
Time Off 

The surf crashed on the reef in the distance with a muffled and continuous roar as I sat on the pier looking out over the calm and clear lagoon.  A single, huge mango tree was the entertainment for a couple of fat native boys leaping off the top branches trying to impress the German girls that were sunbathing naked on a nearby shore.  The air was hot and thick.  It smelled of the ocean with a trace of the distinct smell of suntan lotion. 

Palm trees gently swayed in the breeze keeping time with the slapping of the cantina’s thatched palm roof.  Near the shore, two thin, wrinkled-skinned Indians were slowly paddling their dugout canoe toward a slip passage.  The passage severed the island from a dense mango swamp, making the imagination run wild and the body compelled to dive in and explore.  

In the distance the familiar thumping sound of a powerboat on the waves attracted everyone’s attention.  Most of these powerboats brought new adventure in the form of passengers from many different cultures.  Each of the passengers had a single thought in mind: Simply to take some time off and forget about whatever they were leaving behind. 

Some would stir around until they found a piece of the island that pleased them.  After selecting a spot they would grease themselves up and sunbathe until they reached the desired color of red.  Others with scuba gear in hand would catch boat rides out to the reef from eager-to-please locals.  When the scuba boats returned, they would be full of brightly colored dead and living things.  

Later that evening the Tyson fight was on a small television in front of the cantina.  The signal was in Spanish pirated from El Salvador.  Tyson’s opponent was a big Englishman named Bruno.  For this blessed event, half the British soldiers stationed on the mainland had come out to cheer their hero on.  It was a mighty roar: “Bruno, Bruno, Bruno!”  When most of this died down, the three American soldiers could be heard shouting, “Tyson, Tyson,, Tyson!”  After the first round, hope for a Bruno victory was crushed.  The Britts were awfully quiet.  It was just another day on Caye Chalker, Belize, Central America.  
