Sunday, the 8th of April 2007

The sun is soon setting. Small crabs are fighting their way up the sand. The ocean is calmer today as it was yesterday, its waves soothingly caressing the shore. A few local children are joyfully running up and down the beach chasing whole generations of dogs, the dogs that live freely here on this beach, free as birds in the sky. This is their home, the home of the children and the animals, and the home of all of us who walk this planet. These are the earthly creatures who still know how to love unconditionally.

The sand now throws a red golden reflexion on the ever moving waters of the Arabian Sea, never-ending, just like the cycle of life.

I am walking down the beach, the waves rolling onto shore touching my toes. I feel light in my body, light in my head. Everything looks beautiful and absolute. This is why I have come. This is why I am alive. This is where I feel freedom. This is where I feel peace. This is where I feel at home. The ocean…
Monday, the 9th of April 2007

Christian got more bites. Not as bad as mine, but close. The lice must have travelled with us in our luggage and most probably our handbag. We threw away the handbag and turned all clothes and sarongs into the hotel laundry service. Our backpacks were laid out in the sun to fry the buggers. Tristan is still bite-free.

The doctor came and visited us at the hotel. He diagnosed us with a confirmed case of “bed bugs”, as it is called here. It could also be sand bugs, as Kudle beach is highly contaminated. And there you have it: the beaches in Europe are being sprayed yearly with anti-bug spray, something the Indian people probably never have heard of. Anyway, the doc took a blood sample, which I was to get the result from the next day. The blood test results showed that I have an unusual high percentage of eosinophiles (apparently something that causes allergic reactions to insect bites) in my blood. Well, I guess that explains why I have been suffering of allergic skin reactions towards insect bites for the last thirty years… duh! 

Anyway, that did it! We packed our bags and left Kudle and Gokarna this morning! The pills I got from the doc - anti-histamines amongst them – made sure mine and Christian’s skin healed up quite nicely in a matter of days. Funny though, even if it is said that much of the medicine bought in India is fake, you can get almost anything without prescription here. I am talking about anything from any kind of anti-biotic to valium and even ephedrine… highly unorthodox.
Ankola, Karnataka

We have just arrived in Ankola, a small village about thirty kilometres inland wards from Gokarna. The owner of the hotel where we stayed on Kudle was kind enough to drive us there in his air-conditioned car and we were kind enough to pay him 450Rs for that. Sadly enough he dropped us off at small hotel from where the sleeper bus is supposed to leave tonight and besides a few cows and street dogs there is nothing to see but the main road. Sounded like great fun, since we were dropped off at 11am and the bus doesn’t leave before 11:30pm. More than twelve hours to spend in a deserted road side hotel in a 37ºC heat with a baby. I myself was starting to have regular stomach cramps and that didn’t make it any more enjoyable. So we decided to load our bags on the roof top of a motor-rickshaw and cram ourselves inside for the driver to give us a ride to the town centre. After half an hour of haggling about the price (we didn’t have anything better to do and it’s always a good practice) we managed to get away with it for 30Rs.

And here we are; we checked in to the cheapest lodge in town (there might only be one or two lodges around anyway) and paid 100Rs for the smallest single room, a scruffy square box with a single bed that fills half of the room and looks like they got it from an old local prison. There is a small hole in the wall attached to it that is supposed to serve as a bathroom; a rusty shower and an “untidy” squat toilet. Little does it matter; the rat hole is really just to function as a place to stow our luggage while we check out the town.
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Hans at the local bar in Ankola
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Ankola rickshaw stand

Tuesday, the 10th of April 2007

To continue yesterday’s story, we didn’t exactly have a blast in Ankola. After have walked around a little bit, I felt that my stomach cramps were getting more regular and intense. After a cheap meal in a local joint, we headed back to the little room, where I after an hour or so collapsed due to the heavy pains in my lower tummy. This was just the moment for something like this to happen. In a few hours we were to commence a long bus ride and I got ill. Vomiting, diarrhoea, all of that in the scruffy bathroom at my disposal, I had to deal with, ready to faint every time I tried to get up. In some mysterious manner, I managed to get into the rickshaw to drive us back to the road side hotel, where I crashed down on the sofa in the reception lobby. Some Indian guy came up to me and cried out: “No sleeping, no sleeping!!” “Can’t you see she’s ill smart ass,” Christian replied, “She’s resting, not sleeping!” I was glad Christian stood up for me, because I didn’t have the strength. Thinking this was going to be the worst night of my life, Hans came up with some sort of strong painkiller he had retrieved from his “drug collection”. He gave it to me and slowly the cramps started to be fewer and less intense. Just before midnight the sleeper bus with destination Hampi halted at the hotel and the next eight hours I lay cramped up in a bunk together with Tristan and Christian, being shook up and down constantly due the bumps and holes in the road. Nevertheless, I was relaxed and my illness had ceased.
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The streets of Ankola
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One hour before becoming ill...

