
Guanacaste

Day 17 – San Carlos Valley – Hanging Bridges – Guanacaste – 28 November

I went to bed at 21:00 and got three hours sleep before the heavens opened up. The rain was so 

heavy that it woke me up. In Costa Rica the climate is such that their building structures are quite 

flimsy. Consequently, in this cabin there is only the thickness of a board to amplify or mitigate the 

noise of rain.

I got back to sleep for a while but at 03:00 I was wide awake. I send a message to Noah reserving a 

seat on his boat. I dozed until 04:30 and then got up. I brewed a cup of Costa Rican coffee. It has a 

lovely rich taste.

CNN reported that Angela Merkel has formed a coalition government.

I turned on the refrigerator again. This time there was no pool of water to mop up after a defrosting. 

These places need to really test their cabins for sleeping. This cabin is supposed to be luxury, but has

a noisy fridge at the foot of the bed, a roof that acts as the membrane of a drum and a curtain that 

does not block the light right outside my door. Impossible to get a good night’s sleep.

At 05:25 it was still pouring rain. The first event on today’s programme was a trail walk. We are to 

enjoy the six hanging bridges of Guanacaste. So, my thoughts were turning to coping with the rain. 

My backpack had to stay on the coach as it is carrying all my valuables and must be locked. So, that 

leaves an umbrella, rain jacket and a plastic bag for the camera. I went with my Keen shoes without 

socks, as the Keens are designed for wading through streams.

As I walked over to to breakfast I saw that El Arenal was even more sheathed in cloud. So, in two 

visits to this country and five opportunities, I have never seen the volcano – Google Images to the 

rescue.

We rolled ten minutes late at 07:55 because a key was missing. Then we had to elect the number of 

hanging bridges we wanted. The options were zero, one, three or six hangers. The furthest was 1.9 

miles and three only one hour. It was pouring rain. So, I elected three.

At 08:25 we arrived at the site at 2,026 feet. I went out the door in this outfit. Umbrella, Tilley had 

with shower cap on the crown, Magellan rain jacket over my red Bergen T-shirt, Tilley shorts and 

Keen sandals without socks.
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Our walking guide strode off and left half the group behind. It took some yelling to bet her used to 

the idea that she had a bunch of wrinklies who did not handle going uphill very well. We also quickly

found out that she was not giving a guided tour. He only function was to make sure we went the 

right way. The trail surface was paved with web concrete bricks. Consequently, you did not dare look

up or you would trip. during the hour or so I saw nothing but wet ground and wet leaves. The fauna 

were not stupid. They had all taken cover in the torrential downpour. This was one of the stupidest 

things I have ever done.

To replicate this event, get dressed up as described and then step into the shower. Turn on the cold 

water full blast, look at your toes and march in place for an hour. Brilliant!

I did not risk the Nikon leaving it on the coach. I took the waterproof TS4 to record my adventure, 

taking a couple of selfies.

By 10:06 we were back in the coach. Then the problem was how to dry out all the soaking wet gear. 

The windows quickly fogged up as the humidity overwhelmed the coach system.

We found out that the six bridgers had encountered a snake. Some had approached quite close to get

a good photo – it was a Jumping Pit Viper, one of the deadliest.

The next part of the trip was a long trip along the north bank of Lake Arenal. The dam at the western

end was built in 1978 and the resulting lake drowned the old town of Arenal. When the water levels 

are low, the church can been seen.

At the mid point we spotted a coatimundi and got photos through the rain spattered windows.

The road around the lake is very unstable with all the rains. We passed two land slips where crews 

were cleaning things up.

At 10:48 we passed an anomaly. There was a Swiss hotel (Los Heroes) complete with a small Swiss 

mountain train. I looked, but Heidi was not on the balcony in her dirndl.

The road was bumpy, twisty and nausea inducing. Frankly, it was not much fun. We went over the 

Continental Divide and saw wind turbines making the highest elevation.

We stopped for lunch in the town of Tilaran at the La Troja restaurant. It was completely open to the

elements. It was raining and windy. The only table I could find was on the periphery. The menu was 
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tortilla chips, salad, rice, (chicken), (fish), refried beans, and passion fruit juice. I skipped the items 

in brackets. I ate in the drizzle afforded by my unique location.

BUT, I finally found my Costa Rican T-shirt for $14 – the price had marched down from $20 – there

are good things about truck stops.

We were rolling by 12:50 and soon passed a quarry in the belly of a distinct volcano. Then we started

losing altitude and descended towards the Guanacaste plain.

At 13:12 we joined the Pan American Highway near the town of Canas. There was a lot of 

construction as they are widening the Pan Am into a four laner.

At 14:00 we stopped at a shopping centre in Liberia (Liveria). It was as though we had changed 

countries. This small shopping mall could have been anywhere in South Florida. Everything was 

priced in dollars. I bought a small bottle of penetrating oil to get the 72mm filter off the Nikon lens. 

Others stocked up on liquid refreshment for our day off at the luxury resort hotel.

At one point I found myself humming to a familiar tune. I finally figured out it was the Spanish 

version of: “While shepherds watch their flocks by night ……”

In the main store there were a lot of ex-pat Americans. We found out that the dry weather of the 

area attracts a lot of Americans and that the local airport has direct flights to US and Canadian 

destinations. By the way, the airport is the second largest in Costa Rica. The locals cows are grown 

for leather – that is exactly what the Tour Manager said. Cotton and cashews come from this area – 

reflecting a different climate.

We learned that Costa Rica grows rice, but imports a lot from Louisiana. Their beloved beans come 

from China. The Pot Farms we kept seeing were in fact pottery outlets, the locals teasing with the 

term “Pot”.

We spotted a Crested Cara Cara and a very rare spotting of a Jaguarundi.

We got the the Marriott Guanacaste Resort and Spa at 16:30. It is located on a very long private road

that also gives access to gated communities. This is a very high end area and prices are high. Of note,

by law anybody has access to the beach – just like Mexico – so that there is no such thing as an 

exclusive beach. This area even has a golf course, which is very unusual for Costa Rica due to 

expense.
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I was very grateful to get into my ground floor suite, number 141, with a private patio and view of the

huge pool. I remembered to get some beach photos of the sunset.

Then it was the usual frustrating hunt for the dinner restaurant. This resort is huge and after sunset 

navigation was not obvious. Dinner was another buffet, but they did feature a turkey for the America

Thanksgiving. The young lady at the carving station had no idea how to carve – she was demolishing

the bird.

We had been asked to bring our return flight details. The Tour Manager would spend much of the 

next day in contact with head office confirming the flights. I suspected I would be on the 05:00 

shuttle.

Our group had a place on the patio, but we were under strict orders to vacate by 19:00 so the next 

herd could feed. It was very pleasant eat in the warmth without any bugs. I would not be eating on 

my deck in Toronto.

I was thankful that the room was lightproof and soundproof. BUT, the first thing I had to do was put

some penetrating oil on my lens filter to let it soak all night.

On CNN I watched a nature show with Piers Morgan on sharks, alligators, turtles, stingrays, pythons

and other scary stuff.

      Previous                   Scroll Down          Back to Photos             Scroll Down                   Next

http://www.ironsides.net/IronTrip/GuatBlog/Day18.pdf
http://www.ironsides.net/IronTrip/GuatBlog/Day16.pdf
http://www.ironsides.net/IronTrip/2013_Photos.htm

	Guanacaste

