
Puerto Rico
It was just past noon on Friday July 2, 1971 at the  San Juan International
Airport in Puerto Rico as Mary and I deplaned. We were looking forward to a
week with some business and some vacation time. After claiming our bag-
gage and picking up a Hertz rental car we hit the road. I quickly discovered
that the car was a real clunker. It struggled to make it up very small hills.

We drove back to the airport, turned the car in at the gate and proceeded to
the Herz terminal to get a better car. Wishful Thinking! Because of the upcom-
ing holiday weekend not a single car was available. Even the clunker had been
taken. This was panic time! The business part of the trip was for Hewlett
Packard (HP). I called the HP office and explained our predicament to the
young lady who answered. She offered to do some calling. She called back to
say that if I could handle a stick shift, there was a car available at the Afro
rental agency. The car was quite acceptable, so the adventure began.

Spanish and English are official languages of Puerto Rico. When I tried En-
glish, I got a surly response from a few individuals. I switched to Spanish
whenever my vocabulary permitted.

In a long, single-day trip we drove around the island. Heading north from
San Juan we proceeded up the mountain range through the rain forest. At a
lunch stop I enjoyed a turtle steak. I discovered that the right of way in
those winding roads belonged to the car with the loudest horn. We were a
bit surprised at the number of banana plantations we saw. For refreshment
we stopped at a roadside stand for some coconut milk. The guy picked one
from a tree, lopped off the top with a machete and gave us some straws.

On the fourth of July in San Juan we watched a long, boisterous parade.

One day was devoted to flying to and from the island of St. Croix in a
Grumman Goose amphibious plane. Taking off and landing on water was a new
experience. In the vicinity of the island we enjoyed watching the fish and veg-
etation through the bottom of a glass bottom boat.

The business part of the trip involved my accompanying the HP sales guy on
some calls to two of his major accounts. He was attempting to sell them com-
puter systems for data acquisition and processing for multiple gas chromato-
graphs. I was there because I had been in charge of the development of the
systems.

He invited us to his home for dinner; it was a delightful meal and our
first encounter with squid as an entree. All the windows of his home had
iron bars covering the windows. Another indication of the potential



hostility of the area was the fact that he kept a gun in his car as he made
his calls on customers. One section of San Juan had the reputation of
being so tough that the police were reluctant to enter.

On the day of our return we got an early start to the airport. San Juan is a
network of one way streets. I took the wrong one and suddenly found my-
self going the wrong way on a busy eight lane hiway. Mary almost went into
cardiac arrest as I made a u-turn. We made it to the airport in time!

Most of our memories as we returned home were very pleasant.


