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Praise for Female Nomad & Friends

“Rita Golden Gelman’s book pulsates with life’s flavors—both in the stories and the recipes that accompany them. Remarkably, all royalties will be donated through two Rotary clubs to provide scholarships for young adults in a Delhi slum. As a Rotarian myself, I salute Rita and savor her book. So will you.”

—Karin Treiber, Ph.D., Rotarian, Minneapolis, MN

“Thanks to Rita and her friends, the world just got a little smaller. This inspirational book simultaneously illustrates how large and small our global community has become. By sharing recipes, customs, and lives, we are ushered through an exotic world of experiences.”

—John O. Hishmeh, executive director, Council on Standards for International Educational Travel

“These wonderfully poignant stories speak to the inner nomad in all of us, reminding us of the joy and warmth we feel when sharing laughter, tears, and meals across cultures.”

—Sara LaRosa, returned Peace Corps Volunteer, Tonga 2006–2008

Praise for Tales of a Female Nomad

“I loved so much of your book, especially the part about how many of your adventures happened because you simply trusted people. You have renewed my faith in people and I’m going to trust more!”

—Marisa Atamian-Sarafian, Oakland, CA

“Your book consistently captivated me and filled me with the warmth of humanity. I was honored to vicariously participate in your experiences and appreciated your humble and personable approach. But most of all, I learned something about not only the fascinating places, but the nature of reality itself.”

—Tantra Bensko, Rainsville, AL

“I’m in my mid-thirties and struggle with having made some unconventional choices. It is really validating to read such an intimate and honest account from another woman who didn’t follow a traditional path or do what others expected.”

—Elizabeth Olds, Washington, DC

“Your writing, your spirit, your priorities, your outlook … just wonderful!”

—Nancy Zaffaro, West Linn, OR

“I LOVE LOVE LOVE IT!!!!!!!! Your life has been incredible.”

—Allie Hammond, Knoxville, TN

“I am 18. After reading your book, I felt like the life I want to have, this interesting, magical, spontaneous, unpredictable life, can actually come true.”

—Chelsea Bickford, Lodi, CA

“It is so refreshing after reading so many cautionary tales of how to keep safe while traveling to read about someone giving everybody a chance and taking each day as it comes. You are so inspirational to all women who feel that something is missing in their lives and feel there must be another way to live.”

—Gloria Knipe, New Zealand

“Everyone believes i’m crazy for traveling the way i do, and after reading your book, they have a much better understanding, although most still think i’m crazy!”

—Elena Slagle, Sacramento, CA

“I have just blown through your book in record time and find it the most refreshing and personally inspirational read I have had in ages.”

—Nora Dunn, nomad
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Ginger-Cumin Roasted Chicken

Charred Sugar-Crusted Salmon

Larb Gai

Beef (or Lamb) Curry

Peruvian Ceviche

Curried Carrot Soup

Sun-Dried Mopane Worms

Latvian Pīrāgi

Vegetarian Dolmades

Latino Fish Soup

Mousse au Chocolat Truffée

Roasted Pepper Casserole

Vietnamese Soft Spring Rolls
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Chiles en Nogada (Picadillo-Stuffed Chiles in Walnut Sauce)

Nico’s Sweet Cream Trifle

Ho Mok

Paneer, an Indian Cheese

Muttar Paneer

Salmon Tartare Aller Retour

Groundnut Soup

Flan Natural de Cajeta

Swedish Kladdkaka

Jill’s Tuna Pie

Never-Fail Pie Crust

Hint of Garlic Bruschette

Pupusas

Crema Poblano Mistongo

Grandma’s Fried Chicken

Baked Beans



 

 

 

We are forty-one authors in this anthology, with forty-one ways of expressing ourselves. The editors have tried to retain the voices, styles, slang, even the punctuation idiosyncrasies of the various authors. Female Nomad & Friends is a celebration of diversity and a tribute to our shared humanity. We hope you enjoy traveling with us.
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How Female Nomad & Friends Came to Be and What It’s All About

Rita Golden Gelman

It was not planned; it kind of snuck up on me when I wasn’t looking. E-mail was the vehicle.

Let me back up a little. Well, maybe a lot, because this book actually started in 1987, when I divorced, gave everything away (no storage), and took off with a backpack to start a new life. My kids had left home, my husband was an ex, and it was finally “my time.” I no longer wanted to live in one tiny dot on the giant map of the world. I wanted to explore, to adventure, to connect with the diversity of life on earth. I was ready to live my dream.

I turned off the volume of voices that said, You are running away! I knew I wasn’t. I was running toward the excitement and learning that comes with connecting. I wanted to speak other languages, experience different belief systems, share ceremonies and foods, music and art, clothes and the daily lives of people who were different from me—people with different eyes, body shapes, skin color, behavior patterns, religions, ideas. I knew that travel would also reinforce those shared traits that make us all members of one human family: the laughter, the tears, the need for community, the love of children, and that special tingle of pleasure we all feel when we touch each other’s hearts.

Connecting is still the central theme of my life. Instead of living within the constraints that tie us to a place, I chose to break free of the world I was living in. In 1987 I opened my life to otherness; it became addictive. I still have no fixed address and hardly any possessions.

I financed my addiction by writing children’s books. I didn’t earn much, but that was okay because living in the developing world doesn’t cost much if you live with the locals. And the rewards are extraordinary: new things to learn, new friendships to develop, and new ways of life to explore.

In May 2001 my first adult book, Tales of a Female Nomad: Living at Large in the World, was published. It’s about the first fifteen years of my new life. On the second-to-last page, against all editorial advice, I included my website and e-mail address. Back then it was rare to see an e-mail address in a book. My editor was afraid I’d be swamped. I was, and I loved it.

Twenty-four hours after the book appeared in the stores, the e-mails began to arrive. (Apparently a lot of people read the last pages first.) The e-mails have slowed down after all these years, but I still “meet” new readers every day, and I write back to all of them. There are thousands of letters in my computer.

Readers have shared and continue to share their dreams and fears, their adventures and longings, their joys and pain. They share their lives as I shared mine in the book. It is a special kind of e-connecting, and I have been deeply enriched by the readers I’ve met both virtually and face to face.

Everyone who reads the Nomad book knows that I have no permanent home; many e-mails include an invitation to visit, to occupy the guest room, to sleep on the couch. I often accept. As a friend of mine likes to say, I’ve “slept around a lot.” I’ve also shared tons of lunches and dinners and coffees with e-mailers. And I’ve accepted hundreds of invitations to speak to organizations, to book clubs, and to classes at all levels. Because of the book and that e-mail address, I’ve given talks in Antigua, Guatemala; New Delhi, India; Arusha, Tanzania; Paramaribo, Suriname; Vancouver, Canada; and hundreds of U.S. cities. The generosity and warmth of the people I’ve met is overwhelming.

There are recurrent themes in my e-mails that led to the creation of Female Nomad & Friends. Lots of readers have written to tell me that I’m living their dreams, but they’ve never had the courage to act. And now they’re thinking, If she can do it, why can’t I? A second theme is from people who are doing it. Their parents and friends think they’re crazy. They write, “Thanks for showing me I’m not the only crazy one.”

I’m happy to own both the ordinariness and the craziness, especially if they encourage people to get out there and experience the exhilaration that comes from connecting.

The connecting doesn’t have to happen in a foreign culture. Often people read the book and decide to interact in a more meaningful way with the world around them. One of my favorite e-mails was from a woman in the San Francisco area. I no longer recall her name, but I remember her words, “I finished your book and walked across the street to introduce myself to the Vietnamese family who had been living there for three years.”

Yessssss.

Others have ventured farther. They felt encouraged to travel, to study abroad, to volunteer in Africa, to join the Peace Corps, teach English, build houses with Habitat for Humanity, sign up with Doctors Without Borders, and yes, even leave bad marriages in order to live their dreams.

Many of the letters I receive conclude with “I can’t wait for a sequel.”

Sorry. The sequel is not going to happen. The same personality aberration that is such a good fit for my nomadic existence guides the rest of my life as well. Along the way I’ve climbed mountains, gone scuba diving, eaten dragonflies, cuddled orangutans, worshipped in a mosque, meditated on a beach, and chanted myself into a hypnotic state in an ashram. I had acupuncture in Thailand, danced with women in the villages of Bali, sung with tribes in the jungle of Irian Jaya. Most recently I have gone paragliding in Peru. (Flying over Lima was amazing.) I am insatiably curious and hungry for new experiences. There’s no time to do things over, like write a sequel. I’m ready to move on.

In my e-mails I’m often asked, “How about a cookbook?” I had a lot of fun writing about the many times I’ve cooked with women on fires all over the world and talking about the foods I’ve eaten, but there are no cookbooks in native “kitchens.” The women pour, toss, stir, and smell. Then they taste. And pour, toss, and stir some more. Me too. I cook by feel, by look, by sound, by taste. I love to eat, and I like to read cookbooks, but I’m a pretty hit-or-miss cook. And I’ve never been very good at following directions or sticking to measurements.

Then one day I was visiting my friends Lars and Nirin in Nantes, France. Lars is a chef. While we were eating his eggplant-onion-zucchini tartes on a base of exquisite puff pastry, I told him about my cookbook-petitioning e-mailers.

“I couldn’t fill a book with recipes,” I said. “I have, maybe, ten good ones from my travels. A cookbook needs hundreds.”

“Oh, no, it doesn’t,” said Lars in his musical Swedish accent. “Combine the recipes with stories. Look at this.”

Then he took a big coffee-table book from a bookcase; it was written in Swedish. On every page was the story of an event in Swedish history; each story was accompanied by a recipe.

“Write a story and add a recipe,” he advised. “The stories will fill up the pages, you won’t need so many recipes, and everyone will be happy.” He reminded me of a story of mine he had read and suggested several recipes that could accompany it. (See “The Perfect Seatmate”. Lars’s suggestion was that I should follow that story with recipes for finger foods. You have to read the story to get why this is funny.)

I considered his suggestion for maybe five minutes. I knew I didn’t have enough stories to fill a book either, so I dropped that idea and went on with my life.

Then about a month later I realized that I wanted to read the book he described, not write it! Why not get other people to write it? Hmmm. I liked the idea. I had a website that was getting a lot of hits. I could ask for submissions from all those readers who had told me they wanted to write about their travels. I threw out the challenge: Send me stories about connecting and risk-taking around the world, with recipes.

The call went out in 2003. The stories dribbled in slowly, and I kept popping them into an e-file. By the end of 2006 I decided it was time to choose. That’s when I realized that the project entailed a lot, a whole lot, of organization.

I would have to choose the stories, edit them, communicate with the authors, re-edit, get permissions, solicit bios, edit the bios, and more.

And then there were the recipes. Originally I’d asked for a recipe with every story, as Lars had suggested. Once I’d edited the fifty or so story-finalists, I’d have at least fifty recipes to test and retest and retest!

It is not a secret that I am organizationally challenged. Just thinking about the job ahead made me wobbly. I rarely think things through, and this time I knew I was in over my head.

I should have written a sequel, I was thinking, when Maria Altobelli offered to help. I had met her through an e-mail she’d sent me after she read the nomad book. She’s an American expat who lives in Pátzcuaro, Mexico, with her husband, Paul. I’d visited them several times. Maria is a writer, a fabulous cook, and superorganized. It was an offer I couldn’t refuse. I flew to Mexico.

From December 2006 through March 2007 we read and edited. Nearly every day, all day.

Putting the book together was a lot more demanding than either of us expected. But we loved reading the stories. Together we realized that most of the stories were from people who had left their comfort zones and stepped into the unfamiliar. These writers had been willing to take risks, break rules, face the unknown.

Risks are not the same for everyone. For some, walking out the front door or talking to a stranger is a risk. For others, risk is about moving to a new place, saying yes to an invitation, reaching out to help a stranger, or traveling to a country where they don’t know the language.

For the most part, the risks in these stories are neither dangerous nor foolhardy but rather the kind of risks that spark the part of you that screams from within, Hey, look at me! I can’t believe I’m doing this!

A number of the stories are written by professional writers, but many are not. Maria and I chose stories where the writer’s soul shines through the words. We wanted the reader to feel that the writer was a friend, sharing a part of her- or himself. We were looking for stories with “heart.” And that’s what we got. You will leave wanting to know the writers and possibly wanting to be them.

Along the way we broke all our rules.

We started out thinking we wanted two or three pages at the most. But some of our favorite stories were lots longer. Why not? We were in charge. Where better to flaunt rules than in a book that encourages the reader to break them? Occasionally we found a story we liked that wasn’t even close to the themes of connecting and risk-taking, but if it made us laugh or cry or feel good, we slipped it in.

We set a cut-off date. Then three months later a good story arrived. We took it, of course.

Sometimes Maria and I disagreed, but we decided that our readers would have different opinions as well. Not everyone had to like every page.

Once we edited the stories, we had to deal with the recipes. At first we thought every story needed a recipe. But in the end we decided to include a limited number of superspecial recipes. Maria, who is a much better cook than I, has written about our process of testing. See “Breaking Bread: About the Recipes”.

Maria and I finally had a book we loved. Now we needed a publisher. My agent sent it to the Crown Publishing Group, a division of Random House; they had published Tales of a Female Nomad. We had a sale! That was February 2009.

Way back when I was soliciting stories, I had told the potential authors that the profits from the book would go into a special fund that would send high school graduates from the slums in New Delhi to vocational schools. None of us would be making any money from this project.

In 2005 I had raised money to send six kids, all of them graduates of twelfth grade, to Jetking Institute for computer hardware, software, and networking study. I wanted to use the royalties from the new anthology to expand the program.

The authors loved the idea.

It isn’t easy to grow up in a slum in New Delhi. I’m familiar with the one that is directly across from the American Embassy School in a beautiful neighborhood in the embassy district called Chanakyapuri. Vivekenand Camp Part 2, referred to as a jhuggie, which means “hut, slum,” was born thirty-five years ago when the school was being built. The workers came from their villages and built cardboard and plastic and rusted-metal shacks on the empty land across from the construction site. They never left.

By the time I arrived, many of the shacks had been converted into stone or wood or stucco, and they were filled with families, 228 of them (more than a thousand kids) illegally parked on land that did not belong to them. They lived in constant danger of being bulldozed out of their homes by the government.

I spent nearly a year in New Delhi and many hours in Vivekenand Camp Part 2. When I arrived in 2003, only one young man in the history of the jhuggie had graduated from high school. Lal Singh had become a role model. When I left a year later, three more were about to graduate. And three more in ninth grade were determined to finish. They were smart and motivated, and they dreamed of going to college or vocational school, or both. They knew that Lal Singh had gone to computer school and that he had a real job.

All six of those young men completed high school and computer training, and today they all have jobs.

Carol Lemley, the teacher in the American Embassy School who introduced me to the jhuggie, recently told me that there are now twenty young people from Vivekenand who have finished high school and gone on to further schooling; four of them are girls.

When I was there, more than fifteen hundred people were sharing three water pumps, eight toilets, pirated electricity, and open, smelly drainage ditches. Most families lived in one-room shacks with—well, I’ll let one of the boys tell you in his own words. He wrote this while he was still in high school.


It’s pretty pathetic when your whole life depends on one stupid exam, and you’re the only one who cares.

I mean, try memorizing dates of India’s war against the British or thinking about quadratic equations when there’s a cricket game on television, your mother is on the floor cooking dinner, your brother is fighting with your sisters, your sisters are pulling on you to make him stop, and your father is drinking again and you know that in a couple of hours he’s going to start yelling at your mother and maybe begin swinging. Oh, and all of this is going on in a hut that is eight feet wide and ten feet long. That’s our whole house. Welcome to my life.



Most young people are taken out of school as soon as they are old enough to contribute to the family income by working in construction for one or two dollars a day. That is their future. This young man miraculously passed the feared twelfth-grade exam, graduated, and attended Jetking. He is now taking courses in college. And he has a job! (He requested that I not use his name.)

The ten kids that I came to know in this jhuggie are some of the nicest, most respectful, most caring and motivated kids I have ever known. Part of their motivation is due to the proximity of the American Embassy School and the love and encouragement they have had from some caring teachers (especially Carol).

The author royalties from this book are funding scholarships for slum kids who manage to graduate from high school. Each author received two copies of the book; no one was paid any money.

Let me share with you some details. I always like knowing the inner workings of things; I figure you might too. The “advance on royalties” paid by Crown was $55,000. After the agent’s 15 percent fee was deducted, a total of $46,750 was sent to the Rotary Club in Delhi (via a Rotary Club in Maryland) that will be administering the scholarships. Delhi Rotarian Manjit S. Sawhney is vetting and mentoring the young men and women who qualify.

To give you an idea of the cost of schooling in India, here are the latest figures: Jetking costs around $1,200 for a thirteen-month course, up from $780 a few years ago. A three-month English course at the British School of Language costs $120; and it costs $195 per year for college at Delhi Open University. The money from this book will change a lot of lives.

There will be even more money if this book earns out its advance. All additional royalties will find their way to the Delhi Rotary and new students. So please pass along the word, encourage your friends to buy a copy, and they too will be contributing dramatic life improvements to some very deserving young men and women.

Some stories here will make you laugh out loud, and others will bring tears to your eyes. They offer rapture and rape, the bizarre and the beautiful, insensitivity and tenderness. The stories are alive and pulsing. I hope they will inspire you to break free, break rules, take risks, and take off.

Happy journey, wherever it may take you.


Rita Golden Gelman
At Large in the World




Breaking Bread: About the Recipes

Maria Altobelli

My aunt Carolina cooked fantastic meals, scooping ingredients up with her hand, pinching with her fingers, and eyeballing liquid as she poured. One day as my dad, friends, and I sat at the kitchen table, she set down a steaming bowl of pasta with tomato sauce. Talk stopped as we breathed in the tantalizing aroma.

I bit into a meatball and had to ask, “So how much garlic do you use?”

She made a face. “You like garlic, you use more. You don’t like so much, you use less.” She shrugged and gave me a withering look. “God forbid you leave it out entirely.”

So I grew up with a total disregard for measuring and a healthy respect for garlic.

My own cooking style today borders on controlled chaos, but that’s not the way to write a cookbook. The recipe testers for this book tried out measurements, tasted, adjusted, served the dishes to friends and family, and laboriously wrote everything down. Rita and I tried and discarded recipes, refined and retested others. We made a final list and tested again and again with friends, relatives, and readers in Mexico, Australia, and across the United States.

Professional chef Victoria Allman, whose story “Riding Out the Storm”, also tested the recipes on the yacht Cocoa Bean. The crew of ten and numerous guests and family of the yacht owners served as judges. We selected the dishes that got raves.

One of our favorite methods for testing was a tasting party. Everyone invited received a recipe and brought the finished product to the party. We tasted each dish one by one and made comments about it. Later, Rita and I adjusted the recipes to fit the comments and tried them again.

Everyone loved those tasting parties. They were always a group effort. We all had so much fun, we want to encourage you to throw one. Get ready for an afternoon or evening of good eating and camaraderie.

In deference to those of you who have a fondness for measuring cups and spoons, we have included the measurements. The recipes work as written. For those of you who look at meal preparation as a blank canvas to fill with inspiration, the list of ingredients suggests colors for your palette. Keep in mind that many of the recipes in this collection are traditionally served fiery hot. Let your taste buds, and not the recipes, dictate the amount of heat you add to the dish. If you are wary, start with less, taste, and add.

Cooking is about creativity, so we encourage you to play, be imaginative, and do a lot of tasting. Don’t worry all the time about being exact. Scoop, pinch, eyeball. And if you like garlic, use more.

The recipes here border on the exotic, but we’ve tried to include something for every palette. Using the recipes as a guide, break free from the measurements, break rules, and most important, break bread, sharing the new tastes you create with others.


Maria Altobelli
Pátzcuaro, Mexico
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My Favorite Organization Ever

Rita Golden Gelman

Being a part of Servas is like having family all over the world. It’s actually better than family. People join Servas because they want you to visit them when you are in their country. Not always the case with family.

Since I have no home, I’m always a traveler and never a host. Servas visits are for two nights, and everyone (hosts and travelers) is screened in a face-to-face interview. Servas charges a small annual membership fee, and travelers pay a deposit for host lists in the countries they want to visit. During the visits, however, no money changes hands.

My first Servas visit was with Gabi and Batsheva in Tel Aviv in 1988. Before the trip, I saw their names in the Israel host book; I wrote asking if I could stay with them when I visited.

They welcomed me as they would an old friend. They fed me, toured me, guided me, and shared their stories as I shared mine. I helped with the cooking and clean-up and bought a meal or a snack here and there.

After only one day we felt so close that we decided their single son, then living in the Dominican Republic, and my single daughter, then living in New York, should marry! Never happened, but we did have fun planning the meeting and discussing the wedding. It was wonderful getting to know them. Their love for each other made being with them a pleasure.

Gabi and Batsheva met in an orphanage. Their parents were killed by the Nazis. During and after the war, the surviving kids were taken from Europe to an orphanage in Palestine. The two found themselves among the oldest children there and ended up working on the same projects and caring for the younger kids together. They fell in love. Batsheva had a sister, Tova, who was also in the orphanage. I never met Tova, but Gabi and the two sisters shared a special closeness as the only survivors of both families. The sisters meant everything to each other.

As we shared our stories, Gabi, Batsheva, and I developed a special bond. Servas is like that. A level of intimacy is quickly established, and you always leave feeling as though you have made a new friend—or extended your family.

Several years later I returned to Israel for my cousin’s wedding. I called Gabi and Batsheva. Gabi answered the phone. He was excited to hear from me, but he explained that Tova had recently died and Batsheva was devastated. He didn’t think she felt ready for guests. The two women had been incredibly close, he reminded me. I suggested that maybe this time I could take care of Batsheva. They talked it over and decided it was a good idea.

I didn’t exactly take care of her, but I did some cooking and a little cleaning; and Batsheva was able to share her happy Tova stories, as well as her pain.

On the second day of my visit, Batsheva received a letter from a Servas friend in Brazil. Claudia had heard about Tova’s death and written a sympathy note. She had included her e-mail address. I offered to write to Claudia on my computer. In the e-mail I introduced myself to Claudia, and then Batsheva dictated her response while I typed. I left the next day, sad, but pleased that I had been able to help.

Four years later in Argentina, I once again connected with people through Servas. I was staying in my friend Gera’s home in San Miguel, outside of Buenos Aires, so I didn’t need a place to stay, but I wanted to meet people in Buenos Aires. I took out my host list and called a few people. The response was fantastic. Servas members invited me to share meals, parties, and excursions.

After I had met a number of hosts, they told me that a group of them planned on taking a boat across the river the next Sunday to meet Uruguayan hosts. Would I like to come? Of course.

Our two groups got together in the charming Uruguayan town of Colonia and wandered for a few hours before lunch. Everyone wanted to talk a little to everyone else, so two of us would walk and talk for a while, and then we’d switch. The first two Uruguayans I met insisted that I come back as their Servas guest (which I did). I was able to converse with them in Spanish, although they both spoke better English than I did Spanish.

The third person I met asked me not to speak Spanish. “My Spanish is not very good,” she said. “My English is better.”

“But aren’t you from Uruguay?” I asked.

“No, I’m not. I’m from over the border in Brazil.”

It was at that point that we introduced ourselves. “My name is Rita. I’m from the United States.”

“Oh, my God,” she said. “I can’t believe it. I’m Claudia.”

Yes, she was that Claudia! We hugged like old friends. And cried. And a month later I was a Servas guest in Claudia’s house in Brazil.

If you’re a traveler and a connector, check it out. It’s an amazing organization: www.servas.org or www.usservas.org.

AFTER TWENTY-FOUR YEARS of nomadding, Rita Golden Gelman is still happily without a permanent home. Her current passion is LET’S GET GLOBAL, a national movement she founded in 2009 to encourage and assist U.S. youth to have international experiences after high school, before they begin the next phase of their lives: www.letsgetglobal.org. U.S. Servas Inc. is the fiscal sponsor of LET’S GET GLOBAL. Visit Rita’s personal website at www.ritagoldengelman.com.

[image: ] Ginger-Cumin Roasted Chicken

Adapted from a recipe by Karine Bakhoum

SERVES 4 TO 6
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	2
	 
	small chickens or one large chicken



	3
	 
	tablespoons extra virgin olive oil



	Sea salt or kosher salt and freshly ground black pepper, to taste



	1
	 
	tablespoon grated ginger



	½
	 
	teaspoon cayenne pepper



	2
	 
	tablespoons cumin



	½
	 
	lime, juiced



	2
	 
	tangerines, cut in half and seeded (2 to 3 oranges, depending on juice content, can be substituted for tangerines)



	24
	 
	large cloves garlic, inner skins left on



	½
	 
	cup cognac (optional) or ¼ cup water



	1
	 
	cup pitted Kalamata olives



	3
	 
	rosemary sprigs (for garnish)




[image: ]

Preheat oven to 475°F.

Place the chicken in a large roasting pan, and rub with olive oil, letting the oil coat the bottom of the pan. Season with salt and pepper.

Combine the ginger, cayenne pepper, cumin, lime juice, and juice of ½ tangerine in a small bowl to make a paste.

Pat the paste evenly over the chicken.

Scatter the garlic cloves around the chicken, mix with the oil on the bottom of the pan, and place the pan in the oven.

After 15 minutes, squeeze ½ tangerine over the chicken and return to oven at the same temperature for another 15 minutes.

After the second 15 minutes, squeeze another ½ tangerine on top, and reduce the oven temperature to 350°F.

Bake 20 minutes, then add the cognac and olives to the pan. If not using cognac, add ¼ cup water and squeeze the remaining ½ tangerine over the chicken. Brush with the juice from the bottom of the pan, and bake another 10 minutes.

Place on a serving platter. Scatter the olives and whole garlic around the chicken. Pour the pan juices on top. Garnish with the rosemary sprigs.


[image: ]Sometimes the pan juices evaporate too quickly, and I add a few extra tablespoons of tangerine or orange juice along the way. I also brush the chicken with the flavored pan juices each time I baste with the tangerine juice. The chicken skin gets pretty dark—but it’s delicious. I usually skip the cognac; it’s still great. This is an easy and delicious way to entertain. Once I added Dijon mustard to the ginger mix. It was a little different but still wonderful. I like this with spinach or asparagus and buttery mashed potatoes. —rgg




[image: ]For the garlic lover, more garlic cloves can be added. The garlic roasts to a soft consistency and can be popped out of its blackened skin easily. It’s wonderful. Don’t omit the olives. They are an important addition to the dish. A large chicken will take longer to cook than two small ones. Make sure the internal temperature of the chicken is 165°F. For just two people, two thigh/ drumsticks or a chicken half can be roasted instead of the whole chicken. The chicken is often served with couscous. —ma
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Peeing, Drugs, and a School

Maria Altobelli

The war in Vietnam or the Peace Corps in Bolivia? My future husband Paul had to choose. For a man opposed to war, the decision was easy. For two years he worked and sweated in Bolivia’s eastern jungles and loved every minute. He started by clearing a patch of abandoned land in the tiny, mud-street village of Ascención de Guarayos. He and a rowdy group of boys made a rudimentary soccer field. Road repair, bridge construction, an electric co-op, and an endless supply of projects filled his days. His most impressive achievement was building an elementary school with the help of the villagers. His stint finished in midproject, so he asked for a six-month extension. Then another. He figured if he got one more, he would never leave. So he got on a plane and flew back to Minnesota. We got married, and for years I heard plenty about Bolivia.

Some of his stories made me want to go there. There was the guy who missed the New Year’s Eve festivities with his buddies. The next morning he rode a horse bareback and bare-ass naked into the compound where his friends were staying. He fired a pistol repeatedly into the air as he circled the courtyard. With a final volley and a few whoops, he reined back on the horse and galloped off into the New Year.

That was cool. I wanted to visit.

Instead we moved to Mexico, but the idea of going to Bolivia wedged itself into my subconscious.

In 2004 Paul and I decided to go to Ascención de Guarayos. The trip once involved several days on horseback working through the jungle, or hanging around the regional capital of Santa Cruz waiting for a bush pilot to make a supply run. Fun options at twenty-five but not so appealing now that we were in our fifties.

The new, paved road to Ascención was the clincher. The modern bus made it even better. The five-hour bus trip should have been a snap. After all the time we’d lived in Mexico, bus travel had become part and parcel of our lives. However, a weak bladder and the absence of a usable bathroom on the bus quelled my enthusiasm. Before the bus even left the station, I saw several passengers check out the cubicle, grimace, and close the door without stepping inside. I immediately had to pee.

I crossed my legs and watched two guys get on the fully booked night bus. They started an animated discussion with the driver. The traditional handshake, where a folded bill is passed unobtrusively from palm to palm, must have occurred since the two dudes came to the back of the bus where we were. They arranged various packages in the space behind us designed for oversize luggage, squished down on the floor between the packages and our seats, and went to sleep.

All I could think of was Law 1008. It made jail mandatory for the mere suspicion of possession of any drug or illegal substance. The two guys could have been innocently going home after a week’s work in Santa Cruz, or they could have been transporting drugs, firearms, or dynamite destined for the next antigovernment demonstration.

What would we say to the cops if we were stopped at one of numerous checkpoints in the country? I imagined a conversation on the side of the deserted tarmac in the blackness of the remote Bolivian countryside. “What dope? I know the packages were stashed behind our seats, but they must have belonged to the two guys who were sitting on the floor behind us. Yeah, I know they’re not here now, but they were.”

Now I really had to pee. I sucked tight any muscle I could remotely connect with my bladder.

Getting off that bus in Ascención de Guarayos at 4:00 A.M. was a huge relief.

The next morning we tried to teach a group of young boys in the plaza the finer points of bolero, a traditional stick-toss game we brought from Mexico. One boy became an instant expert, and before long he was showing off to quite a crowd.

Paul made small talk with the other boys. “So where do you guys go to school?”

“The Pablo Kundzins School,” they answered, intent on their new game.

“But I’m Pablo Kundzins,” Paul said with surprise.

It turned out a government edict a few years back ordered all schools in Bolivia be given an actual name rather than the number they had been assigned. When it came to the school in Ascención, a heated battle developed. One group wanted the school named for a popular music instructor from the Guaraní, the local indigenous group. Another equally strong contingent held out in favor of a local teacher who worked his way up the ranks and became a prominent politician.

To end the dispute, someone suggested naming the school for the Peace Corps volunteer who had helped get the funds for the project and then worked shoulder to shoulder with the townsfolk on the construction. Everyone figured Paul was long dead anyway, so it was a safe bet.

Kundzins had been impossible for anyone to pronounce during Paul’s three years in town, so the spelling on the school didn’t exactly jibe with his name. We later saw the banner with Escuela Pablo Cuncins emblazoned in dark blue. What the heck? The newly resurrected dead shouldn’t be choosy.

Days later, we waited in the bus for the return trip to Santa Cruz. A short, stooped man with a lined, leathery face climbed up the steps of the bus with difficulty. He limped down the aisle and stopped in front of Paul.

“Do you remember me?” he asked.

We had been awake for almost our entire stay in Ascención, revisiting Paul’s old haunts and reestablishing contacts. Our eyes could hardly focus.

Paul looked at the hunched, middle-aged man in rumpled clothes in
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