






































































































































‘ levels aren’t bad at all, but
by the third I'm hunching

something terrible, and on

the fourth I'm using a

technique rock climbers

use, you maintain three

Y points of contact at all

times. So I clutch at the

§ bars with both hands and

i keep one foot firmly

| planted while I move the

il other foot. Then with one

hand very tight and two

steady, but somewhat

shaky feet, I reluctantly

release the grip of one hand, which turns from white back to a pinkish, and grab some

Looking down on the world

other piece of railing. By the 5" or 6™ level I'm stopped. Cussing, wanting to scream and
cry at the same time, perfectly aware that this is madness- I'm in less danger than when
I drive to Wal-Mart- I try

to calm myself down, | vl
wedge myself in a corner [ 1
and very carefully take r

out my camera for some
shots, just incase I can’t
make it to the top.
Which, of course, is not
an option. The top must
always be gained.

After sufficient
picture taking I very
slowly begin my ascent
again. Finally, wanting to
curse, scream, and cry, my body hurting from the tension I make it to the top. Again I

Three at the top

wedge myself in the corner and breath heavily. Presently Erin and Matt come bounding
up, “Hey, how ya doin’?” Chipper bastards.

More pictures, more time to calm down. Then its time to leave this hell hole in
the sky and get to solid, lovely, only 6 feet away, ground. I'm doing a butt scoot
technique so I stay as low and stable as possible, making good time! Matt, about two
thirds down accidentally drops his walkie-talkie. It clangs on the tower, but ultimately
falls in the impenetrable scrub and grasses below. We finally make it to the bottom!



Hurray! Lovely
ground! I could
kiss it. By now
I've forgotten
most of my fear,
it was a lovely
view, nice
breeze, I don’t
remember being
scared or upset
at all really,
could positively Nice View

run up those

steps if I wanted to... but have to get back for lunch.

Matt used Erin’s walkie, “Hello,
hello, where are you?” and Chris
replied, “Down the trail.” Matt
explained the situation of the lost
walkie and Chris said he would help us
look for it. So we turned off Erin’s
walkie and listened. Suddenly a tiny
little voice came out of the grass, “Help
me! Help me! I'm lost! I'm over here, in
the bushes. Help me! I'm over here!”

#8 Matt doubled over with laughter, and I,
perhaps not entirely over my previous
experience wondered, How would

The Research Station- Our quarters on the Chris know where the lost walkie was?
right, “the restaurant” on the upper left. But, after Matt gained his composure a
bit more he was able to rescue the lost.

I had a slow walk back
down the hill. It was nice, there
were some particularly noisy
birds along the trail, but even

be seen. I headed straight for the
room and a shower. A siesta was
sorely needed. But it wouldn’t
last long.




Dr. Wu came back today to see
how we were doing. He brought
supplies. I put in an order for 3
mangos and 5 black tea juice boxes.
Yaw-Wen was blown away by the
size of the order, how could anyone
drink 1.5 small boxes of tea a day!? So
my order has arrived and Matt and I
instantly devoured a Mango.

I had been eyeing a large black
mass in a tree near the building ever
since we got here. It was about
basketball sized, perhaps a little
larger, and about 9 feet up. I
originally identified it as an aerial
termite nest similar to the ones I've
seen in Thailand, but Chris figures its
an ant nest, and he is right. There are
some beetles that are only found in
association with ants, and the only
way to collect them is from the nest. Now consider the challenge faced by the collector

T TR DT who wishes to poke through a nest of
oF _’,’-'-f- : several thousand suicidal stinging biting
\ % | ants in pursuit of the one, two, or possibly as
" many as five, small round unmoving brown
. beetles that may be found therein.
Luckily there may be a way. Its called
.4 floating. The idea is that in water living
things, such as insects, float, while nonliving
: things, like dirt or nest material, sinks. So
» Matt and I got a trash can, a tub, some small
dip nets, water, and a long handled
machete-like implement with an inward
PR e s —a curved tip. He pulled down the limb,
Wasp attacking an unlucky cicada hacked at the nest, which was made of a
paper wasp nest like material, cut off a large
portion of the nest and drug it down the limb. I grabbed the nest, turned around and
shoved it into the tub. In the three seconds it took me to do this I had about 200 ants on
my hands and arms. They stung.
Matt came over and helped, mashing up the nest, swirling the contents of the

Preparing for the attack



tub, the ants were swarming everywhere, climbing up our shoes and legs. An audience
gathered and watched as we hopped and slapped, and went about our business. Finally
we had two quart bags full of ants and hopefully some beetles. It took quite a bit of
work, lots of scooping, swirling, and slapping. Lots of fun in the field.

Botanical Garden in the twilight

I took another shower, but I'm still picking ants off my clothes and backpack.
Matt and I volunteered to postpone supper and set up the black light at the garden
tonight. I left specific instructions for Victoria to bring the tea in the freezer with her
along with my dinner. Hurray!

We got the black light
set up and I experimented
with some long exposure
pictures of the gardens in the
twilight. As the sun set the
usual blacklighting tails
began to be retold. We've
gotten so many big metallic
green June beetles we almost
ignore them. People started
trickling in, and enjoyed my
dinner and tea. Matt and
Chris drifted into the
darkness and came back with
another unidentified, yet
Hurray, another possible killer snake! much molested snake.




All of a sudden a sound, not unlike a
helicopter, could be heard approaching. You will
rarely use it, but you should always have a net at a
blacklight. I sprung into action and after a lot of
dancing, bobbing, and weaving finally caught the
great beast. It was a huge male scarab beetle, like our
unicorn or rhinoceros beetle. This one with a huge
four forked nose piece and a double forked head
piece was the biggest beetle caught so far.

Not as impressive, but very intriguing was a
tiny little beetle that looked like it belonged to the
family Elmidae or Dryopidae. These are aquatic
families and there should be some in the pond.
Perhaps tomorrow I'll spend some more time

dipping.

Photographing the Serpent

Big Beetle



Chapter IV

Lazy Day Tsiao-Gu-Poison Water =~ Short Walk on the Windy Trail
Running up Hill Long Walk on the Windy Trail

Well it was a lazy day
today, no great planned
activities like hiking up hill or
climbing horrible towers. I had
spotted a great looking log a
few days back and am really
looking forward to a couple
hours sit down just picking
through it. And that’s what I
did. Got some nice beetles and ARAE 2 _
other beasts. Great Looking Log

After I finished with my
log I started on a trail that roughly parallels the road and allows one to get from the
field station to the botanical garden through the woods. It was nice walk, with lots of
damselflies, the occasional beetle, frog and snake. I saw a snake with a frog in its mouth

and only had time to one picture before I
| disappeared into the brush.

There are some holes dug in the clayey
soil. They are about as big around as a
cantaloupe and MAY belong to a pangolin. For
ya Some reason no one seems to know what these
things are, and, as I didn’t get to see any at the
_ 1 700, and as I haven’t seen any here, I'll provide
@ an ancient drawing of one that I stole off a web
site. The drawing is quite accurate. These are
¥~ mammals, just like you and me, but instead of
& bushy hair, they are covered in scales, which
are reportedly razor sharp. When confronted a
W pangolin rolls into a ball (supposedly, I've read
j this about armadillos too, but the one I grabbed
= jumped about two feet into the air and
\ &5 produced a small sonic boom as it ran away,
MGt - ' " a2 certainly no curling into a ball there).

nake and Meal They are often called scaley anteaters

S



and belong to the Mammal order Pholidota, or which there are only eight species.
Genetic testing shows them kind of closely related to carnivores, but nothing else. They
burrow to attack ant and termite mounds, also to provide shelter from potential
predators. Apparently they are very finicky and very hard to keep alive in zoos. I'm
very much wanting to see one, but they are rare, and apparently only out at night. So
the chances aren’t good, but better than in Louisiana.

No pangolins,
and its time for
lunch so I head back.
Chris and the rest
hiked a new trail, a
spur off the trail we

.ffm.cfw/mwk:;}w hiliagpamar s Messeiie mmsvca i, Lo Lhtogin. usually take to the
Paneoli hanging blacklights.
angolin
& When they came to

the end they came across a small body of water, a pool really, resting in a depression.
The water was stained about the color of dark tea, and after some dipping and no
catching Chris declared “This is Tsiao-Gu, poison water.” Of course he was just making
it all up. But it certainly felt at home to the traveler bathed in Taiwanese for a week and
a half.

So after lunch I packed up my gear and headed up the trail to check out this
mysterious water. It was very strange. Not a real pond, this really was just water sitting
on normal forest floor, with whole leaves on the bottom, etc. A vernal pool if you will.
swept quite a bit and came up with very little. Amazingly there will quite large
Corydalidae (dobsonfly, hellgrammites) larvae, which means two things. First the water
had been here for a while, and
secondly there was food there
somewhere. I suspect they were
eating the forest litter insects that
fell into the pool by accident,
because I didn’t get much else.

Heading back I was slowly
wandering back down the trail
when I heard a small passenger
plain flying up the trail towards
me. Well, it sounded like a small
passenger plane. Actually it was a
giant and I mean GIANT robber Spider on the Trail




fly flying up the trail
carrying a cicada slightly
larger than it was!
Whoosh right by my face
and gone- back up the
trail behind me. I turned
around, broke into a run
(uphill), caught up with
it, and WHACK! Got it.
And the cicada it was
carrying! A very lovely
catch. Dr. Lee had given
one of these (not quite as
big as mine, though) to

) &N

and I've been green with

envy every since. It was the first thing I showed everyone when I got back.

Erin was lazy, and I'm still sore with her about this, so Matt stayed behind to
take the batteries to the hanging blacklights. Chris and I went down early to the
Botanical Garden. I collected the crap out of that lake (no snakes this time), and came up
with damn near nothing. Certainly not the Dryopid/Elmid mystery beetle we had seen

at the blacklight a few nights back. Oh well.
Blacklighting went pretty well, with
big female scarabs coming in and getting us
excited only to find out they weren’t males
with big horns and points. After the
blacklight was cleaned up (we swept the
dead moths out of the shelter, apparently
some of the tourists had been wondering
what was going on), Chris suggest we hike
the long trail back in hopes of spying a
pangolin, or some other forest creature. It
was quite a long hike, the worst parts being
when we had to run to keep up with Matts
long legs. Nothing more menacing than a
barking deer though. Oh well. Back at the
station I broke from the group to break into

“The Restaurant” to get my last tea. Sinfully Top to Bottom: Cicada, Robber Fly, -

sweet.

Pencil for scale.



Chapter IV

Last Day in Fu-Shan  Story of the Cameras Back to the Leader

Our last day at the Fu-Shan Research station. We gathered up the light traps,
cleaned up the sickly little pan traps (one actually caught a stag beetle!), took down the
hanging dog trap,
cleaned up our
rooms, packed,
and got ready to
leave. They were
nice enough to let
us borrow any
equipment we
night need for the
next station. There
is a chance that our bag is waiting for us at the hotel in Taipei, complete with hanging
blacklight traps and FITs, but it’s rather remote. So we borrowed the monster extension
cord, one hanging blacklight, and the curved machete that Matt used to pull down the
ant nest. I got some parting photos of the place we were staying, and lunch.

A couple things I should
mention before we leave this place.
First, when we first got here they gave
us all vests, with something,

Our fantastic abode

presumably “researcher” written on
the back in Chinese. This is nice,
because I currently have 3 collecting
permits in my wallet and don’t really
feel the need to carry around any more.
Also, there are no ticks nor are there
chiggers here. They do, however, have
terrestrial leaches. Leaches are
invertebrates and can shrink and

stretch however they like, so an
Lunch individual is somewhere in the

neighborhood of a half inch to 4 inches
long. Leaches are nice in that they don’t carry diseases that affect humans. They also
tend to get in and get out quickly, you never feel them. When they bite they secrete an
anticoagulant, so when they drop off you keep bleeding for a while. The only evidence
that you were got is blood running down your leg.



We loaded our
bags and equipment
into the back of an
almost flat bed truck
and hoped it wouldn’t
fly out. The trip back
through Taipei took us
back through tunnels,
although while I only
remember going
through two on the way
here, we went through
at least a half dozen this
time. Several times a

woman’s voice would [ ynch in action

boom through the

tunnels and over the radio. The volume and the echo, along with the feminine quality of
the voice made you want to do whatever she was telling you to do, partially because
you were scared of being hit by a bolt of lightening, and partially because you wanted
to make her happy in hopes she would look favorably upon you.

Apparently she was directing traffic. Cameras were linked to a command center
where she monitored the flow of traffic, watching for accidents and stupidity. But also
she would give general orders, everyone needs to speed up 10 kilometers per hour, or
everyone needs to slow down 5 kph.

While we’re headed back to Taipei let me tell you the saga of the camera, which I
eluded to a while back. I bought an Olympus C5050 just before I left for Thailand back
in 2003. I wanted to update that by getting something bigger, better, and above all
faster. I have also wanted, for at least 10 years when I saw a photo display in National
Geographic magazine, a fisheye lense. These are lenses like door peepholes that give
you a 180 degree view. Some people don’t like them because there is a lot of
“distortion” the further you get from the center, but I love them. Laura Ingalls Wilder
wrote that she hated to wear her bonnet because it made her feel closed in. She liked to
throw it off and run through the prairie. Conventional lenses make me feel closed in,
too. You have to take a short hike to get far enough away to capture any kind of idea of
the look or feel of a place. For portraits a “flat lense” is great, but I want to see
everything.

My friend Brad had just purchased a new digital Canon Rebel and loved it. He
let me hold it and I loved it. It turned on instantly, it took pictures as fast as you clicked
the button, and at 8 megapixles you could print a photo quality poster from the pictures



you took with it. And best of all, canon makes a readably available lense called the
“Canon EF 15mm {/2.8 Fisheye Lens.” Everywhere I looked this was described as a
“Full 180° Fisheye Lense.” So I got the camera, a zoom lense, and the fisheye. It was an
obscene amount to money, but if taken care of the lenses would last forever, the camera
was a really good deal and I was leaving for the Smokies and REALLY wanted some
wide angle photos of the old growth forest. Not to mention Taiwan.

I was like a giddy school girl. Of course I wanted them to ship the camera to the
school and the company couldn’t accept my debit card because the address associated
with the card did not match the school’s address. Turns out the bank lost my address
months ago, which explains why I hadn’t been getting any statements. So after calling
the bank and confirming that they had lost my address I then had to walk to a physical
bank and set up an permanent address, so that I could walk back to a phone and call the
bank to set up a temporary shipping address. Only then would the camera seller ship.
This isn’t in any way an omen of things to come, this is standard business in the world
of Mike.

I got the package about three days before we left for the Smokies, played with
the camera, laughing, clapping, giggling all the time. Finally I got the fisheye lens out of
its special packaging. Wow was it heavy, even the lense cap was metal. I carefully put it
on my camera. This was it, I'd waited years for this. I knew that when I looked through
that view finder I would see a circle with my lap at the bottom and the ceiling directly
above my head on the top. I knew this because I had bought a “Full 180° Fisheye
Lense.”

Slowly I put the view finder to my eye as I pointed the camera across the room.
You know what’s coming, don’t you. The image I got was a rectangle. It really wasn’t
that much wider than the photos I used to take with my Olympus and an extension .45x
wide angle lense. Yes, this “Full 180° Fisheye Lense” was a full 180° from corner to
corner, NOT all the way around in a circle! Its my own fault, you see my whole life I've
only known circular fisheye pictures, and never known the angle of a lense given as
corner to corner, nor could I ever image anyone ever saying that a lense which gives a
rectangular photo is a “Full 180° Fisheye Lense.” So I should have never presumed that
I was getting what was being described. I'm young, I'm stupid.

Needless to say I was also upset. Upset to the point of wishing every sort of
pestilence on anyone having to do with Canon, lenses, advertising, society in general,
and damn near everything and everyone else. Luckily the company would take back
the lense and refund my money, minus a restocking fee, or course.

This leaves me solvent, but with no lense. Is there a real, true, full, circular 180°
Fisheye Lense available to fit a Canon mount? Of course! Its made by Sigma. We live in
the internet age, I've bought products from England and Australia and had then
delivered the next week. New or used, everything is available on the internet! About 12
hours of searching later I discover that a Sigma Fisheye that will fit on a Canon is



certainly NOT available. Want the same lense that only fits a Pentax? Sure we have
those. Want one for a Nikon? We'll send you two! Need one for a Canon? Oh, so sorry,
those are on permanent backorder. Any used ones? Oh my no.

I have the uncanny ability to desire products that are not made because no one
wants them, and never available used because those who have them will never give
them up except in death, whereby the product is immediately snatched away by one of
the hungry thousands that desperately wants it. This is the only way you could possibly
explain the actions of the manufacturers and consumers. Orwell called it Doublethink.

After I got back from the Smokies I only had 9 days before I left for here. There is
one final option for a real, true, full, circular 180° Fisheye Lense. Its made by a
company in Belarus that used to make optics for the Soviet Military. Its called a Peleng
and there is one available on Ebay. The only draw back is that it is entirely manual. The
camera doesn’t even know is has a lense on it, so you have to fiddle with stuff to get
good pictures. My lense came from Belarus a few days before I left for here. I was
happy again.

Do I get circular photos? No. But almost. One more obstacle set in my way. The
lense makes a 35 mm diameter circle of light, as it should. But the sensor on my camera
is only 21mm wide. So I get a circle with the top, bottom, and side chopped off. Its much
better than the Canon Lie Lense, but not what I was really after even yet. I'll just have to
wait, but in the mean time I'm loving what I have right now.

So I'm carrying two cameras with me, my old Olympus that is wonderful at close
ups and low light, and my Canon that captures area and action.

We got to Taipei just in time for traffic. Although, there is heavy traffic just about
any time here. Not being used to the scooters, I got a picture to show the throng we
were in. There is a
box painted in the
intersection in front
of stop lights about
a car length deep
that is reserved for
scooters. So when
you approach a red
light you stop
about a car length
back, and scooters
file through the
traffic, slowly
congregating at the
front until you get Scooters, scooters all around and not a bit of space




a green. The odd thing is the symbol painted in the box to denote scooter drivers. Its not
a profile of a person on a scooter like we would have, but a stylized image meant to
symbolize a head on view of a person riding a scooter.

- We made it
%; __,_ 2t 2 75 o [E back to the Leader
> M Hotel. We're staying
the night and heading

to another research
station in the south
tomorrow. We got

checked in, everyone
on the 5" floor.
Unfortunately our
key (really a card)
didn’t work. And the
management couldn’t
get the door unlocked
either. So we ended
up moving to the 7
floor. Oh well.

After showers we headed to the Ponderosa Steak House immediately next to the
hotel. Apparently there are hunter/gatherer cultures that have two words for hungry,
one is general absence of food hungry, the other is hungry for protein. It had been a
harrowing week on the diet front and many of us wanted some sort of giant piece of
meat. Matt got ribs, Erin and I got a steak. Chris got a steak but no salad bar. Victoria
would ferry bits of bread to him. It was possibly the worst steak I have ever eaten. I
don’t know where you go on the cow to get meat like that, but I think you would have
to work hard at it. Luckily they had a ripping chicken thing on the salad bar and Matt
and I put a dent in the dragon fruit stocks. This is wonderful fruit from cacti. Its bright
red on the outside, with a bright green inner liner and a pure white central pulp dotted
with tiny black seeds. It has a very soft slightly sweet flavor, and is perhaps the lightest
food I have ever eaten. It seems like you could eat 20 of them and not get full.

Floor plan and escape route of a circular hotel



Chapter V

Intermission Drive South Lunch Drive South (more) Blacklighting

Every once in a while I think up some
utterly fantastic thing. That it is clearly impossible
given today’s technology or social customs, I pay
no heed. And almost always the mouth attached to
the ear that was forced to listen to my childish
skylarkings will comment that what I have

2 Fu-Shan

proposed is utterly fantastic and clearly impossible Image ©,2006 DigitalGlobe

. , . Image € 2006 TerraMetrics
given today’s technology or social customs. They e A P T et T ol =
will go on to add that it is foolish and certainly will

never be.

Fu-Shan from Google Earth

They are absolutely correct, of course.
Consider if you had told Jason, Odysseus,
Colombus, or Magellan that someday there would
be stars in the sky that would take high-resolution
o digital images of the earth and you would be able
to download these on a laptop and scroll around
and look down from the heavens at a map of the
- world giving the locations of not only rivers,
lakes, and cities, but also elementary schools and
* | Chinese restaurants. They would have said, “Why
2 yes, that’s absolutely imaginable. Seems perfectly
~| reasonable.”

If, after the plane touched down 120 feet
from where it had taken off, you had explained to

Leader Hotel from Google Earth.
My first room overlooked the red
and green sports arena.

the Wright Brothers that in
just 99 years the Denver
airport would cover 53 square [ ILiukuei
miles, or that the Atlanta '
Hartsfield Jackson airport
would handle 76.7 million Image © 2006 TerraMetrics
passengers ln one year/ their Pointer 22°58°10.11% N 120°41°'10.98" E
countenance would remain
unaffected. You would be

Luikuei (sp?). Note the large river to the West.



brushed aside with the 1903 equivalent of “Duh” .

These people would have clearly understood that the massive infrastructure and
gains in technology above and beyond shanties and pottery were reasonable and
obtainable. However, they would have also known that is was pure folly to, even for an
instant, imagine that a device could be concocted that could sequence a genome
remotely; aim a beam at a bird and gets it DNA!? NEVER! Or that perhaps someday a
device could be made to mimic the workings of the brain. IMPOSSIBLE!

As I bow to those that know so much more than I, I feel that I would be remiss if
I didn’t show you satellite photos of where we are, where we have been, and where we
are going.

We have a 7 hour drive. Almost the
longest drive one can take in Taiwan. Longest
in miles I mean. We're driving from almost the
top of the island, to almost the bottom. We
packed into the van. The driver (Jack) and Arno
up front and the three kids in the back seat,
Little Erin in the middle.

Chris had warned us about a HUGE
golden Buddha on the left. How far away is it?
Not sure, but is on the left. So we kept and eye Big Buddha
out and I was able to get three pitiful shots as
we blasted by. Here we’re on four lane highways that rival American interstates. About
65-75 mph is the average. This is the island’s main highway that
connects the large cities built on the flats of the northern shore. We
passed megalopolises that stretched from the highway to the sea
- and from right horizon to left horizon. It was an urban desert of
i low earth tone buildings, factories, and roads.

About lunch time we stopped at a travel plaza. It was huge.
Giant parking lot, industrial sized bathroom facilities out and
away from the main building. Matt found a dead dragonfly -
Tholymus tillarga a species I collected in Thailand, but haven’t
gotten here yet! It was already quite flat, so I put it in my note
book for safe keeping. Inside the main building are trinket shops, a
rather large grocery store (where I got a delectable chocolate drink
and Victoria continued on her quest for coffee), and a wide variety
of restaurants.

A rare photo of a
roadside call box
almost obscured by
the megalopolis
stretching from
horizon to horizon.

Also I was enamored by a block of very smart looking
vending machines, the kind that children put 50 cents in, turn the



knob and a toy
in a hard plastic }
bubble comes
out. There were
about 15
choicesand I  }
couldn’t resist a
cube within a
cube toy for NT
$50 (about $1.50
US). That’s all it
was really. A
white plastic cube, with a smiley face pained on it. When you opened it up, there was

- another cube inside. It probably
appealed to my sense of order. It came
with a little piece of paper inside, all
written in Chinese, but the pictures
indicated that there were nearly a
dozen varieties! All looked exactly
alike, excepting the expression on the

# face. Some with frowny faces, others
with, or without rosy cheeks, etc.
These are manufactured in Japan, and
one can’t help but wonder if the

Travel Plaza

Geedan

designer was 1) having a very
unimaginative day, 2) interested to see just
how little effort could be put into a product
and still get a return, 3) involved in some
sort of wager with another employee,
friend, or family member, or 4) the type of
person that finds cubes within cubes
appealing to their sense of order.

We converged on a eatery called
“GEEDAN broiled food on potteries”.
They displayed a mockup of their dishes
beside the counter. Unfortunately when you point and grunt like an ignorant monkey
the girl at the register can’t see what you are pointing at, so she came around and
looked. Chris, Matt, and I ordered all the same thing. A beautiful whole squid cut into

Could have used a little more salt.



rings, on a bed of
something with a brown
sauce, vegetables including
very hard corn, and a
boiled egg. Plus a very
weak soup- the drink
analog. For dessert we
wandered by the dessert
bar and I got tiramisu. Of
course I didn’t know that
at the time. Its Italian, Erin informed me.

Dessert

We left the comfort of the plaza, walked
through the boiling heat of the parking lot, and
regained the boiling, but soon, comfortable car. A
few more hours transpired and we presently found W

Whole chickens and Squid, just like home! Matt enjoying a pudding pop

ourselves dropped off at an ice cream parlor within walking distance of a little shop.
Erin needed more dead beasts to use as bait. Back in the car we drove on and stopped
again at an even bigger store where Iloaded up
on fizzy drinks, cold coffee drinks, and apple
juice boxes. Not to mention many forms of
candy. Once in Texas I met a rather robust East
German who seemed to be eating all the time. He
grabbed his belly and said, “I have many
thousands of Euro’s invested in this!” One must Toilet

not allow oneself to waste away. A very formal affair




We crossed a great river that, to the trained eye, appeared lifeless. The rock I can
only assume is slate, and flakes with such ease that not even the aquatic slimes of
bacteria and fungi can grow before the
rock is chipped and tumbled along.
Whether this river has been this way
always or this is a more recent
occurrence due to the actions of man, I
cannot say. I can say that a very many
people were thoroughly enjoying the
river as they whizzed down it in rubber
rafts. Stereotypes are a curious thing, as
one does not usually think of Asians as a
being overly aquatic, although from
where I would get this impression I
can’t really say.

We left the big highway and
began to climb into the mountains. The
roads here are barely 2 cars wide, steep,
and VERY curvy. This, in and of itself, is
not much of a problem, however this is
the first time in a long time that I have
been in the back of a vehicle while being
flung about willy nilly. Turns out its
best to sometimes close your eyes and breath deeply to keep the headaches away. At

Rolling, rolling, rolling down the river

least a half dozen times we passed road construction crews as they attempted to repair a

collapsed roadway. Once we saw the best
J road sign of the trip- in the upper left a
cliff jutted out into space, while a car hung
§ nose down in mid air in the lower right.

Finally we came to the Station.
There was a three story building, white,
with a circular drive. It looked
suspiciously like a hotel, which it was.
Past the reception desk, which was never
® manned, there was a dual stairway which
swept to the left and right up and around
to the second floor. Tucked in past the
stairway was a bar and behind it resided
that magical mystical item, the refrigerator. We stuffed it to the gills with drinks, beer

Chris pointing out a frg



for Chris and Erin, fizzy drinks, creamy drinks, and appley drinks for me.

We unloaded the vehicles, although there was some discussion as to where we
would be staying. A long wooden stairway lead to unknown buildings up and away to
the right, and Chris was certain we’d be trucking our stuff to someplace up there.
However others were certain that we would be staying in the main building. These little
quandaries happen the world
over and I would love to
dissect the situation down to
the bones and study how they
form. So we just kind of stood
around for a half hour. Finally £
we found out that we were
supposed to head up the hill,
so we headed up the stairs,
around a corner and up a long
slope, then down a short path
and to the cabin.

It’s a three part cabin,
with bedrooms and baths on
each side and a large sitting
room, complete with TV and a couch, in the middle. Matt and I were on the left, Chris
on the couch in the middle, and Erin and Victoria on the right. We tossed our stuff
down and headed to scout a place to set up the blacklight.

Below the main hotel is a path through an abandoned open air building where
they brunt and boiled sugarcane. There is a nice sized stream nearby and the building
overlooked some good vegetation. In the interest of avoiding any possible rain we set

. n up the sheet across one end of
the building, stretched the cord
from the main hotel down, and
set up the light.

Supper was in the main
dining hall. Same routine as
before, but these tables lacked
the lazy Susans. How quickly
one misses them! After supper
we headed down to the light and
set about collecting all we could.
A good number of beetles came
in and some to the more

A very comfortable room

One of two tables | interesting moths. We had a



couple big longhorn
beetles and were visited
by a few stag beetles
too. By and large the
strangest insect we saw
was an elongate beetle
with enormous hind
legs. The master and
the students were
equally stumped by
that one!

Blacklight in action
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