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Chapter One

(Beginning - 13 June 2005)

Travel is fatal to prejudice, bigotry, and narrow-mindedness.
-Mark Twain

IN THE BEGINNING...

Long ago and far away I was advised by my advisor to attempt acceptance and
participation in the Organization of Tropical Studies Tropical Ecology course for the
summer of 2005. Only 20 some odd participants are selected for each class which takes

place in Costa Rica from mid June till early August.

ACCEPTANCE

Many papers were filled out, personal statements were written, I begged old
professors to write letters of recommendation (“lie if necessary”), all was combined and
FedExed (over night, no less) on the day before the due date. Very little of any worth is
accomplished before the wee hours of the very end. Time passed and I received an

email of congratulations, I had been accepted.

PREPARATION

More paperwork! Schedule a flight, get health insurance, begin another
application process to obtain that most precious commodity, a permit to collect insects.
Have to get shots, rabies (three scheduled shots) and Hep A and B (two shots). Have to
start building my specialized traps. Have to get all the supplies needed for two months

of work in a foreign land.



Featurette: Buying a backpack.
I need a good backpack to carry my collecting supplies for field work (two kill
jars [different sizes], aspirator, collecting vials of various sizes, alcohol, nets [two
to three kinds depending on the location], saw, water bottle, GPS, camera, pillow
cases for litter samples, rope, flagging, tape, etc). Somewhere, perhaps in
Thailand, I saw a backpack that was made so that it bowed away from your back,
resting on your shoulders and hips only. This technology was far superior to all
others which rest against your back and act as a turtle shell insulator on hot days.
I must have one. Plan of attack: 1) Let us peruse the local establishments. The
Backpacker, was, as close as I can tell, Baton Rouge’s only outdoors
establishment at the time. They did not have, nor had they heard of this style of
backpack (these are the professionals, remember; the only store in a city of
270,000). 2) I decided then to visit the mall, perhaps a speciality shop or
department store there would carry such a product. No such luck. After wading
through a number of department stores, something I am not accustom to, I must
report that the vast majority of their products seem to be women’s underwear. I
often had to cut across the store to find the luggage section and it seemed that as
I swam through the sea of merchandise wave after wave of pastel panties
crashed into me, pushing me back and forcing me to swim harder against the
flow. Table clothes, panties, shirts, panties, refrigerators, panties, shoes, panties,
one thousand patterns of tableware, panties, gardening supplies, panties,
makeup, panties, lawnmowers, panties, home pneumatic tool kits complete with
compressor and power wrench... panties. Online searches were cumbersome,
Google “backpack that doesn’t touch your back” and see what you get. 3)Finally
I adopted the beating you head against a rock technique- sit down and read all

the descriptions of all the backpacks in all the catalogs you can find. While
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reading Campmor’s catalog, I ran across the patented Air Comfort system by
Deuter! I was saved.

Massey’s, an adventure store in New Orleans carries such a product. In
fact, this is a well known company around the world (except Baton Rouge, of
course).

Everything I wanted was like this. A new battery for a two year old
computer that is no longer made, a waterproof case for a two year old camera
that is no longer made, new parts for a SOG Powerplier that is no longer made,
World Map for my GPS, etc. All were hurdles that took many weeks and tries to

surmount.

PRE-TRIPS

It had been many months since we had last met, and would be many months
before our next meeting. So a trip to see the family was wanted. Schedules were tight,
and it arose that the best time to visit the family began with a message at 9pm Friday
night. I left Baton Rouge two hours later (11pm) and made it to the Wal-Mart stoplight
in Clinton at 9:50am Saturday. A much needed haircut later, an hour on the road and I
found myself outside a locked and abandoned house in Olathe, Kansas. The family was
there, but gone. Tired, hungry, and in need of a shower, I used a ladder from the back to
climb in a window in the front. None of the neighbors complained. So began my trip to
see family and friends. Many adventures were had.

Later I left for Columbia to spend a few days with friends, and to work on
dragonflies I collected in Thailand. These particular specimens I had not been able to ID,
but had been IDed for me. Leaving Columbia at 1pm with Ely, a college, following

behind, we struck out for Baton Rouge.



We spent the next week in New
Orleans at a North American
Benthological Society conference
where I presented a poster of
the work I did for my masters.

Many adventures were had.

NABS Meeting

Inside our Hotel

At the Aquarium
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