Chapter XVII

Some Monteverde Love Stories

Introduction by Katy Van Dusen

Who fell in love with whom has influenced greatly the path of Monteverde’s history.  Included here are the love stories of some of the couples who met and fell in love in Monteverde and later created homes here.  We tried to invite all the couples who fit in this category to share their stories in their own words.  We are grateful to those that chose to do so.

Richard and Meg (Wallace) Laval
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Back in 1973 I arrived in Monteverde for about 14 months of research, sponsored by the Organization for Tropical Studies and the National Science Foundation. I was studying mainly frogs, spiders, lizards, and of course, bats. I was pretty much on my own because the project lacked funds to hire an assistant. During my first monthly research trip to Monteverde, where I was staying at the comfortable old pension operated by Irma Rockwell and later by Martha Moss (burned to the ground in early '80's), I was surprised when a teenage girl arrived and volunteered to be my assistant, gratis, for the duration of my research. That 17 year old youngster was Meg Wallace, who had been indoctrinated into biology by George Powell's former wife, Harriet. She turned out to be an extremely valuable addition to my research effort, as well as a valued friend and companion. When my stay in Monteverde finally reached its end, we both realized we did not want to be separated. And since I was to leave soon for a year's research on bats in Africa, I would be far away from Costa Rica. Having grown up in a more conservative age, and in a conservative state of the U.S. (Missouri) I realized the only way to get out of this dilemma was for us to be married, although I had never previously considered the possibility of marrying someone much younger than myself. Not surprisingly she agreed that this was a wonderful idea, and we were married in Monteverde Monthly Meeting on 1 May 1974. The rest is history!

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Carlos & Lidieth (Wallace) Guindon

Scoop

We hold the distinction of being one of possibly two cases where children from some of the first settlers got married to each other. In most cases second generation Monteverdians married people from other areas.

Our relationship began with Lidieth having a crush on Carlos that resulted in notes being passed back and forth and endless teasing from upper classmates of Carlos’. Had Lidieth "dug deep enough"? Carlos was not going to be an easy “catch”, he was quiet and studious, not interested in girls! This all happened while Lidieth was in 8th grade and Carlos was in 12th. After months went by we became "novios". Carlos would walk Lidieth home from school and we would occasionally sit together in meeting. We had fun together joking and teasing each other! 

We then went our separate ways but sooner or later (about a year later, March 1976) we were together again. After Carlos finished high school we continued to date while Carlos worked at the dairy plant. Our relationship then went long-distance as Carlos left Monteverde in 1977 to go to Earlham College in the U.S. At this point many of our friends thought we would find other people but the reality was that the mail lady (Dorothy) was going to have more work. A letter or two a week for a year! Then Carlos decided to take on a project in Monteverde as part of his studies...no not Lidieth (she was part of the incentive package!), a biological study of the trees! So Carlos came down and Lidieth finished high school! Many thought we would get married! But alas, it was Lidieth’s turn for more schooling, so again we went long-distance!

Lidieth left Monteverde in February of 1979 while Carlos stayed on finishing up his project and again the letters came and went. Finally, in 1980 we got it together to be in the U.S. at the same time but not in the same State (Lidieth was in Missouri while Carlos was in Indiana). Telephone calls were almost weekly and phone bills added up until Carlos arrived to spend the summer near to where Lidieth was at the School of the Ozarks. Fall came and we were separated again for a time until Lidieth left the School of the Ozarks and went to spend some time at Earlham with Carlos. From there Lidieth went to Fairhope, Alabama while Carlos spent a trimester in the South-West on an off campus field program …letters were few!

Finally a summer project in Monteverde came about for Carlos with Peter Fiensinger …and just maybe a project with Marty Crump would be a possibility for Lidieth! Carlos soon sent a letter suggesting we get married that summer since we both would be in Monteverde during that time (how romantic!). He called me the Saturday after sending the letter asking me if I had gotten a letter. I said “yes” and he said “what do you think?” and I said “about what?” He was not going to get off so easy as that!  Well you guessed the answer, we planned to get married on the 4th of July but ended up changing the date and getting married on the 14th of June, 1981! And so ended the saga of our long courtship.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Frank Joyce and Katy VanDusen
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We met, in part, thanks to Brazilian bureaucracy.  In the summer of 1980, we were both 22.  Frank volunteered with Dan Janzen in Corcovado and Santa Rosa sifting through horse manure, counting seeds, and trapping mice. In August, he was scheduled to mistnet birds in the Amazon.  His visa to Brazil was delayed, so he was left waiting in Costa Rica, and looking for work.  He came to Monteverde to help Nat Wheelwright study birds and lauraceous trees.


Meanwhile, I had arrived in Monteverde in February of that year.  Shortly after arriving, Martha Moss invited me to lunch. She asked how long I was planning on staying.  I had committed to work at the coop for a year, but I wasn’t sure I would stay much longer than that.  I mentioned that one of my reasons was a need for “a social life with people my age”.  Martha replied decisively “You are much more likely to meet someone here than you would be in New York City.”  She was right  - in fact he turned out to be from New Jersey.


Frank and I first saw each other at the Sunset House in August 1980.  (And little did we know that we would eventually build our home a good mango’s throw from that balcony.)  It was a special event: the Fogdens were giving a slide show.  I was extremely aware of a really good-looking guy with a ponytail sitting on the bench behind me, and I felt a bit self-conscious of the braid going down my back.  I felt even more self-conscious at the end of the show when I got up to do a special good-bye to Nalini Nadkarni who was leaving the next day.   I had made some brownies with a “stinky pinky”: the riddle was “a three-timer-tree-climber”.  I felt quite silly.


We met the next day, I think it was 1 September, at Nat and Genie Wheelwright’s. They were living at the Lawton’s.  Genie introduced us.  Then we kept bumping into each other – at the dairy plant sales room, on the road, and at the coop where I was working.  I introduced Frank to Osborne Cresson Sr. on vegetable day and Osborne asked loud and clear among all the neighbors picking out their piñas and papayas “Oh…Oh…Is he your boyfriend?”  I responded by saying “You have a great imagination,”  blushing and wishing it were true.


Early one morning I went to watch quetzals at a fruiting tree with Nat.  Frank was there, too.  I ended up inviting him to dinner that night.  The next Sunday we walked to the ventana and then went to meeting together, his first.  Monday, I looked for an excuse to see him again. I found a frog and took it in a jar down to the Flor Mar where he had a room.  He wasn’t there, so I left it by his door with another invitation to dinner.  He didn’t show.  I began to lose hope.  

But the next day he sought me out and explained that he had gone to San Luis for the day and had come home via the Stuckey farm.  Joe had been having tractor problems.  Frank had helped fix it and ended up staying there for dinner.  He had returned to the Flor Mar and found the note too late to come to dinner. He asked for a rain-check and I gladly obliged.  We have been a pair ever since.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Tim Curtis and Helena Guindon 


Tim did not come to Costa Rica to find a wife.  He was only coming for a year, he assured his parents, on the eve of his departure from the U.S. in February 1981.  When his Dad tactfully ventured that he “might meet someone there”, he brushed off the idea, sure that he knew better than to become attached to someone that far from home.  As for Helena, she had no intention of getting married, and had spent just enough time in the U.S. to know that Monteverde was her home.  Well, we´ll see.


On the morning after Tim´s arrival in Monteverde, Helena was the first new person he met.  On a whim, she dropped in on him and housemate Thom Dixon at Edith House to “check out the new teacher”.  She recalls that he “looked rather grumpy”, so she didn´t stay long.  Since Thom was an honorary Guindon family member, we crossed trails every Sunday evening at the weekly family gatherings, besides at meeting and the usual community events.  Some time during the first few months, each independently dreamed about the other one, which made us uneasy enough with each other to keep a safe distance for some time.  


Then Ann Kriebel arrived back in Monteverde.  She was to share a house with Helena, and a classroom with Tim.  She also shared with Tim love of singing, and at most of their get-togethers with their guitars, Helena joined in.  By the end of the year, we finally admitted that we were hooked on each other.  By then, Tim was committed to go back to the States, so we subsisted on several fat letters per week for nearly a year as Helena painted her favorite corners of Monteverde, and Tim tramped the maple woods of Pennsylvania and the apple orchards of Vermont.  After the last apple was picked and enough dollars saved for a ticket, Tim arrived back for another extended “visit”, and we´ve barely lost sight of each other since.  In September 1984, three and a half years after we met,  we got married in a cow pasture in Pennsylvania, in the presence of Tim´s Friends meeting, and Lucky and Wolf, Beni and Melody, the Cressons and Katy Van Dusen to represent Monteverde.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Another Love Story in Monteverde

Nalini Nadkarni and Jack Longino

Written by Nalini

The cloud forest and the community spirit of Monteverde brought me there in 1980. From my first visit here, I was inspired to climb its trees, study its plants, interact with its people. I was carrying out two years of my dissertation research on the canopy-dwelling plants of the Reserve. In 1981, I encountered one of the visiting groups of students and faculty on a tropical ecology course run by the Organization for Tropical Studies (OTS). Among them was a graduate student, Jack Longino, who was studying ant biology in the lowland tropical rain forest of Corcovado National Park. Some of the students asked me to teach them how to climb trees, which I do with mountain-climbing gear. We arranged for a demonstration climb and teach-in the following weekend.  

On that Sunday morning, after Meeting, I had already arranged to play music with Paul Smith and Willow Zuchowski at the Sunset House, so I had only a little time to devote to teaching these students how to climb. I brought my ropes to Meeting, and hurriedly rigged a tree (which still stands!) just outside the Meeting House road, near the road. Teaching novices how to climb is time-consuming and takes concentration and attention to each person. The line of waiting students was too long for the short time I had. With time left for just one more person, and a gaggle still waiting hopefully, I noticed Jack standing in the background. He said quietly “I’d really like to know if there are ants in the canopy”. How could I resist? I put him in the harness and as I guided him up the rope, I noticed he had very strong leg muscles. He spent a long time up there, looking for ants, but somehow, I felt happy to wait for his return. 

After the climb, he joined me at the Sunset House, and dutifully listened to the music we made. We spent the evening together at the Pension Quetzal, where the OTS course was staying, exchanging tropical biology stories with the other students and faculty, finding much in common in our quest for understanding the tropical forests we had chosen to investigate. 

I had planned to leave the next day to deliver plant samples to a lab in San José, and Jack was coincidentally slated to go out the next day as well. We were both secretly delighted that we would have another chance to share more time, and so instead of saying goodbye that evening at the Quetzal, we acknowledged that we would see each other on the Sta. Elena bus. In those days, there was only one bus per day, and one had to walk from Monteverde at 5:00 am to make the always-punctual 6:00 am Sta. Elena bus. 

Imagine my disappointment, then, when I boarded the bus, with no Jack in sight. Imagine his chagrin when he awoke at 5:00 am, anticipating a ride with the OTS car from the Pension Quetzal to the bus – but the students who were studying the nocturnal habits of bats still had the car at the Reserve. So Jack was stuck in Monteverde as the Sta. Elena bus tooted its departure beep. Never one to give up hope, he ran the 3 km to Sta Elena. But the bus had already left, with me in it, down the long, bumpy road to San José without even a proper goodbye. 

Miraculously, however, it turned out that that day was Election Day. And Election Day is the single day in the year that they run TWO buses from Santa Elena to San José! The second bus was revving up its engine just as Jack arrived from Monteverde. He jumped on board and headed down to catch up with my bus, which was trundling slowly downhill, picking up people along the way.  His bus passed mine, but both of us ended up on the big express bus that met the Sta. Elena buses at the intersection of the Monteverde road and the Pan American Highway. 

The express bus was impossibly crowded – standing room only because of the elections.  We ended up perched awkwardly but happily together on the front steps of the bus as it zoomed towards San José. I remember very clearly the conversation we had on that ride  – finding out that we had similar dreams of working and learning in tropical rainforests for the rest of our lives, similar attitudes about the joys of working in Costa Rica, similar desires to contribute to knowledge about nature. We made arrangements to visit each other at our study sites, and that set the pattern for the rest of our graduate work in Costa Rica. 

Over the next two years, I visited Jack in Corcovado National Park, and he visited me in Monteverde whenever we could. Transportation in those days was much more arduous than it is now, and communication was much more primitive. There was only one telephone in all of Monteverde (at the Pension Flor Mar), and only a radio phone in Corcovado National Park. Our conversations were not very frequent nor very private. In fact, most of the National Park guards listened in on our exchanges, no doubt chuckling over our long extended goodbyes we would end with.

What added to the romance was that Katy Van Dusen and Frank Joyce were going through a similar courtship process at the same time – Katy in Monteverde, and Frank in Corcovado. Katy and I would talk for long hours about our novios who were sharing living space (tents) out there in the lowland rainforest. It is a bond that has continued throughout our friendship as couples and individuals.

I hold some of the best memories in my life from that era in Monteverde. The sense of new, romantic love that Jack and I experienced at that time embodied the nature of the double sunrise shell described by Anne Morrow Lindbergh in her book, Gift from the Sea:

 “…Both halves of this delicate bivalve are exactly matched. Each side, like the wing of a butterfly, is marked with the same pattern…I hold two sunrises between my thumb and finger. Smooth, whole, unblemished shell, I wonder how its fragile perfection survived the breakers on the beach. The pure relationship, how beautiful it is! For the first part of every relationship is pure, whether it be with friend or lover, husband or child. It is pure, simple and unencumbered. It is like the artist’s vision before he has to discipline it into form, or like the flower of love before it has ripened to the firm but heavy fruit of responsibility. Two people listening to each other, two shells meeting each other, making one world between them. There are no others in the perfect unity of that instant, no other people or things or interests. It is free of ties or claims, unburdened by responsibilities, by worry about the future or debts to the past…” 

The warmth of the people of Monteverde, the beauty and wonder of the landscape, the peacefulness of place – all contributed to our sense of joy at the discovery of each other. I vividly recall feeling the “rightness” of our standing up at Meeting a year after we met, surrounded by our dear friends on the Green Mountain, holding Jack’s hand in mine, and saying “Jack and I have decided to get married and live happily ever after.” 

Since then, we have returned to Monteverde many times for varying amounts of time. We own a little house near the cheese factory. I continue my research in the cloud forest. Jack collects ants there. We have two children, Gus (11 years old) and Erika (8) who have attended the Monteverde Friends school and who have deep connections with our neighbors and friends. Although we spend only a part of our time in Monteverde because of our work and family in the USA, our hearts are intertwined with the community in many ways, contributing to the ongoing love story that began with the tree outside the Monteverde Meeting House twenty years ago. 

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Alvaro Salazar y Siria Ugalde,

con mucho cariño


Nuestra historia de amor tiene unas raices muy profundas acá en Monteverde, ya que nuestros abuelos fueron unos de los primeros ticos que llegaron a esta preciosa zona, que ha visto nacer y crecer a nuestros amados hijos.


Nosotros nos conocimos un diciembre en el año 1983. Fuimos amigos por muchos años, donde descubrimos que en muchas cosas pensamos igual y en otras no, incluso tuvimos novios y novias diferentes sin que esto afectara nuestra amistad. Pero un día que ninguno de los dos estaba comprometido empesamos a salir juntos; nos gustaba mucho bailar , ibamos a todos los bailes, paseabamos, tuvimos muchas cosas en común.


Empesamos a sentir la chispa de amor en nosotros. Fué en 1986 que nos comprometimos como novios formales. Fué una época muy linda en que la que fué creciendo nuestro amor y compatibilidad y el 11 de julio de 1987 nos casamos. Han sido 14 años de una vida matrimonial muy linda, donde hemos tenidos acuerdos y desacuerdos, pero en fin de mucha felicidad.

English version:

Alvaro Salazar and Siria Ugalde,

with much affection


Our love story has deep roots here in Monteverde, as our grandparents were among the first ticos to arrive in this precious zone, that has seen the birth and growth of our beloved children.


We met in December 1983. We were friends for many years, when we discovered that we had many ways in which we thought alike and others in which we did not. We even had boyfriends and girlfriends, though it did not affect our friendship. But one day when neither of us was committed, we began to go out together. We loved to dance, we went to all the dances, we went walking, and we had much in common.


We began to feel the spark of love. It was in 1986 when we formally committed ourselves to each other. It was a beautiful time in which our love and compatibility grew, and on 11 June 1987 we were married. It has been 14 years of beautiful married life, in which we have had agreements and disagreements, but in the end much happiness.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Thom and Kimbra (Rockwell) Dixon

I don't know when I first met Thom.  He claims I was knee-high to a grasshopper when he first came to Monteverde.  Certainly I  WAS out of diapers, though he'll try to convince you to the contrary.

It took many years for me to even notice Thom's existence.  He would come to our house for breakfast once or twice a week, and he loved to tease Tamy and Bryn, the "babies" of the family.  He and Dad would invariably get into long discussions on one topic or another, and I was intrigued by his thoughtfulness and by his wealth of knowledge.  I developed a bit of a crush on him sometime in my teen-age years, and while on a trip to the States, I bought a little badge saying something like, "You're number one!" and put it in an envelope for him.  Heaven forbid, of course, that he should know who sent it!  So I cajoled my uncle into addressing the envelope for me in his handwriting, then we mailed it from some obscure place we drove through.  Uncle Don (Bedell) teased me about this Thom-fellow for the rest of the trip, and Thom, meanwhile, never resolved the mystery of who sent the badge.  Eventually he gave it away to one of his girlfriends, I suppose.

Later, in the States for college, I took a long weekend to go on a car trip with my cousin Marcia and my brother Lesli.  It was the dead of winter, and we were in the middle of nowhere when we came across a hitch hiker standing by the road trying to thumb a lift.  He was bundled in a heavy coat, wearing a ski cap pulled down over his forehead.  To my horror, my fearless brother slowed the car to a stop and the hitch hiker scrambled on board.  Marcia and I, sitting together in the back seat, groaned and rolled our eyes at each other.  The hitch hiker settled back in his seat next to Lesli, the car resumed its usual breakneck speed (usual, with Lesli at the wheel), and I noticed the two of them exchange a knowing smile.  The rascal was none other than Thom Dixon in disguise.

This was neither the first nor the last time Thom showed up unexpectedly.  Sometimes it was on a beach trip, sometimes at a family get-together, sometimes in one country, sometimes in another.  When he couldn't be there in person, he would often make his presence known from afar.  I remember an elaborate treasure hunt he made and mailed to my roommate for her to set out for me on my 21st birthday.  Sometimes a year or two would pass with Kimbra-imposed silence between us.  It seemed simply too outrageous a concept for us to be a pair.  We were too different from one another.

He claims it took ten years of persistence on his part to arrive at the "I do."  At any rate, we were finally married on March 22, 1993.  He still pulls all sorts of pranks, and we're still as different as can be.  Life together has certainly not been dull, and it's rather a pleasant thing to be married to one's best friend.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Antonio and Adair Guindon

IT'S ALL FRED MORRISON'S FAULT

It all started in Fred Morrison's head, with some help from Laurie Sanders.  Laurie and I were in graduate school together and somehow, Fred got it into his head that Tonio and I needed to meet each other, so they invited me on a trip to Costa Rica in August of '91.  They dragged me all over Monteverde trying to track Antonio down, leaving notes here and there, but to no avail and with my interest going into the negative numbers.   We kept running across different members of the Guindon family, which Fred and Laurie took great delight in pointing out...  I began to suspect they were trying to set me up with Antonio, which caused me to feel slightly hostile toward the whole idea.  Finally, on the night before we were due to leave for a trip to Santa Rosa, Antonio showed up.  Our first meeting took place in a darkened house (the power was out) and it almost didn't take place because I had heard Oriana's shrieks of delight as they came up the hill catching lightning bugs... however, I couldn't tell the shrieks were joyful and I was terrified!  When I heard a knock on the door I seriously considered hiding in the closet;  I was alone in the house and I was sure that something awful was going on out there that would probably require my first aid skills or, worse yet, that I try to speak or understand Spanish!  But the story has a happy ending, because I opened the door and found Tonio and Oriana standing there.  "We're looking for Fred," said Antonio and I replied "Oh, then you must be Antonio!"  Fred and Laurie came back soon after and proceeded to talk Antonio into joining us at the beach, much to my dismay.  Antonio says he fell for it, but brought Oriana along just to make life miserable for everyone.  The beach trip failed as far as the matchmaking plan- no sparks flew- but Oriana decided I was pretty cool.  Antonio captured my interest by telling me about a mountain bike trip he had done from Monteverde to Arenal, but that was about it.  Fred and Laurie and I went back to the US shortly after.  I didn't have Antonio's address.  He didn't have mine.  We had no plans to see each other again.

It all would have ended there, except that my graduate school class needed to do a tropical ecology field trip somewhere and Laurie and I volunteered to help set things up in Costa Rica.   So, suddenly, 6 months later, I was headed back to Monteverde!  Remembering the bike trip, I wrote to Antonio and suggested we could do a similar trip at the end of my field trip.  I think I even suggested I could pay him to be my guide!   What followed was an exchange of letters, highly amusing now when we look back, that said things like "as long as you understand that this would be just friends" (that was Antonio) and "just friends is fine with me, I'm not interested in anything else" (that was me).  Once again, luck was with us.  The ecology field trip happened, but the bike trip did not.  The weather was typical January weather so we abandoned the bike trip idea and went to Playa Panama.  There must have been some magic in the air.  We had a wonderful time snorkeling and camping out on the beach.

It was a short trip, however.  And at the end of 5 days, I went back to Vermont again, but this time, I had Tonio's address and he had mine!  What followed was a flood of letters (flowing mainly from Vermont to Costa Rica) from January until I returned for a short visit in May.  I wrote EVERY day because I did not realize that mail was only delivered twice a week on the cheese truck.   This meant Tonio came in for a lot of teasing from his family- it was suddenly very obvious that someone was writing to him a lot!  In May, I moved to Wyoming to work for the Nature Conservancy on a remote preserve.  So there were more letters (although a lot fewer than before), interspersed with a monthly phone call, until October when I returned to Monteverde once again and spent the winter with Antonio.   The rest, as they say, is history.

What is interesting when we look back is that we started talking about the house that we built in Monteverde together very early on.  Antonio showed me drawings for his dream house when we were working out plans for our beach trip (the third or fourth time we met) and I said I would put a tower on it.  Anyone who has seen our house knows it has a tower on it!  It is also funny that we finally did the bike trip about a year and a half after we had originally planned it.  It was fun but we both agree it would probably have killed the friendship right there! 

written by Adair, with lots of help and memories from Antonio

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Beth Quinn and Manolo Solis


It all began in 1994 with a new group of young female teachers at the Centro de Educación Creativa, anxious to deafen themselves at the Cascada, moving artfully to the Latin Beat.  Hannah Lowther, as a mother of two students, was willing to provide the service.  As owner of the Hotel Sapo Dorado she had at her beck and call a group of sure-footed young men to serve as partners.  Thus, oh so long ago, in the Monteverde Friends School Meeting Room, I first met Manuel Solis.  

Though I really didn’t know it, I was hooked to her yearly class for teachers by Hannah’s quick wit and dramatic flair. And I never missed a chance to be able to put it into practice and suffer the volume at the Cascada.  Manolo remained one of the many nameless partners I counted on.  You see, I had been well-trained.  A young female teacher needed to ignore or reject the continuous stream of masculine advances in order to preserve her reputation and image in the eyes of the community.  So, I did notice the special flair of Manolo’s comments and love-sick sighs and pattings of his heart, but discounted them as his gringa-trapping technique and didn’t really pay attention for three whole years. 

Finally, persistence paid off.  Tired of trying to explain why I wanted no romantic connection over the never-ending beat, I suggested Manolo meet me at the CEC the next day.  Much to my surprise, he got there early – (I didn’t think he’d show up!)  After an hour’s conversation, we agreed to exchange English lessons for dance lessons.  I left feeling I had made it clear where I stood and Manolo left to go tell his mother he had a new girlfriend! I guess he was more perceptive than I as nary an English class occurred and three years later we don a wedding ring, share the joys of Nati (our bright eyed wee wonder) and have just finished paying off the site of our future home alongside a stream in Los Llanos.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Zobeida Fuentes and Paul Englander

        
In late 1995, Paul visited San Luis as a participant in a short community service trip.  He met Zobeida for the first time during this trip and felt the beginnings of a spark.  She did not.

        
In August 1996, Paul returned to stay in San Luis for several months.  He lived on Buen Amigo farm just up the mountain from Zobe.  There he began teaching English to the local kindergarten and elementary school.  Zobe and Paul decided to have a "joint" language class to teach each other the language they wanted to learn more about.

        
This class started a friendship that developed a little more with each class, with each time they were together.  The language class evolved into more of a time to talk about things going on in the farm and in each other's lives.  After over 3 months, a mutual friend of theirs began to sense feelings from both Zobe and Paul, so she recommended to both of them that they talk about each other's feelings.  This talk did not happen right away.

        
Their friendship continued to grow with a trip to Nicaragua with some friends and a trip to Corcovado NP with Paul's twin brother.  They felt very happy and comfortable when they were together.

        
In January 1997, Paul moved from San Luis to work at the Monteverde Conservation League's San Gerardo Station.  After a few visits back and forth between San Gerardo and San Luis, Paul visited San Luis in February 1997 for a community dance.  Still nothing happened.  The following night, after collecting insects together in the forest with a black light, Zobe and Paul came back to her office and began talking.  After midnight, Paul finally took the risk and kissed Zobe.  Both of them felt something magical.

        
Paul, not understanding the cultural concept of "marcar", did not feel the necessity of talking with Tomas (plus, he had never had to do this before).  Normally, a tico would have to ask the father of the girlfriend to receive approval of visiting the house and being the boyfriend.  After Zobe told Kenuel, her son, about Zobeida's new "novio", Kenuel almost immediately told his grandfather (Tomas).  When Zobe told Tomas about Paul a month or so later, he only smiled and said that he already knew, because Kenuel had told him.

        
Paul's plans to return home changed and Paul stayed until August 1997, working as a guide for community service trips.  Zobeida traveled to the USA with Paul and they drove cross country during their month together.  At the end of the trip, Paul stayed in the USA and Zobe flew back to Costa Rica.  This difficult test period apart only confirmed the strong love they had for each other.

        
In January 1998, during a visit to Costa Rica, Paul asked Zobeida to marry him.  She accepted.  No wedding date was fixed.  In May 1998, during another visit from the USA, Paul asked his future father-in-law for his approval of marrying Zobe.  Tomas replied his approval with little words, but with a smile.  No words were necessary.

        
On October 10, 1998, Paul and Zobeida got married in a Catholic ceremony at the Iglesia del Bajo de San Luis.  On October 11, 1998, the following day, Paul and Zobeida got married for a 2nd time in the Quaker Meeting in Monteverde, Costa Rica.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Rodrigo Solano and Melody Guindon

[image: image3.png]


Married Aug. 9, 1990 under the care of the Meeting. ++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

William Vargas and Yvonn Rockwell
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There doesn't really seem to be a definite time when William and I met - our families always lived in the Monteverde area so we both knew the other one existed. Probably the first personal contact was when William and Lidieth Wallace were going together. Since Lidieth and I were best friends, that brought William and I into brief contact.

In 1994 my family went to the United States for a year and a half and Joe and Jean Stuckey lived in our house in Monteverde and cared for the dairy farm. For part of the time Joe's sister, Becky, lived with them and she and William became special friends. During the same time William began attending Monteverde Friend's School full time. When my family moved back to Monteverde in 1996 the Stuckeys headed north again which left William "free".  He spent six months trying to convince me that he was a great guy - some days he was more successful than others! I finally decided he was right then it took a bit of convincing for him to think he could visit me at home. Our Friday night card parties were the beginning of three-plus years of going together.

When William bought an engagement ring, he told me about it but he wouldn't give it to me until we'd talked to my folks.  The wedding date was set, then put off for six months, another date chosen then set ahead two weeks. We wanted a Catholic church wedding and also marriage in the Quaker meeting which mean the date had to be a Saturday since the Catholic priests only came to Santa Elena once every two weeks, on Saturdays. There were two priests who took turns coming up from Las Juntas and the one who would have married us on the date we set, convinced himself that William's mom was making us get married so he refused to perform the ceremony. At the last minute we had to rush to Las Juntas and talk to the other priest, who agreed to marry us but it had to be either two weeks ahead or two weeks after our chosen date. It seems advisable to get the business taken care of as soon as possible to avoid any more setbacks so February 9th was the big event! We assume since we tied the knot twice it makes for a more lasting marriage!

We spent the first night of married life in Monteverde to avoid getting a late-in-the-day start on our honeymoon. At 5:00 a.m. the next morning William's mom knocked on our door and told William the hired man wasn't coming that day so William would have to milk the cows. As fate would have it, the cows were having a bout with Stomatitis and the best treatment for that is gentian violet so William's hands were bright purple for our honeymoon!

A couple of weeks before the wedding William and I were coming back from San Jose after doing wedding preparations, me driving William's new motorcycle, when we hit loose rock and went down. The glass on the headlight broke so the next time we went to San Jose for more preparations William parked the motorcycle and went in to buy a new glass. When he came out, the motorcycle was gone and we never saw it again. This is significant because we then had no vehicle for the honeymoon so Leonard Hoge kindly offered to loan us his motorcycle ~ and we accepted. The only problem was that he couldn't find the papers for it so we headed off knowing that if the cops stopped us we would undoubtedly lose the motorcycle since they would assume it was stolen.
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We were late getting started after all due to milking and the likes so it was getting dark as we disembarked from the Tempisque ferry. We drove just a little while and found a nice pasture by the side of the road so set up our tent and spent the night there. At 2:00 a.m. we heard noises outside the tent so fearfully looked out to be met with the sight of what seemed to be hundreds of Brahma bulls with LONG horns milling around in the pasture. We decided the best thing was to sit tight and hope they would ignore us and the fact that our tent was bright orange (bulls are color blind, right?!) It seemed to work because by daylight the bulls were gone and we were able to pack up and go on about our business. We ended up at Playa Tamarindo and set up camp. The weather was EXTREMELY HOT so we weren't very active and decided to go to bed early - especially since we hadn't gotten a very good night sleep the night before.  Things were fine until some time during the night there were more noises outside the tent. Upon investigation, this time we found a sea of hermit crabs so dense that the ground was completely invisible. It wasn't as scary as bulls but the noise they made was amazing so we didn't sleep too well that night either. By the next morning the idea of a honeymoon was seeming less and less inviting so we packed up and came home. We didn't ever meet up with any traffic cops so were able to return the motorcycle to Leonard when we got back.  We didn't try the idea of a honeymoon again until this year for our 21st anniversary - it was a much more enjoyable occasion the second time around!!

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Tomás Guindon and Lindi Maxson
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Married under the care of the Meeting Aug. 24, 1975. +++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++Elias Newswanger and Mary Stuckey
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