)	Mo
says	about	six	words	in	the	time	we	are	together.	She	points	out	a	row	of	holes
that	are	tiny	crab	nests.	She	spends	most	of	the	time	taking	photos	for	herself.
One	of	the	men	is	wearing	brown	dress	shoes	-	he	must	have	only	brought	two
pair	of	shoes	and	left	the	wet	ones	at	the	beach.	Now,	his	dress	shoes	are
getting	muddy.	Frank	does	a	nice	job	of	telling	stories	along	the	way.	We	see	a
couple	of	lizards	and	some	bugs.	There	is	a	sloth	sleeping	high	in	a	tree,
looking	like	a	big	fur	ball.	
		
The	tide	is	moving	fast	and	there	are	good	sized	waves	on	the	beach	so	getting
on	the	Zodiac	is	a	challenge.	Frank	saves	Sue	from	being	knocked	down	by
the	Zodiac	when	a	wave	pushes	it	up	the	beach.	
		
We	have	dinner	with	the	couple	from	North	Carolina.	They	try	to	travel	twice
a	year,	using	things	like	Rick	Steve’s	travel	tours.	They	lived	in	the	UK	and
backpacked	around	Europe	when	he	was	training	as	a	doctor.	“We	lost	two
years	of	travel	during	the	pandemic.”	
		
For	dinner	we	both	choose	pork	and	it	is	served	with	asparagus.	The	pork	is
tough	and	the	asparagus	is	worse.	It	is	not	worth	eating.
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	10	Jesus	Christ	Lizard	(female)Two-toed	Sloth



	11	Jesus	Christ	Lizard	(male)



	12	The	naturalists	give	a	half-hearted	“recap”	of	the	day.	Frank	talks	about	the
travesty	of	pineapple	farms	in	Costa	Rica	and	how	they	devastate	the	land,
cover	it	with	chemicals	and	attract	poor	workers	from	Honduras	and	El
Salvador.	Costa	Ricans	do	not	want	to	do	that	kind	of	hard	labor.	Another
naturalist	talks	about	the	fault	line	along	the	North	American	Pacific	coast	and
that	most	lava	flows	originate	in	Galápagos.	Fico,	our	guide	from	the	morning
river	boat	ride,	talks	about	Darwin’s	theory	of	evolution	for	the	fittest	and	a
recent	theory	of	sexual	evolution	where	the	most	attractive	of	the	species
survives.	

Tuesday,	17	January	2023	
		
Happy	Birthday	to	Sue!	
		
The	ship	has	moved	inside	the	small	gulf	or	bay	to	Playa	Blanca	on	the
eastern	coast	of	the	Osa	Peninsula.	We	are	up,	showered	and	sitting	in	the
Lounge	at	6:45,	waiting	for	the	start	of	breakfast	at	7:00.	We	are	to	go	ashore
at	7:45	for	a	tour	of	a	gold	panning	operation	and	a	sugar	cane	farm.	
		
We	have	breakfast	with	Cindy	and	Bill,	who	is	the	poor	guy	who	had	to	wear
dress	shoes	on	our	walk	yesterday.	Cindy	is	a	former	IT	Project	Manager,
retired	now,	who	worked	in	the	insurance	industry.	Bill	does	not	say	a	word.	
		
Our	ride	to	shore	is	much	calmer	than	yesterday	afternoon’s.	We	climb	on	a
bus	for	the	hour-long	ride	over	gravel	roads	up	into	the	mountains	to	a	sugar
cane	farm.	It	is	very	interesting.	The	family	has	been	up	since	3:00	to	start	the
juice	from	their	sugar	cane	cooking	so	it	will	be	ready	to	demonstrate	how
they	finish	it.	
		
They	have	a	gigantic	machine	press	to	crush	the	cane	and	squeeze	out	the
juice.	They	cook	the	juice	over	a	fire	made	with	crushed,	dried	cane.	The	ash
from	the	fire	is	used	to	fertilize	everything	on	the	farm.	Once	the	juice	is
rendered	down	to	a	thick	syrup,	they	make	a	variety	of	sugar-based	products
from	candy	to	syrup	that	is	used	for	sweetener.	They	serve	us	tea	and	candy.
The	dark	sugar	is	not	the	same	as	brown	sugar	we	buy	in	the	US,	where	they
add	chemicals.	This	is	pure.	The	family	assures	us	organic,	pure	ingredients
are	why	people	in	this	area	have	life	expectancies	in	the	nineties.	The	parents



	13	



	14	and	two	daughters	are	very	proud	of	the	operation,	as	they	should	be.	
		
We	climb	back	on	the	bus	to	drive	to	a	gold	panning	operation.	Dad,	Mom,
and	daughter	are	dressed	up	in	bright	clothes,	ready	for	us.	Their	son	is	not
around	right	now.	The	government	has	made	gold	operations	illegal	in	the	last
few	years,	but	the	family	can	make	a	living	with	the	tourist	trade.	
		
Dad	leads	us	a	short	distance	to	a	creek	going	down	the	side	of	the	mountain
to	a	spot	where	there	is	a	long	bench	where	we	can	sit.	He	is	wearing	tall
rubber	boots	and	steps	into	the	creek	to	gather	up	some	rocks	and	dam	up	the
stream	around	a	metal	chute	he	has	made	with	a	piece	of	outdoor	carpeting
held	in	place	with	a	grate.	He	grabs	a	shovel	and	fills	the	chute	with	mud	from
the	side	of	the	hill	and	lets	the	creek	wash	the	dirt	out	as	he	tosses	rocks	to	the
side.	He	does	this	over	and	over,	probably	moving	more	than	fifty	pounds	of
dirt	and	rocks,	explaining	what	he	is	doing	all	the	while.	Our	guide	interprets
for	him.	
		
Eventually,	he	pulls	the	chute	out	of	the	creek	and	rolls	up	the	piece	of	carpet
to	put	the	small	bits	of	mud	and	rock	in	his	pan.	He	swirls	it	around	quite	a
while	to	separate	the	dirt	from	tiny	particles	and	eventually	finds	a	small	flake
of	gold.	We	have	been	watching	him	for	close	to	an	hour	and	that	particle	is
worth	about	$8.	Sometimes	he	finds	smaller	pieces,	sometimes	nothing.	This
would	have	been	a	hard	life.	
		
We	are	the	last	bus	to	get	back	to	the	beach	and	everyone	else	is	nearly
finished	with	lunch.	We	manage	to	get	a	pork	sandwich	and	find	one	of	the
few	available	chairs	before	a	group	of	teenagers	start	a	dance	presentation.
They	are	good,	but	they	go	too	long.	There	is	a	sloth	with	a	baby	in	one	of	the
trees	behind	us	and	several	of	the	photographers	in	the	group	step	away	to	get
some	photos	and	then	go	back	to	the	performance.	
		
In	the	afternoon,	we	go	out	to	a	cacao	farm,	which	turns	out	to	be	much	more
than	just	chocolate.	Alex	and	his	family	have	moved	from	cacao	to	bananas	to
vanilla.	They	abandoned	the	bananas	to	the	monkeys.	The	monkeys	were
taking	about	40%	of	the	cacao	crop	before	Alex	added	the	bananas.	
		
Alex,	the	dad,	is	passionate	about	his	crops	and	the	environment.	He	shows	us
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	18	Alex	with	Cacao	PodCacao	Pod	with	Plastic	WrapperDifferent	varieties	of	bananasWhite-faced	Capuchin	Family
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	20	the	evolution	of	a	cacao	pod,	with	the	cacao	butter	inside.	He	point	out	that
pure	cacao	is	very	susceptible	to	cool	temperatures.	It	is	best	not	to	refrigerate
cacao.	Oops	-	we	put	a	pound	of	Fannie	May	chocolates	in	the	freezer	before
we	left	home.			
		
Cacao	(unprocessed	chocolate)	is	very	pliable	in	the	first	few	hours	but
solidifies	overnight.	Most	quality	chocolate	is	at	least	seventy	percent	cocoa
(processed.)	Most	of	Alex’s	cocoa	goes	to	Switzerland	or	Belgium.	Hershey’s
and	Nestle	add	milk	and	sugar	for	their	products	and	Alex	sneers	when	he
describes	them.	Lindt	is	a	high-quality	chocolate.	
		
We	get	back	to	the	ship	and	have	time	to	sit	in	the	lounge	for	a	bit	with	Cindy
before	dinner.	Cindy	asks	for	a	half	portion	at	dinner	and	Sue	does	the	same.
It	is	lamb,	still	on	the	ribs.	It	tastes	good,	but	is	very	hard	to	cut	off	the	bone.
At	the	end	of	the	meal,	the	manager	comes	out	and	announces	two	birthdays.
Our	waitress	brings	Sue	a	chocolate	layer	cake	and	everyone	sings.	Sue	is
stunned	because	no	one	asked	our	names	when	we	sat	down.	We	finally	recall
that	the	purser	took	everyone’s	passport	as	we	got	on	the	ship,	which	included
our	birthdays.	

Wednesday,	18	January	2023	
		
We	have	a	relatively	small	breakfast	before	taking	the	Zodiacs	to	the	beach	for
a	walk	through	the	rain	forest.	We	carry	our	rain	jackets	in	our	backpack	along
with	our	new	National	Geographic	water	bottles.	It	is	a	rain	forest,	after	all,	so
rain	is	likely.	
		
According	to	the	excursion	write	up,	there	will	be	breathtaking	views	of	fauna
and	multitudes	of	birds	and	monkeys.	In	fact,	it	is	muddy	with	lots	of	slick
leaves	hiding	large	rocks	on	the	trail	so	there	are	thousands	of	opportunities	to
twist	an	ankle.	
		
Birds	and	monkeys	chatter	all	along	the	trail,	hidden	in	the	dense	tree	canopy.
Our	naturalist	stops	every	twenty	feet	to	tell	us	what	bird	calls	we	are	hearing,
but	not	seeing.	Layering	disgust	onto	discomfort,	a	woman	in	the	group	who
is	sneezing	and	coughing	and	sweating	like	a	construction	worker	in	the
tropics	keeps	talking	over	the	naturalist.		Of	course,	she	has	to	pull	her	mask

Caiman



	21	White-faced	CapuchinHowler	MonkeyGreat	CurassowOldsters	in	Sunbonnets



	22	down	to	help	us	all	understand	her	as	she	says	she	is	feeling	much	better
today.	
		
We	do	not	need	to	do	another	rain	forest	walk.	Toping	it	off,	Typhoid	Mary	is
on	our	Zodiac	for	the	ride	back	to	the	Orion.	It	has	not	rained	and	we	did	not
drink	much	water	so	we	hauled	a	bunch	of	stuff	through	the	rain	forest	for	no
benefit.	The	one	thing	we	appreciate	is	the	large	Ziplock	bags	we	have	for	our
shoes	to	keep	the	mud	contained	for	our	short	ride	to	the	ship.	
		
In	the	afternoon,	we	go	to	what	may	be	one	of	the	most	boring	lectures	on	the
history	of	Costa	Rica	ever.	A	good	portion	of	the	audience	did	not	stay	awake
for	it.	
		
The	late	day	Zodiac	ride	is	worthwhile.	There	is	an	English	fellow	on	our
cruise	who	comes	along	with	us	on	this	ride.	He	has	brought	a	small	camera
case	that	may	be	from	the	1980s	and	a	paper	bag	with	handles,	telling	all	of	us
“not	waterproof.”	
		
We	see	a	troop	of	howler	monkeys	and	some	white-faced	capuchin	monkeys.
There	are	a	couple	of	macaws	flying	about	half	a	mile	above	us.	I	hope	we	get
a	chance	to	get	closer	than	that	on	one	of	the	upcoming	excursions.	
		
We	get	back	to	the	ship	around	4:30	and	Sue	feels	tired	so	she	lies	down	to
rest.	I	go	down	and	check	on	Sue	around	5:40	and	she	gets	up	to	go	to	the
lounge	for	the	cocktail	hour	and	daily	recap.	She	still	feels	tired	though,	so	she
does	not	go	to	dinner.	Cindy	speculates	that	Sue	is	dehydrated.	Cindy	had	a
similar	problem	a	few	years	ago.	
		
I	have	dinner	with	Cindy	as	well	as	Bill	and	Martha.	Bill	is	the	guy	who	wore
dress	shoes	on	the	first	hike.	Bill	and	Martha	are	on	their	second	marriage	and
have	children	from	their	first	marriages.	Bill	is	very	well	traveled	-	he	has
been	to	Africa	about	five	times.	They	are	very	interested	in	Cindy’s	and	my
experiences	traveling	to	places	like	the	Great	Barrier	Reef	and	Antarctica.	Bill
is	a	photographer,	too.	
		
Sue	is	asleep	when	I	come	down	from	dinner.



	23	Thursday,	19	January	2023	
		
Sue	feels	better	this	morning.	She	has	cold	symptoms,	but	much	more	energy.
I	am	encouraged	because	she	wants	coffee.	We	go	to	breakfast	and	meet
Cindy	there.	She	is	very	solicitous	about	Sue,	but	a	little	concerned	when	Sue
says	she	feels	like	she	has	a	cold.	Cindy	asks	if	we	have	done	a	COVID	test.
Of	course,	that	had	not	occurred	to	us.	I’m	thinking	Sue	is	feeling	better
because	I	pushed	her	to	drink	water	last	night	and	she	has	recovered	from	her
dehydration.	
		
We	do	a	test	when	we	get	back	to	the	room,	just	to	be	sure.	That	darn	second
line	on	the	test	is	black	as	night	within	a	couple	of	minutes.	I	leave	a	message
for	the	doctor	and	he	drops	by	a	few	minutes	later.	When	we	tell	him,	Dr.
Larry	backs	out	of	the	cabin	and	talks	to	us	from	the	hall.	We	must	quarantine
in	our	cabin.	Although	I	have	no	symptoms,	there	are	no	spare	cabins	where	I
can	move.	He	will	come	back	in	a	bit	to	do	a	COVID	test	to	see	the	result
himself.	He	must	check	on	the	protocols	for	Panama,	which	are	very
restrictive.	
		
Dr.	Larry	comes	back	to	check	Sue’s	vitals	and	is	impressed	with	her	cataract
lenses.	He	declares	everything	seems	typical	for	COVID	and	that	Sue	should
continue	taking	cold	tables	and	Ibuprofen	according	to	her	comfort	level.	He
takes	a	swab	to	do	an	antigen	test.	If	it	is	positive,	they	will	do	a	confirming
PCR	test.	He	assumes	that	one	will	be	positive,	too.	We	are	both	required	to
stay	in	our	cabin	while	we	are	in	Panamanian	waters.	We	spend	the	rest	of	the
morning	reading	a	library	book	on	our	iPads	and	watching	an	occasional
Zodiac	going	over	or	returning	from	shore.	
		
The	purser	calls	about	our	lunch,	which	has	become	a	highlight	of	the	day.	I
am	reading	a	Smithsonian	magazine	that	we	brought.	It	is	amazing	how
interesting	Smithsonian	can	be	when	you	have	nothing	else	to	do.	
		
Our	main	entertainment	in	the	afternoon	is	watching	the	crew	return	from
shore	with	the	kayaks	and	paddle	boards.	I	call	for	dinner	around	7:45	and	it
shows	up	about	8:00.	Red	snapper	for	both	of	us.	
		
I	contact	Dr.	Larry	around	8:45	so	we	can	get	some	Paxlovid	for	Sue.	Dr.



	24	Larry	thinks	a	course	of	Paxlovid	will	bring	down	Sue’s	virus	so	she	does	not
spread	it	in	the	room	and	will	likely	help	her	test	negative	at	the	end	of	the
quarantine	period.	Coincidentally,	that	is	about	the	time	we	will	be	getting
back	to	Costa	Rica	and	can	probably	get	off	to	go	to	an	air	strip	(not	an
airport)	to	get	a	small	plane	to	San	José	and	on	to	Miami.	That	probably
assumes	that	they	do	not	test	me.	Could	it	be	a	blessing	that	we	booked	the
extension?	We	may	have	enough	medications	to	last	through	the	trip.	

Friday,	20	January	2023	
		
The	excitement	of	the	morning	is	a	flock	of	seagulls	gliding	alongside	the
ship.	They	entertain	us	diving	into	the	water	to	grab	something	and	then	go
back	up	to	float	along	with	us.	We	still	have	no	cell	signal,	so	we	cannot
communicate	with	anyone	at	home.	
		
I	call	and	ask	the	purser	to	bring	down	cappuccinos	for	us	around	7:00	AM.
That	was	a	mistake.	At	8:00	I	call	again	and	ask	for	coffee,	thinking	it	will	be
quicker.	A	few	minutes	later	a	young	woman	drops	off	a	tray	with	some
yogurt	cups	and	bite	size	muffins	and	apologizes	for	forgetting	to	bring	the
cappuccinos	earlier.	
		
Cindy	calls	about	11:00	to	check	on	us.	She	offers	to	AirDrop	a	video	Fico
made	while	everyone	was	snorkeling	yesterday.	We	also	get	to	order
something	for	brunch.	Everyone	on	board	is	a	little	bored	today	because	we
are	sailing	to	the	entrance	of	the	canal.	According	to	Cindy,	we	need	to	be	in
position	by	3:00	to	join	the	queue	of	ships	going	through	the	canal.	I	may
have	to	read	a	book	on	my	iPad	Kindle	app	a	second	time.	
		
We	pass	a	small	island	(islet?)	with	a	metal	structure	that	looks	like	a	viewing
stand.	One	of	the	naturalists	comes	on	the	PA	to	explain	the	structure	is	a
lighthouse	and	signals	the	beginning	of	a	series	of	very	small	islands	in	the
Panama	Bay,	so	we	are	approaching	the	canal	area.	He	goes	off	on	a
description	of	the	fault	line	that	created	Central	America	that	we	are	not
interested	in,	even	in	our	most	extreme	quarantine	boredom.	Seagulls	and
pelicans	are	exciting,	by	comparison.	
		
Our	view	of	the	canal	seems	OK	from	our	two	cabin	portholes.	There	are	two
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	27	locomotives	with	cables	to	the	port	side	of	the	Quest.	There	may	be	two	on	the
other	side	as	well.	They	seem	to	be	keeping	us	in	the	center	of	the	canal.
There	are	big	freighters	going	the	opposite	direction	on	the	canal	next	to	ours.
When	we	are	positioned	in	a	lock	chamber	and	the	freighter	is	positioned
opposite	us,	the	water	is	pumped	from	that	side	into	ours	so	we	rise	as	they	are
lowered.	We	cannot	see	the	lock	gates	themselves	until	we	pass	through	them.
I	hope	we	can	see	almost	as	much	as	the	people	on	the	bow	and	the
observation	deck.	

Saturday,	21	January	2023	
		
Overnight,	we	cruised	the	length	of	the	lake	in	the	middle	of	Panama.	There	is
a	small	dock	here,	where	the	Zodiacs	can	pull	in	for	a	dry	landing.	Of	course,
we	can	only	watch	from	our	two	portholes.	The	portholes	are	drenched	in	tiny
droplets	today,	suggesting	it	is	very	humid.	When	Marguerite	calls	for	people
going	on	the	excursion,	she	suggests	people	take	bug	spray	and	wear	socks
that	can	be	pulled	up	over	long	pants	legs.	I	wonder	what	adventures	we	are
missing.	
		
We	have	pretty	good	cell	phone	coverage	here	so	we	can	send	messages	and
even	check	the	news.	We	have	been	cut	off	for	the	last	two	days,	while	we
were	at	sea.	We	have	a	few	texts	from	Rich	Hoffmann	with	encouraging	news
about	Martha.	They	believe	she	may	be	able	to	go	home	in	another	day	or
two.	Luckily,	we	can	download	library	books	to	our	iPads.	Unfortunately,
there	is	very	little	news	reported	on	Saturday.	We	have	read	all	the	articles	in
the	Smithsonian	magazine	we	brought	along	and	I’m	thinking	about	reading
all	the	ads.	

Sunday,	22	January	2023	
		
Today	is	disembarkation	day.	The	crew	is	scurrying	around	collecting	bags
from	the	hallways	and	getting	breakfast.	We	are	surprised	to	get	a	call	from
one	of	the	crew	asking	if	we	would	like	coffee	and	breakfast.	They	bring	us
cappuccinos	even	though	we	asked	for	plain	coffee.	
		
Our	entertainment	this	morning	is	the	exodus	of	passengers	to	three	large
buses.	The	masseuse	must	be	leaving	the	ship	today.	She	is	frantically
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	31	scooping	things	in	her	bag,	looking	for	something.	She	gives	up	after	about
fifteen	minutes	of	searching	and	goes	to	get	on	the	bus.	
		
One	of	the	women	who	has	been	bringing	us	food	knocks	on	the	door	to	ask	if
we	are	staying	on	board.	Not	everyone	has	gotten	the	word	about	what	is
going	on	with	our	quarantine.	
		
Once	the	buses	are	on	their	way	a	large	box	truck	pulls	up.	The	hotel	manager
announces	everyone	should	go	out	on	the	dock	to	help	with	stores,	they	are	an
hour	behind	schedule.	Soon,	a	bunch	of	people	line	up	along	tables	to	pass
boxes	of	food	and	supplies	up	to	the	ship.	They	leave	a	big	pile	of	cartons	on
the	dock	for	a	couple	of	guys	to	gather	up.	
		
In	a	while,	another	truck	arrives	with	more	supplies,	a	truck	drops	off	four
barrels	of	15w-40	oil,	and	an	open	truck	pulls	in	to	collect	garbage.	Not	just
the	cardboard,	but	all	the	garbage	collected	from	the	kitchen	and	cabins	over
the	last	week.	
		
There	are	people	scurrying	around	vacuuming,	changing	linens,	and	who
knows	what	else.	About	12:30	a	woman	comes	on	the	PA	to	announce	the
crew’s	lunch	is	ready	although	it	is	hard	to	recognize	it	in	the	flood	of	curses.
We	call	and	ask	and	our	own	lunch	is	delivered	around	1:30.	It	is	fried	chicken
and	tastes	unusually	good.	
		
There	is	a	changeover	of	some	crew	members	mid-afternoon.	The	new	guests
start	arriving	around	5:00.	We	are	smug	about	not	having	to	go	to	the
mandatory	safety	drill.	
		
It	turns	out,	the	south	side	of	the	canal	looks	a	lot	like	the	north	side.	We	are
through	the	first	set	of	locks	and	in	Lage	Gatún	about	10:00.	

Monday,	23	January	2023	
		
Rachel,	the	steward	on	this	cruise,	knocks	on	our	door	about	7:00	with
breakfast	-	pancakes,	scrambled	eggs,	bacon,	sausage,	grilled	vegetables,	fruit,
and	orange	juice.	She	is	bubbly	and	excited	to	bring	us	things.	She	has	a	tiny
carafe	of	coffee,	too.



	32	Rachel	offers	to	bring	a	change	of	towels.	We	are	getting	tired	of	the	old	ones
so	we	take	her	up	on	that.	
		
Cindy	sent	an	email	around	2:00	AM	telling	us	she	arrived	home	and	did	a
COVID	test.	She	has	COVID	and	she	must	quarantine	for	10	days	according
to	the	rules	at	her	housing	complex.	Sue	feels	like	Typhoid	Sue,	now.	
		
Margie	lets	us	know	she	is	going	back	to	Ankeny	with	Dave	and	family	on
Friday.	Martha	was	able	to	squeeze	their	hands	in	response	to	questions.	We
will	try	to	go	on	Saturday,	assuming	we	are	back	by	then.	Sarah	and	Jess	may
try	to	go,	too.	
		
The	ship	is	anchored	in	the	same	spot	where	we	stopped	on	the	east-bound
journey	through	the	canal.	Today	we	happen	to	be	facing	Lake	Gatún	rather
than	the	shore	and	enjoy	a	parade	of	freighters	and	tankers.	It	is	much	more
entertaining	than	the	empty	dock	where	the	Zodiacs	have	dropped	off	guests
who	are	going	hiking.	
		
In	the	afternoon	the	Excursion	“Assistant	Leader,”	Tony,	comes	by	to	check
on	us.	He	is	going	to	start	working	on	our	travel	arrangements	soon.	Sue	tells
him	how	impressed	we	are	with	Rachel’s	attention	to	us.	She	has	been	doing	a
great	job	for	us	and	is	a	cheerful	part	of	our	boring	days.	
		
The	ship	starts	moving	toward	the	locks	in	time	to	see	a	little	of	the	process
before	it	is	totally	dark.	There	are	lights	along	the	canal,	but	our	windows	are
tinted	so	we	cannot	see	much.	We	download	a	couple	more	library	books	so
we	can	pass	the	time	for	a	couple	of	days	at	sea.	
		
A	text	message	from	Rich	tells	us	that	Martha	passed	away	in	the	afternoon.
We	are	too	sad	for	words.	

Tuesday,	24	January	2023	
		
Today	was	supposed	to	be	the	end	of	the	original	extension	in	Colón	and	our
day	to	fly	home.	We	have	been	getting	lots	of	reminders	to	check	in	for	our
flights.	Apparently,	Tony	did	not	start	working	on	setting	up	our	return	flights
through	the	Lindblad	Flight	Reservations	people	until	about	6:00,	which	is
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	34	also	the	time	the	public	desk	closes.	We	have	no	cell	phone	coverage	out	here
so	we	cannot	check	on	anything	without	his	help	and	some	sort	of	special
communications	equipment.	Even	the	ship	WiFi	service	is	unavailable.	
		
Rachel	appears	with	breakfast	promptly	at	7:30.	Today	it	is	a	frittata,	which	is
a	quiche	without	crust.	Ummm,	good.	We	are	starting	to	hate	scrambled	eggs.	
		
We	have	a	new	doctor	for	this	cruise	and	she	is	almost	as	cheerful	as	Rachel.
She	bounces	in	to	give	Sue	another	COVID	test.	She	volunteers	with	Special
Olympics	to	do	health	exams	to	clear	athletes	for	competition	in	Colorado.
Today’s	test	is	positive,	but	the	line	is	very	faint.	She	thinks	it	will	probably	be
negative	tomorrow.	If	so,	that	will	be	our	seventh	day	of	quarantine	and	the
last	according	to	Panamanian	rules.	Tomorrow	night	we	will	be	in	Costa	Rica
so	we	may	be	able	to	go	out	into	the	ship.	She	has	also	heard	that	Tony	has	the
first	two	legs	of	our	journey	home	set	up,	to	get	us	to	Miami	sometime
Thursday	night.	He	is	still	working	on	the	final	leg	and	will	probably	wait	to
tell	us	the	plan	when	he	has	everything	organized.	
		
Tony	calls	to	tell	us	he	has	the	plans	in	place	for	us	to	get	off	at	Golfito,	the
first	stop	in	Costa	Rica,	on	Thursday.	We	will	fly	in	a	small	plane	to	San	José
and	go	on	from	there	to	Miami.	He	is	still	working	on	the	flight	from	Miami
to	Chicago.	
		
We	stop	at	Iguana	Island	in	the	afternoon	so	the	guests	can	walk	around	the
tiny	patch	of	dirt	and	go	snorkeling.	The	water	is	so	shallow	here	the	Quest
must	anchor	a	long	way	from	the	island	and	we	cannot	see	any	walkers	or	the
Zodiacs	waiting	on	the	shore.	
		
Rachel	is	bubbly	again,	when	she	brings	dinner.	She	loves	life	more	than
most.	

Wednesday,	25	January	2023	
		
Rachel	knocks	on	our	door	at	7:00	with	an	early	breakfast.	The	guests	are
going	ashore	on	Isla	Coiba	for	snorkeling	and	hiking	at	8:00.	The	doctor
appears	at	7:30	with	two	COVID	tests.	The	captain	has	agreed	that	we	can
come	out	of	our	cabin	if	we	both	test	negative	today.	Panamanian	rules	require

Frigatebird



	35	a	seven-day	quarantine	and	this	is	day	seven.	This	is	his	ship	and	the	captain
can	decide	if	we	can	be	released	on	the	seventh	day	or	after	seven	days.	We
watch	together	for	a	couple	of	minutes	and	the	doctor	says	she	will	come	back
in	about	15	minutes.	
		
Both	COVID	tests	are	clear!		The	doctor	takes	a	picture	to	send	to	the	captain
and	Marguerite	and	will	confirm	that	we	are	released	when	she	knows.	The
staff	is	going	to	set	up	a	special	table	for	us	in	the	dining	room.	While	we	are
no	longer	quarantined,	there	is	no	point	in	spewing	virus	on	people.	The
doctor	says	“shed	virus,”	but	we	know	what	they	are	thinking.	
		
The	morning	seems	to	drag	along	at	half	speed;	maybe	even	quarter	speed.
There	is	no	cell	phone	service	here.	We	drink	coffee	and	read.	We	have	not
read	the	ads	in	the	Smithsonian	magazine	yet,	but	we	are	close.	It	will	be	good
to	throw	that	darn	magazine	out.	Thank	the	Lord	for	downloadable	library
books	and	make	a	note	-	allow	for	more	than	one	extra	day	of	underwear.	
		
About	10:00,	Tony	appears	at	our	door	and	tells	us	we	are	released.	We	must
wear	KN-95	masks	outside	our	cabin,	but	we	can	join	in	the	activities	and	we
can	have	meals	in	the	dining	room	or	lounge.	
		
Tony	also	explains	our	choice	for	a	return.	We	can	pay	for	a	private	plane	to
take	us	from	Golfito	to	San	José	-	we	will	have	to	stay	overnight	in	Golfito	so
the	plane	can	be	brought	in.	We	will	catch	a	plane	to	Miami	on	Friday	and
then	we	may	have	to	stay	overnight	there	before	traveling	on	to	Chicago.	The
plane	will	cost	$2,000	and	he	has	no	estimate	for	the	hotels.	The	other	option
is	to	stay	on	the	ship	until	Sunday	when	everyone	will	be	transferred	to	the
airport	to	fly	to	Miami	or	Atlanta.	
		
We	decide	to	stay	on	board	and	go	with	the	normal	transfers.	The	expedited
plan	is	much	more	complicated	and	gets	us	home	just	one	day	sooner.	Tony
will	let	us	know	what	he	finds	out	about	flights	after	emailing	the	land
transportation	people.	
		
We	are	free	to	roam	the	ship!	
		
Several	guests	go	ashore	for	swimming,	paddle	boarding,	kayaking,	etc.	We



	36	wander	the	ship,	enjoying	our	new	freedom.	I	go	up	to	the	bridge	and	get	a
short	overview	of	the	radar,	sonar,	GPS,	rudder,	and	an	autopilot	for	the	ship.
The	captain	tells	me	a	change	in	course	can	be	done	with	one	finger.	There	is	a
motion	detector	on	the	bridge	to	be	sure	there	is	always	something	moving.	If
no	motion	is	detected	for	twelve	minutes,	it	will	sound	an	alarm	on	the	bridge,
and	then	in	his	cabin	and	then	through	the	ship.	I	guess	that	is	to	make	sure	no
one	falls	asleep	at	the	helm.	

Thursday,	26	January	2023	
		
The	journey	over	night	was	noticeably	rocky.	We	have	not	had	much	need	for
Dramamine	along	the	way.	It	was	not	bad,	but	enough	to	keep	us	from
sleeping	peacefully.	
		
We	have	a	leisurely	start	this	morning.	We	are	in	Golfito,	Costa	Rica,	where
we	were	last	able	to	go	ashore	on	the	southbound	journey.	Tony	tells	us	we
can	join	the	shore	excursions	so	we	are	going	on	the	second	shift	of	Zodiac
rides.	There	is	cell	phone	coverage	here	so	we	can	send	notes	to	the	girls	and
let	Rico	know	what	is	going	on.	Hopefully,	he	will	be	able	to	pick	us	up
whenever	we	get	home.	Tony	will	be	working	on	our	travel	plans	today.	
		
We	have	docked	to	take	on	fresh	water	and	offload	“gray”	water.	There	are
two	large	yachts	in	the	bay.	Sue	and	I	wonder	if	they	are	owned	by	Russian
oligarchs.	There	is	a	fishing	guide	boat	pulled	up	at	one	of	them.	There	are	a
couple	of	motley	birds	sitting	on	the	electric	lines	nearby,	waiting	for	someone
on	the	observation	deck	to	drop	some	crumbs.	
		
We	go	on	a	Zodiac	ride	with	Frank	this	morning.	Frank	is	wearing	on	us.	He
has	crossed	the	line	for	being	too	impressed	with	himself.	Our	Zodiac	driver	is
quietly	telling	him	in	Spanish	to	look	here	or	there	for	birds.	A	woman	at	the
bow	asks	about	several	things	she	sees	along	the	way	-	herons,	etc.	-	and	he
flips	his	long	pony	tail	and	says,	“I	can’t	hear	you.”		She	sees	something	white
hanging	from	a	tree	limb	over	the	water	and	asks	what	that	could	be	and	he
says,	“trash.”		At	one	point	our	driver	quietly	points	something	out	and	Frank
says,	“I	found	a	flock	of	birds	for	you	on	that	rock	straight	ahead.”	Sue	is
sitting	next	to	the	driver	and	says,	“You	found	those	birds.”	He	smiles.
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	40	We	have	lunch	on	the	ship	and	several	of	the	wait	staff	welcome	us	back.
Diamond,	who	is	on	her	first	cruise	with	National	Geographic,	is	bouncing
around,	happy	to	serve	us.	Rachel	whizzes	by	a	couple	times	and	greets	us.	
		
We	go	on	a	hike	around	the	property	of	an	American	rancher	that	is	preserved
for	the	tourist	trade.	It	is	next	to	a	national	forest	so	there	is	a	lot	of	wildlife.
He	bought	it	decades	ago	because	it	was	so	beautiful	and	his	sons	operate	it
now.	We	did	the	medium	length	hike	in	this	forest	before	going	into
quarantine	and	it	just	about	did	us	in.	Today	we	decide	to	stay	close	to	the
premises	for	bird	photography.	
		
Fernando	is	our	guide	-	he	loves	birding.	He	has	a	Merlin	Bird	identification
app	on	his	phone	to	call	up	almost	any	bird	in	the	world	and	play	its	whistle	to
bring	it	closer.	He	can	also	use	Merlin	to	identify	a	bird	from	a	picture	or	by
describing	it.	He	spends	much	of	our	time	standing,	just	listening	to	the
different	bird	calls.	
		
We	eventually	come	up	on	another	group	that	has	found	a	toucan,	far	off	in
the	distance.	Their	guide	has	lined	up	in	his	spotting	scope	and	is	taking
photos	through	it	using	peoples’	cell	phones.	The	toucan	is	behind	some
leaves	and	we	have	trouble	seeing	it	without	the	scope.	
		
We	started	with	eight	and	people	gradually	slip	away	from	Fernando	to	join
other	groups	until	the	only	ones	left	are	the	ship’s	doctor,	Sue,	and	me.
Fernando	is	enthralled	with	all	the	bird	calls	around	us.	Someone	walking
back	to	the	beach	stops	and	asks	how	our	afternoon	has	gone	and	Fernando
says,	“Bad.	We	have	not	seen	much.”	The	guest	points	and	tells	us	the	group
up	ahead	has	found	two	macaws.	We	rush	on	to	see	them.	
		
A	half	dozen	people	are	standing	near	a	fence,	looking	up	into	the	trees	with
one	of	the	naturalists.	One	of	the	women	at	the	back	of	the	group	notices	us
walk	up	and	tries	to	be	helpful.	“Can	you	see	it?	Look	at	that	tree.”	She	points
to	the	forest.	“Now,	do	you	see	a	branch	with	three	limbs?	Look	past	that	at
the	tree	in	the	distance	and	you	can	see	its	red	head	peeking	through.”	
		
No	help	at	all.

Scarlet	MacawScarlet	Macaw
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	42	Fernando	spots	it	and	helps	us	find	it.	It	is	a	scarlet	macaw.	He	says	they	pair
up	and	stay	together	for	life,	which	is	around	70	to	80	years	in	the	wild	and
over	90	years	in	captivity.	I	manage	to	get	a	good	picture,	which	makes	my
day.	Now,	I	have	pictures	of	lizards,	three	species	of	monkeys,	and	lots	of
birds.	
		
Friday,	27	January	2023	
		
Marguerite	says	today	is	a	cultural	day.	Today	there	are	excursions	to	a	gold
mining	operation	and	sugar	cane	plantation,	a	cacao	plantation,	heart	of	palms
plantation	and	rain	forest	hikes.	We	have	signed	up	to	go	on	the	“Heart	of
Palms”	excursion	and	the	rain	forest	hike.	
		
The	water	is	as	smooth	as	glass	for	the	Zodiac	ride	to	shore.	We	change	out	of
our	water-ready	sandals	and	get	into	our	hiking	shoes.	The	palm	farm	is	only
fifteen	minutes	away.	There	is	an	older	couple	with	us	and	they	are	a
spectacle.	She	is	a	flower	child,	wearing	a	flowing	floral	print	dress,	big
dangly	earrings,	and	flip	flops.	At	about	70,	she	should	not	be	flaunting	“it.”
Her	companion/husband	looks	like	a	surfer	dude	about	her	age,	with	white
hair	down	to	his	shoulders.	If	they	are	married,	it	must	be	a	second	(or	third)
marriage.	Surfer	Dude	cannot	keep	his	hands	off	her.	
		
We	walk	across	a	small	wooden	bridge	with	a	few	extra	boards	thrown	on	the
decking	to	cover	up	some	holes.	Miss	Flaunt	It	manages	to	get	across	without
tripping.	We	get	settled	on	benches	under	a	tin	awning	and	a	young	woman
starts	to	give	us	some	history	of	the	family	who	owns	the	farm.	One	of	our
naturalists	interrupts	her	to	say	there	is	a	toucan	sitting	in	a	tree	behind	us.	Of
course,	everyone	wants	to	step	out	and	photograph	it.	What	a	colorful	beak!	
		
We	get	back	into	the	story	and	the	young	woman	tells	us	a	heart	wrenching
story	of	how	the	family	nearly	lost	its	five-hectare	farm	because	people	on	the
west	side	of	Costa	Rica	do	not	use	heart	of	palm.	It	is	only	farmed	on	the	east
side	of	Costa	Rica.	Eida,	the	wife,	did	all	the	work	of	harvesting	while	her
husband	hauled	the	fruit	to	the	village	and	marketed	it.	Their	first	crop	was
spoiled	because	no	one	knew	how	to	ship	it	to	the	east	coast.	They	eventually
gave	it	away	to	attract	interest	from	people	on	the	west	coast.	Eventually,
locals	started	buying	some	and	the	family	scraped	together	enough	money	to

Yellow-throated	ToucanWhite-crowned	Parrot
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	44	save	three	hectares	of	land.	
		
Eida	shows	us	how	to	chop	out	the	fronds	and	salvage	about	two	feet	of	stalk
and	peel	off	the	outer	rind.	She	and	a	co-worker	can	each	harvest	about	1,000
palms	per	day.	They	harvest	all	year	except	when	it	is	raining.	The	center	of
the	palm	is	crisp	and	juicy	(60%	water).	Heart	of	palm	is	usually	shipped	in
oil	to	preserve	it.	Fresh	is	much	better,	although	the	flavor	is	bland.	
		
We	walk	on	to	another	shelter,	where	Eida’s	husband	is	making	empanadas
and	ceviche	with	tostones,	using	heart	of	palm	as	the	filling.	There	is	plenty	of
lemonade,	too.	
		
We	meet	a	nice	woman	who	is	helping	her	parents	around.	The	woman	is	a
lawyer,	working	in	the	immigration	department	of	the	federal	government.
Her	mother	is	82	and	still	working	as	a	pediatrician.	Her	father	is	retired.	Her
mother	is	talking	to	a	short,	lump	of	a	woman,	who	is	also	82	and	a
pediatrician.	This	second	doctor	has	published	a	couple	of	books	on	her
research.	Here	is	proof	that	you	cannot	judge	a	book	by	its	cover.	
		
There	are	a	handful	of	people	in	this	group	who	cannot	stop	checking	every
bird	in	the	area.	One	man	has	a	big	lens	on	his	camera	and	Swarovski
binoculars.	When	the	guides	are	trying	to	set	up	spotting	scopes	to	see	the
birds,	he	steps	in	front	of	them	and	blocks	the	view.	One	woman	almost
climbs	the	trees	to	get	a	closer	look.	
		
Eventually,	we	wander	back	to	the	bus	and	we	are	the	first	to	get	back	for
lunch	on	the	beach.	There	is	a	sloth	up	in	a	tree	near	the	beach	that	attracts	a
lot	of	attention.	It	is	probably	the	same	one	we	saw	last	week,	with	a	baby.	We
cannot	see	the	baby	though.	
		
Lunch	on	the	beach	is	much	like	last	week,	hamburgers	or	pulled	pork.	We
talk	with	a	couple	who	found	out	about	the	expedition	through	a	scientific
group.	They	are	geology	professors	from	Beloit	College.	They	have	traveled
quite	a	lot,	mainly	to	the	South	Pacific	to	see	volcanic	rock	formations.	
		
We	ask	Marguerite	if	we	can	opt	out	of	the	afternoon	hike	and	go	on	the
Cacao	Farm	tour.	Tony	finesses	things	so	we	can.	The	morning	group	has
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	47	really	talked	it	up,	so	there	is	a	lot	of	demand	for	it	now.	
		
We	manage	to	walk	through	the	gardens	with	Alex	again.	Today’s	tour	is
much	different	from	the	one	last	week.	He	knows	the	history	of	just	about
every	plant	in	the	gardens.	I	think	he	said	he	has	about	five	hectares.	
		
Alex	shows	us	how	he	must	pollinate	his	vanilla	plants	by	hand.	The	native
plants	grow	up	over	twenty-meter-tall	trees	and	are	typically	pollinated	by
bats	and	butterflies.	He	cannot	harvest	the	vanilla	when	they	are	growing	up
over	trees	though,	so	he	has	them	growing	over	bushes	about	two	meters	high.
Alex	and	one	of	his	workers	can	pollinate	about	800	pods	per	day.	
		
We	see	a	couple	of	bats	near	the	roof	as	we	leave.	Fico	explains	that	bats	are
the	second	most	populous	mammals	in	the	area.	They	are	one	of	the	most
important	Costa	Rican	pollinators.	
	
Saturday,	28	January	2023	
		
We	go	on	a	Zodiac	ride	this	morning	into	Río	Agujitas.	We	see	a	couple	of
iguanas	high	up	in	the	trees.	Our	guide	says	one	of	them	is	probably	nearing
his	life	expectancy	of	ten	years	and,	it’s	true,	he	looks	old.	There	is	a
multitude	of	colorful	birds	in	the	trees.	He	tells	us	this	is	the	most	peaceful
and	beautiful	place	we	could	possibly	find	today.	
		
In	the	afternoon,	we	go	to	a	short	talk	about	the	process	for	getting	off	the	ship
on	Sunday.	I	am	glad	we	checked.	We	will	have	a	private	transfer	because	we
have	had	COVID.	Good	thing	we	did	not	climb	on	the	big	bus.	We	will	get	to
the	airport	earlier	than	anyone	else!	
		
We	thank	Tony	for	all	his	help	and	hand	him	a	tip	in	cash.	Nat	Geo	staff
members	do	not	share	any	of	the	crew	tips.	
		
I	submit	a	couple	of	photographs	for	consideration	in	the	slideshow	tonight.
We	pack	for	our	return	and	then	sit	in	the	lounge	reading.	It	is	wonderful	to
have	so	much	room	to	spread	out	along	with	a	million-dollar	view.	
		
At	dinner,	we	are	pleased	that	some	of	the	servers	stop	by	to	wish	us	well	on

Garbage	must	be	raised	to	protect	it	from	animalsTwo-toed	Sloth
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	54	our	trip	home	tomorrow.		Rachel	is	the	first,	offering	us	a	glass	of	wine	with
dinner.	Thomasina,	who	served	Sue’s	birthday	cake,	is	one	of	the	most
understanding.	We	like	her	a	lot.	Diamond,	the	young	woman	who	is	on	her
first	cruise	as	a	server,	is	also	happy	for	us.	
		
The	slideshow	of	guest	photographs	has	some	photos	from	Mo,	the	Nat	Geo
photographer,	and	the	naturalists.	Mine	are	all	included.	It	goes	for	about
fifteen	minutes	and	the	quality	of	the	photos	is	surprisingly	good.	
				
Sunday,	29	January	2023	
		
Our	eight-day	trip	has	turned	into	sixteen	days	and	we	are	finally	on	our	way
home.	A	Wind	star	ship,	like	the	one	we	were	on	for	our	Baltic	cruise,	is
dragged	into	a	berth	at	the	dock	just	in	front	of	the	Quest.	A	big	container	ship
is	already	berthed	behind	us	and	is	being	unloaded.	
		
Our	driver	for	the	transfer	to	the	airport	has	a	Land	Rover.	It	is	big,	smooth,
quiet,	and	fast.	We	get	to	the	airport	around	8:30,	with	plenty	of	time	to	add
my	Global	Entry	ID	number	to	my	booking.	Sue’s	was	already	recorded.	Of
course,	it	makes	no	difference	getting	through	security	in	San	José,	but	it
should	help	a	lot	for	Customs	in	Miami.	
		
We	find	the	ubiquitous	Starbucks	and	get	coffee.	We	have	a	three	and	a	half
hour	wait	before	boarding	our	flight.	About	half	an	hour	passes	before	we	start
to	see	guests	from	the	Quest	wandering	through	the	airport.	
		
We	get	a	sandwich	at	a	local	chain	in	the	airport.	All	the	flight	crews	stop
there	so	it	is	probably	better	than	the	two	or	three	other	options.	We	finally	get
on	the	plane.	Our	flight	to	Miami	is	uneventful.	We	retrieve	our	bags	at
Customs	in	Miami	and	then	get	misdirected	two	or	three	times	before	we	get
into	line	to	check	our	bags	to	Chicago.	We	are	stuck	in	that	line	for	a	couple
of	hours.	We	decide	we	will	never,	ever	go	through	the	Miami	airport	again.	
		
Rico	is	waiting	for	us	at	O’Hare,	cheerful	as	ever.	We	get	home	around	1:00
AM.	It	is	great	to	be	home!
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