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Ripe, red coffee and blood on the deck
by Martin Lively

The not-so-nice scent of rotting fruit from the nearby
Coopeatenas coffee processing plant, the Benificio Diamonte,
let me know that harvest had begun. Not in a big time way
yet, jut small amounts selectively picked as bushes with a
little too much sun for this altitude ripened. But it has to be
picked; green to yellow to orangish to red and then brown
and down on the ground and lost. Don Ramon and young
David had picked the little ripened fruit on Finca Zacatal, only two cajuelas – maybe
forty pounds. But like a Beaujolais Nouveau, the first fruit of the season carries a certain
excitement.
I was just putting the half-full sack in the back of my Montero when a huge Ford pickup
pulled into Casi el Cielo. Jowen Sapiano of Aquaholics Marine Adventures,
www.aquaholics.co.cr, stuck his head out the window and yelled “Come on, let’s go: it’s
time to put the Montauk in the water.” He had added a smaller boat to his adventure
armada, a 17 foot, center console, walk around Boston Whaler. So the coffee moved
from my car to his and then to the Beneficio San Isidro, where, after Jowen and I shared
lots of fishing stories with Rolando Rojas, it began the fermentation, cleaning, drying,
husk removal, pre-roasting, roasting and packaging that puts in on our shelves.
Puntarenas and the Costa Rica Yacht Club are a little over an hour
from Atenas, and soon we were putt-putting from the dock across to
dry storage where Jowen’s fishing boats are kept clean and dry on
their trailers. Radio, rods and reels and other gear came from
another boat as the full black cover was pulled from the new baby.
White and cream and chrome it glistened in front of the huge 4
stroke outboard. Dock crew backed it down the boat ramp and we
were off. Off very slowly at first, since the tide was out and there
are places where there is less than two feet of water and even the
Montauk needs a foot and a half.
Jowen taught me the instruments and controls and the channels and obstructions as we
high propped out to deeper water, but soon we were on plane and zipping toward the
fishing grounds. Working birds disclosed fish feeding at the surface and we slowed,
stopped and cast metal jigs at the diminishing boil. As fast as the fish showed they
departed. I was so excited being back on the water that I cannot tell you how long the run
to the Negritas took, but it wasn’t long, and a few minutes after getting there we switched
to white, red head, five inch Rapalas and were trolling around the island just off the
rocks. We were in the Pacific; the little chain of islands including Tortugero and the
Negritas is where the blue ocean and the brownish green Gulf of Nicoya come together.

Roosterfish, pargo, grouper, dorado, sierra mackerel, jurel or jack and even the
occasional wahoo or sailfish were possibilities. Rod holders had not been installed so it
was only possible to fish one rod at a time, so under the guise of wanting to test the boat
and all components (but really more interested in my getting a fish) Jowen steered clear
of the rocks and slow trolled keeping an eye on the fish finder for water depth and for the
small and larger blips on the screen indicating baitfish and under them – game fish. Each
time we passed over schools of baitfish Jowen would then see larger fish images and
command, “Two hands tight on that gear Martin, that’s a thousand dollars you are
holding and there are fish down there capable of ripping it overboard.” White knuckled I
waited while the end of the G. Loomis rod vibrated the Rapala dance. Rainy season. Too
many previous moonlit nights. Middle of the day. Quien sabé? But a couple of hours of
trolling produced only one small Spanish Mackerel, a beautiful little fish, and the one
which christened the deck with its bright red blood. The dock boys would enjoy this fish
for dinner. It fought well but was no match for the gold anodized Calcutta 700 reel.
I had taken the helm after clearing port on the way out, but was tired from the constant
movement of the boat and the toll that that takes on your legs as you stand bent kneed and
bowlegged struggling for balance, so Jowen “drove” back. He loves this little boat and
pushed it to the limits as we flew over the slight chop and in between the winter wood in
the water.
In the center of the Gulf, Birds! We stopped as the few birds of earlier had grown to
hundreds and the surface was broken in bands thirty feet by thirty yards as some

unknown predators slashed at baitfish driven to the surface. Again metal was tossed to
them and this time we were both hooked up to the hard fighting Jack known locally as
Jurel. Ten/twelve pounds each they were a good fight and there were thousand of them
within casting distance. We cast, hooked up, fought and landed or released as many as
we had the arm and leg strength for. The school would veer away, break up and then regroup as we fought the hooked ones. A short run to where they resurfaced and we were
hooked up again. It was the largest school of feeding game fish I have ever seen and
what fun. Four went into the ice chest and the rest swim to grow and wait for our return.
Over spicy lemon shrimp soup and beers at
Restaurante Leda in Mata Limon Jowen and I
exchanged views of photos on our digital cameras
and told stories of fishing past and future. ( The
Montauk will take a prize winning tarpon on the Rio
San Juan next September! )
From coffee harvest to café con leche at sunset at the
beach, with singing reels and pounding waves in
between – just another average day in Costa Rica.

Atenas Today Interviews Marietta Arce
President of the Atenas Chamber of Tourism and Commerce (CATUCA)
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What exactly is CATUCA?
CATUCA is a private, non-profit organization made up of about 40 members from Atenas. Our
mission is to promote the area, improve our quality of life, preserve our traditions, and provide
opportunities for training with a focus on sustainability and tourism.
Are you part of a larger organization?
We are affiliated with the National Chamber of Tourism (CANATUR), but are independent and
receive no funding from them. We are often held as an example of a successful chamber of tourism
by the Costa Rican Institute of Tourism (ICT), whose focus has recently turned to the rural areas of
the country to develop unexplored and important sustainable tourism revenue.
What are some of your projects?
We are very pleased that our annual Climate Fair in April is now part of the National Development
Plan for the region. This is an important source of income for us and we sponsor the fair in the
park as both an attraction and an opportunity for local artists to sell their work. We have been
active in landscaping and placing signs around town, as well as in supporting recycling and the
Blue Flag Program. We work to raise awareness of the citizen’s rights and responsibilities in the
county. We sponsor and promote cultural activities such as concerts and dance recitals, and we are
always on the lookout for opportunities to learn about other cultures, such as when we hosted a
German dance group and placed them locally with families for a few days in exchange for a presentation to the community.
Are there any members from the Ex Patriot community in your group?
We are pleased to have many expat individuals and businesses in our group, including Atenas
Today, Kay’s Gringo Postres, Rick’s Coffees of Atenas, Jalapeños, Apartamentos Atenas, Cabinas
Paraiso Verde. We would like to see more involvement from the expat community and are looking
for opportunities to reach out to this important demographic group. We feel we have much to learn
and to contribute to each other and since we are all residents of this same town, we need to work
together and address our many issues. I hope that people who are interested will contact me.
I imagine that language is the main barrier. However, your English is perfect. Where did
you learn it?
I was born in Costa Rica, but my family moved to New York in 1963, when I was 8 years old.
How did that come about?
My father worked for a shipping company in San Jose. My mother came from a very poor family
and was determined to make a better life for her children. When my father’s company opened a
branch office in New York City, my mother urged him to apply for a job there. He got the job, and
we joined him six months later.
Do you have brothers and sisters?
I have an older sister, and a brother and a sister who are younger.
Did any of you speak English when you arrived in New York?

Marietta:

None. The only words I knew were “I don’t know”. We had no family and no friends in the U.S.
It was a classic case of my mother believing in the American Dream and driving us to make it
happen. From the day we arrived in Brooklyn she would not let us speak Spanish in the house,
and we hardly ever ate gallo pinto!
AT:
Did you go to school immediately?
Marietta:
For sure. That was our salvation. We arrived at Christmas time during the school holiday and
started school in January. My mother wanted us to go to the Catholic school, but they insisted on
putting us back a year because of the language issue. Mother would not hear of it. Her kids were
not going to lose time. So we went to the public school, and by June we were all fluent in English.
AT:
What about your mother?
Marietta:
She was determined and learned English from and with us. In Costa Rica she had studied to
become a social worker, and she worked full time in that capacity in Brooklyn, plus she managed
to get an advanced degree from Fordham University. I remember helping her prepare her thesis
by reading an English text book into a tape recorder so that she could listen to it while she did her
housework.
AT:
How long did you live and go to school in Brooklyn?
Marietta:
Eventually we transferred to the Catholic school, which I attended through high school. At that
point I was rebelling from my parents and wanted to leave home to go to college. They refused
but did let me return to Costa Rica for a 3 month visit after my high school graduation. When I
got here I loved it, enrolled at the Centro Cultural-Norteamerican and was awarded a diploma as
a bilingual office clerk. I took the admissions exam and wanted to go the university in San Jose.
AT:
Did you?
Marietta:
No. I managed to stay for almost ten months but my parents put a lot of pressure on me to return
to New York. They wanted us to be together as a family. My older sister was in Nursing School,
my younger brother was a junior in High School, and my little sister was 13 and needed support.
My mom was also worried that my absence might cause me to lose my ‘green card,’ and that
thought terrified her. She felt that being a permanent resident in the United States was a privilege
that I was not sufficiently appreciating. Today, I agree with her thoughts, but back then I just
wanted to be independent.
AT:
Did you end up going to college in New York?
Marietta:
By the time I got back it was too late to get into the fall semester, so I got a job and went to a
community college at night. I lived at home, but paid rent for my own room and board and felt
good about it because I was independent. Eventually I got a degree in secretarial sciences.
AT:
What about your social life?
Marietta:
In 1976 when I was almost twenty one I married a Puerto Rican man who was twelve years older.
The marriage lasted seven years, and for the final one we lived in Puerto Rico. He made the
mistake of letting me get a driver’s license, and that changed my life. I was free to go where I
wanted, and do what I wanted, and I realized I didn’t need to be the submissive wife. Fortunately
we did not have any children. We divorced and I returned to New York. My parents had always
made it clear that I was welcome to come home anytime.
AT:
So you moved back in with them?
Marietta:
Yes, but it was different. I was 28 and treated as an adult. We got along great and did many
things together. I returned to work for an export management company and eventually worked out my schedule
with them so that I could work

part time and go to school full time to get a bachelor’s degree in industrial psychology.
AT:
When did your husband, Scott, come into the picture?
Marietta:
Scott worked at the export management company, and I had known him for some time. At one
point he got married, but it didn’t work out and after he was divorced we began seeing each
other. In 1991 we were married and came to Costa Rica on our honeymoon.
AT:
What did Scott think about Costa Rica?
Marietta:
He absolutely loved it. Immediately after that first trip he asked my family to keep an eye out for
some land we could buy for a retirement home. They did, and in 1993 we purchased this property in Atenas.
AT:
And here you are, but Scott is not retired.
Marietta:
Right. After our two children were born we decided we could not afford to live in New York
City and send them to good schools. Scott’s job was such that he could do much of it from Costa
Rica as well as New York, and he wouldn’t mind commuting as much as necessary if we could
live in Costa Rica. When he was in New York he could stay in my parent’s house. And after my
experience having a working mother, I wanted to be at home with my kids, which I could do in
Costa Rica, but could not afford to do in New York.
AT:
When did you move?
Marietta:
We came in June 1999, in time for our oldest child to enter 2nd grade in a private school in Costa
Rica.
AT:
What private school did you send him to?
Marietta:
We tried several private schools for both of the kids over the next few years. Unfortunately, even
though I was willing to drive them every day to San Jose or wherever, the schools were disappointing. They were expensive, although not nearly as much as in New York, and in my opinion
they were too disorganized and socially competitive. I am a believer in a more individualistic
approach to education and feel that the adults we expose our children to should reflect the values
we try instill in them. Unfortunately, that was not always the case.
AT:
So what did you do?
Marietta:
I decided on the home school approach. They are now enrolled in an accredited school in Vermont and work on line with teachers there. Assignments are submitted on line, and tests taken.
My role is to oversee their progress, answer questions, and make sure they are spending the
proper amount of time on their studies.
AT:
What about their social activities? Do they miss being with other kids?
Marietta:
A big part of my commitment is to make sure they have plenty of activities with other kids,
activities that they choose, with kids that they like. For example, our son, Derek, is into baseball
in a big way and plays with a team in San Jose. It means a lot of driving for us, but we don’t
mind; children grow up quickly. Dana (our daughter) takes art classes once a week in
Guachipelin so she has the opportunity to spend time with other young budding artists.
AT:
So it has been a successful experience so far.
Marietta:
For us, yes. It suits my values and personality, and we are fortunate that our kids have no learning or motivational problems. It might not work so well for someone else.
AT:
How has the commuting worked out for Scott?
Marietta:
In the beginning he had to spend two thirds of his time in New York. Now he is here more than
half the time. In another two years he plans to retire. We feel we made the right decision.

October in Costa Rica
by Diane Holman

This morning kiskadees natter with each other.
Plants straighten and open in the first shaft of a hesitant sun.
We have been living in rain. Day and night the rain falls.
We are sodden, chastened; and the first tentative rays of sun
after thirty-six hours of rain affect us like whisky
on an empty stomach affects me.

And after all it is still raining. Steady, unremitting, falling from a sky that allows
only a glimpse of sun, a reminder and a promise.

The rain is a presence. At night I sit on my deck wrapped in the sound of it.
It disregards me and usurps me, like a hostile lover.

I say in the night: I do not disregard you, rain. I am in fact awed by you.
But I am not friendly, and you will not breach the wall of my resistance.

Sitting alone, an old veteran of weather, I will wait you out.

Helping Abandoned Dogs
by Tammy Rodriguez

In our effort to improve the health and well-being of all members of our community, the
Atenas Foundation for Helping Abandoned Animals recently had a mini castration clinic
of the abandoned street dogs.
The event took place at the office of veterinarian Dr. Olman Solano. A total of six dogs
from the Mercado Central were castrated, dewormed and vaccinated.
We would like to thank all the people who bought raffle tickets from our group. With this
money we were able to carry out this project, among others. Also, a big thanks to two of
the volunteers, Mr. Isham Collier and Ruben Morera Castro. Isham Collier is also the
person who feeds the street dogs on a regular basis. And thanks to Dr. Olman Solano for
providing his services at a greatly reduced cost.

Stocks to Watch
by anonymous

Normally I avoid discussing any advice received from my broker, but I felt this was important
enough to share, and warn you since this explosive situation might prove to be yet another
market bailout.
“Please review any holdings you might have in the following stocks:
• American Can
• Interstate Water
• National Gas Company
• Northern Tissue Company
“Due to uncertain market conditions, we advise you to sit tight on your American Can, hold
your Water, and let go of your Gas. You may be interested to know that Northern Tissue touched
a new bottom today, and millions were wiped clean. It’s a tough market out there. Be careful”.

