Glenn and I travelled together into Bolivia and spent several days in a little village looking at some dead deserted ruins of a Jesuit mission, farting around, watching military parades and playing with our new Bolivian slingshots. 

We asked a taxi driver to show us the sites. He took us to the place where the annual procession of some dead saint or other ends up. It was way up high on a mountain and there were all of these lunar metallic looking rocks with sculptures glued onto them representing the stations of the cross. The high point of the tour boasted a doll wearing the latest processional outfit sewed for her by the village ladies that spring. The taxi driver assured us that it was a real rockin’ place on the holy days. Then he took us to an abandoned half empty green swimming pool with two broken diving boards and some decrepit gardens around it. There was a lady there who found us two coca colas to buy and so we sat on the bench and admired the diving boards and told the driver how nice we were sure  it would be on a hot summer day as it was clearly the place where local pride was directed.

We left san jose de iquitos and went to the city of Santa Cruz, where I got robbed by a fake cop, a fake Argentinian and a fake taxi driver. They were really good at their job and I was a stupid gringo. They got into my bank account and took 500 dollars before I could cancel all of my accounts, so now I am waiting for new bank numbers, cards and so on. Fortunately, it is almost impossible to spend money in Bolivia because it is so inexpensive. I am really thankful that I didn't get hurt and am happy to be here in Sucre, Bolivia studying Spanish.

I keep saying that Bolivia is the weirdest country I have ever been to. It is hard to explain why. These are routine conversations in Bolivia: 

1. "Do you have any meatballs?" 

"Yes." 

"May I see them?" 

They show me rabbit. 

"So, do you have any meatballs?" 

"I have rabbit." 

"So you don't have any meatballs?" 

They shrug. 

Other weird things:

-Taxi drivers who get lost and ask you to tell them where things are

-Milk comes in plastic bags

-Tourist centers don't have maps of the city or information for tourists

-Mennonites (slack jawed, overall wearing pink Germans who stand on street corners holding a bag of homemade cheese for sale with a vacant stare in their eyes)-whole colonies of them!

-Salespeople could not care less whether they make a sale

-A national holiday where everyone beats the crap out of each other. Women included. Sometimes they fight to the death just throwing punches.

-Door knockers are 9 feet in the air. People are 5 feet in the air.

-Quechua ladies with long black braids in bowler hats

-The most common mongrel is a pekingese mutt with pink eye.

I don't know how else to explain why Bolivia is weird. I just know that many times a day, something will happen, I will wonder why, and then I will think, "Because this is Bolivia." and so there is an extra long space allowed for randomness in everyday occurences. It is growing on me.

I will be here until I get my bank cards, and probably stay for my birthday on the 24th. My street urchin spanish is turning into real spanish with these lessons, Glenn cooks for me in exchange for yoga lessons, it is sunny and gorgeous. The whole town is a world heritage site of whitewashed buildings with ochre tiled roofs and church arches.
