
Hacienda Pinilla

Day 18 – Guanacaste – Hacienda Pinilla – 28 November

I had gone to bed at about 08:30 the evening before and had a delicious sleep through to 05:30 hrs. 

I brewed myself some full strength Britt coffee from the very roasting operation we had visited. It 

was so robust and tasty.

CNN is all over Black Thursday/Black Friday. It seems to say something about our plastic society. It 

is partly explained by the fact that the US economy is about two thirds dependent on consumer 

shopping.

I weighed myself on the first bathroom weigh scale I have seen in almost three weeks. The good 

news was that I had lost five pounds in eighteen days. So, I guess a diet of rice and refried beans has 

something to recommend it.

The bad news was that the penetrating oil had not done its magic. So, I redid the operation. Then it 

hit me. I had taken quite a tumble on an icy spot in Saint Moritz – the camera had hit the deck. I 

suspect that the filter was “crimped” in place by that event and that it will take a vice to get it off. 

Ever the optimist, I continued the penetrating oil, coupled with sharp blows with the soles of my 

Keens. In the Armoured Corps we used to solve many problems with a five pound sledge hammer.

I spent some time cobbling together a blended twelve day tour of Guatemala and Costa Rica. While 

both countries were OK as presented, there was far too much coach time for an upscale clientele. My

solution uses a lot of internal air which might push through the budget envelope. Key was the 

discovery of the airport yesterday that obviates a return to San Jose.

I took the time to create a list of the things that I must do when I get home. Taxes and licence 

renewals topped the list. I also hoped that the Nexus tablet 10 version 2 has been released. 

Unfortunately, WiFi was costly at this resort so I could not get some items off the list.

The stock markets were up about 25% this year, even though the economic data would indicate there

has been no recovery. Once again, I was reminded that the stock market is like a casino with no 

rules.

Our dining routine was breakfast from 06:30 to 10:00, then lunch from 13:00 to 15:00 and dinner 

17:30 to 19:00 hrs. The highlight was a tour-sponsored Happy Hour by the pool from 13:00 to 16:00 
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hrs.

After a slow delicious 09:30 breakfast, I went for a long walk around the property. Sun-blocked and 

wearing my Japanese headscarf, new Costa Rican Green Lizard T-shirt, Tilley blue shorts and sock-

less Keens, I was the ultimate tourist geek. The resort went on forever, the large rooms wrapped 

around a very large irregularly-shaped pool with a couple of infinity features. Unfortunately, while 

nice, this Spanish-themed resort has the intimacy of a football stadium. Equally, there is nothing 

about it that indicates you are in Costa Rica – it could be anywhere in the tropics. Except, there were

two vendors on the beach highlighting the public property law – I glared when they approached and 

they did an about turn – what silly vendor thinks they can sell anything to a seventy-year old single 

male?

After walking in the surf, watching a brown pelican doing vertical dives, and noting the warning 

about dangerous undertow, I was content to get out of the searing sun. The covered corridors 

provided ample opportunity to explore with many good lookouts from the third deck.

I dropped into the Britt gift shop which sold just about everything besides its famous coffee. Prices 

were high, a ball cap costing $17, a fridge magnet $7 and a T-shirt $20.

Apart from the fact that I am not a beach person, and don’t enjoy swimming pools or family type 

resorts, it might be a great place to stay. However, by 11:00 I was bored and retreated to my room, 

where the 26 Celsius air conditioning felt like the Arctic.

I remembered that Bucky and Barnaby had been locked in the suitcase far too long. Out on the patio,

I took some shots of the ‘Gruesome Twosome’ with both cameras. The photo shoot was accompanied

by the soothing saccharine music coming out of a pet rock. I made the mistake of steeping onto the 

ground cover just off the flagstones and got enough mud on my Keens to start a banana plantation.

After a very late lunch I went back to Britt and bought the little green tree frog baseball cap. Then, 

sporting my Costa Rican T-shirt and baseball cap, I reported for Happy Hour at the pool bar. I 

managed two plastic cups of beer, but, having had no alcohol for quite a while, decided it was wise to

walk away. I left my shrapnel as a bar tip.

Back in my room, I brewed a decaf Britt to ward off the evil spirits and watched Christiane 

Amanpour on CNN.
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It was an early dinner from 17:30 to 19:00 with the admonition that we had to clear the restaurant 

by 19:00 hrs. We had the honour of eating inside in the air conditioning, no small privilege given the

humidity that had built over the day. Both ham and turkey were on offer, so I went with the ham.

As I packed I watched a CNN documentary on the Louvre. I was in bed by 21:00 hrs.
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