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500 miles all the way across the 
country to empty into the Caribbean 
Sea.

The Somoto Canyon (Cañón de 
Somoto) is an enormous geological 
formation that stretches for over three-
quarters of a mile with steep walls that 
flank the Coco River and that reach at 
certain points over 650 feet in height.  
This impressive geological formation 

is located in the northwestern area 
of the country and it was not until 
2004 that it enjoyed public attention, 
becoming declared a protected area 
that would soon become a National 
Monument.  Located eight miles west 
of the sleepy little town of Somoto, the 
capital of the province of Madriz, the 
canyon is just 14 miles from the border 
with Honduras.  The site had remained 
unexplored until two years ago when 
a group of national and international 
scientists, ‘discovered’ the canyon.  
As a national monument, Somoto 
Canyon encompasses an area of 170.31 
hectares (1.7 km² or 0.67 square miles), 
according to the official surveys 

Madriz region is characterized by 
a cool climate, its small towns – with 
simple but nice houses made of adobe 
and roofed with tiles – as well as coffee 
plantations and mountains covered 
with pine and oak forests.

Although the area has not been 
extensively explored by national or 
international tourists, nonetheless 
Somoto offers a variety of interesting 

attractions including extraordinary 
geological formations, petroglyphs, 
ancient settlements, and high-quality 
handicrafts made from different 
materials.  Originally the area was 
inhabited by various indigenous tribes 
(mostly Chorotegas) who have mixed 
with the small Spanish settlements 
during colonial times.  Madriz was also 
the setting for the patriotic war fought 
by Augusto C. Sandino and his army.

Access to the canyon depends on 
water level which depends on rains 
and the time of year.  Often it is too 
dangerous to access in the rainy 
season due to high water level.  We 
were lucky in February as the water 

By Kara Szathmàry

Day 6, Feb 19 – Somoto Canyon Excursion

Sure enough, Lydia, our Hotel’s 
matron had remembered, as she had 
arranged to have someone knock 
gently on our doors at 5:00 AM.  As we 
all struggled to get ourselves ready, 
coffee was being brewed for our early 
rise.  The night before, Lydia had made 
sandwiches to take with us as our 
breakfast during the 150 mile journey.  
We waited the arrival of our bus and 
our Casa staff helpers Ivan, Florin, 
Christopher, Sandra and Anya who 
we’ve invited to join our adventure.  
Once everyone going assembled and 
the bus had arrived, we boarded and 
were off in the morning darkness.  
You would think that the streets and 
the little towns we would traveling 
to would be empty; but, not so.  The 
morning bustle had already begun 
with people emerging to catch buses, 

pick up trucks, wagons, or simply 
hike to where they needed to get to.  
School buses would stop to pick up 
both children and workers at the side 
of the road which allowed anyone to 
board however possible, including 
climbing in through the back door that 
could only be reached by running from 
behind and lifting the latch by hand 
or with the assistance of a boarded 
passenger.  

Our destination this morning was 
to see first-hand the Namancambre 
Canyon carved some 5 to 13 million 
years ago during the Late Miocene 
Era through a peak of pure volcanic 
rock by the Rio Coco River.  The Río 
Coco, Central American’s longest river, 
starts just west of the canyon, born 
of the confluence of the Río Coimalí, 
which crosses over from neighboring 
Honduras, and the Tapacalí, which 
begins in Madriz itself.  It then travels 
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From the Editor: 
Hi Gang!  

Okay, I must offer my apologies for the late nature of the Q1 issue.  
Everything was printed up and ready to be collated for mailing then - 
kerblooie!  The binding machine broke.  

Of course, the company did not have the part to fix it in stock and when 
they finally did get one to mail, they sent the wrong part.  Six weeks later 
we were finally back in business and could dust off the printed Q1 pages 
for assembly.  

To make up for our little production blip, we decided to produce the 
Q2 issue early, over-size it with extra pages, and mail both Q1 and Q2 
together.  Surprise!  ;-)  We hope you like it. 

I also changed the scheduled theme for this issue to volcanoes 
because, well, I’m the Editor and I can do that ;-) and because so many 
volcano related things popped up at once.  So, don’t blow your top, have a 
read, and enjoy....  

Jon!



level was plenty low during the dry 
season.  We followed the Pan-American 
throughway from Managua to reach 
Somoto by about 9:30 in the morning.  
As we headed west and out of town, 
our bus driver caught the sight of a 
small sign, “CAÑON >>”, painted in 
white on barn wood and tagged to 
thin telephone pole at the side of the 
road.  Uncertain of where we were 
going, we picked up a local young man 
sitting at the side of the road with two 
other men.  Our bus driver asked for 
directions, but not being familiar with 
the territory, the dirt road we were to 
take and which fork to follow, he asked 
him to hop aboard.  

The rocky dirt road meandered down 
and through a humble small shed-like 
series of farm village homes where the 
road began to narrow as it descended 
towards a river valley.  The rocks in the 
road began to grow to boulder size as 
we got closer to the river valley floor.  
As we bounced around the ruts and 
large protruding rocks at the side of 
the narrow road, we eventually arrived 
at the river basin which we had to 
ford to get to the other side.  Anyone 

still sleeping was jarred awake with 
the fright that we may very well blow 
a couple of tires.  Our guide however 
was unconcerned and simply enjoyed 
the novelty of the paranoia of a bus 
load of gringos.

Once across the rocky river bed, 
the bus continued parallel to the 
river upon a sandy make shift that 
appeared more like a little used 
farmer’s path to another field.  We 
stopped about a quarter mile further 
in, then got apprehensive whether the 
sand would swallow the bus.  Mitch 
and Cathie at this point informed Ivan 
and I that they had brought walkie-

talkies with a range of five miles.  Ivan 
and I took one each.  Periodically, as 
kids would with a new toy, we radioed 
each other to be certain the group was 
still together though stretched thin 
along the river’s rocky edge.

From the drop off point we walked 
about a half hour to a point where a 
small party of local native villagers 
were sitting under a canopy of palm 
leaves as shade and where you could 
board a row boat to go upstream 

another ¾ mile if you did not wish to 
hike along the paths winding along 
the walls of the canyon’s cliff.  Betsy, 
Bettina, Cathie, Mitch and Dave 
elected to accept this transportation.  
Ivan gave the walkie-talkie to Dave 
in the boat and began to follow our 
guides on the north side with the rest 
of the Casa helpers into the canyon 
along the cliff wall “path.”  I followed 
too taking up the flank and keeping 
my eyes on the boats making their 
way up the stream.  This takes you to 
the mouth of the canyon which is very 
scenic.  From this point you have the 
option of swimming up stream with 
the help of inner tubes supplied by the 
local guides.  The artists decided to 
not go any further, instead it was time 
to find a spot from which to begin to 
sketch, paint and/or photograph the 
scene. 

Meanwhile, Christopher lead 
Ivan and Florin further in with our 
Indian guides.  Stripping down to 
their boxing shorts, they waded into 
the emerald mountain stream with 
their teeth chattering.  Sandra and 
I followed as far as we could climb 
boulders and rocky obstacles, lead by 
a dozen locals who had emerged from 
where ever.  Were we in trouble in 
paradise, with an eminent ambush of 
some sorts?  Would we ever see Ivan, 
Florin and Christopher again who 
had disappeared into the narrowing 
walls of the canyon.  The least I could 
do was to find an appropriate seat on 
the cliff wall from where I could draw 
the view back towards my colleagues 
where I had left them with the boats.  
There are no facilities in the canyon.  
Had we not brought any water for 
ourselves we would have been in dire 
straits.  This outing was definitely a 
wilderness day trip.

Currently, the canyon is private 
property.  The people rowing the boats 
and providing the inner tubes are the 
owners or their relatives.  There is a 
move afoot however to make it into 
a national park of some sort, but that 
will include buying out the owners and 
probably granting them concessions 
to continue with the tourist facilities.  
After an hour or so, I was finished 
my drawing and returned to the 
group near the boats.  Once Ivan, 
Christopher and Florin had returned 
from their exploration of the interior 
of the narrow canyon where the sun 
did not shine and the river water was 
bitterly cold, we eventually made our 
way back, offered and gave our guide 
60$ Cordoba for his services then 
prayed that our bus would make it 
out of the river canyon valley onto the 
Pan-Am highway without incidents.  
With this greatest fear behind us, we 
asked the bus driver through Ivan and 
Christopher, our interpreters to take 
us to a restaurant in the village of 
Somoto.

We arrived to Somoto and we felt 
very comfortable in this town whose 
pace was much slower than it has 
been in many of the other cities and 
towns we have visited.  The locals like 
to emphasize how safe the town is.  Of 
course, we have felt safe everywhere 
where we have been in Nicaragua.  
Traveling the United States would 
be more frightening to a foreigner 
who did not know the language.  
The Nicaraguan people have been 
everywhere very welcoming to our 
visitation.  So much so, that there was 
now a less general fear of walking 
the streets alone, or entering a place 
of business without speaking the 
language.

We couldn’t of course find an 
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appropriate restaurant to seat all of us, 
so we were directed one just outside 
of town to a road side bar and eatery.  
I treated the bus driver to lunch, who 
was very thankful to the gesture.  
What I enjoyed the most was the $0.75 
per 12-ounce bottle of Victoria pilsner 
beer.  Now we were talking…

After lunch, about 3:30, we boarded 
the bus, and began the long trek back 
to Granada.  Along the way, we had 
seen acres of watery rice fields, fields 
of coffee and tobacco plantations, 
and many small fires along the side 
of the roads where the locals were 
burning the garbage that accumulated 
along ditches, ravines and entrances 
to towns and villages.  It was siesta 
time, and once again villagers, town 
folk, friends and families sat outside, 
chatting, laughing, watching their 
children play, and enjoying themselves 
quietly and/or in conversations with 
someone to fill their ears with detail 
about their day.  As twilight began to 
take hold of the country side, Venus 
appeared and could be seen hovering 
just below the crescent of the new 
Moon.

Ivan wondered why the crescent 
itself appeared as if a grin of a 
Cheshire cat rather than the usual 
sideways as it is usually seen in books 
and magazines? I gave an explanation 
about the phases of the moon during 
its rotation around the earth, and our 
location at 12.5 degrees north latitude, 
but then I referred Ivan to ask Dave to 
give a more detailed answer by means 
of a diagram drawn out on paper.  I 
passed along my notebook pad of 
paper, while I resumed watching 
the view outside the bus window 
and the general dusk taking hold.  
More and more stars appeared in the 
southwestern sky, as did the village 

and town lights of nearby homes and 
the distant city of Managua on the 
horizon. 

The bus finally arrived at the Hotel 
Patio by 8:00 PM.  We agreed to refresh 
our clothes, enjoy a few brews before 
regrouping with those wanted to head 
off to supper at a near by Mexican 
restaurant.  I invited Ivan, Christopher 
and our Casa friends to come and join 
us later.  They too needed to tidy up 
after an intense day which began 
before 5:30 AM.  While they did, Betsy 
and I headed off to the restaurant 
sporting a portrait and paintings by 
Freda Kahlo.  We reserved seats for 
Bettina, Cathie and Mitch, who had 
gone to the Internet Café to check 
their e-mails, or as in Cathie’s case, to 
arrange a meeting with a journalist 
the next day.  After supper, returned 
to the Hotel where we found Lydia 
proposing that we consider visiting 
Cerro Negro, a relatively young 
volcano near Leon, rather than visiting 
the city itself.  She and her husband 
showed us images of their several trips 
to the moonscape of this site.  

By this time, Ivan, Christopher and 
Sandra had returned.  I invited them 
to join us for another outing tomorrow, 
this time to the hot springs and 
hopefully to Cerro Negro.  In addition 
I asked them to come early as I would 
treat them for breakfast, for which I 
had already made arrangements with 
Lydia to put this charge on my bill.

Gayle by now had returned with 
Amy and Joe from their outing.  Bill 
had already retired as his throat and 
general fatigue was still giving him 
concern; but, as Gayle pointed out, 
he was anxious to be ready and fit for 
tomorrow, so he’d gone to sleep.  In the 
meantime we shared our adventures 

with them and theirs with us as 
they toured the area about Granada 
including another taxi ride back to the 
lagoon lake near Masaya.  In addition, 
she too agreed that Cerro Negro would 
be a better fit for our art inspirations, 
though the city of Leon itself could be 
fun.  By now, I was getting sleepy, so I 
bit farewell to the few remaining night 
hawks and headed for bed.  

Day 7, Feb 20 - Hervideros de San Jacinto, 
Santa Clara, and Leon

This morning began early, as they all 
seem to, at 6:55 AM when I met Dave 
for coffee before anyone else surfaced.  
It was important to me that our Casa 
host staff workers participate with us, 

beginning with breakfast with us as 
we discussed our plans for the day.  
Anaya also arrived as would Clara, a 
Casa puppeteer whom I’d not seen 
before.  Bill’s entire entourage also 
decided that they too would be joining 
us today on our excursion to Leon, and 
possibly Cerro Negro volcano in the 
afternoon as suggested by Lidia the 
night before.

This volcano was 
not specified on Erik’s 
itinerary for our workshop 
consideration, but loomed 
brightly as an alternative 
and possible drawing/
painting integration, rather 
than roam the streets of 
Leon.  I would ask the bus 
driver through Ivan that he 
take us there rather than 
follow the tour arranged by 
Oro Travel Service. 

We left about 8:00 AM 
with 17 passengers plus 
our bus driver of the 
previous day.  Once again 
we followed the Granada-
Masaya highway towards 
Managua to catch the 
Pan-American Highway, 
this time going around 
the western side of Lake 
Managua (Xolotlan) to 
Leon.  The northwestern 
plains of Nicaragua 
comprise the most 
populated, agriculturally 
fertile, and swelteringly hot 

corner of the country.  The centerpiece 
of the landscape – a massive chain 
of active volcanoes that stretches 
northwest from Lake Xolotlán all the 
way to the Gulf of Fonseca – is striking, 
especially when one or more of them is 
trailing gases and ash into the white-
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hot sky.

Along the way we got a telephone 
call from the tourist agency saying 
that we couldn’t go to Cerro Negro 
– wrong vehicle and wrong location.  I 
was emboldened by our previous IAAA 
workshops to have Ivan let them know 
that we rented the vehicles to travel 
were we wanted to go on our outings 
and not specific arranged tours that 
the Travel Agency offered to foreign 
tourists.  So they suggested that we 
would need another vehicle to take 
us there and we would be shuttled in 
groups of two parties.  Another $100 
(1,000 $C) would be required, which 
everyone had agreed to pool at 100$C 
per person… so the question of money 
wasn’t a problem.  The issue was 
time, valuable sitting time to draw 
and paint on plein-air.  When did we 
want to rendezvous with the bus at 
Cerro Negro?  We considered 2:30 PM.  
However, this would cut seriously into 
our visit to the mud pots if we wanted 
to draw and paint there.  We wouldn’t 
be arriving to that vicinity until about 
11:20 or so and rather than not render 
some work on location, split the group 
into two parties to get to Cerro Negro 
volcano, I made the decision that we 
couldn’t do both successfully.  So it 
came to just do the original plan that 
Erik had arranged for us with the 
Travel Agency.  

Our trip would go no further than 
Leon.  This territory was once occupied 
by different indigenous tribes for 
hundred of years before colonialization.  
The early towns in the region were 
Subtiava and Imabite.  The bus 
eventually stopped on the extreme 
western edge of Lake Managua so that 
we could take stretch.  Majestic Mount 
Momotombo volcano sat beyond the 
lake north of us.  The stop offered a 

photo-op of the area, as we mused 
about all the litter and roadside fires 
we had seen around the countryside.

Returning to the bus, we continued 
towards Leon, surrounded by rustic 
farms and tropical dry forest.  As we 
made our way, I continued to read 
about our destinations.  As we neared 
Leon, I read that the original city, with 
origins dating from the colonization 
of Nicaragua, was founded on 
the region of Imabite, contiguous 
northeast end of Lake Xolotlan, 
now called Lake Managua.  Leon’s 
founder was Francisco Hernandez de 
Cordova.  However, the original city 
was destroyed by an earthquake in 
1610; and was also threatened by the 
possibility of the eruption of Mount 
Momotombo.  Therefore old Leon was 
abandoned and the new city of Leon 
was established in its present location.  
This city was the capital of the 
province of Nicaragua for many years.

Once entering into the city, the 
bustle in the streets certainly testifies 
to a different vibrancy from other 
regions.  Leon is said to be a charming 
place for its unique history, and 
colonial architecture whose narrow 
streets are lined with cathedrals 
and universities, and whose coffee 
shops and cafés are filled with the 
buzz of politics.  It is also home of 
the University of Leon, the oldest 
university in the Americas, and not 
surprisingly, Gayle and I noted the 
shear number of political murals 
littering the external campus walls 
of the university.  Leon’s 500 years of 
political history have been punctuated 
throughout the centuries with the 
staccato call of uprising, resistance, 
and war—and confrontations with 
Mother Nature date back to the 
city’s founding.  Tension seeps out of 

the land here in the form of boiling 
mud pits, geothermal vents, and the 
occasional trembling of a volcano.  The 
populous knows very well that life can 
be short and violent, and it should thus 
be lived intensely.

Our drive through Leon takes us to 
the northern route towards the village 
of Telica.  There we discover that 
the paved road was currently under 
construction for the next eight miles, 
almost all the way to Los Hervideros 
de San Jacinto.  The dust from the 

slow moving traffic consumed our 
sightseeing from our windows.  We 
followed a local bus into the region 
which periodically stopped to pick 
up passengers chocking in the cloud 
of dust.  As per usual, getting onto 
the bus was available through 
any opening, either the front door, 
the side or the back, should the 
bus leave before one manages to 
board.  Meanwhile other locals in the 
area either rode their tired looking 
horses that suffered some degree of 

malnutrition, or their bicycles, often 
vanishing and reappearing in the 
clouds of dust enveloping their ride.  
The ride through country farms over 
the shoulder of an extinct cone and 
past the silent Santa Clara volcano 
finally arrived to the smoking and 
bubbling fumaroles of San Jacinto.  
This area is actually a magma vein 
for the Telica volcano, exposed to 
the surface through vents smoke 
and bubble, truly an unforgettable 
experience. 

On this southeast flank of 1,060-
meter volcano Telica, which steamed 
in the background view of Santa 
Clara volcano, the Hervideros de San 
Jacinto are a nest of boiling mud 
pits and thermal vents fueled by the 
underground geothermal activity.  The 
entrance is marked by an enormous 
arch and a posse of women and 
children selling “artifacts” from the hot 
springs.  There are plenty of young 
boys and girls that will offer to guide 
you around for a few Cordoba, a good 
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deal considering the danger of falling 
into a scalding mud bath.  The area is 
very volcanic.  Hervideros in Spanish 
means hot bubbling spring and it is 
very beautiful!  But can you imagine 
living around here?  The smell of sulfur 
and the hot steam coming out of the 
earth, then hearing of bubbles all day 
and night.  I suppose this is one way to 
see Hell.  Poverty is everywhere; and, if 
you did live here, you however would 
not be able to see poverty either, 
simply because you would be in the 
same daily circumstance all around 
you.  Everyone who visits would be 
hard pressed to find someone who 
has a clean shirt.  Trying to find a hut 
that is “livable” by average health 
standards must also be a challenge.  
Once again, because poverty is all 
around you, your eyes get used to it 
and it doesn’t bother you in the same 
way you must get used to sulfur smell.  
Horrible as it may appear, you get 
used to it when you breathe it all day 
and all night long.  Yet the community 
survives here, like the parakeets of the 
Santiago volcano in Masaya.

The entrance way to the theatre 
of mud pots and thermal fields is run 
by locals who host a $1 per person 
fee.  Upon entering, one begins to 
feel as if one were a Higgs particle, 
gaining mass with each child running 
up beside you to offer their service to 
guide you through to the geothermal 
landscape.  As we all did, I checked 
out the mud pots, took pictures and 
left the lower thermal to go and draw 
with Bill who had assigned himself 
in the shade of a building to paint an 
acrylic rendition of the Santa Clara 
dormant volcano.  I too selected this 
view and completed a drawing in 
45 or so minutes with Telica volcano 
poking its head over the northeast 

shoulder of Santa Clara.  Telica is 
easily recognizable for its bald eroding 
west face and lightly smoking crater.  
It is an active volcano with its last 
significant eruption occurring in 1999.

By 1:45 PM we were all accounted 
for and had boarded the bus to leave 
the thermal arena and to return to 
Leon for lunch.   It was back to the 
dust bowl of the road construction.  
As we got out of the village, our bus 
driver slowed the bus due to a peculiar 
noise from the engine.  Not sure what 
it was, decided to continue; but then, 
the noise became worrisome.  He 
stopped and checked the engine from 
the inside compartment to discover 
that the AC and the serpentine belt 
about the engine was malfunctioning.  
If we were to continue, then the 
AC would have to be turned off.   
Worse, if we were to make it back to 
Granada without losing the engine 
entirely, something needed to be 
done.  It was at this point that Amy’s 
husband of three months, Joe Gordon, 
donned with a Swiss army knife and 
mechanical knowledge of the type of 
engine in the tour bus, asked to look 
into the engine compartment.  From 
his experience he advised the bus 
driver, via Ivan, that if the AC and the 
serpentine belt were separate, then 
and only then would he recommend 
cutting the AC belt off.  Otherwise we 
wouldn’t get back to Granada.  Or, if 
the belts were indeed separate, then, 
we may have to forfeit air-conditioning 
in exchange to continue our 
transportation, but at least we would 
have an engine to get to Leon, and 
ultimately and eventually to Granada.  
Cerro Negro was now definitely out of 
any decision making choices even if 
I made that choice earlier.  God does 
indeed have a sense of humor! 

The cloud of dust ahead of us for the 
next eight miles to Leon was now our 
nightmare in the making without AC.  
With Joe’s Swiss knife in hand the bus 
driver and I got out of the bus while 
he maneuvered under the front end 
to reach and cut the broken AC belt.  
With the belt in hand, we climbed 
aboard, turned the key in the ignition 
and silently prayed for deliverance.   
With the roar of the engine, we headed 
off, all the while wondering whether 
the bus would eventually over heat.  
But for now, the mission was to get 
as close to Leon as possible along the 
road construction.   Like a symphony, 
the orchestra on board the bus opened 
and closed windows in unison as the 
clouds of dust billowed about from the 
outside and the vehicles ahead.  After 
descending the hilly volcanic farm 
lands, we arrived in Leon a couple of 
blocks down from the center of town 
around 1:45 PM.  We agreed that we’d 
meet at 3:30 nearby the cathedral in 
the center square to catch the bus. 

The IAAA artists with Hartmann’s 
nation that including Joe, our 
mechanical hero, went off to a famous 

Hotel Colonial restaurant nearby the 
central Leon Cathedral.  I choose 
to stay with the bus driver and the 
Casa workers beside the bus with all 
of our possessions.  Our restaurant 
was a typical working class buffet 
with cold inexpensive Victoria beer 
to numb the worry and concern 
temporarily from our minds.  After 
lunch, we agreed to relocate the bus 
in front of the courtyard beside the 
Lion statues guarding Cathedral.  I 
entered the restaurant where the 
rest of my colleagues eat earlier and 
ordered myself a beer while I waited 
for all to return after a bit of sight 
seeing.  Oh my, the beer at this upscale 
establishment was the costliest of all in 
Nicaragua at $1.40 a 12-ounce bottle.

Across the street, beside where 
the bus was parked, was the square 
Mausoleo de los Héroes y Mártires, 
a small plaza with a powerful mural 
dedicated to those who gave their lives 
to “the cause of revolution.”  There’s 
also Galería de Heroes y Mártires on 
1a Calle which is run by mothers of 
FSLN veterans and “fallen heroes.”  It 
is a very powerful memorial with the 
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names of hundreds of revolutionaries 
killed while fighting the Somoza 
dictatorship.  Leon was and still is 
a Sandanista stronghold.  It’s far 
more radical than its political rival 
Granada and this radicalism is often 
abruptly evident.  On a wall facing 
parque central (the main square) 
was the painted ruminants in huge 
letters, “Bush genocidio enemigo de 
la humanidad.   Muerte [death], al 
invasor imperial.”  Does this need 
translation any further?  They’ve got 
some serious attitude in this town!

After lunch and a bit of sightseeing, 
we were off again by 4:00 PM, with 
uncertainty as to the consequence 
without AC and/or belt, but this 
time, on the paved Pan-American 
roadway.  The rush hour return traffic 
to Managua, then Masaya and on to 
Granada got back to our hotel by 6:30.   
Night was falling on the republic.  
Once again the streets everywhere 
were alive with activity as people 
resumed their socializing in the and 
cool evening air.

 After arriving, I was handed two 
e-mail messages from Erik, the first 

communication since parting for 
his appointment in Costa Rica.  I 
planned to read the messages later 
that evening, after refreshing.   We 
gathered once again, this time at 7:00 
to go off to supper at the Mona Lisa 
Pizzeria, which was closed for two 
days of renovations, three days ago.  
Bill, his family and friends, decided to 
go elsewhere for supper.  Meanwhile 
we reunited with Cathie, who hadn’t 
accompanied us to the Leon region.  

She informed us that she did 
indeed meet with her associate media 
journalist for an interview at 12:30 PM, 
and had been asked why the IAAA 
had come to Nicaragua, whether we 
liked the country, et cetera.  So she 
managed to speak on our behalf after 
having had heard on several occasions 
our replies to similar questions during 
the past week.  Her interview would 
be televised at 9:00 PM that evening 
on channel 48.  During the course of 
our supper, I read Erik’s e-mail where 
he recounted with grim sadness that 
the operation did not go well.  His 
eye inside was damaged beyond 
recognition and could not be fixed.  

Our hearts sank with his words.  The 
damage was due to the original 
trauma, but not the delay of return, 
nonetheless he would eventually end 
up losing his left eye.  For now he is 
taking a massive amount of antibiotics 
and is scheduled for several check-
ups to monitor his right eye for any 
possible infection.  

After supper, the rest of the artists 
had headed back to the hotel to take 
in the televised interview.  Meanwhile, 
I selected to go up to the Internet Café 
before its 10 PM closing to send my 
deepest condolences to Erik from all 
of us. 

Day 8, Feb 21 – The Genesis of a Group 
Project at the Casa’s Studios with a Free 
Day in Granada

We all met for breakfast, but this 
time just after 8:00 AM, having agreed 
the night before that we would all 
sleep.  We planned our day to be 
spent at the studio and gallery of the 
Casa de los Tres Mundos to work on 
a group project – a strip painting for 
our workshop organizer.  We agreed to 
gather at the Casa studio around 10:00 
AM.  

Once there, we discussed what sort 
of group effort we wanted to create 
and paint as a thank you to Erik who 
organized our escapade to Nicaragua.  
Those of us who had drawn or painted 
in the field laid out our work for all 
to see as a mini exhibition of sorts 
as we would have done at previous 
workshop for private critiquing.  
These works included watercolors, 
pen and inks, acrylics and graphite 
line drawings Bettina, Betsy, Bill and 
I.  Several suggestions were bounced 
around, including the proposal of 
creating a sector division view rather 

than the traditional horizontal strip 
panel.  This sparked a rough thumb 
draft drawing from Bill of his acrylic 
painting of Santa Clara volcano with 
mud pits.  Always ready for a creative 
challenge, Dave rose to the occasion 
as he took Bill’s single view suggestion 
and built upon it, forging a panorama 
that included all three excursions 
through the country.  We agreed to his 
proposal, and asked that he prepare 
the drawing.  

This was Dave’s third such modeling 
for IAAA workshop attendees, having 
previously designed the Yellowstone 
and Death Valley 3 strip paintings as 
well.  At last we were on a roll.  The 
initial canvas that was prepared by 
Bettina the day before was now dry 
as Dave sketched out the panoramic 
landscape onto the horizontal strip, 
approximately 15 by 40 inches in 
dimensions.  He then split the terrain 
into six vertical panels and let Bill loose 
to launch the group project. 

I checked my e-mail and received 
another message from Erik.  He 
was pleased to hear that Ivan et al 
continued to be part of our adventures 
throughout our travels.  Today he 
announced that he was leaving the 
hospital in San Jose, Costa Rica, and 
returning to his there to convalesce.  
While writing in my journal and 
enjoying another Victoria, Ivan, Nora 
and Dave had dropped by to ask me 
to go off to lunch with them.  We 
returned to that first restaurant the 
Casa employees took us to lunch 
on our first day in the City.  There 
we were joined by a former Casa 
employee Felix and his Granada 
girlfriend, Maria.  Felix is another 
German citizen, doing his civil service 
duty rather than going off to the 
military.  Currently he is at San Jose 
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University taking another semester of 
study on digital photography before 
heading back to Europe.  

After lunch, I caught up with Betsy 
at the Casa and decided to join her on 
an outing to shop for some tee-shirts, 
near central park; but first, I wanted 
to see the progress of the project.  Bill 
had completed his panel with the 
Santa Clara and the mud pits.  On the 
extreme right, I noticed the cliff edge 
from the Somoto Canyon with the 
Rio Coco.  With the moon positioned 
the way we had seen it at dusk a 
few days ago from the bus window, I 
wanted to add the location of Venus 
and the constellation of Orion as the 
prime signature of the evening sky 
here at the zenith.  Mind you, I would 
take artistic and poetic license to 
exaggerate Orion’s location slightly 
above the waxing new moon.  As I 
was about to begin, Mitch had pointed 
out that Bettina had stenciled here 
name beside the panel.  After a brief 
discussion, and my rationale that 
Dave used my line drawing to model 
the cliff, she graciously allowed me 
to have it, but only after I teased her 
about arm wrestling her for it.  How 
embarrassing it would have been 
for me had she agreed and slammed 
dunked my 62 year ol’ arm?  So, it 
is with humble appreciation that I 
owe her my thanks for her generous 
gesture of sparing me of such fate.

With that, Betsy and I were off, into 
the early afternoon heat of the day.  
Directly across the plaza, I found a 
Ché Geuverra tee-shirt I had hoped to 
find, with a short political philosophic 
statement stenciled in Spanish.  Betsy 
got one herself for one of two family 
members.  With a couple hundred 
Cordoba still left, we were off find 
other treasurers in the immediate 

town square, with the hope of finding 
the shop Gayle had talked about 
earlier in the week.  Unfortunately, 
we never did find the shop despite 
walking around several streets in the 
neighborhood with heat rays radiating 
off walls, and from the tiled brick 
roads.  So, we dragged ourselves back 
to the shaded central park, where 
vendors had set up tables and booths 
beneath the canopy of palm and 
oak trees.  Betsy spied some ceramic 
pots… if only she could get them into 
her back pack to carry home?  Not 
being able to communicate in Spanish, 
I asked our vendor to write down the 
price by offering a pen and paper.  She 
scribbled down 180$C (~ ten dollars).  
Not sure whether to smile or not, 
Betsy was about to leave, when my 
pen and paper was whisked from my 
hand suggesting 150 $C instead.  An 
immediate “Si” came out Betsy’s lips 
and with that the exchange of goods 
– paper for ceramic pot.  The afternoon 
was slipping by.  My Old Spice was no 
longer working, so I decide to return to 
the studio to begin painting my panel.   

Back at the studio, behind the Casa 
interior courtyards, it was 145F in the 
shade, and not a single fly fluttered 
its wings to generate a molecule of a 
breeze.  The work space was empty, 
save for me and the dripping sweat 
beneath my clothes, and on my brow.  
Oh, there was an industrial sized fan, 
but nowhere a sight of an electric plug.  
It’s sculptures like these that I don’t 
fully appreciate.  I looked at Bill’s finish 
piece and then recalled having stared 
at the canyon wall for 45 minutes 
while getting sunburned on my face, 
arms and chest.  Even the scene was 
also burned into my memory.  Dave 
had penciled in the crescent moon, 
and I reasoned that could paint as 

fast as lightning, before becoming 
dehydrated, so I began by looking 
for a paint brush, a pallet, paint and 
some water… any amount, just so as 
to clean my brushes between colors.  I 
considered wringing my sweat loaded 
shirt, the scarf around my neck, and 
the sweat on my brow, but I was 
worried what this would do 
to the pigments of the new 
brand of acrylics we were 
provided to product test from 
Costa Rica.  I finally stumbled 
upon three different types of 
brushes, buried beneath a 
pile of student copper plate 
etchings on the upper shelf: 
a blistered filbert, a mangled 
flat shader, and something 
that resembled a stippler 
brush.  As for paint, like I said 
we were product testing a 
new line of liquid acrylics, 
hence there stood three 
primary colors with black 
and white in plastic jars.  
Great, I didn’t need to grind 
any minerals in this heat.  As 
for water, I finally managed 
to find some dripping from a 
water line in the courtyard.  I 
filled a small plastic cup, and 
set to work.  

  In order to ‘feel’ cooler, I 
decided it would be helpful 
to imagine a night view.   Immediately 
I washed in a setting twilight to dusk 
sky transition, with an emerging cool 
darkness of night.  The constellation 
Orion needed to be anchored to the 
panel, but I needed the sky to dry.  The 
cliff was next, in strong dark shades, 
with a cool blue-green Rio Coco river 
that flowed reflecting skylight onto 
the hills, the base desert sand and 
rocky shore where some boulders 

and vegetation lurked.  With some 
additional scrub brush along the 
river’s edge and dwarf trees clinging 
to the cliff, I was now positioning 
the crescent moon in earthlight, 
Venus below and finally Orion in the 
blackened sky above.  And presto, I 
was done!  

During the 20 minute painting spree, 
Mitch and Cathie arrived to discuss 
our evening plans.  Shortly after that 
Bettina and Betsy returned from the 
Internet Café, as did Dave.  We agreed 
to have a late supper as is the custom 
in Nicaragua.  This way Betsy could 
be sure to get her panel completed 
of the Santiago volcano with bats 
emerging while green parakeets flew 
home to roost for the night.  Dave 
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and Bettina could then follow with 
their rim section where they could 
continue the next day.  While Bill took 
his own set of tubes of acrylics paints 
back to the hotel with him, the rest 
of us would use the new Catalina 
basic primary set that Fernando 
Lopez had negotiated and secured 
from Costa Rica.  Although Bettina 
had already experimented with them 
earlier in the week on several of her 
color abstractions, the color properties 
weren’t as good a quality as their 
professional set.  That being the case, 
the company had promised Fernando 
to send a professional sample set to 
each artist.  Bettina had taken down 
our names and physical addresses in 
order for the company to keep to their 
promise to ship such a professional set 
to us to test in our home studios.

Just after 7:00, once the English 
class was finished, Christoff and 
Florian set up the computer, screen 
and DVD projector.  Dave proceeded 
to show his video of Death Valley 3 
Workshop.  The colors of Death Valley 
were enchanting, even better than I 
remembered.  Dave had tagged every 

participant’s name and location in 
order to identify the artist as they 
came into view.  My encounter with 
a massive raven was included, as 
was my wife, Judy, discussing the 
scenic view with several artists 
around Ubehebe Crater.  Several 
different locations, including different 
permutations of various artists in 
the field as well as the group photo 
session on Mars Hill were included 
along with beautiful desert scenery in 
bloom because of a strange and rare 
wet season.  After the review, Dave 
received a very nice round of applause 
from the gracious house viewers.  

I called on Bill next and asked if he 
would like to give us some insight 
and review of his latest research on 
Mars.  He began by giving a brief 
background history of his schooling, 
his interest in the geology of Mars 
and how the precision of the scientific 
methods used in crater size counting 
has evolved over time as a new 
geological instrument on the aging 
process of various features, both 
ancient and recent.  Bill drew a graph 
that compared the saturation level 

for the number of craters per square 
kilometers against a logarithmic 
scale of crater sizes from one meter to 
10,000 meters.  With each improved 
satellite innovation, optical exploration 
of Mars has continued to achieve 
better resolutions of various observed 
more recent features on Mars, hence 
providing a technique he and his 
community of researchers believe 
might be a very resourceful geological 
tool to estimate time periods on other 
celestial bodies, or something like 
that.  To illustrate how this would 
work he drew graphs using data from 
the Moon and different locations on 
Mars by various Mars probes.  The 
family of lines supported this hunch.  
Following another round of applause 
in appreciation, the stage was set for a 
group photo shoot.  

 Dave had several members of the 
audience take various poses of the 
artists up front in front of a giant 
white screen.  First he asked that 
we look left, then right and finally 
any which direction.  These photos 
were for a special secret project 
Dave and I conjured up as a spoof to 
commemorate this IAAA Nicaraguan 
workshop.  Before leaving the Casa 
for our final supper together, as Betsy 
prepared to leave tomorrow after 
breakfast, we proceeded outside and 
beneath our large banner in front 
of the gallery for another series of 
group photos, with Amy and Cathie 
doing the honors.  From there we bid 
our Casa staff workers goodnight ‘til 
tomorrow, and headed off to another 
Amy restaurant suggestion, this time, 
the El Zaguan.  It was located on a 
side street, a couple of blocks from our 
hotel.  Besides an exquisite late supper, 
the entertainment here included an 
unexpected electric element exploding 

behind Amy and Gayle.  A couple of 
wine glasses later, we were fit to be 
tied with fatigue and proceeded back 
to the hotel by 11:00 PM.  Our last get 
together would be breakfast, after 
which Betsy would get her ride back to 
Managua to the airport.

Day 9, Feb 22 – Last Full Day in Granada 
and the Final 

Like magic, all of us convened for 
breakfast around 7:45 AM.  We were 
getting comfortable and adjusted 
to the daily routine of gathering for 
morning coffee, while our orders 
for breakfast were being prepared.  
Betsy began to take some last minute 
photographs.  During breakfast, I had 
promised her that I would go to the 
Casa gallery/studios to make certain 
that Ivan arranges her transportation 
to Managua.

At the Casa, I discussed the 
transportation with Ivan for the 
rest of us at 10:00 AM the following 
morning.  Bill, Gayle, Maria and 
Samuel, Mitch, Cathie, Bettina and I 
leave on the same flight at 1:35 PM to 
our connecting flight in Atlanta, GA.  
On the other hand, Dave, Amy and Joe 
would already be gone by taxi at 5:00 
AM.  This morning however, Bettina, 
Dave and Mitch had to finish painting 
their panel section at the studio, with 
the hope that they would be finished 
by early afternoon; after all, the canvas 
needed to dry and be photographed in 
direct sunlight.  

Dave wasted no time, finishing and 
passing his brushes off to Bettina by 
11:00.  Meanwhile I had staked out at 
the Internet Café next door to check 
my e-mail, write to my wife, then to 
Erik so that he is kept abreast of our 
activities while he convalesces at his 
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home in Costa Rica.

At some point, Fernando 
arrived with his promised letter of 
acknowledgement for our donation 
of $500 for the institute’s education 
program.  I thanked him, and added 
that I appreciated the return of my 
painting yesterday to its former spot 
for the balance of the exhibition.  

Speaking of my misplaced painting, 
the one that I used to present an 
oversized check to the institute on 
Sunday; well, when I pointed out that 
fact to Ivan yesterday, that it was still 
missing and that I could not be find it 
anywhere at the institute, he set off 
to find out what happened to it?  Just 
before Dave, Nora, Ivan and I went 
off to lunch together yesterday; he 
informed me when he arrived that he 
had both good and bad news.  First, 
the good news; he found the painting.  
Now the bad; the check part had been 
cut out!  I’m still laughing at my initial 
bewilderment!

Ivan and his Casa crew took Dave 
and me to another local favorite 
restaurant.  It too was a commodore, 
one where a house meal was 
prepared leaving little choice to select 
alternatives as one could from a menu 
offering different meals.  Mitch took 
over from Bettina, who had finished 
her piece.  By the time Dave and I got 
back from our lunch around 1:45, the 
studio doors were locked.   Fortunately 
we had agreed earlier that we would 
reconvene around 3:30 for our final 
presentations from Bettina and Mitch, 
but this time in the front gallery dark 
room.  In all likelihood, Bill, Bettina 
and Mitch had gone back to the Hotel 
Patio to get their art carrying luggage 
to dismantle and repackage their 
art display in the gallery.  It must be 

noted that Mitch was the only artist 
during of exhibition who managed 
to successfully sell an original work 
of art earlier in the week.  Dave and 
I donated our works to the gallery in 
celebration of their 80th anniversary; 
after all, it was the “los Tres Mundos” 
– the three worlds’ gallery, so why 
not leave our digitalized pieces as 
examples of our genre?

The presentations began close to 
4:30, as set up time was required.  
Once again our host Casa staff 
employees were invited to join our 
ranks.  Dave was supposed to begin 
this afternoon session showing a video 
of the Tenerife Canary Island workshop 
organized by Erik in the mid 1990s but 
the video projector in the computer 
didn’t work.  Instead I invited Bettina 
to take us to her Montreal studio.  
Her presentation focused on different 
theme projects moving from the most 
recent then backwards towards earlier 
time to 2000 when she began her 
professional career.  Bettina likes to 
include the use of various elements of 
nature in her work.  For example, to 
have sunlight burn the surface of her 
art paper thus becoming an integral 
element of the composition, or have 
rain drops crash onto wet acrylic paint 
leaving various patterns of craters, 
as she did during a typhoon while in 
Indonesia.  Another time she buried 
a set of acrylic paintings into ice on 
a lake in Quebec over winter, then 
salvaged them during Spring without 
any harm to their surface.

Bettina’s recent project, her 
Amelia Earhart series, tried to 
capture metaphorically the noble 
and courageous aviator’s spirit by 
an empty presence as is matter 
within an atom, light in space and 
duration in time.  I found her swirlie 

concepts fascinating, though I suspect, 
she may have wondered why my 
head kept nodding back and forth 
while she spoke?  Was it sleep that 
I was struggling with?  No my dear 
Watson, I was duly impressed by her 
imagination. I’m glad that she shared 
the range of her creativity, especially 
what she had perceived, considered 
and used as objects and elements of 
nature in her art projects.  Earlier in 
the workshop she mentioned she had 
partitioned the hard drive of an old 
Macintosh computer she planned to 
use to do data analysis of x-ray sources 
from the Chandra Space Telescope.  
I’m sure that we’ll someday see these 
objects as elements in her future space 
art projects.

Florian eventually brought in a 
DVD player and David’s Tenerife 
Canary Island workshop video began.  
This was appropriate to see not just 
because of the landscape, but also 
because Erik was also at this 1996 
IAAA workshop, as was Betsy, Bill, 
Dave, Gayle, Amy, and others.

Seeing Erik got a resounding cheer, 
as we did miss his camaraderie and 
charismatic nature.  With every day 
we hope his condition improves, 

despite the sad circumstance of having 
lost an eye.  With the presentations 
coming to a close, once again the 
discussion shifted to supper.  Where 
should we go?  Once again Amy rose 
to the occasion and suggested a quaint 
newly renovated restaurant with a 
great reputation called Café Dec Arte 
at lunch time but as Pasta Pasta during 
supper, and which happened to be on 
a street not very far from our hotel.  

Our final supper together had 
come, sans Erik and now Betsy who 
left earlier in the day.  Once again, 
the conversations spilt end to end of 
the table as we all agreed that the 
experience here was great!  It was 
our first third world experience and 
although we’d seen poverty before, 
in Moscow in 1989, the Soviet veneer 
of aerospace technology and science 
however posed a higher standard of 
living.

During our meal, I rose to give 
thanks to all for making the journey 
here and especially a thank you to Bill 
for bringing his family and friends, 
without whom Erik would not been 
able to have the sufficient numbers to 
make this happen.  In the very early 
morning, Dave, Amy and Joe will be 
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taking a taxi to Managua airport at 
5:00 AM, so with that I thanked them 
for their joyous company and wished 
them a safe trip home.

After supper about 9:00 PM, I called 
Christof to let him know that we 
had returned to our hotel.  Bettina, 
Mitch and Cathie had wandered 
off to the Internet Café or other last 
photography session of the town at 
night.  Meanwhile I waited for our 
Casa friends and helpers to join me for 
a beer.  Florian and Nora arrived first, 
then Ivan and Anaya on bicycles.  Soon 
many other people wandered in before 
Christof arrived…  All together twelve 
people, a mix of Casa staff workers 
with artists, musicians and friends 
dropped by.  I kept ordering beers for 
my guests and apologized to Lidia for 
the crowd.  She didn’t mind at all that 
I invited the locals to join us here at 
the hotel.  In fact she enjoyed this final 
opportunity for them to socialize with 
us.  The one definite problem was that 
I was the only artist there to receive 
them.  Nevertheless, the beers flowed 
and the conversation circled around, 

some in English, German, Spanish 
then back to English.  Sometimes the 
conversations were awkward followed 
by silence but people milled about, 
clinked glasses, made toasts, asked 
questions and listened for my replies 
about our visit to Nicaragua, how it 
is different from other places where 
we’ve traveled to et cetera.

Some were curious whether we 
were marketing the space era for 
multinational companies and/or 
governments?  I said no, not at all; 
in fact what we try to do is to inform 
artists of their rights.  To not give away 
their art for free in exchange for the 
promotion of their names and careers 
blindly however tempting some 
proposals may appear.  Investigate 
who gets your art, for what purpose, 
why, rights to reproduce your image 
etc.

After a while, we began to talk 
about traveling to nearby planets like 
Mars; how long it would take, getting 
to travel in close quarters; problems 
with relationships in space should 
partners cheat, sex in space, food, 

bone loss, death – what to do with the 
body?

At about midnight, I was drained.  
Thought Bettina, Mitch and Cathie 
had returned at various points of the 
general conversations, they didn’t stay 
and said goodnight.  So now too my 
time had come.  I thanked them for 
their company, friendship and help 
during our stay and in particular for 
their genuine interest in our genre 
of space art.  Tomorrow we may be 
leaving but never forgetting our 
wonderful experience here in Granada 
and the country.  I shook hands with 
Ivan and that I would see him in the 
morning.  Meanwhile, I gave a hug to 
the girls and a farewell handshake to 
fellas that helped us during our stay; 
then, bid them goodnight.

Day 10, Feb 23 – Los Estimados Amigos de 
Despedida y le Agradecen 

I awoke early, despite getting myself 
to bed so late, and began about 6:30 
the task of organizing my backpack.  
By 7:30 I was downstairs where I found 
Bill working on his Mars-crater paper 
and getting it read for publication.  
After a brief exchange I went off in 
search of Lidia to give her Erik’s strip 
painting for safe keeping.  I’m sure 
that he would return at some point 
to get it once he learned that we had 
left it here for him.  Once found, she 
informed me that Dave, Amy and 
Joe had successfully left earlier in the 
morning, then ooo-ed and aaah-ed 
with enchantment and delight at our 
completed project.  How wonderful for 
Erik to have this commemorative.

After a short while, Ivan had arrived 
by bicycle.  I teased him whether this 
was his/our modus operandi to get us 
to the airport this morning?  “But of 

course,” our Bosnian friend joked, “this 
is Nicaragua, after all.  Nine more are 
coming!  What did you expect, amigo 
gringo?”  

Our bus arrived at 10:00, and Ivan 
climbed aboard the roof to help load 
the over sized luggage while smaller 
ones filled places inside.  Finally with 
Lidia, Romano, and Florian looking 
on, we boarded the bus with Ivan 
assuming the front seat next to the 
driver.  Meanwhile, Pedro, the Hotel 
Patio boarder collie, climbed inside 
next to Cathie whom he befriended 
during our stay and was ready to 
immigrate to America to a new life 
of perpetual food and leisure.  We 
all laughed one final time together, 
then watched Pedro leave with a 
“just kidding” look about his face.  
Florian closed our door, and the bus 
lurched forward into the narrow 
streets of Granada that would take 
us to the Masaya-Granada highway 
and ultimately to the airport, where 
the volcano Santiago lingered on the 
horizon lazily in the morning sun with 
sulfuric gas and steam rising from its 
cone.

With our arrival at the airport, 
unloading of our luggage, we bid 
farewell to Ivan, shook his hand and 
left him with a series of thank you 
and hugs to him and the Casa staff 
whom we shall surely miss.  The last 
remaining step was to get our tickets, 
pass through the appropriate security 
and get ready at the departure gate for 
the 1:35 PM flight to Atlanta, GA and 
from there to our connecting flights 
back home and to our studio. 

 Farewell dear friends and thank you 
Nicaragua.
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Dana says, “Hello Everyone.  I am 
a painter and occasional drawer; my 
medium tends to depend on the sub-
ject and style of the piece I am creat-
ing.  At this point, nearly all of my 
astronomical pieces are done in oil 
paint due to its pliant and fluid prop-
erties.  Ironically, it was a medium 
into which I was dragged, kicking 
and screaming.  Since my studio art 

background was focused in abstract 
and  impressionist art, I tend to 
approach my work from an organic 
point of view.  I take a particular 
astronomical phenomenon, then use 
artistic license to convey the beauty 
that I see in it.  I am especially fond 
of the tonal and luminous qualities 
of nebulae.  I am looking forward 
to participating in discussions and 
learning from everyone’s collective 
experiences.”

 Dana M. Baird was born in Eagan, 
Minnesota in 1972.  She decided that 
she was going to be an artist when 
she was three years old, and added 

writing to her list of  ambitions when 
she was five. She attended Macales-
ter College in Saint Paul, MN, where 
she studied Anthropology and Art 
History.  She later completed her 
B.A. with honors in Studio Art at the 
University of Minnesota in Minne-
apolis.   When her first public art 

show resulted in the sale of three 
paintings, she began to see hope for 
her childhood ambitions.  She has 
sold additional pieces at each of her 
following shows.

 When she is not painting, Dana 
sings with The Court Revelers, a 
madrigal group that performs out at 
the Minnesota Renaissance Festival.  
She has been known to compose 
occasional silly song lyrics for the 
group. She has written a few fiction-
al novels that she is hoping to see 
published one day.  She currently 
resides in Saint Paul with two insane 
cats and a very patient boyfriend.

I was born and raised just outside of 
Brum, UK, and moved into town when 
I was 17.  I’ve lived all over England 
- Edgbaston, Erdington, Stirchley, 
Moseley, West Heath and more 
besides.  Mostly I worked for graphic 
design agencies or consultancies in a 
variety of roles, until I joined Gemini 
Consulting.  That meant travel all 
over and work on some very interest-
ing projects, such as Rolls Royce, BAe, 
CAA and more.  Eventually I wound 
up on a project in Hamburg, Germany, 
where due to a scheduling error, my 
future wife, Katinka, had been double 
booked!  We first met in the break-
fast room of the Marriot Hotel, and it 
was love at first site, and we’ve been 
together ever since! 

 I moved to live with her in Munich, 
where we stayed for a year, and then 
came back to live in Birmingham.  
Again working for various agencies 
and the like, living in Erdington.  As 
Katinka is ethnically Hungarian, the 
collapse of the Soviet Union and with 
it the Warsaw Pact meant that moving 
to Hungary became a realistic possibil-

ity.  In 
2002 we 
came on 
a fact-
finding 
mission 
and fell 
in love 
with the 
place.  
We sold 
our 
house, 
packed 
up our 
belong-
ings and 

moved out here in November 2002, 
bought our house and land in Decem-
ber and have been here ever since.  
Our quality of life now is wonderful! 
There’s nothing we miss from the 
‘Western World’ - we can get the BBC 
on TV via satellite, we have Broadband 
internet (so we can listen to Radio 4), 
and we get sent Red Cross parcels of 
stuff we can’t get here. 

 In Birmingham, I was a member of 
the Birmingham Astronomical Society, 
and ground my first 6” mirror there, 
in the basement of Aston University.  
Lots of great characters there.  I also 
lived close to a guy in Edgbaston who 
was a past chairman of the British 
Horological Society, and had an obser-
vatory in his back garden containing 
a superb 9” refractor, which he let 
me use whenever I wanted.  My first 
published piece was on the cover of a 
long defunct magazine called “Space 
Voyager.” 

 And that’s about it.  There are of 
course, a million stories along the way, 
but that’s for another day!
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WHERE IN THE WORLD?... 

So where in the world were these 
pictures taken?....

On top of Mt Vesuvius, Italy!

Mt Vesuvius is perhaps one of 
the most well known volcanoes on 
Earth, mostly due to the eruption of 
79 AD which destroyed the towns 
of Pompei and Herclaneum.  Since 
that famous event, Vesuvius has 
erupted approximately 40 times, 
the last time in 1944, though none 
of eruptions has been as large or as 
destructive.  

Termed a “stratovolcano,” 
Vesuvius is actually a new volcanic 
cone built up on the remnants 
of a much larger volcano named 
“Somma” that collapsed about 
18,000 years ago.  Remnants of 
Somma can be seen to the north 
and east of Vesuvius as a “second 
peak” and indicate that Somma was 
dramatically larger than Vesuvius 
is today before it collapsed in what 
must have been a tremendous 
eruption.  

Vesuvius, and Somma before 
it, is located above a subduction 
zone where the African plate is 
being pushed under 
the Eurasian plate by 
continental drift.  Despite 
being on an active 
tectonic region, Vesuvius 
has been quiet now 
for over 60 years.  It is 
possible to drive to within 
200 meters of the top and 
walk the rest of the way 
up.  Visitors can clearly 
see the broken strata in 
the walls of the caldera 
from the walking path 
that circles almost all the 

way around the crater and steam 
still rises from the bottom of the 
pit.  Steam also rises from the rather 
good cappuccino you can get at the 
café that is amazingly perched right 
on the lip of the crater.  Sometimes 
you just gotta wonder about those 
Italians ;-) ....

Text & images from various web sites and 
by Jon Ramer.

Active Pyroclast  © Chee Wong

Sulfur Dioxide Geyser on Io © Walt Myers
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Tvashtar Caldera  © Jon Ramer

Io Plume  © Joel Hagen
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ASTRONOMICAL FEATURE OF THE QUARTER: 

Tvashtar Catena on Io

The pictures that came back from 
the New Horizons probe as it zipped 
through the Jovian system included 
some truly spectacular images of a 
volcanic plume blasting up from the 
Tvashtar Catena region of Io.  

The plume tops out at over 300 
kilometers high.  Amazingly, one 
fortunate series of five New Horizons 
images taken over an 
8-minute period show the 
Tvashtar plume roiling 
like a fountain, with ropey 
structures clearly visible as 
they tumble back down.  

Rough calculations 
show the plume debris 
is traveling at around 
300 kilometers per hour, 
indicating that the lava 
is being ejected from the 
caldera at significant force.  

New Horizon’s long 
distance camera shot a low 
resolution color image that 
shows the plume to be 

light blue while the caldera below 
glows orange with molten magma.  
A 2001 Galileo close-up image of the 
Tvashtar crater shows a landscape 
of lurid greens, yellows, and oranges, 
all colors made by exotic sulfur 
compounds.  What an amazing 
landscape!

Text & images from various web sites.
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Upcoming in PULSAR:
I’ve done a little swap-up in the 
schedule to accomodate a neat article 
for next issue.

�rd Quarter �00�: Impacts.
Big or little, fast or slow, when 
two objects meet, there is always 
something interesting to see.

�th Quarter �00�: Nebula.
Whether it blows up or squishes down, 
a star always ends in some way that 
makes for good art.  

1st Quarter �00�: Multi-Star Systems.  
Many star systems in the universe 
have multiple stars in them. In fact, 
there are more multi-star systems than 
there are single sun systems.  What 
does yours look like?

Pulsar is published four times a year as part of 
the membership benefits from dues paid.  All 
contents are copyright of the IAAA except 
where noted.  Individual artists retain copyright 
to works contributed to this publication. 
Submissions may be sent to:
pulsar-editor@iaaa.org

Do you know where this picture was taken? 
Answer next issue...
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