HEADED SOUTH
On August first I was prematurely forced to leave South Carolina on my half-planned trip to
seek affordable retirement in Costa Rica. The full plan was to include at least one other traveler
(hopefully more), other campers, and especially someone that spoke passable Spanish. The half plan
included me with no Spanish and my 1977 Dodge frame Travel Queen motorhome (Casa Roadante)
towing my 1971 VW dune buggy.
My anger over the circumstances that led to this untimely departure fueled many days of
daylight driving and nighttime stays in rest areas and gas stations. The Google Earth planned route

went out the window (not literally) on the first day when I missed a turn off of GA 17 and went farther
south than I wanted in my quest for interstate 10. I finally got to Waycross on 82, Valdosta on 84 and
then Route 10 on 221.
The Florida panhandle took a while to cross, then on to Alabama. That night, I helped a young
black man cool down his overheated engine and told him about opening all of the windows and turning
the heat and fan up all the way to help cool the engine. I hope he and his family were able to make it to
their home. The next night I pulled into the rest area close to the Atchafalaya River, into the area where
the big rigs park. Pretty soon the night guard came over and led me to the RV area. On the way, I
noticed that the RV area had a substantial slope and the car area was flat. Because my refrigerator
doesn't work when tilted too much, I asked to stay in the car area, but was refused. I carry a 3/4” stall
mat that is cut into 8” wide strips of varying length and stacked up about eight of those to level the
camper. Things seemed pleasant enough there, although a little hot and humid. Shortly after I lay
down the battle began. I felt a mosquito on my left triceps. I thought I got it. It came back. I thought I
got it again. I got other bites elsewhere, I got most of them. After ½ hour, I realized that I was in fact
killing a lot of mosquitoes, but there were an awful lot more. I had to close all of my windows (with
no AC) and fight a 4-5 hour battle with these intruders. Morning found me covered with welts and
blood and my bath window (where I was able to kill many of them) covered with blood and carcasses.
My estimate 150-200 dead to one wounded and bloody. Off in the morning over poor roads,, heavy
traffic heavy rain, and just a long unfulfilling day. The only highlight of LA was a sign for Creedence
Clearwater revival playing at a club adjacent to Rt. 10 on the coming Friday night. I spent a little time
wondering what it would be like listening to my favorite group live.
In Texas the sky brightened. Not wanting to get lost again, I bypassed all shortcuts and went
straight to Texas 77, then headed south. Gorgeous country, excellent road. 65-70 MPH WOW!
When I went through a small town, I noticed that the two pick-up truck side- mount tool boxes that I
had mounted one on top of the other on my rear bumper were too much weight for the RV. With this
extra weight, and the crown in the road, my right rear tire was often rubbing against the frame. I
stopped in a small town at a tire repair place and asked if anybody could use these tool boxes (free).
There wasn't any interest until I asked a young man in a mobile tire repair truck. Soon he and his
partner had their air tools out and in about 15 minutes had the boxes removed. I also gave them
numerous tools and materials that I could no longer carry. A very good exchange for both of us.
Farther down the road, I came upon a pick-up truck pulling a fifth wheel camper with a flat tire, parked
by the side of the road. In stopping to help, I found that he was stranded without the proper tools. With
an hours work (numerous shade breaks) we were able to remove the ruined tire/wheel, install the flat
spare, and inflate it with my 12 volt pump. I don't recall the man' s name, but he was an interesting
person, and mentioned working on a recent wind mill installation, in the area (probably T. Boone
Pickens), and also a 250,000 acre cattle ranch. WOW again. Proceeding along, I noticed that my
alternator gauge was not indicating a charge so I pulled over in a small rest area to spend the night. I
asked a man across the street if it was OK to stay all night and he said sure. Later he came over and
gave me directions to a garage in town, and the next morning I had a new alternator and voltage
regulator and was on my way around noon...I kept driving south on Rt. 77 and before I knew what was
happening I was at the border. A guard on the American side indicated that the Mexican authorities
didn't like RVs that were going straight through to use this crossing, and suggested that I turn around
and go to another.
Tired and a little spacy at this point, I just went ahead. Soon, I was signaled into a special area
while I processed into Mexico. I was asked numerous times whether I was traveling straight through. I
indicated that I was going to Vera Cruz to camp and fish (I , actually don't even eat fish, let alone try to
catch them) at one point I was sent out to get numerous copies of various documents. While out of the
customs/migration building, I exchanged some dollars for Pesos and purchased Mexican auto
insurance. Due to the proximity of the insurance agent and customs, I bought a six month policy, and

probably spent $200.00 that I didn't need to, but later back at customs, I thought that an agent came up
to the man processing me and said that I had bought a six months policy, shortly after this papers were
being stamped and off I went.
Matamoros, OH MY! At he first intersection there was a little boy, 8-10 years old, breathing
fire 10 feet into the air (I'm not in Kansas, that's for sure). Soon, I spotted a Pemex station, and ripped
up this steep ramp to enter. With the dune buggy on the back, I can't back up, so a car had to be moved
in order for me to access the gas pump (All accomplished via charade-like hand signals). While the
attendant was filling the tank, the RV rocked violently, I ran to the rear and found that someone had run
into the little luggage rack that I had built on the back of the buggy. He indicated that it was his fault,
that all of the damage was to his vehicle (a 12” long deep gouge in his door), no damage to my rack,
and if it was OK with me, he would forget about it and leave. Sounds good to me! Ten minutes into
Mexico and my first accident! All of the reading about Mexico indicated that having an accident may
require that you hang around for days, until the fault is placed and the disposition accomplished.
Forget it? You bet!!!
It is now dark, and I can hardly see, I take a wrong turn and am deep into a barrio, oh oh. Then
I see the lights of another Pemex station and pull over at the side. I ask if I can spend the night, by the
classic hands together head tilted signal, and the attendant nods yes. Later, as I am checking the oil
level in the engine, a young man speaking English comes over and we talk for awhile. He introduces
me to the attendant, tells me I can use the toilet, and even the shower! After he leaves I begin to settle
in and I hear somebody call my name. I open the door and he is back and asks if his wife can prepare
me a supper plate, unfortunately, my stomach isn't in too good a shape, I will go for 13 days with only
fruits and juices. He tells me that he knows that most US people look down on Mexicans, and maybe
his small gesture will help to change that prejudice. Proving that, nice, generous, people are to be
found everywhere. Morning, Reuben, the attendant, charges 150 pesos for two quarts of oil,
somewhere around $6.00/quart, I think I'm being ripped off, but still give him a small tip. I get lost
again, but, finally find a shopping plaza, and park in the middle of the lot so I don't have to back up. I
first enter the grocery store and try to find someone that speaks English. Not! After awhile, I
understand that there is a money exchange right next door and change most of my cash to pesos. One
of the people outside the mall/plaza speaks some English, and directs me to an OXO (like 7/11 or
Fasmart) where I can get a map of Matamoros and one of Mexico (GUIA ROJA). He later sets me on
the right course, but I take a wrong turn and end up in another barrio before finding the right road.
Soon it dawns on me that I am actually in Mexico, the road is pretty good and I'm going along at 55
MPH or more. About 20-25 miles south of the border I come over the crest of a hill just as the dirtiest
pick-up truck that I have ever seen outside of the mud bog races pulls out of a dirt road at the left. It is
a white truck, new, not more than two years old, and covered with a whitish coat of dirt/dust, the side
and rear windows are darkly tinted and there is no seeing what is inside. He moves out at a few MPH
faster than I, and soon I notice in the rear view mirror, another white pick-up pulls out, then a third.
Soon, trucks, too numerous to count and of various plain colors pull out. One-by-one, trucks pass by
me, all dark windowed and extremely dirty. There were three white ones, then ten or twelve of various
colors. I notice, all of the trucks that I look at have a large 6'x2'x2' blue nylon bag in the bed and a
smaller black duffle bag. After a while, ten-fifteen miles, three more pick-ups pass. Soon, I crest
another hill and see the trucks turning off of the main road onto a dirt road to the right; as I pass the last
of the trucks is turning, and there is a white pick-up parked just onto the side road with the passenger
door open. I see nobody outside or inside of the truck as I pass, but am slightly apprehensive of a
bullet coming my way. In a few seconds, I'm over another hill and can settle down again
Driving, poor eating, bad roads, poor maps, bad attitude, nights at Pemex stations, finally
Tampico. All of a sudden, I'm in city traffic, tired, poor eyesight: what! there is a cop with jodhpurs
and high boots waving frantically at me! Does he want me to go or stop? I pull forward a few feet and
notice a woman trying to cross in front of me, but ten feet to the left. She stops, and when I stop she

crosses in front. Only then do I notice an overhead streetlight with lamps so dim that I have no idea
whether it is red, green, or yellow. Soon, the cop waves us all forward and off I go, somewhat shaken,
and then almost run another light! I hit it at yellow and just make it through before it changes to red.
In the rear view mirror, I see the lights, a small police car ripping along to get me,with the jodhpered
cop somehow clinging on outside the car.. I immediately pull over, and they are going so fast that they
can't stop until they are 3 or 4 car lengths past me. Three cops get out and walk back to the side door of
the camper so I shut off the ignition and open that door. I happened to stop so the door was directly
adjacent to a square manhole with no cover, so these guys had to straddle the hole. We talked with me
inside and them out. Soon, it was apparent that I had no idea what they were saying and they handed
me a telephone. The woman on the phone informed me that I had run a red light, had almost run over a
woman, and would have to stay in Tampico for two days to have my case heard. The alternative was
Mordita (the bribe) $600.00. I told her that I was a pensioner, did not have that much money, and
would welcome a two day rest. The price came down to $400.00. NO! $200.00 NO! $50.00 NO!
“How can I help you if you won't cooperate?” “HELP?” “ What can you afford?” $20.00. OK. Four
five dollar bills and they gave me directions out of the city. Now on the right road, I came to a rotary
and slowly proceeded to the right. Immediately, there were more cops, this time, I think, Federales, in
dark blue uniforms. Pulled over again! This time, they make me get out of the drivers door, one of the
cops threatens me by scowling at me and grabbing his gun. He brings me to the side of the RV where
he and several others make me open the side door. Three cops enter and begin opening drawers, doors,
and the refrigerator, which he holds open despite my protestations and the three of them proceed to
badger and threaten. Soon, I am sitting on my couch with the one that has some English. Ticket. Bad,
Bad, Bad. Gas can in Buggy. Too fast. Big knife. Six charges! $400.00. NO! $200.00. NO!
Pensionado. $100.00. NO! 200 Pesos. Yes. Off again, minus 200 Pesos, one full gas can, six grape
popsicles, one outside thermometer sending unit, and 25 degrees of coolth from my refrigerator.
TAMPICO IS THE ANUS OF MEXICO AND THE COPS ARE AT THE CENTER. Leaving
Tampico, the right way involves entering a dirt road to cross the railroad tracks. I missed the turn.
Twenty miles. Wrong. Turn around. Get back and experience my first returno. Luckily, I pulled over
just when a man that spoke a little English was pulling out and he led me to the return that took me
over the bridge. Okay, headed right again. Oops. Just over the bridge, Federales, pulled over again.
Ok. Any Coca Cola? No. How about half a jar of apple sauce. OK. Finally, bye bye Tampico.
I soon find out that maps are not very helpful, if I am on Mex 180, every road that branches off
of Mex 180 is still Mex 180. If I want to get to Vera Cruz, I need to know the towns in between,
because the signs and arrows only go to the next town. Several more Pemex nights, Army check
points, Federale check points, but no mordida (ONLY ANUS TAMPICO). At an army stop near
Acayucan there is some confusion between me and the polite soldier as to where I'm headed. Twenty
miles. Turn around. Wave and toot to soldiers as I pass going back to the turn that I missed. Pull over
at a restaurant, and the owner summons his daughter to translate. When I get the directions it is only
100 yards away. Now I'm headed over the continental divide to the Pacific coast. Another Pemex
night, this time in the mountains, cooler, yes. I think it was another two days, but by now I'm pretty
spacy. I finally approach the Guatemala border.
I'm driving in a populated area when I notice all the traffic coming the other way is stopped at a
government station. A young man runs up to my window and tells me that I have turn in my vehicle
permit. I had read about this, so I park, cross the road and turn in the permit for the buggy (the one for
the RV is good for ten years). When I get back to the RV Gustavo Perez, the young man that stopped
me, showed me his government registration tag. This tag is approximately 6”x6” and worn around the
neck. It Says that Guztavo Perez is “Agente Aduana” at the top which means customs agent. Absent
this identification, I never would have trusted this person. With the ID, I trusted that he was going to
lead me to the border and help me through all of the paper work. I was brought many miles over side
roads to a secure parking area near the border. At this point, another young man showed up with a

motorbike to bring Gustavo back, and they convinced me that I should give them my papers so they
could get them processed, that it was much quicker without me (they had motorbikes). Gustavo left his
government registration tag with me to show good faith, took some of my papers with him, and said
that he would be back at 7:00 AM. In the morning, I was a little worried until I realized that I hadn't
changed my clock, and that when I thought it was 7:00AM it was actually 6:00 or maybe even 5:00.
Guztavo shows. With Gustavo riding along again, we proceeded to the border. At the border, everyone
was very nice on the Mexican side, but questioned why I came to this crossing. This questioning, and a
lot of other things didn't register in my addled brain. When I was finished with the Mexican side, I
noticed that Gustavo was missing. He soon showed up and the gate was lifted so we could proceed to
the Guatemala border. I gave Gustavo 17 Pesos to pay for fumigation of the vehicle, then we were
directed to park off to the side close to the border gate. Here we got out and I was able to talk to a man
that appeared to be waiting to cross the border also, he spoke perfect English and asked if the boys
were taking good care of me? I replied that I had nothing to judge from, and just hoped that they were.
Somebody said the computer was down and we would have at least a one hour wait. The English
speaking young man invited me to breakfast, but I declined. As we waited, I asked about a map and
Guztavo Perez and another young man zoomed off on a motorbike to get me one for 20 Pesos. When
they got back $80.00 and vehicle titles went to another man, then 50 Pesos and my license to bribe the
guard. Then when we are sitting on the curb halfway across the border waiting for the guard, another
young man approaches from behind and starts yelling, and throws a box, and says “You are their
Christmas”. When he leaves he goes to a bicycle cart, and it appears that he makes his living by
pedaling people around in his bicycle taxi. I assume that he is jealous of the tips US people pay these
boys that are helping me. Also I'm thinking that the $10.00-$20.00 that I was expecting to pay was not
sufficient for all of the work they did and for so many helpers. While waiting, a couple with Texas
plates showed up that spoke both English and Spanish. We talked, and they had only gotten bitten by
TAMPICO mordida once, but paid $40.00, about what I paid for two bribes. They missed the same
turn at Acayucan and went a very long ways out before realizing their mistake. Also, the woman
wondered why their helper (agente aduana) brought them to this crossing, that was going to take so
long. They told me, that they were headed to El Salvador, and I was hoping that I might be able to
follow them, but, was informed by one of my helpers that customs would not let me go though El
Salvador, and I would have to take the long route through Guatemala to Honduras. If that's what I have
to do, then that's what I have to do. Because the crossing is so small, I have to unhitch the buggy, drive
the RV through, go back and drive the buggy through and re-hitch. Now four hours have passed, a car
is too close to the RV for me to pull straight out, but I'm tired disgusted, etc. and back up the RV sliding
the buggy sideways in order to get past the offending car. Through back streets of some town, then
under an overpass to customs, where I am directed to park so I'll have to unhitch again. Another two
hour wait. Now customs is going to send an agent with me from border to border, so I unhitch, turn, rehitch and off we go RV, buggy, and about six motorbikes. I am directed to pull into what appears to be
an abandoned gas station and stop. Soon there are three young men in the RV with me, each holding
one of my essential documents, and informing me that I owe customs this huge amount of money.
They say that I am cleared , and PAID all the way through the Costa Rican border and that agents will
be supplied by the various governments to ride with me from border to border all of the way. This
would mean all the way through Guatemala, Honduras, Nicaragua and Costa Rica. What it finally
comes down to is $200.00 US and 1800 Pesos, which is almost exactly what I have in my wallet. I
know it is wrong! I refuse many times! I still don't understand why I gave in, but I did. Then, outside
the camper I was introduced to the agent that was to ride with me through Guatemala. Guztavo then
flashed the roll of bills that I had given him and asked for his tip. I informed him that they had cleaned
me out, he laughed, they all smiled and hopped on the motor bikes and roared off.
So, Teofino, the customs agent and I set off through Guatemala. My gas gauge doesn't work
properly, so I try to fill the tank when I can. Some places I am able to get gas on my debit card. I'm

able to access two ATMs, but can't find out my account balance. I know I'm real low, but keep going. I
buy a snack for me and Teofina. It gets dark and I can't see. It starts raining, then pouring and I'm
blind. I try to tell Teofina, but either he doesn't care or doesn't understand. It gets testy. I pull over to
the side and refuse to move. The rain lets up and some trucks in front of us pull out so I move to a
safer spot and park for the night. The next day we go through some kind of minor inspection that I
wouldn't even have seen without Teofina. Turns here and there that I would have missed, but mainly
hills, hills, then mountains, mountains 10 MPH up, and down the smell of burning brakes, then the
smog and squalor of Guatemala City. Another night somewhere, I don't remember. Teofina mad that I
don't buy breakfast, I think, but I really don't know, and at this point don't care. I ask about the the boys
at the border, he acknowledges “si Bad Boys”. Now I'm mad; he, at least knows some of it, whether he
is a part of the swindle, I don't know, but he does know about it! We finally get to the Guatemala –
Honduras border twelve days driving from South Carolina. Teofina gets out while I wait in line with
trucks for an hour or more, time now is not relevant. A man comes to my window, he can help me get
across the border. NO WAY! He yells. I ignore. He quiets down, says I need copies and he can get
them. Teofina comes back, he needs copies. I plug my printer into my inverter and run off a bunch of
copies. A while later the helper comes back, he says nice trick with the copies, but I still need his help
and that I can't cross the border alone and towing another vehicle. I say, I'll just have to see what
happens. Before I get to the border, I find a passage in my dictionary and am able to ask Teofina to
take me to his boss, which ends up being any border guard. There is no big boss anywhere, and my
robbery is just one of those things. A moneychanger with the fingernail on one little finger about 1 1/2”
long approaches and offers a two to one exchange. I have no idea, even which way it would go, two
Pesos for one Lempira, or two Lempira for one Peso. A black man approaches who has driven truck in
the US, and we talk about the buggy. I ask him about the exchange rate and he tells me it is 2.3 to 1.
Later, when I call the money changer over he agrees and the calculator appears, so we make the
exchange. The gate lifts and I cross another border. As I drive both sides of the road are cluttered with
what appear to be derelict vehicles, somebody yells at me “Hey!! There is a line”. I recognize the
would be helper and keep on driving. After a mile or more of junk vehicles on both sides of the road, I
pass drivers in their vehicles on the right and keep going, soon, I see the border and am directed to
park. After conveying that I can't back up, I am given a prominent position by a pleasant young guard,
directed to some of the facilities, and also informed that the border is closed for the night and will open
sometime tomorrow. I meet some more pleasant people and there is talk/compliments on the buggy. I
am tired but OK and sleep well. When I get up in the morning, I check my clock/calender and notice
that it is Friday the thirteenth. I approach the gate lifter and decide to hire a helper. The helper and I
wait several hours for things to open. As I am waiting around, I notice the sign on the border crossing
(Agua Caliente). Oh-oh. Friday the thirteenth in Agua Caliente!!!!!!!!!!! I get my passport stamped
first then customs. The vehicles are inspected by a nice and efficient young lady who laughs out loud
when I fake cry over the amount of the customs duty. My helper walks outside the RV and leads me to
the border where I show another guard some papers out the window, then I hand the helper about six
dollars. He seems quite happy. I am quite happy, and off I go again to more beautiful but steep
mountains, with the engine groaning up one side and the brakes burning down the other. Up one, down
one, kids wanting tips for filling pot holes. I should have mentioned earlier that once I crossed from
the states it was a constant battle to watch for kids by the road, dogs (which are just left there if hit, [I
saw five dead dogs in the road]), wild drivers, TOPES (speed bumps) at least a thousand,!! some that
rattle your teeth, and pot holes by the thousands!! At some point, I notice a new rattle in the engine
compartment. When I open the doghouse I see that the bolt that secures the alternator is loose and is
making the rattling noise. I am able to pull it right out. With the engine quite hot (caliente) and me
straddling it, I attempt several times to screw in the bolt, figuring that the mechanic in Texas didn't
tighten it enough. I finally realize that the three or four threads that are on the bolt aren't enough, and
what has happened is that the forty year old bolt is broken, it sheared off leaving a section of grade 8

bolt threaded into the cast iron cylinder head of the engine. Now, if the other bolt loosens, at all, the
belt will slip, and be impossible to fix, even at most big garages. The only way that I know of to get
that hardened grade 8 bolt out of that soft cast iron head would be to weld a nut to the bolt and hope
that the weld holds when you put a wrench to it to remove the broken piece of the bolt. I put the
broken bolt in my sink and start driving again. After a while, I notice something in the front brakes
when I slow down for the ever present topes. Then again-maybe some noise, maybe some feeling
through the brake pedal. I just put new brakes on the front, there is less than four thousand miles on
them. I have to stop! I see a taller mechanico, and right across the I see an internet sign. I stop.
I pull over where the shoulder is quite wide and approach the young man that does the repair
work. Through my charades he understands that I have a problem with the front brakes on the RV. I
unhitch the Dune buggy and park the RV next to a set of concrete ramps that are used to work under
vehicles. After Oscar, the mechanic, finishes the job before me, he attacks the RV wheels. All of his
under 100 pounds pushing on the lug nut breaker bar. I finally convince him to jump on the bar while
hanging on to the side of the RV. After the lugs are loose, he proceeds to jack up the front end, with the
jack placed under the front axle. When the tire is an inch or so above the ground , the lugs nuts are
removed and he tries to pull the tire out of the wheel well. I had found out before, that there wasn't
any easy way to remove the wheel ( there was not enough space between the wheel hub and the fender)
and, at one time, I had to dig a hole to provide space to angle the wheel and tire out. By now there was
a group sitting on the concrete ramps watching Oscar work on the “Casa Rodante” . There were
different suggestions on how to proceed, finally, blocks between the axle and the frame prevented the
axle from going up too far and the wheel was removed. A boy that attended a bilingual school was
among the spectators and provided some translation. He balked, however, at my suggestion that we
sell tickets to watch Oscar work. Now that the wheel was off, it was quick work to remove the disk
brake pads. I was flabbergasted! The pads that were new when I left Virginia for South Carolina
where now gone! I have never seen brakes worn that bad. All four pads were down to bare metal, with
no sign of any fibrous material, even the rivets were gone! At this point, I was expecting a long stay,
knowing that replacement pads for a 1977 M-500 where not going to be available in Honduras. With
the help of our junior translator, I asked Oscar whether it could be fixed? He replied, “no probelma”
(which I was to hear many times). It seemed that there was a person that could reline the pads. The
front wheels were put back on the RV (minus brake pads) and the rear wheels were checked. The rears
were OK. I was introduced to Thomas, the proprietor of the taller (repair shop) and also the pulperia
next door. I was instructed to bring the dune buggy in front of the RV and told that there would be a
chain put up across the front entry. I was able to buy some drinks at Thomas' pulperia and spent a
pleasant night at the repair facility. The next morning, I was able to access the internet from the Hotel
Sula which was directly across the street. My son was able to lend me some money, and we found that
I was actually over drawn on my BOA account. I still don't know why they allowed me to withdraw
money, with no backup account? The next afternoon Thomas indicated that we should go for a ride in
my buggy. He directed me to a village about four miles away where I met the woman that was relining
my brakes. She came out in a nice floral print blue dress and sandals and with a heavy rag for
protection from the heat showed us the brake pads (which had apparently just been removed from her
oven). There were C-clamps holding the new brake pad material to my metal supports, and what
looked like some type of epoxy that had squeezed out around the edges. She then showed us the
grinding wheel that she would use to grind down the edges so the relined pads would fit back on. I was
quite impressed by a number of things; that they were able to fix the brakes at all! That it was done
with such crude equipment, that it was done by a woman (her son delivered them with his motorbike),
that she was so clean, and that it was done so quickly and well. By the time the new brakes were
installed, it was late in the afternoon, so I spent another night at Thomas' place.
The next day I went to the Sula Inn and used an internet translator (google?) to ask if some one
could show me to a person that spoke English. While we were watching Oscar work someone

mentioned that there was a person named Wayne in town that spoke English. I showed my translation
of “Could someone bring me to this person Wayne?”, to Thomas and his wife, and Thomas took me in
his truck to meet Rev. Wayne Ely.
I am still in Sula. I am trying to accomplish all of the things that it takes to obtain pensionado
status (permanent residency). Wayne has led me by the hand through numerous predicaments and has
set me up on a small farm that is owned by a friend of his. There is a caretaker family that lives on the
property and I feel quite safe and awaken to the sounds of roosters and cattle. The dune buggy is a
huge hit, and I was even asked to participate in a parade.
I'm taking it one day at a time, and trying to help Wayne with some of his many jobs; hospital
handyman, school handyman, minister, and too many other things to mention. I'm still mad at the
Tampico cops, and encourage a boycott of that area. I am especially mad at the Guatemala customs
agency. They know what is happening, they are involved in stealing tourists money, they could stop
this in one day! I would not travel to Guatemala. I would NOT EVER allow important papers out of
my hands. And, I wouldn't make the Damn trip again!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
Signed
Richard W. Cobbs

MY DUNE BUGGY IN VIRGINIA

BEFORE I SEWED THE TOP

MY PRE-BUGGY VW

