
ÎI iI

1;

12

brown felt.sombreros were playing a dice game and drinking
the native "aguardiente", a mighty powerful drink consisting

of rum and cana (sugar cane). When our Swiss driver left the

car to make enauiries the group seemed to break into gales

of laughter and there in=the lonely.countryside we suddenly

felt helpless and frightened•and almost expect.ed someone.to
draw a machete (sharp knife).:-fiowever, our imaginations were.

working overtime, for'we.drove off without incident and head-

ed for Valera, our. destination. for -the night.,

Valera in the rain seemed almost deserted for the hour

was late. However., there were plenty. of, people in town for

every-little hotel, no matter how:primitive, was full.-Final-

ly, we were given permission to,sleepat the Hote.1, Gran

Atlant;ica but we had to sling.chinchorros.(hammoéks) in a,
corridor off the patio. Luckily we had brought,our. own çhin-

chorros with us, in,case 'such an emergency arose,. and after.

much giggling.•and many hopes expressedas to-the.durabilitÿ

of the hammocks,we fell asleep to the background music ,'of-a

squeaking mouse and a snoring hotel guest., We caused quite,,a

furorenext morning when the hotelguests peered at us from-

the',balconi.es`opening,onto the patio and when a large door.

at the end of the corridor was opened,:,there.were more eyes

peering at us 7 vultures' eyes._Four of these birds of prey

were:sitting on the-back fenée of the.hotel. Wanting to add
a.gracious note to our stay at the hotel, the..:Italiân.pro-'

prietor summoned,a waiter and had him serve us demi=tasses

of coffee in our chinchorros,. Queele.gancia!

After Valera came the "big climb" and on dusty gravel

roads we started upwards into-the :,clouds: And this;is not a

figurative expression, for very soon,the vision wasal.most

zero because.of the dense clouds.-,but what was.more fright?

ening-4 we knew that chasms. a mile.,deép -f,ianked the :road,

and quite often we;were ;}ustable.to,discern the small wood-':

en crosses that_the Andean people erect to prevent spirits-
from returning when poor unfortunates,doi go.over the.side.'

We,inched our-way. along, with a. couple of backseat drivers

not helping•out in the least,, when "que momento tan glorios.o"..

we had reached the Pica Aguila (The Peak of the Eagle).

Peering through;:the clouds we saw,thât there-vrerequitea

number of- cars parked=at the Chalet' Hotel._ It was rather,
hard. to breathe -and the air was,extremeiy câld for'we were

some 4118 meters or 13,000 ft: above-.sea* leve].•;'Snow,oftèn

falls liere:-and we. had hoped 'to.catch. a n6stalgic-:g'li,mpse of.
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a snow-capped mountain.but the clouds had not cleared around
Pica Bolivar.,We rusfied;inside the pine panelled Chalet and
over to an open.grate-,.fire.and ordered a great dinner of

Spaghetti and minestrone soup.•This hotel also was run by..an
Italian.

We Canadians felt quite homesick,in the atmosphere of

the chalet with its Quebec heaters, fireplace,and.guests in
ski clothes. However, we soon had to leave the safety of,the

chalet and once again we crawled a`long the tortuous,roads._

Soon we left the cloud curtain behind'andbegan'.to„_énjoy the

scenic beautÿ and the quaintness of the tiny A^dean vil-

lagès. The people are quité handsomé with.high colouring and

bright eyes and many of therri wear colourful ruanas or. ponchos

mostly of dark blue woôl lined with red. The children are

sweet (though dirty) in their tiny ponchos and men, women,

and ehildren seem to wear fedoras,' or large sombreros. We
tciQk a picturè of a child of some 4 years wearing a poncho

and a paddy:gréen fedora. This is.a wheat growing district

but the farms seemed barren fQr'this"was the dormént seasfln.

The steep slopes were encircled by miles of stone fences and

there.were many circular grain threshing pits. The orarigé^
tiled roofs of the haciendas wëre the"onlÿ`bright s'pots

against the drabness,of the stones arid ,bare fields. When.we,

camm to'the town ôfMucuchies with its 'prettypastel colour-•

ed''"casas"`lining the seve"ral streets we decided"to make
roservations.in its only liotèl "The Bavaria" which wâs`ownëd

by a`fairly `yôung German. The hotel"was qaitéprimitive.bût

cl`ean and our host promised' us' someI 'fresh"'brôok trôut for

supper. We'wëre interestèd'in seeing Mérida;-the only city,

in the Venézuelan Andes, so onc e again we startéd off.alông

the hairpiri bends. En route we stopped to `bâthe ar below

in a fast-rushing mou.ntàin stream,çompléte'with tinÿ water

falls, and pâddled ârouind like schoôl',children a. t the old
swimming hole. When we. cl'imbëd ûp to thé highway we wére
rather horrified to find that we had a flat... what if we'd
had a blow-out "on thé 'oad!

After more time spent' twi`sting and tûrning we fin'ally
saw t`hé city of Mérida' far âheàd acï'oss' a mil°e'-déep raviné
and"âlso noticed rows of crossesmàrking a spot wheré à
sc}i^ool bus 'had' gos ►e• over the sidé. Mérida' is . noted 'for `its
University de Los Andes, one`nf"thé'ôldest ôn'this continerit,`
and itsprétty girls. Wesaw many of them ât the grilled
windows of the narrow streets and many wearing lacë ^mantiT--


