~PANAMANIA~
International Living is an organization that

recommends the best places to retire and invest
overseas. For the past six years Panama has
consistently made it to the top of their list. Numerous
websites tell a glowing tale of Panama’s strong
economy with a 9 percent growth rate per annum
and a very solvent international banking system.
Across the country more than 300 projects are under
construction, from condos to homes, hotels to
commercial buildings. Most of these projects look
dazzling with photo-shopped images that present a
very luring tropical paradise. Want a modern condo
on a sunny beach or a sprawling country estate in a
cool mountainous region? Come on down.
Obtaining residency is very easy and many people pursue Pensionado status. For just
under $2,000 (to cover attorney and filing fees) you can become a resident and enjoy
50 percent off the cost of health care, travel, hotels, airlines, restaurants, entertainment and more. And if you buy a home, you'll pay no property taxes for 20 years. To
obtain Pensionado status you need only prove that you have at least $1,000 a month
in an annuity or pension to support you for the rest of your life. Remember when the
Shah of Iran was exiled? Panama was the only country that opened its arms to him.
And if it's good enough for the Shah of Iran, well....
Panama offers secrecy in banking making it
an off shore tax haven. Simply drop
$250,000 in a bank account for five years
and you can obtain a Panamanian passport.
It seems obvious that drug money is finding
its way here and it's parked in the many
vacant condo buildings and expensive
yachts.
If this all sounds a bit too good to be true,
there is just one glitch: You have to live in Panama – or at least show up here once a
year. And that means you must like continuous rain, a heavy dose of humidity, be
comfortable with rust and mold, love deep fried foods, loud Latino music and riding
in taxis cabs with lurid air fresheners.

SHOPPING MAULS

Our friend Othon Molina resides in Panama part-time.

He is staying at the
Tanglewood Wellness Center, two hours west of the city. Othon instructs us to go to
Albrook Mall, just a short cab ride from our hotel, where we can catch the bus. "Buy
a cell phone and call me once you get to Sora," he says. Cell phones are cheap and for
$30 you can find one with pre-paid minutes.
Albrook Mall is a massive, mind-boggling maze of commercialism. The first time we
enter an electronics store we are overcome by the terrible and intense off-gassing of
plastics, packaging and chemicals. Obviously there are different air quality standards
here – in other words, none. Gasping, we flee from one store to the next. How will we
buy a cell phone when we can’t even breathe?
The tainted air, electromagnetic radiation, florescent lights, obscenely frigid air
conditioning and extremely loud music suggest that what one needs to go shopping
here is some serious combat gear. For starters, we suggest a gas mask, respirator with
oxygen, ear plugs, dark sunglasses, and a down-filled parka. And if you plan to see a
movie, bring an anti-mold device like an ozone generator.
Storefront windows are loaded with mannequins wearing some of the most atrocious
fashions I have ever seen. It soon begins to dawn on me (although I am confident that
Richard has spotted this trend much earlier) that the female models have enormous
breasts. Gi-normous, as a friend of mine likes to say – about the size of melons.

People watching at the mall is interesting. The women here don’t seem to want to
leave their teenage years or fashions behind. And speaking of behinds, they tend to
balloon out by the age of 30, probably due to a diet too high in carbohydrates and
unhealthy fats. (Those deep-fried plantains will get you every time.) You just gotta
wonder, how do they squeeze into those tighter than tight jeans and just what is
happening to their circulation?
The men are macho-mix of Elvis and the Fonz. One child, perhaps two years old,
was dressed with a gold chain on his neck, rhinestone sunglasses, slicked back hair
and a leather jacket. The Fonz would have wept.
There is a surreal, cartoon like aura about this place and when it comes to the
Christmas decorations, the nativity scene takes the prize. It includes a few extras, like
Santa Claus and his dog and a mysterious, seductive woman who is sporting a very
sheer robe that accentuates her massive mammaries and erect nipples. I’m sorry, but
when did the Fredrick’s of Hollywood model make it to Bethlehem? Or is she Jesus’
wet nurse?
We finally find a cell phone in a store where we can actually breathe but the phone
needs charging so the clerk suggests we come back and buy it in an hour. "Fine," we
say. "We'll just go get our bus tickets." Little did we know, however, that there was
no turning back. As soon as we get to the ticket counter we are urgently swept away
into the bus. It's leaving in three minutes and is packed to the gills; people are spilling
out into the aisles.
In a sort of comedy of errors we refuse to get on, but the ticket salesman insists,
moving others out of their seats to make way for the ugly Americans and our big bags.
Before we know it, we are on our way. But to where, we wonder. Are we even on the
right bus? We speak no Spanish and are at a complete loss so all we can do is laugh.
How will we call Othon from the road once we arrive? Fortunately the bus driver
has a cell phone.

TALES OF TANGLEWOOD

Othon has recently gone through a 21 day fast.

When he pulls up to the bus stop in an old
brown Mercedes and steps out from behind the
wheel we discover that he has lost 30 pounds.
He looks better than ever and has a twinkle in
his eye. We join him on some errands picking up
what is to be our breakfast, lunch and dinner
over the next few days: 20 pounds of bananas,
several large papayas and many watermelons.
Loaded down with a trunk full of fruit we chug
up the hill, winding through a small village
through a beautiful panorama of lush vegetation.
Othon regales us with tales of Tanglewood and
its owner Loren. The center was once a rundown convalescent home and when Loren
purchased it three years ago he brought life and
beauty to the facility, creating a landscape painted with angel trumpets, orchids, tea
plants and rock sculptures. The center is officially closed for the holidays but we are
invited to spend a few nights. There is one remaining client who is entering day 20 of
his fast. He was born and raised in Poland and lives in New York City where he
operates a number of bakeries. After years of making and eating cheesecakes,
pastries and strudels, he has added more than a few pounds to his frame. In addition,
he is now dealing with thyroid cancer.
“People come to me when all else fails,” shares Loren who claims that in many cases,
fasting has been the only answer. In his early career as a commercial realtor Loren
faced his own health challenges including chronic fatigue and allergies to over 60
foods and substances. After following conventional Western medicine and using
numerous pharmaceutical drugs his condition only worsened. So he took matters into
his own hands and began fasting. After a year his energy returned and his allergies
disappeared. “Friends wanted to know my secret,” he says. “And eventually people
began coming to me for help.” For the last 20 years Loren has assisted over 1,000
clients through fasts and cleanses. The results have been impressive, including his
own mother who recovered from crippling arthritis.

Richard’s training as a nutritional
therapist runs almost completely
counter to Loren’s approach with
fasting so it was fascinating to listen to
the two dialogue about their differing
strategies. Both of us are familiar
with fasting and have each done
shorter versions on our own, however,
a 21 day fast was mind-blowing. Loren
does not use colonics during the fast
and no matter what diet a person has
been on prior to coming to Tanglewood, within two days they are set to fast on only
water. When the fast ends, he reintroduces only fruit during the first two weeks of
“re-feeding.”
“There is ample evidence that the body can exist on very little food and when
digestion shuts down, which takes a large amount of energy from our bodies, this
energy can then used to heal, cleanse and detox,” he shares. Loren recommends that
clients rest completely during their three weeks of fasting, keeping their eyes closed as
often as possible and eliminating all distractions. This is deep-rest, perhaps deeper
than any of us have ever known. “I have seen people’s eyesight improve to the point
where they no longer need glasses,” he smiles.
From time to time the baker wanders out of his room and into the lobby where I catch
a word with him. “How are you feeling?” I ask. He has that radiant, beaming light
streaming from his eyes and smiles as if he is floating on cloud nine. “Great,” he
always answers. Fasting does put one into an altered state of being and clarity. I ask
him what he does to avoid boredom and he tells me
that he is reading The Bible.
Loren himself is the best testament that fasting works.
He is up at sunrise each day to meditate, do yoga and
calisthenics and I cannot keep up with him during the
morning workouts. He is a virtual fruitarian and eats
bananas, watermelons, pineapple and papayas with
the occasional avocado and greens thrown in. I am
surprised that his glucose levels are normal; he
believes that the body thrives on natural sugar and
can easily process it when not combined with other
foods.

I seriously consider a 21-day fast as I would love to get off the many supplements I
am currently taking. Loren offers us a special price if we return to Tanglewood within
a year. It all sounds great until I learn about the snakes. Two weeks ago dangerous
black diamondback showed up on the terrace. Worse, a deadly Fer de Lance,
sometimes referred to as the ultimate pit viper, was found hiding in a closet in one of
the guest rooms earlier this year.
Nature abounds here and one night after returning from town a sloth crosses the road
in front of our car so we stop to take some photos. I feel so sorry for this bizarre
creature; he slogs along the road at a snail’s pace, sliding along the ground. A sloth’s
fur can often turn moss green due to the fact that they spend most of their lives
clinging to a wet tree. Apparently they are rife with disease. (Can you see how long
his toenails are in this photo?)

VOLCAN

After three days at Tanglewood we head further west by bus. It’s a six hour ride to

the city of David and we arrive in the midst of torrential rains to learn that the worst
storm in 40 years is raging across the country. At our hotel we catch up on the TV
news and see roads being washed out and homes swept away. The Red Cross is
evacuating people in coastal areas; a number of hydro-electric dams have collapsed,
along with a hotel. It's a miracle that so far only 4 people have died.
David is one of the ugliest cities I have ever seen and for a moment I wonder if we
just might be in Haiti. The following morning we buy a few groceries and provisions
then wait for Rima and Bert to pick us up. Dr. Rima Laibow and her husband,
retired U.S. Army Major General Albert Stubblebine, III are the founders of the

Natural Solutions Foundation. The foundation currently has about 125,000 members
and Richard has been corresponding with them on-line. We are curious about the
sustainable community they are building in Volcan and they generously offer to put
us up for a night or two.
The mission of the Natural Solutions Foundation is to protect consumer and
physician access to natural medicines. For many years, pharmaceutical companies
have been chipping away at our rights to use vitamins, supplements, homeopathics
and herbs. In a plan called Codex, big-pharma is maneuvering to control and regulate
these natural medicines. For many years, Rima and Bert ran a successful medical
practice on the East Coast. As they began to understand and experience the
implications Codex, they decided they had to do something to stop it. Over the last 10
years they have traveled the world from Uganda to Uruguay educating and informing
governments and their citizens about this impending disaster.
Prior to this, Bert was once the highest-ranking intelligence officer in the United
States Army, heading some 27 commands worldwide. After the "terrorist attacks" of
September 11th, he went on record to dispute the government's official story that a
plane had hit the Pentagon. "There is not a shred of evidence that it was a plane," he
said and his comments were televised on CNN.
When Habeas Corpus was rescinded in the United States these modern day super
heroes decided it was time to get the hell out of Dodge and they will not return unless
it is restored. They scoured the planet looking for a safe haven where medical and
food freedoms could be guaranteed. After a short stint in Thailand they settled in
Panama. "Panama is the Switzerland of Latin America," believes Rima. “So far the
country has resisted Codex and GMO foods and that makes it an ideal location for
the sustainable community we want to create,” she says.
What impresses me as much as their political and
social projects is their dedication to each other. After
17 years of marriage they still hold hands, kiss, adore
and admire one another. Each of them left behind
previous marriages and that resulted in strained
relations with their children. So they rely entirely on
one another and find loads of fulfillment in their work
together. They have buoyant, positive attitudes, not
clouded by gloom and doom but infused instead with
purpose and spirit.

After observing Bert I’ve decided I want a Bert for my home too. This guy is amazing.
He does the laundry, makes the beds, irons, cooks and cheerfully acts as Rima’s
personal assistant. He chauffeurs too and is the perfect butler: kind, patient and
attentive. He has the aura of a priest while Rima is somewhat of a Rosanne Barr. She
has a quick sardonic wit and always finds irony in the many unpleasant circumstances
they must deal with. Rima spends much of her time at her computer communicating
via Skype with Ralph, the foundation's attorney who lives in the United States. One
morning I help her tape a video that will be posted on U-Tube to promote the
foundation’s new line of organic coffee.
Despite their ages (he is 78 and she 65) they have ambitious plans. They have
recently purchased an organic coffee finca (farm), several greenhouses with chickens
and ducks, and a large home which they plan to use as a retreat center and medical
clinic. Volcan very much resembles the Volcano area on the Big Island. And as its
name implies, there is a dormant volcano in the area though we have yet to see it due
to the rain. At an elevation of 4,000 feet the weather is cool and moist.
UNREAL ESTATE

Finding a good attorney and a good bank with which to conduct real estate

transactions is paramount. No real estate purchase can take place without an
attorney and Rima and Bert are now onto their third one. The first attorney just
dropped their case without so much as a phone call. The second was not only
incompetent, but corrupt. He actually wrote language into their purchase contract
that favored the sellers, instead of them, the buyers. There were also inconsistencies
and omissions in the translation of their documents, even though a certified translator
was used.
They are now on attorney
number three hoping to close on
their home today. It is not
uncommon for a seller to raise
the agreed upon purchase price
at the time of closing. This
happened to Rima and Bert
earlier when the sellers increased
their price by $65,000.

Anyone can sell property in Panama; they need not be a licensed realtor. Worse yet,
property can sell at prices higher than what a seller is asking. For example, an owner
agrees to list his property at $100K and an “agent” brings them a buyer. The “agent”
then tells the buyer that the price is $150K and pockets the difference.
Loren told us that after he purchased Tanglewood and had already made numerous
improvements including the addition of three new bungalows, the seller came back to
him wanting more money. Because of this, Loren is now being held up from finishing
his bungalows.
HERE KITTY KITTY

One of the highlights of our time in Volcan is meeting Roscoe, the pet Jaguar that

belongs to Eddy, the former owner of Rima and Bert’s new home. Roscoe was an
orphan and given to Eddy as a cub. The two are bonded like father and son. Eddy
used to take Roscoe with him in his car until his big pussy cat began tearing up the
upholstery. Roscoe now lives in the backyard in a 20 X 20 cage. He’s magnificent,
gorgeous, stunning and I feel terrible that he is not free to run in the wild. While it is
tempting to want to touch him or play with him, we resist. Roscoe will soon be
moving to Eddy’s new home and will be tranquilized during transit. Eddy has been
offered $7,000 for him but thus far he plans to keep his pet jaguar.

Bert and Rima are convinced that the U.S. is a nation that has lost its principals and
high ideals and that our country will soon fall into chaos and anarchy. Before we
leave they admonish us to apply for Panamanian residency. Bert takes a hold of my
hand, looks me directly in the eyes and with the utmost of sincerity pleads with me.
“When the U.S. falls, it is going to fall very fast,” he warns. “Please take care of
yourself.” Since Richard can easily apply for Pensionado status, he decides to get the
process rolling once we are back in Panama City, yet I am struggling with the idea
that Panama is in my future.
FIVE DAZE IN PANAMA CITY

It’s still raining, it’s still pouring and no one is snoring. Instead, they’re all running for
their lives. Boca del Toros is closed, roads to Boquette are washed out and there is
nothing to do but to fly back to Panama City hoping for something – anything – to
keep us entertained. (The thought of going to the mall, however, is simply
terrifying.)

We spend an afternoon in Casca Viejo, the historical district where a major
restoration is underway. This is the hippest part of town with European sorbet shops,
street vendors, and cool cafes. We discover “Casablanca” and “Indigo” two
restaurants that are worthwhile. Buddha Bar, the lounge and restaurant of Paris
fame is coming to Panama to open a hotel. Though all of this is happening here,
armed tourist police are stationed on every corner because terrible poverty is just
footsteps away and most people still live in slum like dwellings.

RED DEVILS

It's one thing to have to ride a big orange school bus as a child, but quite another to
have to do it as an adult: The seats are hard, the gears jerky and oh, the noise. And
yet, the local public bus system in Panama operates almost entirely on school buses
that are shipped in from America.

To overcome any stigma or
embarrassment (or perhaps
because they missed the
opportunity to own a car as
a teen) the drivers of these
buses who are also the
owners do their best to turn
them into raging hot rods.
Known as "red devils" they
are decked out with the
most outrageous paint jobs
and elaborate ornamentation
including bells and whistles,
cool stickers, bright lights,
studded tire rims and, if one can afford it, a booming sound system. The drivers fancy
themselves Formula One drag racers engaging other bus drivers and intimidating the
hell out of smaller vehicles. They seem to have a particular penchant for harassing
taxis, cutting them off at whim and aggressively blowing their horns as they rumble
by.

PUSH BUTTON HOTELS

I've got to hand it to the Panamanians –they have developed a novel approach to the

tryst. Throughout the country there are numerous hotels known as "push buttons"
that cater to those who want to have a quickie or perhaps a lingering afternoon affair.
Rented by the hour, the hotels provide the ultimate in discretion and anonymity since
they are hidden behind large concrete walls and are without signage. One need only
drive through a non-descript gate and into a driveway that leads to a garage. Push
the magic button and presto – a garage door opens leading you to your very own
private hotel room. No pesky bellmen or front desk clerks to blow your cover. And

you certainly won’t bump into any friends in the foyer.
Panama City has a serious shortage of hotel rooms and at one point while desperately
trying to find a place to stay we thought we just might have to settle for a night or two
at a push button (also called “push bottom” by those in the know.) Fortunately that
did not come to pass. Push buttons do a brisk business and I imagine that if some
enterprising gringo improved the standards, décor, and level of service they’d
probably drive away with an even bigger pot of gold, although I doubt that foreign
investment in this exclusive industry is encouraged.
THE BEST DEAL IN TOWN

For a dollar you can visit the

Botanical Garden and Zoo, 17
kilometers outside of town. But you
had better have a dollar bill because
they cannot make change. We empty
our coin purse and barely get in. It's
muggy today and when the sun makes a
rare appearance it’s downright stifling.
Imagine yourself in a greenhouse with
all of the windows and doors sealed
shut. Or worse, imagine yourself in a
Tupperware container. The last thing we want to do is move, but move we must to
visit the monkeys, toucans, and the assortment of exotic species we have come to see.
We stop to visit the Central American Agouti, a hideous four-pound critter that looks
like a cross between a rat and a pig. Richard makes a bold move and sticks his shoe
right up to the fence. Curious, the agouti takes one good (or bad) whiff of Richard's
pungent sandal and he immediately thrusts his little pelvis forward. In an instant, like
a super-high-speed bullet launched from the world's fastest automatic weapon, he
sprays a fine mist of Eau de Agouti right onto Richard's leg. If I’d had to pee I would
have surely wet my pants during the round of hysterical laughter that ensued. I must
emphasize, of course, that I was the only one laughing.
What made this excursion really worthwhile was the visit to the Harpy Eagle exhibit.
This magnificent bird of prey is enormous with a ten-foot wing span and a head that
looks like a cross between a cat and an owl. Its talons could easily shred the Michelin
Tire Man to pieces. Sadly, like so many of nature's divine plants and animals, this
bird too is endangered.

TABOGA ISLAND

Our final day in Panama has arrived and the weather is nice enough to head out to

Taboga Island. It’s a hour’s ferry ride with just one boat leaving at 8:30 am and
returning at 4:30 pm. I had read about Taboga while doing research for our trip and
wanted very much to see this charming “island of flowers.”
It’s early morning and we are waiting outside the hotel for a taxi to the harbor when
an SUV pulls up and a friendly man named Pablo jumps out. “Where you headed?”
he asks. “Taboga Island,” we respond. “Turns out I’m going there myself with some
friends on my private boat. I’d invite you along but we’re full,” he smiles. Pablo then
tells us that when we get to Taboga we must visit the little hotel on the hill, to the left
of the school. “Be sure to have a meal there. It’s just like a Mediterranean café.”
As the ferry departs the harbor we pass through the channel where boats are lining
up to enter the Panama Canal. There must be at least 40 of them, an odd assortment
of container ships, oil tankers and cruise ships from around the world. Two days ago
we visited Mira Flores, the locks that float one vessel after another through the canal.
The canal is very impressive, truly an engineering marvel. It costs between $30 and
$200 thousand dollars for each boat to pass through, depending upon its weight.
The history of the canal is fascinating. At one time the French tried to build it but lost
so many men due to malaria and yellow fever, they gave up. Later, the United States
persevered. It took ten years to build with a crew of 250,000 men. Sixty tons of
dynamite were used and 12,000 people perished by the time it was completed. They
used so much DDT in eradicating malaria that even today there are surprisingly few
mosquitoes in the country.
As we approach Taboga Island I begin
to wonder just what we are going to
do with an entire day here. Richard
strikes up a conversation with Ted, a
Taboga resident who is American and
returning home after spending
Thanksgiving in the states. Ted points
to his house with the blue awning on
the water’s edge. “Come on by this
afternoon,” he says. I get the feeling
Ted must be lonely.

Taboga Island looks much better from a distance. As we step off the ferry all of its
blemishes appear. The ocean smells and the beach actually has vultures pecking away
at its shoreline! There is a sort of creepy feeling here, not at all what I expected. A
few nice homes are scattered amongst what otherwise looks like a shanty town of
rusty roofs and crumbling concrete. It’s getting hot already so we look for the hotel
and restaurant that Pablo recommended.
We order a couple of omelets and who should appear but Pablo himself, with his eight
companions. They are a lively crew and at nine-thirty in the morning they begin
drinking at the bar. Now a picture of life on Taboga Island begins to emerge. Surely
if I lived here I would become an alcoholic for any number of reasons!
After breakfast we wander about the village walking through one bad scene after the
next. Most houses are one room with a tin roof. TVs and radios are on. People keep
their doors open and I feel that we are invading their privacy but they pay no mind.
We pass a church and a school; life here is very simple. One woman is arguing with
her husband. She marches him back home from the neighborhood bar where he has
been drinking.
I am feeling uncomfortable and want to turn back. Richard suggests we continue
along the dirt road by the water’s edge where things are bit more upscale. Here a man
pops his head out of one of the homes and engages us in a conversation. He’s an
American who tells us that he moved to Taboga after 10 years in Costa Rica. “Too
much crime and violence in Costa Rica,” he says. “It’s peaceful here and I can live
like a king.”
I would not call this living like a king, but for him having a maid and a cook goes a
long way. He tells us about the island’s interesting history; it was once home to
pirates who hid their treasures here. During a walk in the woods he recently found an
old silver coin dating back to Napoleonic times. “People have found bags of silver
under their homes when they have re-dug the foundations,” he says.
Noon can’t come soon enough. We eventually make it to Ted’s house and shortly after
our arrival another passenger from the ferry joins us there. Dieter is a Swiss man and
is also visiting Taboga for the day. Ted offers us microwaved popcorn and Chilean
wine while we are treated to a tour of his home. He has done a beautiful job
renovating his place.
Turns out Ted was born and raised in Hawaii and grew up there in the 1930s and 40s.
He recently sold his home in Palo Alto, California and now resides on Taboga. Why?

I keep asking myself. This does not make sense.
Apparently Ted is in heaven here. He loves it. Taboga Ted. What he does all day
long is a mystery. He tells us that he works in corporate finance and is discouraged by
what is happening in the U.S. He believes that Panama is a safe haven and likes the
tax benefits. This story is beginning to sound familiar. I seriously wonder whether
Ted is not some sort of fugitive. He likes to paint and shows us his collection of
artwork displayed on his walls. It has promise but needs a lot of work. Just like the
island.
Ted swims everyday in the bay and
doesn’t seem to mind that there are
oil tankers and cargo ships just off
shore. The PVC pipes that I see
running into the water alarm me as
well but we are told that Greenpeace came here long ago and
insisted that a septic system be put
in. So why, then, does it smell so
bad around here?
It's 3 pm and surprise, surprise – it
starts to pour. Another heavy
deluge. We can’t imagine that it
will clear up enough for us to make it back to the ferry without getting totally soaked.
But it does and we depart Taboga wondering if the rumors of Donald Trump building
a hotel here someday are really true. If so, he will be in good company… there are
plenty of vultures. And it's the perfect place for monkey business.

Susanne Sims is a travel writer who
specializes in wellness travel. Her book,
Healing Vacations in Hawaii is a guide to
healthy holidays on the Island of Hawaii.
“I enjoy travel writing with a twist of satire
and a healthy dose of reality. I am sure that
most of my articles will never make the
visitors bureaus happy, but I do hope they
bring a smile to your face.”
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Commentary on Panmania

Certainly did enjoy Susanne's travelogue. I recall the story that, many
years ago, a professor of something somewhere in the Northeast was convinced
the world would soon devolve into madness, so he embarked on a scientific
study to find the safest place in the world for himself and his family. Once
he found it - a group of English-speaking farming islands, he moved his
family there to a peaceful, idyllic existence...4 months before Argentina invaded.
So it goes. I think if everything falls apart, you could do a lot worse than be where
you are now. Stay there. No snakes.
- Jerry
What a romp! Alternately enticing and then .....boom, down comes the hammer. Ha! Your
blog stirs up a response to educate us all on the few remaining options to love planet earth.
-Jim
Well, I can't see that you are moving to Panama anytime soon.
Perhaps America going down the toilet is preferable to a country already in the septic tank.
- Sandy

