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True story. Semi-travel (or lack
thereof)-Related

The 10th of October was a landmark evening for me and
I didn’t even know it. Historically, this is a day on which
Columbus set sail for us or landed upon us or I can't
remember which since things are so immediate these
days and there’s no difference between leaving and arriv-
ing anymore, whereas it used to be the difference
between two months, some lonely Isabella fantasies and
a nasty bout of scurvy. Finding what you wanted took
more effort. But I digress. On the evening of October
10¢h I got dressed up, hailed a cab to the East Village
and gave the driver the wrong directions. I don’t know
why I did it. I had the right directions. Sudden onset
dyslexia? Bad letter karma for programming dirty words
into my Speak and Spell as a child? The inside of my
palm is normally such a reliable scribbling tablet.

I wound up 4 blocks and a strip of park away from my
destination, totally disoriented, and had to commit a rude
act: I asked a bouncer how to get to the other bar where I
was to meet friends. My guilt upon committing this
nightlife sin was immediately assuaged by two things: 1)
Bouncers don't give a fuck either way and 2) a tall dark
and handsome stranger standing next to said bouncer
said, “Hey, I'm looking for the same place.” “Great,” the
bouncer said, “you can find it together.” This was remark-
ably jovial and lacking any sarcasm and I realized I could
never be a bouncer because if I was, I can assure you that
would have been a direct “fuck off.” So I set off with my
new friend. Name: Nick. Lives in: San Francisco. Weight:
I don’t “do” boy weight. We chatted, found the bar togeth-
er, shook hands to congratulate ourselves on the end of
our directional idiocy and that was that.

Flash forward. Three weeks later my photo winds up on
the party pages of a gossip media site. I am smiling and
with a reporter I just met, frozen because its a photo-
graph yet somehow the motion of being drunk is clearly
conveyed. A few days after that I get an e-mail from the
reporter with a note from a college pal of his. Something
to the effect of, “Hey, reporter man, thanks for letting
me stay with you while I was in town the other week.
Youre never going to believe it, but that beautiful
woman with you in the photo I met on the street and she
walked me to the right bar on Columbus day.”

Like any sane person, I spontaneously decide this man is
my betrothed. I show the e-mail to an office mate, who
encourages me to Google him. He says, “This is beyond
‘small world.” ” Please note I say this not as a third-party
scapegoat lie for my own lunacy. The office mate is real
and I can assure you there was much encouragement
before I turned to the Web. Apparently the man does live
in SE . . . and Iraly and is about three steps away from
being an Olympic water polo champion. And he called
me beautiful. And he’s not a liar. Fuck-a-duck. So if I
were making this all up, I guess I would say that I then
went to Florence and wandered the streets (lost but bear-
ing lip gloss and other beauty items) and I ran into him
outside the Uffizi and it was all too much of a coinci-
dence to ignore. And now we have private jokes and a

dog. But I didn't do that. Nor do I have any intention of
doing that. Because it’s quite forward and bizarrely old-
fashioned, isn’t it? To stalk someone or something you
barely have a sense of half-way across the globe in the
name of discovery? I think I'll wait here instead.

But in the meantime, if you're coming down with scurvy,
come sit by me. —SC

Hamburg to Stockholm

“Smell my hands,” said the Swedish skipper. I had joined
him on a train in Hamburg, and we were headed to
Stockholm, he home for the Christmas holidays, and me
to join a friend at her study abroad program. I had left
my own program in England two weeks before, and had
been brutally drinking and smoking my way through
most of Western Europe.

“No matter what I do, I scrub and scrub, they smell like
fish,” he said. While working his way through a case of
duty-free rum he had purchased before he landed in
Paris, he regaled me with tales of the high seas, most of
which ended with him sleeping with an island girl from
his home base of Trinidad. “Oh those island girls,” he
said, “so tight.” He squeezed his hands together.

The trip from Hamburg to Stockholm was long, hours
and hours of stories and cigarettes and rum, all told by
this massive man, his blond hair sprouting from his head
like a ripening stalk of wheat. He appeared to spare no
details, and yet I wondered what more I would have
heard were I a man.

Eventually he asked me if T had a boyfriend. I did. “Does
he satisfy you sexually?” he said. It was a strange question
at the time. I was 20, and didn’t know enough about
what I liked yet to be able to answer him with authority,
but my survival instincts suggested I tell him I was doing
just fine, thank you very much.

“The girl before you, the one who got on in Paris, she had
a boyfriend too. Only he didn’t satisfy her needs. Thats
why she came to me!” He beat his hands on his chest. “I
took her, you know. I took her from Paris to Hamburg, all
the way, from behind. The conductor walked in to ask us
for our passports and he just closed the door and walked
away. Her juices were dripping all over me, all over my
hands. I can still smell them.” He shoved his hands at me.
“Smell my hands! Smell the pussy!”

I declined, of course.

After that he was a perfect gentleman—he even helped me
carry my luggage off the train and find the right commuter
transfer—the last of his drunken pornographic shit-talking
expelled from inside of him, like a sorority girl puking up
grain alcohol punch at 5 a.m. so that she can finally lay her
head on the cool ceramic tile of the bathroom floor. He
was possessed for a few hours though, bewitched by cheap
border rum and illicit train sex, bilingual girls who say,
“Oui,” and a lingering smell you can never wash off, no
matter how much you scrub your hands. —/4
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Three-and-In

I spent half of my eighth-grade year in
London. Dad was on sabbatical doing kidney
laser stuff. One time I played “three-and-in”
soccer at a park with my bros and two
Zambians that lived in our apartment build-
ing. Some other English guys joined later.

I took off my Swatch and put it by the goal-
post. One English kid deliberately sat out a
game and then took my watch. When I found
out, I chased him around the field in my
orange Jams. He was wearing gray utilitarian
trousers.

Predictably, a fight broke out and my brothers
jumped in. The whole park of English kids

came after us.

We were now running out of the park with
the two Zambians—Chanda and Chelazi—
my reacquired Swatch and (no lie) 20-25

limeys hot on our tail. We ran in our apart-
ment building. My brothers, Chanda and
Chelazi, and I ate Mars bars and talked about

TOQ\ awesome we were.

A week later I gave one of the kids who chased
us a deliberate elbow in another game of
three-and-in. He cried and I said I was faster

than Carl Lewis. —GH

[No Title]

Growing up, our standard family getaways gen-
erally featured car window blurs of Wisconsin
corn fields thick-packed like blond hair brush
bristles and Fleetwood Mac on auto-reverse until
we reached a Holiday Inn with a pool.

The requirements for these trips were as follows:
bathing suit, pillow for the car, a motley assort-
ment of T-shirts with logos and mascots, three
striped tube socks, and potholed jeans.

All this changed in 1979, when my parents
planned a continental Europe trip for our
five-piece family. This time, my mom, check-
list in hand, instructed us to dig into the
depths of our closets toward sector usually
reserved “For Church and Dress-up Only.” As
I was four at the time, my mom packed my
Pan Am suitcase for me. As I was a card-car-
rying tomboy who for two years wore nothing
other than a University of Michigan football
jersey and tattered Levi’s, this proved particu-
larly problematic. Mornings in far-away hotel
rooms routinely kicked off with fruitless
searches for my own clothes as my mother
pulled out a spate of suspicious looking
ensembles “from Cousin Laura!” or “that
Grandma bought you!” In my mind they were
strange “girly” get-ups that made me appear
like a child in witness protection. Holly
Hobby pants, a sweatshirt with my name
embroidered in flowery cursive, and a family
friend’s too-white-clean Topsiders were all
unfurled to equally bewildered receptions.

Meanwhile, my brother and sister appeared over-
seas as bizarre paper dolls of themselves: Super
Bowl jerseys and Bee Gees tees switched out for

penny loafers and trench coat for him and Laura
Ashley nightgown looking dresses for her. The
subsequent slide shows from these trips trigger
double takes as the three of us look like well-
heeled, clean-cut children that bathe, behave,
and maybe even go to church.

Our mode of transportation also experienced a
costume change. Since I was born, my parents’
blue Barracuda was the family automotive mode
of to and fro. In Europe, however, we walked.
And we walked everywhere, for miles upon cob-
bles-toned miles. In street snapshots from these
trips, I am usually pictured on foot at the start of
the day, while four to five blocks later I appear on
alternating piggybacks, strapping myself like a
saddle to my patient brother or sister.

Day after holiday, our schedules hoofed through a
detailed list of to-dos. Destination: Museum,
Lunch at Scenic Square with Pigeons, Afternoon
Stroll through Botanic Garden, Dinner with Dad’s
Business Friend. We would never experience such
structure and expectation from Midwestern Mom
and Dad. In Chicago, my mother and father were
the Montesorri School of parents, accidental
adherents of the Digital Underground’s “Do
Whatcha Like” philosophy. We went to hippy,
communal learning school. On a given Saturday,
my brother and I could be found building Hot
Wheels courses over kitchen pan ponds, while my
mom and dad dealt with the garden, and my sis-
ter read another tale of King Arthur.

During trips, this comfortable improv routine
fell by the wayside. When traveling, we adhered
to an inflexible cultural agenda, taking in myriad
must-sees at a frenetic pace. (I remember fondly
the day my sister Kristin threw-up outside a
“highly recommended” breakfast spot, granting

my brother and me one day of holiday hooky.)

For my parents, traveling was an opportunity to
shuck off the disheveled day-to-day Rydholm
routine and strive toward a missing sense of put-
togetherness. The trip was a chance to slide into
another family’s shoes—to play the part of the
family that could stroll the streets of Paris with-
out petitioning for a pit stop at Shakey’s Pizza.
The Rydholms: Travel Version, were organized,
cultured, synchronized, and streamlined—Dbest-
dressed feet constantly moving forward.

For me, the trip underlined my appreciation for
the fact that we were ordinarily not that family.
We were not the children of our next door
neighbors, whose father whipped the window
shade up at 7 a.m. on Saturdays accusing his
children and any errant seven-year-old sleepers-
over of “burning daylight.”

We were the family whose daughter wore “Irish
I Had a Schlitz” pins and green striped Snoopy
tube socks.

It's easy to speculate why my parents were for-
mal abroad and so folksy at home, but it's dif-
ficult to know for sure. This much is true: We
returned wearier and with greater affection for
deep dish pizza than buttery crepes. Still, there
are spiritual stamps from that international
sojourn. I don’t plan for a weekend from the
city without looking deep into my closet for
church and dress-up clothes—"just in case.”
Mostly I carry the maverick spirit of my family
(Rydholm: Chicago Version) and aim for a
plain-ole getaway—one with a Holiday Inn
with a pool. And I still know of nothing better
than the first notes of Fleetwood Mac
“Rumours” en voyage.—/R
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Volkswagen Bug Camper
Please Don’t Blame It on the Drugs

Filed under Novelties

Our story of the VW Beetle motorhome unfolds during the bicentennial year of the United States
of America, or 1976. In a town outside Escondido, CA, there lived a guy named Gary, whose royal-
blue leisure suit exuded something people of the day called “machismo.”

Despite his cheery exterior, and no matter how much primo South Valley crank he shot into his
arm, Gary was unhappy. Finally, after an unsettling incident involving the family vacuum cleaner,
an underaged Fotomat clerk, and a watermelon filled with grain alcohol, Gary’s parents kicked him
out of his childhood home. Gary was crestfallen—it being less than a week before his 38th birth-
day. With nowhere to turn, Gary phoned his lady, Janet. Janet lived in a tiny motorhome she built
out of a VW bug and some spare parts she purloined from a traveling fondue-pot salesman during
a game of full-contact strip blackjack late in 1975.

“Can I live with you in your tiny VW motorhome?” Gary asked Janet. “And I see you're wearing

the suit I bought you. It looks boss!”

And that was how Gary transcended a life of discontent
to become one happy camper, in the afterlife.

[Note: The above is a fictionalization. 1o build the VW bug motorhome, you must

purloin the plans.] —MS

“Only if you remember to wash out the sink when you're done shaving your back,” Janet said.

“Done and done,” Gary said. “Now, how do I light the gas stove?”

The Misadventures of Andrew
Krucoff (or, 'How Andy Got His
Groove Back’)

January 17, 2002: reader’s digestive systems;
mojitas with moses; quito or bust

I left my heart in Santiago . . . well, not real-
ly, more like my intestines. I said I wouldn’t
give details, but the Krucoff genetic-stamped
stomach has an ego all its own. It demands to

be heard, unfortunately.

Like the Argentine neighbors, my body has
started to revolt. Due to a fearful leader and
delicately weak constitution, the whole system
(nervous and digestive) is in danger of col-
lapsing. In light of these recent events the
entire medicine cabinet has resigned. Che
Guevara might have rode a motorcycle into
South American history but I'm attempting to
on a toilet.

Chile is an amazing place to visit but the sad
truth is the food sucks. Sure, they like to
boast about their world-class seafood, which I

admit is good, but, like anywhere, you have
to be mindful of the hook, line, and stinker.
I'll even give props to the majority of their
fruits and vegetables. I'll go as far to say that
the avocados and grapes are some of the best
I've ever had, but almost everything else has
me begging for a bag of airline peanuts.

Beef and chicken lovers are better off in
Argentina and Peru respectively. The “Pan’-
American complaint agreed by most travelers
seems to be that Chilean bread is crap. Sounds
picky but this is disheartening for someone
who just wants to give the body something to
soak up. I can’t express how much I miss
Rosario’s pizza, Mama’s Food Shop, or even
the smell of Grellan’s 2-hour chicken-cooking
marathons on the Foreman grill.

To make matters worse (I've been in this
country close to 3 weeks now and I still can’t
believe this) you aren’t allowed to flush toilet
S - A
paper. Pipe issues or something. You'd think
with such a plumbing restriction theyd have
an alternative no-fuss disposal system. Perhaps
something resembling a garbage shoot? Nope,

it’s all-muss. That little trash can in the corner
is the extent of it. If you're lucky it has a lid.
It’s a process I'll never be comfortable with,
and when even my Spanish intructor tells me
“no controles esfinter” you know I've spent
more than my share of time in bathrooms. I
heard rumors of public restrooms that make
you PAY for toilet paper but fortunately I have
not encountered this firsthand.

Anyway, while even the Aussie expresses sym-
pathy for my “bum deal” this hasn’t stopped
me from covering as much ground of the
country as possible. Fortunately, the school got
a huge influx of students this past Monday so
there was finally a decent amount of people to
lunch, visit museums, and go to bars, parks,
and pools with.

Quick museum story: We went to one dedi-
cated to pre-Colombian Latin American art.
Cool stuff if youre into ceramics, metallurgy,
etc., but my favorite piece was about Mayan
shamans and mushrooms. It included this
helpful description: “Swallowing (them) pro-

duces hallucinations of little men who resolve
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difficulties.” Forget the Brazilian bikini wax,
this sounds like the greatest thing ever.

Another cultural tidbit comes from a fellow stu-
dent, Yair of Tel Aviv. He tells me about the
South American “Israeli Wave” that forms every
year. Thousands of Isracli twenty-somethings
descend upon the continent every December. It
starts in the southern tip with Patagonia (and I
swear I thought it was just a big tour group but
the bar on New Year’s we were at was packed with
them) and continues north for a couple months
with breaks in Argentina, Peru, Bolivia, etc., until
they all crash on Salvador, Brasil, for Carnaval.

This is good to hear cause I'm unknowingly in
the same migration pattern. Kinda like being led
to the holy land. Mojitas with Moses.

So the next stop on my “Crapping Through
South America Tour” is Quito, Ecuador. My
flight is tomorrow (Sunday morning) but 'm not
ready to go. Despite my ingestive invectives, I
would like to spend more time in Chile. Of
course, | start to feel really comfortable with a
place just when it’s time to move on. I can see how
some travelers spend 3 months in Chile alone,
going from one end to the other. The friendly
people and geographical diversity are reason

enough to change their flag from one to five stars.

I just found out the “family” I'm staying with in
Quito consists of a woman and her 22-year-old
son. The bio sheet says she is “the owner of the
pharmacy.” This could be good. I'll take some of
those reds, blues, and a couple of those
greens . . . in gelcaps, please?

Oh, and the language school in Quito is called:
Bipo & Toni’s Academia de Espanol. I fear that
after class theyll have me selling batteries,
lighters, fluorescent yo-yo’s, and remote-control
toy cars out front. —AK

Elevator Facts in Chart Form

600 [~

500 [~

400 [

meters

300 [

200 [

100 [~

Ground Level

/

508:Taipei Financial Center (101 floors; 508 meters)
has two elevators that can carry passengers from the ground
floor to the highest floor in less than one minute at 1,010 meters

per minute, the fastest elevator in the world

a third of its original size.

300: Betty Lou Oliver (USA), an elevator operator, survived a plunge of
75 stories (over 300 m or 1,000 ft) in an elevator in the Empire State Building,

é,«o}_o: July 28,1945.

154:The world's tallest tower for testing elevators, owned by the Otis Elevator
Corporation, is in Shibayama, Japan, rises 154 meters above ground...

| ...and 27 meters below.

490: A total of 105 people were killed when an elevator operating

at the Vaal Reefs gold mine, South Africa, fell 490 m on

May 11,1995.The disaster struck when a runaway train plunged down

Vaal Reef's number 2 shaft.The train crashed on top of an elevator carrying
miners to the deep gold seams - sending those trapped inside hurtling to
their death 2.3 km (1.4 miles) below the surface.The elevator was crushed to

The Dodgeball.com Riddle Quiz Contest

Below is a sentence with errors that number three. Send your
answers to info@theotherpage.com and win a copy of either "What
We Do Now" (www.melvillehous books.com/wwdn.html) or "A
Simple Heart" (www.melvillehousebooks.com/novella.html).

PFM “There is three things worng with this sentence.”
Q0¢m0¢p .
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How to build a paper JET model

3a.

3b.

4.

-
#

'

1. Begin with a

2. Fold the square

3. Fold the paper in as shown in the

5. Fold the paper
between the two

7]

mwcwﬂa piece of _MW%WEMSQH_%MMM_ iagram, 4. Flip over orners and
paper- . unfold.
6a. 6b. 8b. Oa.

7]

6. Fold those corners toward the

8. Fold the sides into the center, but

9. Fold in the

17.

center along the crease you just 7. Flip over. don't fold the flaps from the bottom. pointed end as
imade. shown.
ob. 10. 11a. 11b. 12. 13.
\
[
. 11. Fold sides . 13. Fold sides
10. Flip over 12. Flip over. under the flaps
toward the center.
towards the center.
14a. 14b.
16.

14. Push down the sides so they

imeet under the flaps and look like a
mormal paper airplane
right angles with the wings)

s fuselage. (at

15. Staple the
front of the paper
airplane (where
he arrow is
ointing)

16. Bend a paper
clip so that it
makes an "S".

17. Thread the
paper clip
through the hole
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