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Message from the author  

The following piece of literature is a detailed account of a visit to my birthplace of Bolivia in November 2021. 

With joy and gratitude, I decided to publicize this piece of literature with the goal of giving a first-hand account 

into this one-of-a-kind story for all to see.  

My original goal was to write this shortly after getting home from my trip (on December 1, 2021). Since I began 

my first full time professional job a few days later, I was unable to finish what I started. Considering this, I soon 

realized that it was best to allow the remainder of 2021 and all of 2022 to pass so I could write more about what 

occurred after the trip.  

Each section and subsequent paragraphs are organized sequentially. In some areas, I wrote in response to a 

direct question whereas in some areas I tell the story as it occurred. As to be seen, I did my best to remain on 

topic and not digress off topic too much. If I did, it was because I wanted to convey more details as I 

remembered them while writing. Additionally, if I did not elaborate enough on a section, ended an idea too 

soon, or left out a story, I challenge the reader to find me as I will happily have that communication to explain 

more.  

To maintain the authenticity of the story, I wrote in detail to give the reader an extensive account of my 

experience. In advance, I apologize for 1) any inaccuracies made in the story since my knowledge about 

Salomón Klein orphanage, the city of Cochabamba, and the nation continues to develop each day. And 2) if I 

did not catch writing error(s) after many reviews, I also apologize. Moreover, all names mentioned in the story 

appear as modified names. This was done to maintain privacy and anonymity among everyone I interacted with.  

Lastly, in exchange for this viewing, I ask that the reader remains objective during and after the reading.  

Enjoy.  
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Acknowledgments 

Rather than list out everyone I want to recognize here, I will say this: If we spoke about my return home in one 

way or another at any time before, during, or after the trip, you qualify as one.  

Timeline 

November 1996: More likely than not, my true birthdate was a short time before I was taken to my orphanage 

from the Chapare-Villa Tunari area of the nation. November 20, 1996: According to my orphanage documents, 

I arrived, then was admitted to, Hogar de Niños de Salomón Klein in Cochabamba, Bolivia.  

May 14, 1997: My new adoptive family met me inside “the room”.  

Thursday, June 12, 1997: Departed La Paz, Bolivia to begin the long travel to the United States and a new home 

in Milford, Connecticut.  

June 13, 1997: Was admitted entry into the United States with my new family at Miami International Airport, 

Miami, Florida.  

November 20, 2020: Celebrated the 1-year to go milestone by doing a moderate distance outdoor bike ride, then 

ending the day at a Bolivian restaurant in Providence, Rhode Island USA by ordering my favorite meal 

(Silpancho).  

January 15, 2021: Submitted my final assignment to my final undergraduate course to earn my B.S. in Criminal 

Justice from University of New Haven. In essence, this was the day I completed undergraduate school.  

May 20, 2021: With 6-months to go, I repeated what I had done before in November by doing another bike ride 

in the morning, then ended the day at a Bolivian restaurant for dinner.  

June 13, 2021: This day was treated as my coming to America day. To do this, I celebrated with a good bike 

ride that morning. Later, the day ended by which I ate dinner at one of my favorite pizzerias in New Haven, 

Connecticut. The reason for this was because being of adult age, I made it my mission to start this as a new 

tradition. Why? When my parents lived at our first family home in Milford (before I came along), they 

occasionally went to some of the famous pizzerias in New Haven.  

October 20, 2021: With 1 month to go, I again did what I had done before in the springtime (a good ride in the 

morning and Bolivian meal in Providence). The difference this time around was that I was able to share this 

moment with a fellow Bolivian friend who lives in the city (and is also from Cochabamba). For a good hour or 

so, she and I spoke and enjoyed the warm evening outdoors while eating Bolivian cuisine.  

November 1st and 12th, 2021: Traveled to the Bolivian consulate office in New York City to take care of some 

paperwork. After getting back to Connecticut from the second visit to the city, I spent the next few hours doing 

some shopping for Paola because we made an agreement that I would bring her some stuff from the U.S. that 

she needed or wanted.  

November 13, 2021: Traveled to The Mall of New Hampshire where there was a Covid test clinic ready for me. 

The reason for this was because BOA policy required a negative Covid test to enter the aircraft and nation.  

November 14, 2021: During the late afternoon-early evening, I spent quite some time driving around to pick up 

some last-minute gifts for people I would visit as well as finish packing my luggage. In doing so, I made a 

detour to visit a special place in Connecticut.  

November 15, 2021: Began the 24-hour marathon of traveling to Bolivia by departing Connecticut from 

Bradley International Airport to Miami International Airport (in Florida). Hours later that same evening, I 

departed Miami for Santa Cruz.  
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November 16, 2021: The day I returned to Bolivia for the first time after leaving in 1997. After arriving 

between 5:00am and 6:00am that morning, I boarded my final flight to Cochabamba around 8am.  

November 20, 2021: The day I visited my orphanage for the first time since leaving in 1997.  

November 25, 2021: The day I said goodbye to everyone and everything in Cochabamba. After this, I went to 

the airport in Cochabamba to go to La Paz to spend the next week there.  

November 30, 2021: After nearly two and a half weeks in Bolivia, I began the long journey back home to 

Connecticut. Before boarding the first of three flights, I met another Bolivian adoptee who was also visiting for 

the first time ever at the airport. Around 7:00pm local time that evening, my flight departed the airport in El 

Alto for Santa Cruz.  

November 30, 2021, 10:41pm: Boarding process to go to Miami. 11:47pm: Captured one last picture on my 

cellphone to record my last memory of the Bolivian land below just as the cloud line obscured all view.  

December 1, 2021: Arrived back to the United States.  

December 6, 2021: First day of my first professional job out of college at a local human service agency.  

January 1, 2022: Received communication that Adriana left the orphanage to go home with an uncle.  

February 13, 2022 (Superbowl Sunday): After spending the night in Arlington, Virginia for a quick weekend 

vacation, drove back home to Connecticut, and made a detour to the borough of Queens to help a fellow 

Bolivian in need.  

May 20, 2022: Repeated the day from one year before.  

June 13, 2022: Celebrated 25 years of residency in the United States as I had done the year before.  

August 19, 2022: My final day at my human service agency job 

August 31, 2022: First day of the fall semester at University of New Haven. This was also my first official day 

of graduate school to begin studying National Security.  

September 11, 2022: Traveled to New York City to meet a Bolivian adoptee originally from La Paz for part of 

that evening.  

November 2, 2022: Traveled to New York City again to meet another Bolivian adoptee for part of the evening. 

The difference this time around was that this adoptee is originally from Cochabamba like me!  

November 4, 2022: Received confirmatory communication from my orphanage that Valencia departed for a 

new family.  

November 14, 2022: Once again, I visited my special place during a car ride in the late afternoon on a sunny 

Monday.  

November 20, 2022: Repeated this day as I had done two years before in 2020 by going back to the same 

restaurant for a Bolivian dinner. The difference with this time around was that unlike with 2020, the progression 

away from the pandemic allowed for in-restaurant seating. In addition, I found it unique to drive home once 

again through eastern Connecticut along an un-illuminated highway under a cold-cloudless night sky.  

November 24, 2022: Went to New York City to watch the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day parade, and to meet up 

with my cousin that I had not seen in over 3 years.  
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Chapter 1  

How would I define the trip? 

I define the trip as an opportunity for me to finally see my birthplace, my orphanage, and other places that 

consist of where it all began very long ago. In more general terms, this first time back was one big adventure to 

see a different part of the world and another way in which people live their lives. Having visited Bolivia now, it 

really was an adventure of a lifetime from start to finish because as each day passed by, another memory was 

made, another lesson was learned, and whether individually or collectively, these enabled me to mature in 

unique ways.  

What motivated me to go back?  

As a child, I was always motivated to return and see my birthplace and orphanage in Cochabamba, Bolivia. My 

family and I spoke about it before. However, because our life occupations and family dynamics continued, 

again and again, we never made any substantial progress towards this goal. I recall in the year 2013 that during 

a get together with another adoptive family with children from the same orphanage, that it would be a good idea 

for my family and this other family to visit together during the years of the World Cup or the Olympics in 

Brazil. It was an audacious thought, yet my family’s engagements over time pushed this goal of ours further and 

further into the future. More so, the only realistic times for me and my family to visit would have been during 

weeklong breaks in the school year, or in the summer when school was out. Lastly, since my family always had 

two family dogs to care for, it was rather difficult and a little un-feasible for me and my family to undertake this 

trip.  

The part that motivated me the most was a time in 2016 by which I began to change. By this I mean I went from 

being a quiet young adult into an adult wanting to see the world. The moment I knew the countdown began was 

in January 2017 by which I obtained a summarized version of my orphanage documents. These were delivered 

to me in an email thanks to a recently established foundation in Virginia, USA, and that is when I learned of the 

day I arrived at the orphanage. A short time after learning this, I then made it my mission to visit on that same 

day in the future, but on the 25th anniversary (November 20, 2021). From here is when the countdown officially 

began, and this is where another substantial motivator originated from.  

How did I prepare leading up to the trip? 

Since there were many ways in which I prepared for the return home, below are some with a few details:    

• Since 10th grade in high school, I took it upon myself to continue learning Spanish language. This was 

done by finding the same television program on the Internet used by my last language teacher to teach 

me and my class. “Destinos” is the name of the program, and its format is a hybrid between a soap opera 

and an adventure movie. In this format, it serves as a unique way for the language to be taught. On top 

of this program, I also listened to music and watched other television programs in Spanish to continue 

learning the language more and more.  

• Over the course of about 5 years or so, dating back to 2016, I spoke with numerous people about the 

orphanage who had visited and who had also been to Cochabamba at one time or another. The 

demographics of these people ranged from other adoptive families, the Bolivian people in the United 

States, Bolivian adoptee themselves, and even a few volunteers who worked at my orphanage over time. 

The purpose of these communications was to gain a further understanding on a variety of topics before 

traveling there.  

• In November 2018, the Bolivian consulate office (from New York City) visited Connecticut. I spent part 

of a weekend evening in the cellar of a church basement waiting for my turn to have a new identity card 
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and birth certificate made. For any Bolivian adoptee who can, I recommend you do the same. Make an 

appointment with your local consulate office. It will help with your entry and admission into the country 

if you wish to visit.  

• In September 2020, I was connected to my orphanage manager in WhatsApp by the assistance of a third 

person who I view as part of the Salomon Klein circle. This enabled me to directly communicate with 

my orphanage manager for the next year or so until it was time to formally announce my return date. 

Regarding the composition of this circle, I describe it as the following: No matter the eventual status of a 

child who passed through the orphanage (adopted or not), and regardless of how much time that child 

lived there for, children in this respect qualify. Additionally, any adoptive parent(s) of the child qualify 

too. Lastly, current, and past staff and volunteers are included in this circle too. (As a side note, I will 

acknowledge and include original, and adoptive families of the children as well because to not would 

send a wrong message).  

• In July 2021, I attended a networking event a few blocks away from Times Square. The name of the host 

organization is ASIS International, and the reason I mention this in the story is because I had a real-

world moment part way through that evening. Specifically, upon learning the reasons to pursue graduate 

school and not be dependent on my undergraduate degree, this was told to me by someone who was 

rather direct with their communication and wisdom. More importantly, it served as a learning moment to 

be ready for the unexpected as my trip to Bolivia would later prove.  

• On November 1, 2021, I traveled to the Bolivian consulate office in New York City because I had to get 

a new copy of my birth certificate. About a week later, I returned on the 12th because I was told that I 

needed to return to register my trip with the office. My limited proficiency in Spanish language might 

have misinterpreted this second part, but since I wanted to be sure beyond a reasonable doubt that there 

was nothing more needed to do to be allowed entry into the aircraft.  

Having educated and prepared myself as much as I could, I took it one step further by using my self-

discipline and creative thinking to start formulating some realistic expectations for the trip. In doing so, I 

reminded myself to focus on the main objectives and be open to change for this first time back, and not let 

the little things negate everything.  

What other people, situations, and experiences helped prepare me for when I was there (in Bolivia)?  

Other preparations range from individual moments alone to full blown moments surrounded by strangers and 

friends alike. In one way, visiting the Bolivian people at their culture events in Providence, Rhode Island, New 

York City, even in northern Virginia helped me because those interactions enabled me to see their styles of 

communications, personalities, and ways of life. I will admit that as these interactions added up, I sensed some 

differences between them and I, which caused me to step away a few times. Why? Because what began as 

something with good intentions, soon turned against me in the form of disappointment and a moderate degree of 

feeling uncomfortable. Consequently, I left so I could put things into perspective by reminding myself of who I 

am. As an example of this, there was one event I attended in 2019 in which I left rather early one day because I 

felt too Americanized to continue along with them. As I exited the building where I was in Queens, a familiar 

face appeared around a corner just as I was out of everyone’s sight. Specifically, Ricarda (whom I met months 

before one evening while in the city at a community event) stood before me in the hallway of the building, and I 

took her outside to explain why I needed to leave. All in all, this moment had a double effect. Meaning, it did 

and did not help me because as I learned later, this was another form of disappointment that would come back.  

Another experience that helped me prepare for the trip was my second college experience I had during my 

undergraduate days at the University of New Haven. Rather than list everything that went wrong and did not 

occur there, I will summarize it all by talking about some lessons learned and some positives that came out of it. 
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First, the college was rather small, and my commuter status almost set me up for failure from the start. 

Additionally, and stemming from one summer course in 2019, I followed through with a professor’s 

recommendation. Specifically, after a class ended around 6:00pm, I went outside my comfort zone to participate 

in a networking event in the southwest area of the state. Though I could have gone home, I chose to go again 

and again despite the long days each event created for me. Why? Because in doing so, I met some wonderful 

practitioners and professionals alike at these events (one of whom I saw again during my internship at an office 

in Hartford the following year). Furthermore, as each week passed by without making a new friend at campus, 

one of my other professors told me that I had not yet found my place. As much as he was correct about that, he 

also indirectly communicated an important lesson that another professor told me around the same time. That 

was, my purpose at the university was to earn a degree in criminal justice. Plain and simple, this was correct 

because as I soon learned, their indirect communication was that my future was outside the university. In other 

words, their wisdom served as a catalyst to step outside of my comfort zone, try something new, or speak to 

someone new. As I would later learn on day 1 of the trip, this wisdom would present itself an opportunity in 

Miami at the departure gate that evening.  

Lastly, a moment that helped me was a profound one that occurred in September 2018. There, I experienced a 

vision on a city sidewalk. While walking from a local transit station in Washington D.C. to the location of a 

foundation fundraiser party a few blocks away, I froze in my footsteps on the city sidewalk. On a quiet side 

street and under an early September afternoon autumn sun, I froze and could not walk anymore because in this 

moment alone, I realized that a portion of the people I was about to meet at this party for the first time, had all 

visited my orphanage once before. On top of this was the fact that in doing so, I met two sets of parents each 

with an adoptive child from my same orphanage. To think of all this on the sidewalk caused me to feel a wave 

of emotions such as homesickness, anxiety, joy, and happiness because it felt as though I was going home for 

real. Consequently, these two factors added another layer of value to that day.  

Was it an optimal time in my life to go back?  

The timing was perfect because I was in between two major chapters in my life. The first before the trip was 

when I completed undergraduate school at the start of 2021, then when I started my first professional job in 

December later that same year.  

Another indicator that I was in the right time of my life to go back was after I spoke with numerous people 

(adoptees and non-adoptees) about visiting Bolivia. I had done this so much that when it was time to leave, I 

had a good idea of what to expect.  

As November approached, I continued to maintain a state of mind in which I was more than willing and ready 

to leave my part time clothing store job, as well as put my professional job search on pause so I could go back 

and experience this upcoming 25th anniversary while it lasted. This may appear rather unorthodox of a thing to 

do, but I did not care because the trip meant that much to me on top of not knowing when my next window of 

opportunity would be.  

Furthermore, another sign I was ready to go back was how I continued to possess the desire and motivation a 

full calendar year in advance. By this I mean a year before on November 20th, 2020, I celebrated the 1 year to 

go by eating one of my Bolivian meals at a restaurant in Providence, Rhode Island. When 6 months to go came 

and went in May 2021, I still had the right state of mind and motivation to go back. Then finally with one month 

and one week to go, I was bound for Bolivia.  
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How did I make contact with my orphanage? 

The generosity of a husband and wife in Maryland state enabled me to have successful contact with my 

orphanage after many years of silence. The reason was because these two visited the orphanage in January 

2017. Upon speaking with them in December 2016, they said that they were going to visit the orphanage, and 

that they were more than willing to deliver a message on my behalf. When my message was delivered, they 

went above and beyond by adding a photo collage of me on top of my original message. It should be noted that 

this was the first form of communication I had with my orphanage since the 2000’s when my last update was 

delivered. As I would later learn during the visit, my orphanage was the first of two recipients that received 

updates from my family. By this I mean another key person from the past was another recipient of these 

updates, and that all of these were well documented and preserved for a moment such as my return.  

How strong or distant was my connection with my orphanage and birth nation (before the trip)? 

For many years beginning in adolescence through age 20 or so, my connection with my birth nation was not 

good. I recall moments alone or with my family that I occasionally reviewed photos and the adoption video 

from 1997. On top of this, my family and I were part of an adoptive group of families with adopted children 

from Central and South America. The name of this group was called Latin America Parents Association 

(LAPA), and my family and I were part of this upon my arrival home in 1997 until the year 2003. Surprisingly, 

I do recall one of those reunions because I remember being inside a room with my brother and children who 

looked like us. Little did I know that this memory stems from a reunion that occurred in November 2001. 

Additionally, this was potentially the final time my Bolivian representative (and her son) visited my family and 

the other families with adopted children in USA before the reunions ended for good. The distinguishing factor 

that helped me recall this memory was years later when I saw some photos of this reunion, and by which I wore 

an orange-colored, long sleeve shirt with a buffalo image printed on the front that I wore as a kid.  

Fast forward to spring 2017, I learned that the same American social worker that conducted follow ups with my 

family was still operating an office one town away on a busy stretch of road I passed by many times 

beforehand. After one or two emails, and a walk-in during late spring-early summer that year, that is when I 

finally spoke with this social worker. During a few visits to her office that year, I was told that the reunions 

ended because scheduling became too difficult with everyone. In addition, I was also told that me and the other 

children simply grew up and wanted to do other things as we became teenagers. (As an adult now, I completely 

understand these reasons, as well as wonder where we all are nowadays).  

How did you feel once you decided to visit Bolivia?  

The day I purchased my airplane tickets was another countdown day and first substantial step in the journey. At 

first, I felt half happy and half sad. I believe the reason was because for such a long time, I never took or made 

any substantial steps towards what I had just done. Additionally, these plane tickets symbolized the first of a 

few points of no return. It is for these reasons that a level of fear and ambition began to grow within me.  

Emotions aside, I am an adventurous person. I have always approached each new adventure with a can-do 

positive attitude, as well as a very open mind ready for the unexpected. No better of an example of this were my 

trips to the Washington D.C.-Northern Virginia metropolitan area of the nation. The distance from my house in 

Connecticut to my hotels there is around 6 hours, and though it was a lot of solo driving, it was always worth it. 

In 2019, I visited these communities 3 times, then 2 more times between January and February 2020. I was 

ready to go down one more time in March that year during my spring break from college to make a third 

consecutive visit, but the pandemic prevented me from doing so. Nevertheless, I am so happy I went those five 

times because some major life lessons were learned from all of them.  
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Leading up to the trip, I was described as an ambitious, reliable, determined, and tenacious person. I appreciate 

these words because ultimately, that is who I am. Where some may feel unable to progress further is where I 

tend to be proficient in. For too long of a time, I lived without taking substantial steps to make part of my life 

occur the way I wanted to. Combined with my decision-making skills, my personality, and values, these were 

put to the test on day 1 in Miami in which I quickly problem solved my way out of an electronic-device 

situation that transpired during the flight to Miami.  

What was it like for you leading up to leaving?  

As it got closer to the day to set sail, I gradually felt the pressure, the awe, and the emotions more and more. 

This was made clear to me when I left my part time clothing store job because I felt as though things were 

happening much faster than expected. Nevertheless, I continued and focused on the next agenda item. The days 

passed by quickly because with 8 hours before I woke up on the big day to leave for Miami, only then did I 

finish my to do list. To explain how occupied I was leading up to Miami, I will list some of the things I was 

engaged in. On November 11, 2022, I did my second to final outdoor bike ride of the season. Since it was warm 

weather and that I was leaving soon, I made sure to do a good ride because I thought it would be one of the last 

workouts I could do until time and weather permitted me to do so again. Moreover, I do want to say that this 

second to final outdoor ride came on the heels of an extremely successful riding season by which I rode 6,000 

outdoor miles (something I had never done before).  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Town of Granville, Massachusetts. 2:25pm  

 

 

 

 

 

Town of Canton, Connecticut. 3:19pm 
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Immediately the next day, I visited the Bolivian consulate office in New York City for the first of two times in a 

one-week time frame. The reason for two visits was because I wanted to be sure I was in good standing to enter 

the country. In the first visit, I successfully got a new copy of my birth certificate. This helped me because even 

with an American passport that indicated my place of birth, I was fine with paying the money to have another 

Bolivian-issued document in my toolbox for the check-in desk. During the second visit a few days later, I went 

back because I was told beforehand that I needed to register my travels with their office. However, when I got 

there, I was told this was not needed because my American passport, expired Blue-Republic of Bolivia passport, 

identity card, and birth certificate, all amounted to sufficient documents needed to enter the country.  

When Saturday came, I was on the road for a majority of the day to get a Covid test in New Hampshire. The 

reason I drove a full 2 hours away to another state was because BOA required a specific Covid test to enter the 

aircraft. Considering this, I had no problem making the drive because in doing so, I accomplished two more 

tasks that same day. First, since I was passing by the same city my aunt and uncle (and their two sons) lived in 

for the longest of times, I decided to drive by their house. They lived in the city of Nashua, and as I passed 

through the city and their neighborhood, it felt as though I was going to another Thanksgiving Day dinner at 

their house. After this, I drove north to get my Covid test 

at a parking lot that was on the property of the Mall of 

New Hampshire. When finished, I picked up Interstate 93 

and drove towards Boston until I got to one of the towns 

northwest of the city there. This was my final stop for the 

day, and the reason I made this detour was because 

between a Bolivian parent (Katherina), her daughter 

(Maya), and a grandparent (Rafael), I knew them all well 

enough that they wanted to equip me with some stuff to 

take with me on the trip. In one hand, I had clothes for me 

to donate to the orphanage, and in another hand a family 

gift they wanted me to deliver on their behalf to a family 

member in La Paz. After about 30 minutes with them, 

they wished me well and I was on my way back home to 

Connecticut.  

Switching back to the question now, there were times where I was joyful and busy getting ready for the trip 

while other times, I was the opposite. For the people I spoke with, I was open with them about it, and I thank 

these people for the communication we had. No matter the conversation or vocabulary used, I appreciate 

everyone who spoke with me. With less than 24 hours until my flight left for Miami, I continued to feel the 

emotions and pressure. To help myself, I decided it was best to go for a car ride through a special place in 

Connecticut. To briefly elaborate on this special place, I describe it as this: as some of my photos now portray, 

the sight of a clear-blue sky day reminds me of a comforting place (just as it was in Cochabamba). Combined 

with rolling farm valleys, this remains a frequent place I enjoy visiting monthly. When it was time to start 

making my way back home, I stopped at a shopping mall to look for Christmas presents for my representative in 

Cochabamba, and my friend Paola in La Paz. Even after getting home from that around 5:00pm, I still had one 

last store to visit, then I could return home to finish packing my suitcases.  

When the big day finally arrived in the morning, I ate my last American breakfast, said goodbye to my mom 

and dog at our house, then went with my dad in a car to go to the airport. Before I stepped out of the house 

though, I found it difficult to remain joyful and excited because for so long of a time, I spent a substantial part 

of my life in their presence. While in undergraduate school, I managed to be away from them by residing in my 

college dorm. Yet because of a deteroriating college experience in spring 2019, I compromised with myself by 

Driving into the city of Boston 
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commuting home for the weekend so things could be a little better. I mention this here because on top of this 

weekly distance between me and them, I also went on solo vacations and did things on my own. However, when 

it came time to say goodbye on the morning on November 15, I found it difficult to do so because even after 

these adult moments, I felt as though there were some other moments of my life that had not occurred the way it 

should have. In other words, the fact that I was older and unable to share this moment with someone is what got 

to me. Nevertheless, I put these thoughts aside, and carried on with that morning towards new terrain.   

After arriving at the airport that morning around 5:45am. I felt the pressure of going it alone as I stood outside a 

food window all by myself. I passed the time by listening to music on my Android phone, watching the morning 

sunrise through the window, and talking with some friends through WhatsApp and Messenger about the awe of 

it all. As I spoke more and more, I felt so much pressure that I gave in, and told myself it was okay to not be 

okay as I waited outside the American Airlines departure gate I was to pass through at any moment. Around 

7:15am, I phone called a friend of my mom so I could talk for a few minutes before the boarding began. This 

friend of my mom helped my family with my adoption back in 1997 by taking the place of my dad when he had 

to go back to the U.S. after he used up his vacation time on me. In talking with this family friend named 

Jennifer, I managed to communicate some of my core feelings that were making a joyful moment difficult. Put 

simply, I communicated to her that I was not okay so that I could carry on with the adventure of a lifetime.  

When I finally boarded the airplane, it was a few minutes after 7:30am, and here is where I felt a mixture of 

excitement and on the edge even. The main reason was because my presence on the airplane was the first of 

many more substantial steps I would take in the entire trip. As the flight made its way down the eastern 

coastline of the nation towards Miami, I continued to feel the pressure so much that I missed a large amount of 

time to watch free television shows through the WIFI provided by American Airlines. Despite this, I did my 

best to remain focused on the task at hand and my ultimate destination, home.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Bradley International Airport. Windsor Locks, Connecticut, USA 
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Chapter 2   

Monday in Miami! November 15, 2021 

Shortly after arriving at Miami a few minutes before 

11:15am,  me and everyone inside the American Airlines 

aircraft deboarded one by one. Immediately afterwards, I 

went into mission mode to retrieve my suitcases and 

proceeded to solve a present problem. Specifically, the 

cellphone I had with me to act as a camera needed to be 

replaced before getting on the next airplane later in the 

evening.  

To begin equipping myself with a new cellphone or camera, 

I made my way towards an area of the airport where I could place my luggage inside a storage locker for a fee. 

However, the process of storing my luggage and getting a taxi took nearly 90 minutes, and combined with an 

unfamiliarity of the airport layout, a lot of time was wasted. Nevertheless, I accomplished this first task and 

proceeded to wait for my taxi. Once finished and with my luggage in a secure spot, I needed to find a bathroom 

because I needed to change out of my sweaty long sleeve 

shirt and into a short sleeve shirt. Once done with this, I 

made my way to the lower ground-level and waited 

patiently for my taxi. To pass the time in the taxi, I engaged 

in genuine and sincere talk with my driver as we made our 

way to a Best Buy about 5 or 10 miles away. Once at the 

Best Buy store, I quickly entered and found what I was 

looking for but encountered a problem; turns out that the 

on-going Covid pandemic was already affecting the supply 

chain logistics industry. This meant that store inventory was 

low, and that instead of purchasing a camera, I bought a 

new Samsung Galaxy A12 phone instead.  

As I once again waited for a taxi to take me back to the airport, about 20 minutes passed by, and that is when I 

had another memorable moment. By this I mean while standing outside the store in the fire lane under the 

November-Miami sun, it felt comforting to be there. Between the sun, the warm air, and the fact that I was on 

my own, this amounted to a very happy and genuine me. When my new driver arrived to take me to my 

destination, he agreed to one request made by me before we left. Specifically, I instructed him to photograph 

that moment with my Motorola Android phone. For the next 20 minutes or so, and until we arrived at the 

airport, I once more engaged in sincere talk with my driver. Turns out that he was a young adult driving people 

around on a temporary basis until he began his own college career.  

Back at the airport again, I reclaimed my luggage from storage, and proceeded to find the check-in desk for 

Boliviana de Aviación (BOA). With this location now known, I passed the time by walking around the airport 

on both levels and rested on a bench nearby the check-in desk. As I did, I listened to music, watched other 

travelers pass by, and chatted with a few friends through Facebook messenger and WhatsApp. Among these 

conversations, one stands out. For about 4 years prior, I had spoken with a Bolivian guy named Leo, and it was 

during the check-in a few hours later that he provided some more insight into the travel I was underway with. 

Specifically, he provided answers as to why some passengers in the same flight line I was in had three or more 

suitcases with them. Turns out that it is not uncommon for Bolivians in the United States to bring with them 



Page 13 of 58    © 2022 

 

consumer goods destined for resale or distribution in Bolivia. To accomplish this, one fills however many 

suitcases it is with whatever it is, that someone else wants or needs. I had two suitcases to add to the growing 

pile, but kept to it to these because I was careful to not overpack with anything not needed. As a final testament 

to this observation, I even helped a lady (close to my age) by carrying one of her carry-on suitcases into the 

same BOA plane we later took that evening. I did this by lifting over my head a suitcase containing a full-size 

upright vacuum into an overhead storage rack.  

Where it all began: November 16, 2021 

How did it feel to look around and see reflections of myself alongside the Bolivian people? 

I felt the presence of the Bolivian people back at Miami airport while we patiently waited at the check in desk 

and later during the boarding process. While waiting with everyone else, I asked some Bolivians around me a 

few questions, and that is when conversations began. I was amazed and felt good that even with strangers whom 

I never met before, they treated me with genuine sincerity and compassion. Additionally, after telling them 

some of my backstory, some were joyful to learn that I was destined for an adventure of a lifetime. And better 

yet, when it was my turn at the BOA desk, the BOA airline worker wished me well.  

After I had my BOA boarding pass and made my way to the 

departure gate, I knew I was in the right place because the 

closer I got to the airplane, more and more people looking 

like Bolivians surrounded me. When it came time to board 

the airplane, another real-world moment occurred. Upon 

passing through the body side door of the BOA Boeing 767 

airplane, the sight of the Bolivian male and female flight 

crew welcomed me aboard with sincerity. Unfortunately, 

our Covid masks obscured our facial expressions of that 

moment, but their body gestures were enough to 

communicate a warm welcome aboard. The way I knew this 

was because their hands were either behind their backs, or 

their bodies were ready to step forward to help with 

whatever passengers needed. To see this, then to be treated as such, felt comforting because not only did I feel 

welcomed here, but because this pattern of interaction also continued well into my arrival the next day. In 

general terms though, whether it was at the airport in Miami, or inside the BOA airplane, I felt calm, relaxed, 

and a type of tranquility within me that I was half familiar with.  

Just before the boarding process began shortly after 8:00pm, and with my boarding pass in hand, I stepped out 

of the elevated monorail that took me from the main building of the airport to my specific departure gate. Once 

I found my corresponding gate my ticket directed me towards, I felt something was out of place. Specifically, 

my ticket said one gate number whereas the sight of a large BOA airplane outside through a window told me 

otherwise. Upon seeing this, I also noticed that a young lady was not too far away from me that also looked 

confused. Out of good faith, I asked if she was also looking for my same airplane. In learning that she was also 

on my same flight to Santa Cruz, we walked around to make sure there were no other large BOA aircrafts 

nearby. Then, we returned to our listed gate, and asked an airport worker for clarification. After being told that 

we were at the correct one, we sat down on a bench and began talking. (If not realized already, the young lady 

mentioned a few sentences ago is the same lady I was now with, and this is where I met Anna). For the next half 

hour or so until the boarding commenced, we got to know each other. Of the things we learned that night, one 

was that we both share collegiate coursework in law, and that we both are dog-people. More so, when she 
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learned that I was on my way towards my city of Cochabamba, and that she was going to hers in La Paz, this is 

how we connected and how the friendship began. As a sign of this new acquaintance, she asked for my 

assistance, (as well as my social media information), and I did so by taking one of her suitcases into the aircraft 

with open hands I had available.  

Inside the aircraft, I found an open seat in her same row, and this was nice because the total occupancy on the 

flight was around 75% full. Until the lights went out about an hour or so after taking off, we spoke until we 

were ready to sleep an about an hour later after takeoff and dinner. As I made myself comfortable inside my 

seat, I felt relaxed and calm. Why? Because not only were things going well so far, but because my on-task 

mindset enabled me to focus on trying to sleep rather than worrying about any current or prior emotions of the 

past 24 hours. 

What was it like when flying into my homeland? 

I do not recall the exact time that I fell asleep the night before (November 15, 2021) because I turned off my 

cellphone to save battery. I am happy I did this because even after arriving in Cochabamba the next day, it was 

still a good 5 hours or so until I got into my hotel room. Back in the airplane, I found it difficult to sleep because 

I was inadequately prepared for sleeping inside an airplane during nighttime. My choice of attire for the night 

was a long sleeve shirt with an L.L. Bean quarter zip sweater on top. Consequently, this made me feel cold for 

the remainder of the night.  

When I woke up the next day, it was around 4:45am. Upon landing in Santa Cruz, some passengers on the plane 

began clapping their hands, and I have two thoughts on why they did this: the first being that maybe there was 

an issue or an unpleasant experience with landing. If this were the case, this explains why people were clapping 

their hands (because they felt safe to be on the ground again). The second thought on this is that considering just 

about everyone on the plane was Bolivian like me, it seems fair and right that they were excited to be back in 

Bolivia.  

After exiting the large Boeing 767 BOA airplane to enter the airport, my new friend and I walked together as I 

was unknown to every forward step I took. As we made our way towards the luggage carousel to gather our 

suitcases, my friend asked me if I completed the check-in forms. At first, I was caught off guard and lost. Then 

it hit me that of the paperwork I was given the night before in Miami, one piece of paper was a Bolivian bank 

customs form, while the other was a health department form used to screen for the on-going Covid pandemic. 

Quickly, I retrieved these papers from my bag and completed them to the best of my ability. This all occurred in 

a 30-minute time frame, and to add another layer of stress to the moment, my inability to speak some of the 

language resulted in one custom’s officer asking for backup so I could communicate my replies to their 

questions. To do this, a large man dressed in a semi-military uniform made his way to my location. I am a 5 feet 

4-inch Bolivian that compared to this man (a full 6 feet or 2 meters), quickly elevated my heart rate to the point 

where all I wanted to do was say yes or no to their questions, and be on my way. When all said and done, my 

friend and I got through the customs check and began making our way to our next flights.  

What impacted me or affected me the most upon arrival (in Santa Cruz)? What did I notice?  

Surprisingly, I felt calm and relaxed when I arrived at the airport in Santa Cruz. I believe this was because my 

mind was in travel mode rather than Bolivia mode. By this I mean when I am actively thinking about an in-

progress moment (such as traveling in this case), I am mostly focused on the task or moment at hand and not 

much else. In the airport, I recall being exactly this. Not sad. Not overwhelmed. Simply focused on moving 

through the airport and onto my next flight destined for Cochabamba.  
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As I walked out of the international arrivals area towards 

my next gate, a real-world moment occurred. Specifically, 

on my left side I recall seeing about a dozen or so Bolivians 

all pressed up on the glass window looking at me. At first, I 

was intrigued by this. It was as though they were the 

paparazzi all wanting to see me and everyone within their 

eyesight. Why did they do this? Here is my thought: Similar 

to how some of the passengers in the airplane clapped their 

hands after touchdown on the airport runway before, I 

believe the people looking at me through the glass window 

were also happy and intrigued to see Bolivians passing by. I 

believe that in their minds, they were happy to see their 

people passing through, or in my case, returning home.  

After this quick glimpse with the locals of Santa Cruz, I refocused, took note of the time by glimpse of a wall 

clock, said goodbye to my new friend (Anna), and began running towards the stairs to take me upstairs to 

departures. Unbeknown to all of this, I made a major mistake. Since I was in a rush to make my connecting 

flight to Cochabamba, I had a complete lapse in judgment 

and thought processing. Consequently, I walked past the 

check-in desk for all departing flights and missed my 

opportunity to check my two suitcases. It was not until the 

boarding began that I realized the consequences of this 

mistake.  

When it was time to board the Boeing 737 BOA airplane, I 

attempted to board with both suitcases still in my hands, but 

an airline worker at the gate blocked my path. He said that 

for me to enter the airplane, I had to give him my suitcases. 

Why? Because he would take them down below to be placed 

alongside the other luggage. At first, I thought: absolutely 

not, I will not give you my suitcases, I will place them inside the overhead 

compartments. But still, he said no and did not allow me to enter. After a minute 

of arguing and with people watching the scene unfold, I gave my suitcases over 

to him and proceeded to enter the airplane. Once seated, I asked around for 

clarification that my luggage would be included in the flight. Much to my 

dismay, the replies I got were mixed. That is when I said to myself, fuck it, whatever, I just want to get to 

Cochabamba.  

When the airplane made its way onto the runway for takeoff, I once again felt the pressure and found it difficult 

to remain focused because to me, this was the final substantial step needed to return home. As the airplane 

taxied onto the runway, then ascended into the sky towards the destination, I gave into my emotions and 

allowed the tears to fall. Once the aircraft lifted off the tarmac, I looked outside the plane window one last time, 

thought of everyone and everything back home in USA one final time, as well as the progress I made leading up 

to this. In other words, I was in the final hurdle needed to arrive in Cochabamba, and to think of this reassured 

me that I was destined for an experience of a lifetime. Once the airplane was halfway to my destination, I 

remembered that this would likely be my only opportunity to see the Chapare and Villa Tunari. Because of this, 

I made sure to remain laser focused on the window to see part of the nation that I emerged from 25 years before. 

Waiting in line to board the 

BOA flight to Cochabamba.  

Location: Viru Viru 

International Airport in Santa 

Cruz, Bolivia 
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What impacted me or affected me the most upon arrival 

(in Cochabamba)? 

After the plane landed, I gathered my luggage and made my 

way to the exit hallway of the airport in Cochabamba. 

There, I patiently waited for my representative to meet me. I 

was not sad or worried, I was simply relieved and happy of 

my arrival. From where I stood, I saw part of the parking lot 

and the pickup-drop off area all about 30 feet in front of me. 

In the time I waited, I went outside a few times to soak up 

some of the sun, saw people come and go, and a few dogs 

and taxi cabs pass by. Since I was still wearing my 

nighttime invisible teeth braces, I decided to take them out. 

After looking down to put my braces inside a case, and washing my 

hands with sanitizer, I looked back up, heard my name called out by 

my representative, and knew it was her. She then approached me and 

gave the biggest welcome-home and hello hug she could give.  

I will never forget the manner and tone in which my representative 

called out my name. The reason is because half was spoken in a 

happy and joyful manner, whereas the other half was said in a sad 

and worried tone. I believe the reason for this was because prior to 

this moment, it was 20 long years since she and I last saw each other. 

If this length of time was not enough, the fact that she was there for 

me and my family back in 1997, then again in November 2001 

elevated the meaning of this moment. I could hear and see it in her 

voice. Furthermore, I believe she called out my name the way she did 

because she wanted to communicate all the thoughts and emotions she might have 

had for me, my adoptive brother, and so many other children before and after me. 

Thoughts and emotions such as: Were we okay? Where did we go to? Where are we 

now? When will we be back? When will we see each other again?  

Before we left the parking lot to begin our first day together, I told my representative that I needed to do some 

things. First, since I had been wearing the same t-shirt for the past 24 hours, I picked out a new t-shirt from my 

suitcase and changed right there behind her car. Before though, the next thing I wanted to do was to give her a 

gift in the form of showing her something; I told her to cover her eyes and proceeded to show her my tattoos on 

each of my shoulders. At first, she examined them and then complimented by saying something to the effect of 

“good job, wow, interesting, and unique.” (Side note: If one were to look at my tattoos, one would realize that 

they are unique, and that only us Bolivians and those from our same orphanage can get the tattoos I have). After 

showing her my surprise, we took some photos together, then proceeded to begin the day by driving to the 

currency exchange bank, a corner market for some food, and inevitably, the hotel so I could shower up.  

Chapter 3  

How did I spend my first week in Cochabamba?  

I spent my first week in Bolivia with my representative as much as I could. Rightfully so, we had a lot of 

catching up to do. After completing some initial priorities, she graciously took me to her home for a much-

needed meal together. As she and I each ate Quinoa Soup, we talked despite my limited Spanish language 

Home sweet home! 

Jorge Wilstermann 

International Airport 

Cochabamba, Bolivia  
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proficiency. Afterwards, we examined photos together I had with me so 

that I could show her part of my life that continued since I last saw her 

20 years before. To do this with her was like a walk down memory lane 

because for her in some cases prior to 2001, she was able to recall some 

of these moments whereas I was too young to remember. An example of 

this recollection were the photographs of me with the other children at 

the LAPA reunion 20 years before in 2001. To end that first day with her 

in our city, we went out to a restaurant for an evening meal. For as long 

as I will live, I will always remember being at Apis de la Perú Doña 

Estelita – América (located at Av. América entre, Av. Jaime Mendoza y, 

Cochabamba). For the remainder of the week, she and I spent as much 

time as we could together. We visited a park from the past that my 

family and I visited back in 1997 (Parque de Educación Vial), the Cristo 

de la Concordia, and the famous La Cancha market. During my first visit to La Cancha, I told her that I wanted 

to buy a new pair of pants. With ease, my representative guided me to where clothes were sold. To describe this 

outing with her was like being with a mom-like figure. How? She was rather patient to continue helping me 

even while I was caught up while trying to on a pair of pants. More so, there was a reversal of roles when she 

needed to stop walking and sit down because she had pain in her knees. Upon being told this, I automatically 

recognized this, offered to sit down with her, or even help her walk to alleviate some of the pain. For me to do 

this was more than justified because considering everything she had done in 2001 and again back in 1997, I felt 

as though it was only fair to offer something in return in that moment.  

Over the next few days before the moment of truth on Saturday (November 20, 2021), she and I continued the 

same lunch soup meal or new one at her home. While out with her one day, I said I wanted to try the sandwich 

version of Silpancho called Trancapecho. Considering we were nearby a few small restaurants where it was 

likely served, my representative drove around to find this. When we stopped, we ordered it take out style, and 

proceeded to find a small park covered by trees to eat our lunch on a park bench. To me, this moment was 

special because not only did I get to share this with her, she and I even had a talk about life on the bench there. 

To summarize that conversation while we both ate our tasty Trancapecho sandwiches, we noticed two pigeon 

birds (male and female) walking around on the concrete patio in front of us. As we watched them circle around 

again and again, we could not help but notice that they were into one another. Well, the male pigeon bird was 

more than the female, and we laughed about this.  

As nice as it was to share the joy and excitement with her these first few days, there were moments I had time to 

myself. Naturally so, I did explore parts of the city on my own little by little by walking around during morning 

walks before breakfast for about an hour. On one occasion, I managed to see a street side lined with large 

artistic style department badges of each Bolivian department on Av. Uyuni one morning. As a testament to 

show how I maximized my time in Cochabamba, I took my time to cherish my city because in the back of my 

mind, I knew that for every minute that passed without doing something or seeing something new was an 

opportunity or learning moment wasted. On top of this, I wanted to prove to myself that I was still adventurous 

and ambitious without being dependent on anyone. To do this, I exited my hotel each morning before breakfast 

and would walk down Calle España in either direction north or south. Since the layout of the city was like a 

box, I found it easy to follow the streets. Since Calle España was a street that ran north-south, I used this as my 

baseline for each time I went out. Likewise, I used Av. Heroinas and Av. Aroma as east-west references so that 

if I did get lost, I knew to continue walking until I crossed one of these avenues. In one instance, I used this to 

help guide me towards Av Ayacucho. As a result, I managed to find this street that for quite a while, featured 

one electronics store after another. The intriguing part about this avenue was how many vendors I saw that sold 
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Entel, Tigo, or Viva SIM cards for cell phones. The way I knew this was because whether it was a dedicated 

electronics store or not, they all had the same advertisement piece of cardboard or poster displayed for anyone 

walking by. I mention this because as I later learned, Entel is a telecommunications company that has been 

around for a long time in Bolivia (just as AT&T and Verizon have in the United States).  

Before I transition into another memory from my first week in Cochabamba, I do want to elaborate more on 

what it was like to be with my representative. Among the many things she told me, I learned that for every 

additional minute, hour, and day she spent with adoptive families like mine in the city, was more time she was 

away from her own family. Another way she put this was by describing how some in her family felt sad that she 

was not with them more than she already was. In addition, one night while in the car with her, we spoke and in 

doing so, we saw something occur right before our eyes on the sidewalk a few feet in front of us. To summarize 

what we saw, I will say this: I finally saw the sacrifices she made to be a representative. 

How did it feel to be in Cochabamba? What were my impressions of the city?  

To be totally honest, to be in the city felt amazing because though I was not in my true origins of Villa Tunari, 

my time in Cochabamba compensated for part of that in some unique ways. How exactly? Well, let me describe 

it by talking about my visit to the Cristo de la Concordia.  

Not only was this another experience shared with my representative, but it also 

enabled me to let loose and be myself on my birth soil. How did I do that? After 

we took some photos on the observation platform, we made our way to the north 

side of the statue where I said I wanted to do something. Specifically, just as I had 

showed her my tattoo surprise the day before, I removed my shirt, and gave her 

my Motorola Android phone to take more pictures, but not just any. As she soon 

saw in various ways with my back towards her, I flexed my muscles as though I 

was on top of the world. Instead of being at a global peak, I stood beside the 

Cristo de la Concordia looking down on the city, and up towards the surrounding 

Andes mountains. If one were to look at these photos, not only would one see my 

body, but also the sight of a distinct skin color transition between white and 

brown around the bicep-tricep of each arm. Why do I mention this, and what is 

the connection to this section’s question? I describe it because in the time I held 

the earth in my hands and allowed my skin to absorb the natural sunlight, that is when I felt my strongest, most 

joyful, and content to put all worries aside to cherish the moment. I achieved it there, and this is how I felt very 

frequently while in Cochabamba. Furthermore, upon learning the linear direction of Villa Tunari from my 

representative, I readjusted my feet to face towards this direction just over the mountains, and extended part of 

my life in my hand there. It was only right that I did this to communicate from a distance that I finally returned 

home.  

Soon after this moment with my representative, we walked around to the south side of the statue, spoke about 

life, then returned to city-level to continue the day. To carry on cherishing the wonderful landscape around us, I 

focused extensively through the windows of the cable car used to take passengers up and down the mountain. 

Once back at ground level, she took me back to my hotel where I showered up so we could have our first dinner 

together. Until she returned to pick me up a few hours later, I ventured out on my own to see the city by foot. In 

doing so, I began to see every small corner store, market, or houses some streets had. In one case, I found a 

tattoo shop and made sure to take a picture of it for when I return next time.  

When she returned about two hours later, the sun went away for a dark night sky, and I was ready for dinner. 

We went to a restaurant about 10 minutes away in the north zone, and that is where I ate my first Silpancho 
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meal in Bolivia. Why this plate and not something else? Because just like with my manager, my representative 

also knew ahead of time that I discovered the recipe in the United States, and that I fell in love with it. To top it 

off and make it more authentic to Cochabamba, we each drank Mocochinchi. Once finished, we got back into 

her car, and that is when she had a surprise for me. Since I was a rookie with the street layout of the zone I was 

in, she informed me that since we were not too far away from the orphanage, it might be nice to drive by the 

home. At first, I was confused and taken aback because I thought we were much farther away. Turns out that 

was not the case. Instead, I thought carefully for a moment, then said yes to an early visit. To her, she was an 

expert on which roadways to use, and within about 5 minutes, we pulled up to the front gate of the property.  

Rather than continue with what happened next, I will end this memory. Why? Because in a few more pages, you 

will see how it connects to another section question. In lieu of this, I will continue to answer the original 

question by talking about another mini- adventure I had in the city. Specifically, on Sunday (November 21, 

2021), I visited a park my family spent time at not too far away from the hotel in 1997 with my representative. 

Once there it felt like I was a child again. How so? Well, for starters, since I was a baby the last time I was 

there, I made sure to visit because I wanted to enjoy this outing my family once did years ago. On top of this, I 

learned something. By this I mean while the rise in smartphones and social media redefined how people live 

their lives, I was happy to see that young children still enjoy a park like this one. The way I knew this was 

through the sight of a young mom and her three children. The kid’s ages were between 2 and 5, and to see them 

going up and down the large, color-coded slides built into the natural hill in the park, brought me a joyful smile.  

As my representative and I watched the young mom try to keep up with her three kids, the parent took notice of 

us and started up a conversation. Soon enough, it was learned that the age of the mom was around 19 or 20. As 

a quick side note here, I also got the impression that not all, but some parents were younger age than me. When 

I asked my representative why some are even younger, I got some mixed answers that between inadequate and 

ineffective education were two leading reasons. Additionally, I was also told that it had to do something with 

the climate because it affects body hormones (such as the elevated humidity in Santa Cruz). Whether this 

second part was accurate or not remains an open question to this day.  

Nevertheless, me and my representative explored the park (just like we had done many years before), and 

eventually, it was time for us to return to our residences before another outing later that evening. Before though, 

I told her that the next time I visit, it will be with kids of my own (hopefully). Once back at my hotel, I checked 

some messages on my laptop, showered up, then changed into new clothes. With new attire on my body, I 

walked down the front steps towards Calle España, and proceeded to walk as far as I could. With the time 

approaching 2:25pm, I was mindful to not venture too far away because not only did I not want to get lost, but I 

was also hungry for an early dinner. As an indicator to show how far I walked, I made it down to one street 

south of Av. Aroma. The significance of this was that as I later saw on a map, I was 2 or 3 more streets from 

being back at La Cancha market. Despite not knowing this in that moment in the center of the avenue, I 

congratulated myself for making it this far, and carried on with my mini-adventure and made my way back to 

the hotel to prepare for a special early dinner (featuring Silpancho). As I did, I was extra attentive to my 

surroundings as this was an example of me getting to know the city without any assistance of any kind.  

When I located the restaurant a few blocks from Calle España, I set out on foot to place my order to go. Once I 

found the place and paid for my meal, I waited until it was ready. As I sat in the small restaurant, I began to feel 

an identical feeling from a few hours before. In other words, this was another moment when I felt as though I 

was really home. Why? Because to be there within the confines of an upkept local small Bolivian business 

created a level of comfort and content. More so, the warm afternoon air added another layer of meaning to this 

afternoon as I waited for my food.  
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My medical moment  

As amazing as it was to see the city and learn something 

new, this exploring was put in jeopardy of not happening 

anymore. On the morning of November 19th, 2021, I 

returned to my hotel after another morning walk, and 

decided to do a quick 30 minutes of yoga exercise in my 

room. At the end, I noticed that my heart rate seemed a little 

off compared to the numerous times I had done this same 

routine beforehand. While standing upright and trying to 

catch my breath, I thought that maybe I was a little out of 

shape and tried to not think much of it. However, as I 

walked around my moderately sized apartment-style hotel 

room, I felt my heart rate increasing more and more. By this I mean I went from sweating a little and breathing 

heavy for a moment, to feeling nausea in my stomach. Since my stomach felt very uneasy, I went to the 

bathroom to be ready, yet nothing happened there. Rather, my heart rate and my breathing increased so much 

that I opened two more windows surrounding my bed for more oxygen. For a moment, this helped a little but 

did not provide relief for what happened next. By this point, 10 minutes elapsed, and little did I know that more 

was on the way. In my mind, I thought to myself, how could a routine indoor yoga workout turn into this? That 

is when things took a turn for the worse.  

After gaining minor control over my respiratory system, I felt a tingling-vibrating feeling in both my hands that 

was followed by a moderate increase in my breathing. By this point, I was gasping for air. I was far beyond any 

immediate relief and that is when the final symptom hit me. As I was in the doorway between my bedroom and 

sofa, my vision became very blurry and obscured to the point I could not see anything. This then caused me to 

feel off balanced as though there was no gravity. I put both my hands out to prevent myself from falling into 

something. Instead of walking into a wall, I felt one of my legs hit the edge of a coffee table that was directly in 

front of a leather sofa. Thankfully, I managed to use my functioning arms to guide me to the floor where I 

proceeded to gasp for more air. For the next minute or so, all I could do was remain on my knees and hands, and 

continue my deep breaths until my vision returned to normal.  

When my vision improved, that was the final red flag for me to get help. As quickly as I could with my body 

operating at an overall 70% efficiency, I found a button-down shirt to cover my top, put my mask on, got my 

room key, and made my way out of the room to get help. But before I could walk down the stairwell or enter the 

elevator towards reception, I remembered I needed some form of identification. The reason I recalled this 

quickly was because if I were to suddenly go through what happened again and went unconscious, I knew it 

would be better to have this in hand if I needed to go to a clinic.  

With my room key and identity card in hand, I got into the elevator and went to reception for help. The exit of 

the elevator to the front desk where two workers were 10 feet (3 meters) away around the corner, yet this is 

when I felt nausea in my stomach again. Quickly, I located a trash can next to a computer on my right and 

waited for something to happen. Thankfully, nothing happened, and that is when I was finally able to ask for 

help 25 minutes since it all began. For the next few minutes, I tried my best to explain that I was sick and 

needed help. As much as it seemed to them that I was not okay and that something was very wrong, my heavy 

breathing created another problem. Specifically, since heavy breathing was a symptom of Covid (something the 

city and the nation was still going through at that time), a male and female worker in front of me were hesitant 

to approach. (As a side note, I do not blame them nor frown upon them for being hesitant in any way). Instead 

of approaching me, they asked what was wrong and I did my best to describe what I was feeling.  
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After a few minutes of this back and forth of waiting for someone to do something, they told me to sit down and 

wait for a taxi to take me to hospital. By the time a taxi was ready for me outside, my breathing had calmed 

down more but was still not back to normal. I told another worker that before I went to a hospital, I needed to 

get my passport and yellow CDC immunization booklet. In addition, I told the worker that he needed to make a 

phone call to my American friend (named Kristen) who worked in the city to tell her where I was going. As we 

did all this, I was careful with each step I took, and let him do most of the talking because he was my best 

witness to this in-progress medical moment. After he spoke with Kristen in WhatsApp through my cellphone, I 

made sure he spoke to my representative because I wanted her to know my status if something went wrong. 

When we returned to the front desk again, the taxi was ready, but instead of directing me to the car outside, I 

was told to sit down in a chair inside the breakfast room around the corner from the reception area. The reason 

for this change in plan was because between the two phone calls and talking amongst each other, they must 

have reached a consensus to avoid any hospital because Covid patients were there.  

All in all, 30 minutes passed by, and I was finally beginning to feel better. The stomach nausea was gone, my 

hands felt fine, I had full vision again, my lungs hurt a little from that harsh breathing, but I was happy to have 

more control over my body. As I sat in the chair, a female worker from the kitchen brought out a plate with a 

beverage cup containing the well-known Mate de Coca. I was instructed to drink it because of its natural health 

benefits. Without objection, I drank it from the glass cup and more from a plastic water bottle. As I did this, my 

body welcomed the fresh Mate de Coca. The taste might have been off compared to what I was accustomed to, 

yet I did not care because I was more focused on recovery and efficiency than pleasure.  

After sipping on the tea for a few minutes, it came to my attention that I had two visitors on their way to see me. 

Specifically, Kristen took it upon herself to notify two of her friends that I needed help (since she was busy that 

moment and could not visit me). A short while later after I was back in my room getting dressed, the phone next 

to my bed rang. I was told that Kristen’s two friends (an Australian man named William, and a Bolivian woman 

named Patricia), were downstairs waiting to see me. I quickly made my way down to see them, and after a few 

minutes of talking, Patricia gave me Sorojchi pills to take, and asked if I was feeling better to continue the day.  

Once it was determined that I was better, Patricia went back to work, and 

William offered to show me around the city which I graciously accepted 

considering what had just happened. For the next two hours or so, he and I 

took our time walking around the city. We made it to the east edges of the 

west zone, and I am happy that we made it that far because for every corner 

we walked around, new street or roadway we went down, it was something 

new for me to see! Had I never accepted this offer, I would not have gotten to 

know him, nor seen my city the way I did.  

To end our mini adventure, we made our way back towards the Plaza 

Metropolitana 14 de Septiembre (September 14th Plaza) to eat lunch together. 

As we did, I noticed from a distance that there were men and women dressed 

in uniform alongside a growing number of military-police vehicles. 

According to William, this type of assembly is normal because whether it be 

the police or military, they demonstrate themselves by marching in parades. 

More so, I was told that the march was to conclude a few blocks away in the 

September 14th Plaza in front of a government building. For the next hour, I 

was with William, and we walked and talked more before saying goodbye 

nearby my hotel.  

A happy Marc Conrad having a 

wonderful lunch meal (at 
D'fakus in Plaza 14 de 

Septiembre) after his medical 

moment a few hours later that 

same day! 
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With all of this explained, you (the reader) might be wondering what caused this medical moment to happen. 

Well, here is what I believe: the altitude of the city, inconsistent nutrition and hydration, the morning walk, a 

delayed breakfast that morning, all topped off with the yoga exercise, are factors. In other words, it was a 

totality of everything. If there is a lesson to be had, it is that 1) I must be mindful of any changes to my 

environment like I was in, and 2) if I ever feel any of those symptoms again in any order, I will get help because 

maybe next time will be different.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

Hanging out on Calle España Friday afternoon 

after an eventful morning  

Standing on a walkway above Av. Rafael Urquidi 

looking down towards passing traffic  

6:01am. North zone of the city and Andes 

mountains surrounding the landscape     

One of the large artistic style badges I found on 

Av. Uyuni during the morning walk 

7:33pm. Nighttime view from 

my hotel room window of the 

north zone with the city lights  

The sight outside my hotel 

room windows at any time 

of day always reminded me I 

was home 
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Chapter 4  

Home Sweet Home: November 20, 2021 

What were my feelings upon arrival to the orphanage?  

Truth be told, the first time I visited the orphanage occurred 

sooner than I originally planned. Specifically, my representative 

recommended that we should visit because we were close by 

after evening meals and outings in the city. At about 8:00pm on 

November 17, 2021, I officially visited since 1997. We pulled 

up to the orphanage in her car and attempted to pass through the 

locked gate. However, we could only visit and interact with 

staff from the streetside. Part of me wanted to enter, yet part of me did not. 

The reason was because I wanted to save the official visit for a few days 

later (on November 20th). In addition, I did not want to interrupt any 

sleeping children inside both buildings on the property. It was then on the 

second night (November 18, 2021) that I was able to see and speak with my 

manager since I left in 1997. For as long as I live, I will always remember 

watching my manager appear from the front door down the few front steps 

in my direction. As she approached me, a calm mood grew within me and 

thus, allowed me to say hello to her while holding her hands through the 

gate.  

While I may describe these two evenings with joy and happiness, the 

morning of the big day was a different story. Similar to difficult moments 

beforehand, the way in which I exited my hotel was a continuance of these 

challenging moments. Before I got into the taxi to take me to the orphanage, I stepped 

back out onto the sidewalk, and turned my body towards the hotel sign. I did this because 

I wanted to reflect one last time about my life, my family, the adoptive families 

worldwide that passed through before this moment, and how far I had come. Consequently, I allowed my tears 

to tell me it was time to go home.  

How did my orphanage receive me?  

When it was time for the big day (the morning of November 20, 2021), my orphanage welcomed me home with 

open arms (just like I am sure they did initially long ago). They did so with joy, sincerity, compassion, and 

many smiles. I made sure that before setting foot inside, that my manager was present with me on the front 

steps. She then introduced me to two female staff members and proceeded to bring out the first group of 

children to greet me on the front steps. The ages of these kids were 3-5, and as we examined each other one by 

one, I was acute to my senses because I wanted to be sure I was in control of my emotions. My manager and 

representative knew this beforehand because the three of us formulated a plan to follow. That is, if I began to 

show signs of emotional distress, that was their indicator to intervene and quickly separate me and the kids so I 

could step aside and refocus. I am happy to say that this never happened because from the moment I walked 

through the gate, the little Bolivian boy within me quickly came back to life. He never cried. Never frowned. 

Was never concerned or worried. He was simply happy to be home and share this evolving moment filled with 

joy.  

Hogar de Niños de 

Salomón Klein 
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For the next twenty minutes, we took photos, I spoke with them as best as I could in the language, then was 

guided to my manager’s office to set aside my backpack and suitcase containing gifts and donations. 

Afterwards, I was given a detailed tour of my home. Slowly but surely, I saw the medical-infirmary room that 

also acted as an intake room for new children, the kitchen, the milk room, a dental room, and various other 

features of the property. As I progressed through the tour, I took in every detail because the last time I was there 

was when I was a baby. I must admit that as I went from place to place, my appreciation for this level of care 

grew increasingly.  

When it was time to meet another group of kids, I was taken back to the main room where they were waiting for 

me. If one were to see photos of this second interaction, you would see me and the kids facing each other. You 

would see a female adult worker standing directly behind them gently encouraging them to step forward to me. 

You would see me having lots of hugs with them at eye level and while standing. And lastly, in another photo 

you would then see the same kids giving me a vase of flowers. I do want to say that one thing that I caught onto 

immediately was the fact that 98% of the hugs I received were from the girls. For later in the story, I will 

explain why more girls were closer to me than the boys were.  

After receiving the vase of flowers from the kids, my manager informed me that another set of children were 

ready to continue my welcome activities. To do this, I was guided to one of two chairs on one side of the room 

about a few meters from where the kid’s tables were. Once seated, the other kids I met sat down, and my 

manager kindly directed one of the staff members to help bring attention to the doorway where the dressed-up 

kids were waiting to enter. With everyone ready for something to happen, this new group of children positioned 

themselves on the open floor to begin a folk dance. Once the music began, they started dancing to carry on the 

ceremony.  

What impacted me or affected me the most upon arrival at the orphanage? 

As stated from before, the little Bolivian boy within me came back to life upon walking through the gate and 

front door of the orphanage. I was never nervous or felt an urge to excuse myself away because I felt as though 

it would have been unfair and misleading to portray myself in this manner towards the children. Furthermore, 

no difficult emotions or moments occurred because the little Bolivian boy within me was alive and well again. 

He smiled and lived a moment he once lived long ago!  

The part that did affect me was the sight of seeing two staff members struggle to distribute food and utensils to 

about 30 children after the final folk dance. I always love to help and do what is right, so to see those two staff 

members struggle made me feel uneasy and instantly motivated me to do good for my home and the children in 

that moment. Within a few seconds, I got out of my chair and asked how I could help. Whether it was help pass 

out food bowls, feed the children, or help referee between some of the children who began to get physical 

towards each other (because they were hungry or just being kids), I did what I thought was best in that moment.  

When the welcoming ceremony finished around 2:00pm, the kids proceeded to play on their own more. 

Likewise, they told me the kids needed to go bathe and take a nap. This meant that me and the other staff had 

some time to ourselves (which we were ready for). With the kids out of sight, me, my manager, and another 

female staff worker went to my manager’s office to eat a late lunch together. As my first orphanage meal in 25 

years, I was served a plate containing rice, meat, and potatoes. (Later, I would repeat this recipe upon arriving 

home to Connecticut as I found it easy to make). While the three of us ate, I understood bits and pieces of the 

conversation and did my best to speak the language. Part way through, I heard voices coming closer to where 

the three of us were. As these voices turned the corner towards the office door, I realized that it was the same 

the little Bolivian boy, a man, and a woman that I had seen before, during, and after my welcoming ceremony. 
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Once in the room, they proceeded to talk with my manager. As their conversation began to end, I heard words 

indicative of a goodbye.  

To explain what happened next, and why this evolving moment impacted and affected me greatly, below is a 

copy-paste of how I wrote about it in an email to a foundation the following day (November 21, 2021):  

“There was a boy at the orphanage who was in the process of being adopted to a Bolivian man and woman in 

the city. (I did not ask but I assume that they are spouses to each other). The Bolivian man and woman were 

also helping with the kids during my introduction/welcome ceremony. His age was old enough that he was able 

to walk and run around (like I did when I was little haha), but not old enough to talk. I would estimate the age to 

be 1-2 years. Furthermore, I also believe that he will most likely not remember yesterday at all.  

During a late lunch with Emilia and another worker in her office, the boy and his adoptive parents came into the 

office to say goodbye for the day. Just as they were out of the office door, I told them to wait. I then told Emilia 

to find a Teddy bear gift I brought with me to the orphanage, then with tears running down my face, gave the 

teddy bear and accompanying name tag to the Bolivian boy. Still with tears running down, I said to him in 

Spanish that the bear was a gift for him, and that he will always have a friend for the remainder of his life.  

Emilia said that he will be back again before I leave on November 25, but in case he is not, he and his parents 

now have something to remember me and the orphanage by.  

This moment in Emilia's office with the little boy and his parents was the most difficult part of yesterday. 

Likewise, it is also a moment I will always remember for the remainder of my life too.” 

What was my firsthand account of the orphanage (care and overall cleanliness)?  

Upon seeing the orphanage and walking through the place (inside and out), I was humbled to see the level of 

care the staff provides for the children. More so, I was happy to see that my home was clean, organized, and 

taken care of. My manager showed me the rooms where the children slept, and I was once again happy to see 

the level of care and upkeeping there. I was especially happy to see the medical room that acts as an infirmary 

room for the children there. I recall seeing oxygen tanks, a cabinet filled with medicine, some medical 

equipment for minor examinations or procedures, and a desk with a computer to write medical records. 

Furthermore, my manager also showed me a secure milk room where milk is made for the young children.  

What observations did I have of the staff, volunteers, and other adults at the orphanage?  

First and foremost, everyone there at the orphanage communicates in Spanish language. As a limited-

proficiency Spanish speaker myself, I was able to get by with the vocabulary and phrases I knew beforehand. 

Regarding observations and interactions between the adults and the kids, here is what I saw: Starting with my 

manager, she is involved quite a bit in the day-to-day operations of providing care and raising the kids. Moving 

on to the other staff that are directly with the kids, they seemed quite attentive to the needs, wants, and desires 

of the children. Specifically, one of the staff was a female who was quick to help a child who needed a new pair 

of shoes. In the infant room where the babies are, I remember seeing one who spent most of the day with the 

babies to accommodate them without being taken away for the other kids. For any volunteers I saw, there was 

an older guy who wore an aqua blue UNICEF sleeveless vest that helped with the upkeeping of the property. I 

also remember watching him bring food into the kitchen and into the doorless pantry. In general terms though, 

this guy was like a multi-purpose handyman who helped wherever needed.  

On top of the routine staff there, I also met a guy around my age from Canada. He was there on some religious 

mission program and to my surprise, he knew more of the language than I did. In addition, he did well with the 
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1–2-year old’s one day. I even helped him too, and that is where I got a taste of what it was like to be a brother 

and parent to younger children.  

As for other adults, there was Gloria in the office who was still there after all these years. She is like a social 

worker and office writer all in one. Naturally, she gave me a big hug, pulled out my file from her cabinet, and 

showed me a special book containing letters and photographs from the Salomon Klein kids up in Connecticut. 

Furthermore, there was Alejandra in another office whom to my surprise, I was already connected to in 

Facebook. One day after helping in the kitchen, I quietly asked her what improvements she believed needed to 

be made. From the answer(s) I remember, I got the impression that there is some hesitancy to do so because of 

the budget.  

In general terms though, I saw positive interactions with the kids. I am sure that over time before I came back, 

there were staff and volunteers who had similar successes. Likewise, I am also sure that some were not 

successful. More so, part of me immediately recognized that working in childcare at an orphanage requires the 

right mindset that not everyone has (meaning, burnout may occur prematurely sometimes). I feel grateful and 

privileged that my manager allowed me to interact with the children because I’m sure in her mind, older kids 

like me and the younger kids may interact differently amongst each other. And lastly, the children to staff ratio 

is disproportionate. Rightfully so, this ratio could be better balanced by having more adults there to help.  

In addition, the age group below them (1-3) was a little different story, but not too different than what one 

would expect. I was amazed at how well the 3–5-year-olds spoke the language. I initially thought that since the 

children there do not have identical human contact a traditional family might have, this would affect their 

development and adolescent skillsets. Turns out I was wrong because the 3-to-5-year old’s spoke the language 

very well with each other and the adult staff. Furthermore, I was also acute to their body language because to 

me, there were indicators of conscious alert and awareness among the children.  

What type of education is provided for the kids at the orphanage?  

Regarding education programs, the orphanage does make a conscious effort to educate the children. 

Specifically, there is a Montessori school program at the orphanage that operates in conjunction with a 

dedicated learning room on the first floor of the other building where the older kids sleep. They have guest 

performers to entertain the children occasionally. I remember one day a group of kids were in the main room 

and had coloring books. I took it upon myself to gently inquire about what they were doing, and offered my 

assistance in teaching them about handwriting and coloring.  

After the big day on Saturday afternoon, I realized that many of my clothes were dirty and needed to be washed. 

My hotel had a cleaning service for a fee, but since it was already about 4pm, I panicked as I thought that if I 

gave them my clothes, they would hold them until the next business day on Monday. This was not feasible as I 

needed clean clothes for the following day, and I quickly thought outside the box towards a solution. Turns out 

that there was a laundromat about 10 blocks away on Av. Papa Paulo, and within a minute or so after asking for 

a taxi from the reception desk, my hotel had a taxi ready to take me there. When it was time to pick up my 

clothes later, I told my representative about this, and she looked at me with confusion. The reason was because 

unbeknown to me, there was also a laundromat within walking distance not too far away from the hotel. When 

we went out that night, she drove me to where it was, and I was like “okay, I’ll go here next time.” 

How did the on-going pandemic affect the orphanage or being there?  

Even with vaccines and safety measures in place, the Bolivian people were still cautious. I saw this through 

extensive mask wearing by about 98% of all Bolivian people I saw in the country, and while at the orphanage, 

there were more precautions in place. Starting just beyond the front gate to the property, there was an arch style 



Page 27 of 58    © 2022 

 

decontamination spray tunnel. Next, immediately in front of the main door was a shallow plastic tray that 

everyone had to step in. The purpose of this was to also disinfect the bottoms of shoes, and as one last measure 

before entering the orphanage, shoes and hands were disinfected again with a spray bottle. While inside the 

orphanage and elsewhere on the property always, masks were worn to protect the children. To top it off, there 

was even a Covid quarantine room that also acted as an isolation room for if any kid.  

While with Gloria one day, we entered this room because there was a little boy inside a crib who was crying. 

The name of this child was Manuel, and after being told why he was there, she told me that we needed to leave 

quickly. I will admit that this was a challenging moment for me because for every other kid I played with or 

helped, I was unable to help this one. Gloria was able to get close and comfort him, but otherwise I was forced 

to stand from a distance and do nothing as he cried for attention. Furthermore, after I got home in December the 

next month, I spoke with a former staff about my orphanage. The name of this staff member who once worked 

at my orphanage is Lilian, and in doing so, not only did I learn that she and I are identical age, but similar cries 

like Manuel’s was also a challenge for her as well. In other words, what I experienced with Manuel and what 

Lilian also experienced can only be described as an inability on our parts to help a child in need. 

Is a picture worth a thousand words? November 23, 2021  

Before I transition towards my final day in Cochabamba, I want to talk about two identical moments that 

occurred between my representative and Gloria. Specifically, among these two ladies, they each had photo 

album scrapbooks containing memories, and the sight of these books created learning moments for everyone. 

How so? Our conversations began when I showed photos of my life since 1997. Immediately afterwards, Gloria 

walked over to a bookshelf containing folders and binders neatly organized side by side. Of the many I saw, she 

retrieved one, and placed it in front of me. Alongside this, she also pulled out a manila color folder that was 

labeled with a star next to mine. Turns out that to help her keep better records, and for every child that was 

successfully adopted from the orphanage, Gloria placed a single hand drawn star next to each child’s name.  

With this 1-inch white color binder in front of me, and with the time approaching 6:45pm, I instantly knew what 

this was. For the next 20 minutes, I examined the letters, photos, and miscellaneous papers inside this binder. In 

doing so, not only did I see a photo of me, my brother, and two dogs from the year 2002 about, I was taken 

aback to the numerous amounts of children that were among these memories. However, as much of a smile this 

brought to me, I began to sense something as I focused on the photos featuring a combined visit of Connecticut-

Salomon Klein children. That is, I immediately realized that this was from the year 2004, and that the faces of 

those Connecticut children remained excited and joyful as my own turned opposite. In other words, I went from 

being happy and joyful to feeling disappointed. Why? Well, the main reason was because seeing this group 

forced me to accept that my in-progress visit was nearly two decades after theirs. In other words, it hurt to know 

that many others had passed through our home many years before I did without a single letter, or 

communication from someone to encourage me to go sooner.  

As Gloria watched my smile fade away and tears begin to form, she did her best to comfort me, and that was 

when I knew it was time to give Gloria an insight into my life back in Connecticut. To the best of my ability in 

the language, I said that a summer birthday is never good because in my case, not only did it prevent me from 

celebrating with anyone from elementary school, it also severely affected my ability to separate this celebration 

from another one (American Independence Day). Upon telling Gloria this, that is when she and I had a follow 

up moment in her office from me. How did she respond to this display of testimony? Gloria tried her best to 

express her sympathy for me while holding my hand and giving me a hug (which I accepted). Then, she went 

into adult mode to teach me something. Specifically, she found a blank piece of paper and wrote my birthday on 

it. For the next few minutes, I listened to her explanation on what each number signified.  
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As I listened, I got the impression that this was one of those cryptic messages she was trying to explain to me. 

Now, I would say more about this moment with Gloria, but I honestly cannot recall the true message she was 

trying to teach me or any more details. Despite this, I will carry on with the story.  

The way in which this difficult moment ended was by the help of the kids. How? As Gloria and I carried on in 

her office, I heard and saw kids through a window running by with each other as though they were playing with 

one another. Inevitably, they ran into the office, past me, then into the psychological sensory room that stood 

between Gloria’s office and “the room.” Naturally so, Gloria called for the kids to calm down and exit. As she 

tried to do this, Ramiro came into the office too from outside to help bring the kids back to the playground. 

However, since I was still visibly upset in front of multiple people, I instantly decided to turn this low moment 

into a positive one. To do this, I told Ramiro and the kids to stay where they were and gather around me and the 

memory book in my hands. With them beside and behind me, and showing eagerness to learn something, I 

wiped away my tears, and began to say in the language that this is a special book featuring their elders.  

As we examined the same photos that made my smile and joy go away minutes before, Ramiro helped me by 

speaking fluently what the pictures and letters were about. Soon enough, my photo came up, and that is when I 

went from being an unhappy adult into a happy big brother to them all. As the kids processed the book and its 

true meaning, that is when it was time for them to prepare for an evening bath and dinner. When they left the 

room, I thanked Gloria for being sympathetic and patient through this low moment by giving her a hug. With 

the cloudy sky from the day now a dark one in the night, I knew it was time to return to my hotel.  

To account for an identical moment with my representative, I will describe it by connecting it to another one 

later in the story. That is, she also received a memory book from the Connecticut children, but this time it 

contained many more children as it was one featuring all Bolivian children that ended up in New England. The 

way I knew this was because with one family, they grew up in New York state where I know they still are 

today. In addition, there were two girls in the book in which one was originally from the city of Cochabamba, 

whereas the other was from Santa Cruz. Just like before with Gloria, there came a point where there was a 

double learning moment by which it began with my smile going away for an unhappy one. However, the 

difference this time around was that this is where I learned that for every moment my representative spent with 

my family or another one, it amounted to time she was away from hers. And just as I expressed my gratitude for 

Gloria’s patience and sympathy, I did the same with my representative.  

Eat your food (November 24, 2021) 

Among everything me and my manager spoke about before the trip, one was about having a special meal at the 

orphanage. I initially thought that it would something small between me and the staff, but my manager went 

above and beyond, and made it into a gran fiesta for everyone there. To do this, she ordered enough ingredients 

to make either two or three servings of the famous Silpancho recipe I requested. (As a side note, I 

communicated in 2020 to her that not only did I discover this cuisine in the United States, but that I was a lover 

of it!)  

When I showed up on my second to final day in Cochabamba, I arrived knowing that this was the day of the 

fiesta I had been waiting for. However, this would occur in the early afternoon as our lunch meal after I earned 

it by being with the kids. To begin, my manager asked if I wanted to help with three small newborn baby girls. 
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My immediate reply was yes because to be with them would satisfy another goal I had for the trip. Upon 

entering the medical office where they all were, I was guided to sit down in a chair. Once seated, a nurse picked 

up one of the baby girls from one of the two cribs in the room, then showed me how to properly hold the infant. 

The name of this baby girl was Maria, and I will stop here to make something very clear. These babies were not 

just any babies, they were Bolivian babies! With this stated, Maria calmly watched as the nurse carefully placed 

her in my arms. She was wrapped semi-burrito style with a blanket, and the way I knew she trusted me was by 

her cute little voices she made while I held her up against my chest and in my arms. For the next hour or so, I 

remained in the room taking turns with the other two baby girls that recently arrived. I gave them their milk 

bottles and held them so that their assigned nurse could catch up on writing paperwork on the desk next to the 

cribs. To describe how I felt while holding these extremely cute babies, I will say this: it gave me a preview of 

what it will be like to be a parent one day.  

When finished with the three newborn girls, I made my way to see the progress on the special Silpancho lunch 

in the kitchen. Inside there, I saw a full cooking operation underway. Upon seeing this, I made my way to 

personally inspect the meat, eggs, rice, and vegetables. With my examination completed, I made my way to find 

the kids so I could play with them again. This time around, they were inside the other building (adjacent to the 

main one) watching a movie on the second floor. When I saw about 2 dozen kids all sitting at the top of the 

stairwell on top of a blanket focused on a television screen, I gently inserted myself behind them in a chair.  

Seated and watching the movie alongside them, I turned my body enough so I could see into the boy’s room 

directly behind me. There were moments where I could understand the movie (since it was in Spanish 

language), but otherwise it was a learning moment for me. For the next hour or so, me, Ramiro, and a female 

staff member accompanied the kids until it was time for the special lunch. I will admit here that while seated 

behind them, the sight of the kids directly in front of me reminded me of my days as a kid when I did the same 

thing. And as another indicator to the level of care provided to the kids, one child needed a new shoe, and their 

assigned staff worker went to the lockers within eyesight to retrieve a new pair for this child.  

With the time approaching 12:15pm, I quietly snuck out down the stairs so I could see more of the orphanage 

property for myself. In doing so, I saw firsthand the back play area where a swimming pool still stood (since 

1997), a concrete surface with spectator stands for watching sports, and the in-progress library project from a 

few years before. Moreover, to capture these sights, I recorded a long video on my Motorola cellphone of these 

areas. I will admit that as I walked around the backside of the property, it felt like I was having years of a past 

life occur once more.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wednesday, November 24, 2022 
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By this time, my stomach was ready for lunch, and 

proceeded to the main room in the main building where the 

fiesta would take place. Once standing there waiting for 

directions, the sounds, and sights of the kids from before 

made their way to where I was. One by one, they took their 

seats and waited to be served. As did days before in which I 

helped serve their lunch meal on my first day back, I did the 

same by retrieving chairs, plates, and utensils from a storage 

room. If more needed to be done, Ramiro and I were 

instructed by our manager to continue getting ready. With 

the tables looking more like a restaurant, it was now time to 

distribute the wonderfully made bowls of Silpancho to each 

kid that was there. As a bonus to elevate the meaning of the 

moment, the little boy I gave the teddy bear to, was also in the room with his new parents. He sat down next to 

me at a smaller table, and when all the kids had their bowls, I was given a special plate just for me.  

With everyone about ready to eat, I quickly thought of an idea: because this was a moment years in the making, 

I said I wanted to quickly address the kids before we all ate. To do this, I stood in 

front of the lockers with everyone as my audience, then said a few things to 

express my gratitude for being there (both in Spanish and English). Before I could 

end my little speech, my manager stood up to give me a gift. On top of this, there 

was an audience member recording this moment on my cellphone that I gave 

them so I could remember this afterwards. I am so happy I did this because in the 

two videos I saw later, the little boy next to me was happily running around as 

though he was ready for the next activity! His joy might have been an 

interruption, but it was okay considering that this moment was one to be shared.  

For the next hour or so, everyone on the property enjoyed this wonderful Bolivian 

cuisine. The kids ate their meals at their tables, and between me, Ramiro, our 

manager, Alejandra, and another guy, we all ate at an adult table. Even the nurse 

who was with the three newborn baby girls down the hall, was given a full-sized 

plate, and to see this all with my eyes made me joyful inside and outside. And to top it off, Ramiro helped bring 

in a few crates containing a bottled beverage identical to the juice I had with my representative at her home. At 

first though, the sight of these glass bottles made me think that we were to drink beer. Turns out that was not the 

case as I learned through the language.  

When the lunch meal finished around 2:00pm, the kids left for an afternoon nap. As I waited for a taxi to take 

me back to the hotel, I quickly replayed the past few hours in my mind. It felt as though the fiesta was the 

pivotal moment of the trip because finally, I was able to cherish and share an experience with everyone rather 

than just by myself. Soon after, I went back to my hotel room so I could shower up for one last evening with my 

representative. A few minutes after 7:00pm, I was with her again in the car. Since I ate a wonderful lunch hours 

before, I told her that I wanted to do something small this time around. Not too long after, we arrived at a small 

restaurant, ordered a small meal, and ate. Once we finished this, she took me back to the hotel where we 

continued to speak and cherish this final night together. Before we said goodbye for the evening, I told her that I 

wanted to give her an early gift. In doing so, we had a heart-to-heart moment of things only a few know about. 

As a summary of what was said, I will say that this conversation was an opportunity for her to learn about my 

compassion, generosity, humility, and appreciation for those I know.  
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Chapter 5  

Be Strong. Be Brave. Recuérdame. The second goodbye: 

November 25, 2021  

When morning time came, I repeated my morning routine 

from before one last time. I ate my final breakfast, then 

made my way back to my room. Instead of getting ready to 

go back out and explore the city more, I finished packing 

my suitcases so I could move on towards the next leg in the 

journey of a lifetime. To begin, I wrote two early Christmas 

cards. One for my representative and a combined one for 

my manager to share with the orphanage. With each placed 

beside each other on a table, I consolidated photos for one as well. When finished placing the last clothes and 

miscellaneous items in my suitcases, I did a double check of my mini apartment to check for any belongings left 

behind. Afterwards, I walked between the three areas of my room to cherish this residence one more time. 

Why? Because to me, it felt as though I was leaving a home away from home, and I wanted to absorb each 

second of it while it lasted. Additionally, I will admit that as I went from area to area, I felt the warm morning 

air from outside beginning to make its way into my room. To feel this made me happy and excited to leave, 

while also keeping my mind focused on the next objective.  

With three suitcases in my hands, I took one final look of my room with half my body through the doorway, 

then proceeded to the reception area of the hotel. In the lobby area, I checked out, politely asked for a taxicab to 

take me to my orphanage, then began the exit down the front steps of the hotel (for a second time ever). Yet 

before I did while in the reception area, I made sure to communicate this on my personal Facebook page, as 

well as announce that I had said goodbye to my orphanage. The reason was because this was one of the last 

opportunities to use the hotel’s WIFI until I got to Jorge Wilsterman airport a few hours later.  

Once completed, I said goodbye to the hotel staff, and thanked them for their hospitality, sincerity, and 

compassion for allowing me to reside there (for a second time). After this, I felt the emotions growing within 

me as I walked toward the exit and taxi outside. I managed to maintain a happy face so that the driver could 

take a few more photos of me on the hotel front steps (just as someone had done with me and my family years 

before). As soon as the photography concluded, a major wave of emotions overtook me because the joy and 

happiness I experienced for the past week was ending. The same thoughts 

that rained through my mind days before during takeoff from Santa Cruz 

were now within me again.  

The taxicab ride to the orphanage was a quiet one. Not as much talk as 

before, but enough to say thanks and to tell him a little about myself. Upon 

arrival, I asked the driver to pull over behind the orphanage property so that 

I could take some final pictures of a playground-park across the street from 

behind the orphanage. Once completed, we pulled up to the gate one final 

time, and my driver helped me carry my bags. I paid my last fare, then 

thanked him. And just like before, my representative was a little behind 

schedule, but arrived about 20 minutes after I was inside enjoying one final 

hour.  
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A beautiful morning sunshine shined down on me as I entered the gate of the orphanage one last time. The sight 

of blooming flowers, foliage, and sounds of little children welcomed me inside just as it had done the past 5 

days. Upon entry, I found my manager and asked how I could be of assistance one more time. My manager 

informed me that there were two children who needed medicine. She then informed me that I needed to help a 

little boy so that he could receive his medicine for a chest cough he had. In the infirmary room, a nurse 

instructed me to sit in a chair. Next, the little boy Antonio was brought out and placed in my lap so I could help 

keep him upright so he could wear a mask. (As a side note here, I knew exactly how he felt because at a 

younger age, I also wore a mask to take medicine). This was done so he could inhale medicine converted into 

vapor from a machine close by. At first, the little boy was resistant and objected to the delivery method, but 

eventually he calmed down and welcomed the medicine. Beside me in a smaller chair, a little girl calmly sat and 

patiently waited as she received her medicine through a mask too.  

About 30 minutes later, these kids received enough medicine, and I proceeded to find the children from before 

so I could play and talk with them one more time. I walked down the hallway towards the main room where I 

thought they were. However, I was unable to find them no matter where I looked. As this thought began to 

settle within me, I also reminded myself that time was also of importance because I had a flight to take in the 

next few hours. When my search efforts to find any kids failed, I stood frozen in the hallway and thought of 

what to do. Part of me wanted to make one last effort just to see their faces from a distance, yet I knew my 

failed search finally served as clear and convincing 

evidence that I was not going to find them with the time I 

had remaining. Before I continue with what I did next, I 

want to mention that had I been able to talk and play with 

them once more, I would have had a similar conversation 

just as I did with the kids in Gloria’s office. As for 

discussion topics, these are a few things I would have 

spoken to them about: bravery, joy, our surroundings close 

and far away, and lastly, a brief insight into what it means to 

be one of us. Nevertheless, I successfully wrote a wonderful 

public speech incorporating these subjects, and more for an 

opportunity I hope to utilize one day with an American 

foundation (if that happens).  

A playground located across the street from the orphanage to the west. Part of Cancha De Arena Salomón Klein.  

Located between Lucas Mendoza and Alcides Arguedas.  

November 25, 2021. 9:16am  
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Switching back to the story now, by accepting the reality of 

not being able to be with the kids one more time, I felt my 

inner sorrow and joy fight for precedence. With my teary 

eyes and heart rate beginning to get the better of me, and 

with a female staff worker watching, I turned around 

towards my manager’s office. Unbeknown to me as I 

contemplated what to do in the hallway there, my 

representative made her way into my manager’s office 

behind my back. Alongside my manager and representative 

were a few other staff members and adults who were also 

present to say goodbye (one of whom was Ramiro).  

After giving my manager a few gifts, I made sure to explain 

one of them to her. Specifically, I gave her my first ever matching top and bottom cycling clothes I wore many 

times before. More so, I explained that I wanted these two pieces of clothes to be displayed alongside photos I 

gave her of myself. The reason for this was because in that moment, I felt as though it was justified to use these 

to symbolize the life of a Salomon Klein child who once lived there. (Later on, it came to my attention that my 

manager might not have fully understood this, and may not have displayed them as I requested).  

With everyone watching me give the last gift and communicate with them one last time, I knew it was time to 

say goodbye. Rather than portray a joyful adult who walked through the gate beforehand, I was honest and 

trusted them by showing how difficult it was to say goodbye to such a special place. This occurred by walking 

slowly through the hallway, down the front steps, shaking everyone’s hand, giving everyone a hug, and looking 

back towards the room where so many other lives ended and began over time. With the warm morning sun 

acting as a blanket, I then turned towards the old metal gate, walked through it, and into my representative’s 

waiting car. Yet before entering, I made sure to give my manager one last hug, looked her in the eyes to 

communicate much more, held her hands the same way we did days before, and said thanks one last time. Inside 

the car, we pulled away from the property down the road. To make one last memory, I turned my head to get 

one final glimpse of my home while waving goodbye.  

The car ride to the airport was rather quiet. My representative driving the car knew exactly why, and I soon re-

focused on the next major objective (boarding my next flight to La Paz). Before though, she and I tried to go 

back to La Cancha to pick up a pair of pants that a seamstress had waiting for me. However, I realized that the 

time of my next flight was approaching soon, and I kindly told my representative that I wanted to go to the 

airport instead. She tried to convince me that we had time, but I wanted to go to the airport. In response, she 

finally agreed, and we proceeded to meet her husband Pablo 

part way there so he could take care of some business at a 

local vehicle registry office. 

As we then made our way through the roads of the south 

zone in the car towards the airport road, the sight of Jorge 

Wilstermann came into view, and I continued to cherish 

everything and everyone within eyesight one last time. 

When we pulled into the airport parking lot, I began to feel 

the emotions once more. Upon entering the airport to check 

in, my representative and her husband were there to help 

me. After getting my boarding pass, we went to the upper 

level towards the departure gates and the security 
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checkpoint I needed to pass through next. Just before I went 

through the security barrier, I pulled them aside and took 

out of my bag the second early Christmas card I wrote a few 

hours before in my hotel room. Just as I had done with my 

manager shortly before, I could not hold it anymore and 

tearfully gave the card to my representative. She opened it, 

and after reading it to the best of her ability, I saw a tear fall 

from one of her eyes. I believe she did so because maybe to 

her, this card resembled memories, and many other thoughts 

during and after her years as a representative.  

Immediately after she finished reading the card, Pablo said 

some words of encouragement to me. I then gave her one 

last hug because in the back of my mind among numerous other memories and thoughts, one stood out: at an 

identical time 20 years before, she and I were also in the process of saying goodbye as I wore that long sleeve 

buffalo shirt. To think of this added a level of comfort, sorrow, and joy that symbolized the success of a lifelong 

goal to return home. After letting go of her, I walked through security, and part way around the corner to my left 

when was I realized that on my right side, a glass wall stood between me and my representative. In this 

moment, I felt very nervous to look through, yet part of me needed to because this really was the final 

opportunity to see her. With my heart rate increasing extremely fast, tears forming again, I calmed myself to 

look in her direction. I put out my right hand, walked forward to place it up on the glass surface, then waved 

goodbye while walking backwards. (Later, she sent me pictures from her cellphone she had in her hand to 

capture this moment for both of us).  

With this third farewell now over, I made my way to the departure gate, saw the airplane outside through the 

window out on the tarmac, and proceeded to process what just happened. Part of me wanted to run in reverse 

direction back towards her comfort, yet part of me knew I had to be an adult and continue. For the next 30 

minutes, I ate some food, examined my surroundings through the windows next to the gate, connected to the 

airport WIFI to send some messages, and waited until the boarding began. When it was time for everyone to 

enter the BOA aircraft, I allowed many to pass by me because all I wanted to do was stand there and cherish 

everything in sight outside.  

When I finally entered the aircraft, the emotions came back again because I wanted to stay in Cochabamba for 

one more night. I think the guy next to me knew I was upset, yet I 

summoned enough strength and bravery to show him I was not. As the BOA 

airplane positioned itself towards takeoff, and accelerated down the runway, 

I took pictures and recorded one long video all the while trying to hold back 

my tears. If one were to watch this video, here is a summary of it: a ground 

level perspective inside an accelerating airplane, moments away from taking 

off with a city surrounded by tall mountains in the background. For noise, 

one can hear some people talking and the sound of roaring jet turbine 

engines at maximum throttle to gain altitude. To top everything off, the sight 

of a hand placed on the glass surface appears as a symbol of joy and sorrow.  

Overall, these goodbyes all in Cochabamba were not easy by any means. 

Why? Because simply, there was an extremely elevated level of value there.  
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Chapter 6   

Plaza España, La Paz, Bolivia 

Since a majority of this story has been written to account for 

my time spent in Cochabamba, I will talk about the second 

destination I visited (La Paz). Rather than continue with 

numerous sections, I will try to write as much as I can here 

in a condensed format. Let me begin by saying that while I 

am from Cochabamba and that the city there is my home, I 

do have a place in my heart for La Paz. For anyone reading 

this that is originally from there (or its surrounding 

communities), your city is amazing. I took an interest to see 

the modern and traditional areas of the metropolis, and I was happy to see this level of awe for a community at a 

rather high altitude. As I later learned, the center of La Paz (area of Plaza del Estudiante), reminded me a little 

of Times Square in New York City. The reason is because I remember being surrounded by moderately tall 

skyscraper style buildings. On top of this, there were a few large LED advertisement boards that were attached 

to the sides of some of the buildings that gave off a similar New York feeling. And to top it all off, I was 

surrounded by lots of people and moving cars in this part of the city.  

After I arrived at the airport in El Alto around 1:00pm, I was greeted by a friend Paola whom I communicated 

with a lot beforehand. Over the next 5 days, Paola and I spent time together when we could. We visited a few 

museums, ate meals at restaurants together, and even went to Copacabana for the day to see Lake Titicaca. Out 

of all these places I visited, one stands out, and is known by the name of Mirador Killi Killi. As someone who 

has now visited this place, I admit that this is a scenic part of the city. From nearly a full 360-degree view, the 

entire city (and more) can be seen. In one direction, I recall seeing the edge of El Alto and the Teleférico cable 

car on the side of the mountain going up towards it. In another, I saw the soccer stadium of Estadio Hernando 

Siles down below. And lastly, I saw distant clouds precipitating a layer of rain down on the city with occasional 

lightning strikes.  

In addition to spending some time with Paola, I made sure to carve out some time to visit a few more people in 

the city. The first was with my distant Bolivian cousin (Maria) because although she was born in La Paz many 

years before, we wanted to meet for the first time since we connected through our Ancestry DNA test. I met 

with my cousin twice, and I cherished every moment because as I later told her, I had a wonderful time and 

miss her often. The second person I needed to see was Rosalia because before the trip began on November 13, 

2021, I visited her daughter (Katherine) in Massachusetts so I could facilitate the delivery of a gift from one 

family member to another. Moreover, Katherine and her 

daughter (Maya) wanted to equip me with some infant 

clothes they had so I could donate them to my orphanage. 

After meeting Rosalia a few times in La Paz, I soon learned 

that the entire Torres family is extremely nice in many 

ways. One of the ways I knew this was the level of 

hospitality and welcoming they had shown me by inviting 

me to their own homes for meals. I even got to learn some 

of their family history, and why some live in USA and 

Bolivia. Shortly after this first meeting with Rosalia, I even 

got a private message in Facebook messenger from her 
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second daughter Fernanda in which she thanked me for visiting her mom, and delivering the family gift from 

USA.  

As the days quickly passed, I once again began the checklist to prepare myself to go back home to Connecticut. 

Before though, I sometimes woke up in the middle of the night or in the morning and thought back to the joy 

and happiness I was experiencing in my birth nation. The memories were extremely fresh in my mind, and part 

of me wanted to reverse directions back to the comfort of my city. Needless to say, in the same way I had done 

before to focus on the task or objective that day, I fought hard to keep these forward thoughts present and not 

allow the past week to make me think otherwise. (Eventually before I left, my friend Paola did see this side of 

me a few times, and I thank her a lot for being a good friend).  

To start the journey back home, Rosalia accompanied me to the BOA airline office in La Paz (on Av. Camacho) 

so I could modify my departure flight to a later time on November 30th. After successfully completing this first 

task with her, she then took me to a Covid test clinic because the airline required all passengers to have a 

negative Covid test to enter the aircraft. Since I had little to no knowledge on where to accomplish this task, 

Rosalia was very helpful to make sure I took a Covid test that same day. Afterwards, we went to a bank so I 

could perform another currency exchange to get me through my remaining days in La Paz.  

On the following day, she brought back my clean clothes she washed for me. Before this though, and while we 

walked from the reception to my room through the ground-level maze of hallways and stairs, we got into a 

conversation about what it was like for me to be in Cochabamba. As we spoke, I realized that the level of 

generosity she continued to show was so welcoming that it was like talking with a family member. In other 

words, I felt comfortable enough to show her some of my disappointment in not being able to visit Villa Tunari 

the week prior. In other words, I told her that I was not okay about it, and said that I can live with that for the 

time being. When it was time to leave in the afternoon on my final day, Rosalia came back by my hotel one 

more time to say goodbye. In doing so, I expressed my gratitude for her assistance, and offered to transport a 

gift on her behalf for her daughters back in Massachusetts, but she kindly declined.  

With the dawn of the second to final day in Bolivia, I spent the entire afternoon getting ready to leave. This 

meant going back down to the center of the city so I could get my test results from the Covid clinic. In addition, 

I also had to pass through to develop photos at a Kodak store. As an indicator to how much walking I did that 

afternoon, thankfully I placed comfort inserts in my shoes to make walking easier throughout the trip. While 

also in the heart of the city that afternoon, I even went back to the BOA office on Av. Camacho with my Covid 

test results. I did this to be sure there was no outstanding paperwork needed to board the airplane the following 

day. The agent was helpful and indicated that I was in good standing and ready to travel home. By the time I 

arrived back at the hotel, Paola was en route because we wanted to exchange Christmas gifts with each other. 

We did this in the reception area next to the front desk, and 

as we did, semi-seasonal music in the background made the 

moment special.  

As my final night at the hotel carried on, there was a 

problem well underway. Specifically, I believe that among 

all the foods I ate in La Paz dating back to the Thursday 

afternoon when I got there, I was experiencing the 

beginnings of contaminated food or something that caused 

an upset stomach. The reason I mention this here is because 

up until this point, there were no other health or medical 

related issues. Even after being in Cochabamba for over a 
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week, I managed to get through that city with only altitude sickness. The first indicators that I was experiencing 

an upset stomach was on Sunday (November 28, 2021) in the afternoon. Thankfully, I had some stomach 

medicine with me in my suitcase that provided some relief. On top of this, I continued to drink Mate de Coca as 

it added additional relief with the stomach pills I had.  

Yet as Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday came and went, my stomach was getting worse and worse. I 

continued to take the stomach medicine and drank more Mate de Coca, but these only provided temporary 

relief. It was on either Monday or Tuesday early in the morning (around 5:45am La Paz time) that I finally 

decided to call my parents to tell them about it. In doing so, I woke them up from their sleep, and we 

determined that I might have eaten one too many dairy products, or possibly eaten some contaminated food 

since arriving to this second city. Nevertheless, they told me to get to Miami and tough it out because once there 

it would be much easier to get help. When I arrived at the airport in El Alto to go back to Miami on Tuesday 

afternoon, my stomach did its best to remain calm. Even after getting to Santa Cruz that same evening and 

waiting in the airport there for almost 4 hours, my stomach continued to deteriorate. Now more than ever, I 

wanted to be back in the United States to get better medicine and return to my normal diet. The indicator I knew 

this stomach episode was over and done with was a day or two after I got back to Connecticut, I felt no more 

stomach discomfort.  

Chapter 7 “The joy of life…A new and different sun” (Christopher McCandless).  

November 30, 2021 

With my final day in La Paz underway, I made sure to give Paola an early Christmas gift that acted as a big 

thank you for being my friend, and for being part of this special moment in my life. In return, I helped her 

deliver gifts she wanted to give friends residing in the United States. To do this, I took her gifts home with me 

in my suitcase and mailed them to their recipients through UPS or USPS when I got home a few days later. (If 

you are reading this story and received a gift mailed from me on behalf of Paola, you know who you are).  

Before I checked out of my hotel, I had a few hours to myself, and rode around in the Teleférico cable car on 

the yellow and green lines. Truth be told, the days had gone by so fast that for a moment, I thought I would not 

ride the cable car. But after convincing myself to do this, I can now say I did! When it was time to leave, it was 

around 3:00pm, and Paola wanted to accompany me to the airport in El Alto. We called a taxi, then made our 

way up to the airport on some of the mountainous backroads of Sopocacahi and Distrito 1. After arriving to the 

airport in El Alto, Paola and I had the opportunity to meet another Bolivian adoptee who was visiting for her 

first time too. It was a pleasure to meet this adoptee for the short time we did in the airport! When it was time to 

say goodbye to Paola, I made sure to do so as I knew it would be quite some time until I saw her again. (Still to 

this day, Paola and I keep in touch often, and we look 

forward to seeing each other again one day).  

As I went up the stairs towards the security checkpoint and 

the departure gates, I quickly made a post in Facebook to 

tell everyone that I had left the city and was on my way 

home. As this adventure of a lifetime was coming to an end 

right before my eyes, I found it easier to say goodbye to this 

city than it was to Cochabamba. I believe a major reason for 

this is because while La Paz was also another unique place 

to visit and experience, Cochabamba is my home away from 

home. The sounds and sights of everyone and everything 

there are ones I will never forget.  



Page 38 of 58    © 2022 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Upon entry into the aircraft, I had another window seat on the Boeing 737 BOA aircraft. Like before, I made 

sure to cherish the beautiful landscape below me through the window as El Alto and La Paz faded away into the 

distance. As the airplane made its way to Santa Cruz, the daylight went away, and a night sky took over. 

Naturally so, I remember that we were likely to fly over Cochabamba and maybe I could see the city lights from 

above. As I looked through the window to see my home again, I found it difficult to do so. There was not 

enough daylight and too much darkness to see the city that I fell in love with. With this disappointment, I gave 

into my emotions again and felt uneasy.  

When the airplane finally arrived in Santa Cruz, we exited one by one, and went our separate ways. Some were 

going to the United States with me while some were not. One thing I did notice quickly was the difference in 

the temperature. Rather than a consistent cold air just as it had been in La Paz two hours before, the evening 

was now hot and humid inside Viru Viru International Airport. Because of this, I made sure to remove my 

sweater and button-down shirt for a short one. 

Once back in the main area of the airport, I made sure to give my two primary suitcases to the front desk, then 

attempted to pass through the security checkpoint. In doing so, an airport worker held me up for some unknown 

reason, and eventually let me pass through when there was about 30 minutes to go until the boarding process 

began. Once I was through this checkpoint, I waited along with everyone else in the waiting area. I thought 

about purchasing some Mate de Coca to take with me to Connecticut, but chose not to because I was unsure if it 

would be confiscated by American customs. As 30 minutes turned into nearly an hour, I began to feel the 

stomach medicine losing effectiveness, and that is when I 

stood up to walk off some of the discomfort.  

When the boarding process began for the large 767 BOA 

aircraft about 15 minutes before 11:00pm, I made sure to 

tell everyone in Facebook that I was one step closer to 

coming home. Little did I know, the Bolivian boy within me 

was not ready to leave and was waking up from a long nap. 

After locating my window seat, I prepared myself for sleep 

by getting my sweater and button down ready again. In 

addition, I looked through another carry-on luggage with 

me that contained one of the colorful blankets I purchased 

from the La Cancha market the week before. Once in hand, 

I used this as a blanket to keep me warm since I knew from 

beforehand what may happen if I did not.  

Viru Viru International Airport 

Santa Cruz, Bolivia. 7:44pm 
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As the large airplane positioned itself on the runway, the monstrous engines increased in power to accelerate for 

takeoff. With speed increasing each second, I remain laser focused on everything outside the window to 

everything one last time. At full speed, the plane lifted off the ground, and was angled towards the night sky. 

Still attentive on a dark sky outside, this is where the Bolivian boy inside me woke up to say goodbye to his 

beautiful Bolivia. I made sure to capture this moment by taking pictures despite there being little in sight. All 

that could be seen was a flashing green or red strobe on a wing that at full illumination, made the tri color BOA 

logo visible. To describe this more, the very edge of the wing features a dark blue base color with vertical lines 

in the colors of green, red, and yellow parallel to each other. Additionally, these vertical lines appear identical to 

those of a bird with feathers. (Maybe BOA did this on purpose to replicate the wings of the Andean Condor 

bird).  

With the sight of a beautiful land seconds away from no longer being seen, the little Bolivian boy and I 

extended our hands to hold on until the very last moment when no more could be seen. As we did this, the sky 

clouds came into sight and obscured our views of the land down below, and that is when we knew it was over. 

With nothing more to see, I felt ready for sleep, wiped away my tears, and began to think towards another part 

of the world I knew as home.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

11:47pm 

My final memory 
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Chapter 8  

C for Connecticut, C for Conrad, Conrad is home. 

December 1, 2021 

When I woke up from the night before, it was a new day. 

The time was around 4:30 in the morning, and a dark sky 

surrounded the aircraft. By my estimate, I was somewhere 

over the combined island of Cuba and Puerto Rico. Quickly, 

my mind reversed directions and thought about Bolivia. To 

not wake up in the comfort of my hotel bed in Cochabamba 

or La Paz, and to know that I would not see everyone, and 

everything back home quickly awoke the little Bolivian boy 

from his sleep.  

By the time the plane landed at Miami airport, it was a few minutes before 5:15am. After exiting one by one 

just as we boarded the night before, and as I walked towards the American customs gate to reenter the country, I 

was able to see part of the Boliviana de Aviación airplane one last time through a window. Immediately, I 

paused to look at the airplane one last time because to me, this was the final time I saw some resemblance of the 

past two and a half weeks. I cherished this final moment because to me, I knew things would be different once I 

walked away towards the American customs desk. Like I had done before during the ascent away from 

Cochabamba, and like I did the night before just as the cloud line in the sky obscured my view leaving Santa 

Cruz, I waved goodbye to my beautiful Bolivia. Rightfully so, my watery eyes told me that I was once again, 

home.  

An hour or so after landing in the United States (for the second time ever), and after I gathered my two suitcases 

from the baggage claim carousel, I found myself thinking of what to do. I had about 5 hours until my final flight 

back to Connecticut state, but beforehand, my stomach voiced in hunger for a morning meal. When I found a 

place to eat, turns out it was at a Dunkin Donuts booth within eyesight of the Boliviana de Aviación check-in 

desk from before. How ironic it was to see the starting point all over again with passengers already in the check-

in line. With no benches or tables in sight, I sat up against a wall on the cold granite floor of the airport. When 

finished eating my breakfast, I began to think about my next goal for the day (getting back to Connecticut). As I 

thought about a strategy, my mind began to recall the events of the past two weeks. It was as though a highlight 

montage was going through my mind with various background music, and as this carried on minute after 

minute, I sensed something was not quite right. Needless to say, I began to sense a feeling of defeat and 

disappointment simultaneously.  

With one more flight from Miami to Bradley Airport, I 

would be home. Before this though, it came to my attention 

that a fellow Bolivian adoptee overseas had just passed 

away. Though I never met this adoptee and never had a 

chance to communicate with extensively, I will admit; as I 

viewed this announcement while sitting on a bench on the 

lower level of the American Airlines departure gates, I felt 

my heart go out for this adoptee, her family, and anyone out 

there who had friendship or some sort of connection with 

her. In other words, descansa en paz AHN.  
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After my American Airlines flight departed for Connecticut 

that afternoon around 12:45pm, I thought about how to 

begin telling my waiting parents, friends, and many more 

about this adventure of a lifetime back up in New England 

and elsewhere. As I did this, I also kept an eye out through 

the window one final time to see a familiar land from above. 

The nice part about this flight was that unlike before on the 

way down to Miami, I felt much better internally that I 

connected one of my cellphones to the airplane’s WIFI. By 

doing this, I was able to pass the time by enjoying some 

good American television.  

When I landed in Connecticut a few hours later, the time 

was a few minutes after 3:45pm, and after deboarding one by one, I made sure to do one last thing before I 

walked away from the gate. That is, in similar fashion as I had done a few times over the past 24 hours, I once 

again looked through a large glass window towards the sky to communicate many feelings, thoughts, and a final 

goodbye to everyone and everything back home in Bolivia. As I began to walk away to gather my suitcases 

from down below at the luggage carousel, I noticed that my dad was just beyond the TSA security checkpoint 

waiting for me. We began to talk a little, but I wanted to do one last thing before I walked any further. I opened 

the Facebook app on my Motorola Android smartphone and within a minute or so, made one final 

announcement to say that Conrad was home.  

During the drive with my dad, my mom was at home making me a warm meat-panini cheese sandwich for 

dinner. As we made our way through familiar roads I had been on numerous times before in a car or on a bike, I 

began to feel the re-integration into my American life go through my mind. By this I mean I began to think like 

an American again and less of a Bolivian. When we arrived 

home about 25 minutes later, I was welcomed home by my 

mom in our kitchen and my English Setter dog (named Chip).  

While part of me was happy and eager to tell them about my 

experience and adventure of a lifetime in more detail over the 

next hour or so, I felt something inside me. Meaning, the 

same joy and happiness I just experienced was trying to be 

free and happy again. Instead of coming out as smile and 

laughter, it came out as sorrow and thoughts of wanting to go 

back to the comfort of my orphanage, my representative, 

friends, and new acquaintances. Despite this, I put on a happy 

face, and proceeded to talk to my parents and showed them 

pictures that did not make it on Facebook (such as ones from inside the orphanage). More importantly, I made 

sure to shower up and eat that panini sandwich I was hungry for. 

Little did I know that as the evening carried on, the little Bolivian boy inside me was quietly sleeping. Likewise, 

the adult me prepared for a new day, a new job to begin the following week, and most importantly, how to live 

again while outside Bolivia. In other words, that evening was a foreshadow of things to come as my American 

life carried on once more.  
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Chapter 9 Reflections  

If you have made it this far into my extensive story, congratulations! You are past the halfway point and have 

more reading to do.  

Do I want to continue visiting Bolivia?  

I absolutely want to visit everyone and everything in Bolivia again in the future. For too long of a time I lived 

without this in my life. Because of this, I refuse to go another lengthy absence from it all.  

What were easy and difficult moments while at the orphanage?  

When I was at the orphanage, I was happy and joyful about 95% of the time. Really, I was. There were some 

difficult moments, and one was when one of the newborn girls had to have her body measurements taken, and 

another when a different newborn girl had to have a blood sample taken. Miscellaneous moments occurred 

when I said my goodbyes for the day each time, when I gave a departing little boy a teddy bear, and finally, 

when I examined some photo album scrapbooks. These contain photos of the children who grew up in 

Connecticut state (and surrounding states), and I found it difficult to look at them because I began to sense that 

they returned sooner in their lives. Looking back on all these moments now, a common denominator is that for 

each challenging moment, the little Bolivian boy inside me came back to life. In other words, the little Bolivian 

boy expressed himself during these moments rather than remain silent.  

Switching to easy moments, these were such as when I was actively involved in helping my orphanage. More 

moments include being with the babies, with the older kids, or even helping in the kitchen. Looking back on the 

good moments, I believe the rationale for these was because I felt the adult within me take over and be 

dedicated to the moment each time they occurred. If a child simply needed help on the playground to get onto 

the swing set, I helped that child. If I was asked to help hold a baby, I did so. If I saw the kitchen staff in need of 

help, I stepped in when I could. Yet one of the easier and rewarding moments came one day on the playground. 

Specifically, while outside with the kids, a female staff member came outside from the main room holding the 

hand of a little crying girl. After learning why the girl was upset, because she had just come from the dental 

room next to the kitchen, I offered my assistance. I did this by getting down to eye level with the girl, gave her a 

hug, and held her hand as we walked around the playground. After a few minutes of playing with her on a 1 to 1 

basis on the seesaw and swing set, she cried no more and laughed with a beautiful Bolivian smile. Naturally so, 

she returned to playing with the other kids. To me, this signified a job well done, and a big brother-parent 

moment I will always remember.  

How is my orphanage a home for the children?  

Salomon Klein is a home for any child (including adult Marc Conrad) because when there, there is a lot of love 

and support for any child at any age. I saw this and I will always attest to this because the staff does make the 

extra effort to compensate to keep the kids happy, safe, and healthy always. How so? The kitchen cooks 

nutritious meals for the kids always (as I learned myself twice during the visit there). I will also attest to the fact 

that for grown Salomon Klein adoptees like myself to be granted permission to visit, this adds another benefit in 

my mind to the children because it adds a little more to their child development (considering their development 

is slightly altered when in the confines of the orphanage). For the children to see an older version of themselves, 

male or female, I believe helps them in that it shows them what it means to be a human, what it means to 

communicate, etc. If for nothing else, these interactions do add value because in my mind, some interactions are 

better than none.   
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In general terms, Salomón Klein is a home and orphanage for the children of Cochabamba, Bolivia, and the 

children who live there range from newborn to 7 (depending upon the child’s case). It is here that these Bolivian 

children are taken care of and raised for either a temporary or more permanent time frame until the child 

reaches an older age, or is adopted. At an older age, and upon cause, the child is then admitted to a new home, 

and then another home until adult age. 

What does the dining hall and playground mean to the children?  

The dining hall where the children eat is also where the orphanage hosts events for the kids, and where children 

like me get to see their home again. In addition, I recall seeing photos of a past visit by some Salomon Klein-

Connecticut adoptees back in the mid 2000’s and how their pictures were taken in the same spot. I can now say 

the same! As for the playground, this is where they can run, laugh, grow, and act like children.  

What does “the room” mean for me? 

Next to the front door of the orphanage on the right side is a door that leads into a room. Inside this room are 

about three benches to sit on, and each bench is positioned in front of a wall. Together, these make up, “the 

room.” The reason these two words are in quotation marks is because for many Bolivian children like me, this 

was where they met their adoptive families for the first time. Whether it was before me in 1997, or after, this is 

the same room where so many boys and girls met their new families. In addition, this is where in my opinion, 

one life ended, and another began. By this I mean 1) where the true Bolivian identities and lives of boys and 

girls within us were put on pause and told to wait, and 2) where our new adoptive identities and lives began. 

During my visit in November 2021, I saw framed photos of many children with their adoptive families on each 

wall. I do not recall how many exactly, but enough to wonder who they are, and where they are now.  

General observations of the orphanage  

The orphanage is structured and well taken care of. It was clean and gave off first impressions that the staff 

there all contribute towards making it a living home for the children there. Whether it be the office workers or 

the kitchen staff, everyone contributes. Without digressing off topic too much, there were some things that 

caught my attention.  

First and foremost, I did notice that the ratio of children to staff could be better. To improve this, I would allow 

and recruit former children to spend time with the kids. By doing so, this would alleviate some pressure of the 

routine staff to focus on one or more child who need 1 to 1 attention. When me, Ramiro, and another adult guy 

around our age were there one day with the kids outside at the playground, the ratio was better, and I am sure 

the common staff appreciated having three guys with the kids. The fact that we were all guys I believe was also 

beneficial for the children’s development. 

Another area of improvement involves the kitchen. Specifically, the kitchen is adequate so that it can produce 

enough food for the kids. However, the kitchen staff and the setup need to reflect a metric by which it can 

reasonably keep up with demand. In other words, I see an area of improvement here revolving around supply 

and demand where if the number of kids increases (demand), then so does the supply among the kitchen staff, 

and the appliances that enables them to turn out food.  

Switching to kid’s sleeping rooms, I saw where the babies and infants sleep. They were well structured, clean, 

and even decorated. When not in use, the beds were already made for another child to sleep in. I even saw 

where the older boys sleep in the second building next to the main one because while with the kids there one 

day, I sat behind them in a chair as they watched a movie from an elevated television (secured to a wall between 

their room and where the girl’s room is). The way I saw the boy’s room was by twisting my body so much that I 
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got a 180-degree perspective of their room. By doing so, I saw a very clean room, and well-made bunk beds and 

single beds with blankets and pillows already in place. Had I not done this, I would not have seen any of it.  

How much of a language barrier was there? How did I navigate this?  

Considering my primary destination and all the places I visited or passed through in Bolivia, there was a 

language barrier wherever I went. I knew about this long before the trip even started. Yet in my mind, I knew 

ahead of time to not think about my inability to speak the language. Rather, I focused on the vocabulary I knew 

and thought outside the box to use other words or phrases to aid my communication. The first test in all of this 

came at the BOA check in desk at Miami. That was rather simple because the airline agent guy knew English 

language and after seeing my documents, figured out that I was most likely not fluent in the language.  

As for the following morning when I arrived at Santa Cruz, that was a different story. I struggled a little when I 

learned that I needed to complete my customs and Covid health form immediately then and there. More so, I 

struggled again when the SABSA Customs officer interviewed me so he could admit me into the country. With 

one look at my American passport and Bolivian identity card, he realized he too needed help, and called for 

assistance. Out of the half dozen or so officers in the customs line, a large man of about 6 feet (2 meters) stood 

before me and proceeded to ask me my name, destination, and whether I had any prohibited items in my 

luggage.  

The last major moment where I struggled with the language was when I checked out of my hotel in 

Cochabamba. Because I accidentally made a reservation for an identical named hotel two weeks before through 

Expedia, and by moving into my apartment style hotel around the corner (at the right Hotel Apart Regina), this 

caused me to technically reside there without any reservation. When it came time to leave on November 25th, 

they asked for payment and for a good 10 minutes I was very confused on what it was I was being asked. By the 

time I figured out that they were asking for a credit card to make payment on my actual stay, I felt foolish for 

not being able to understand the communication from the start. Looking back on all of it now, I did better than I 

thought I would considering my limited proficiency in the language. I believe part of my success while there 

was due to a prior engagement and commitment to learn the language through music, reading, or by watching 

news all in the language. Combined with an ability to learn in the moment, aided me as well.  

Has the nation developed, or is it a banana republic? Was it what I thought it would be?  

Having visited the nation, it is not a banana republic, and here is why. Between prior conversations, photos, and 

videos of Bolivia, these all confirmed and validated what I saw and experienced. A few times before, I was 

reminded that while parts of Bolivia did reflect the rural and less-developed narrative, there were numerous 

indicators that the nation continues to modernize like the rest of the developed world. An early example of this 

was the wide use of smartphones in Cochabamba (then later in La Paz). Likewise, another example was the 

bright LED advertisement boards some buildings had constructed on their exteriors in both cities as well. To 

me, this signified that this level of technology was accepted then implemented from abroad. On the other hand, 

there was some evidence that the nation is a little behind. An example of this was at my orphanage in the 

medical – infant room and how they used a Windows XP computer to write intake papers on. To me, this 

signified that the latest and greatest technology takes time to be implemented. Whether this is true and more 

common in the nation than just my orphanage, remains an open question. Nevertheless, and as a side note now, 

I do not want these descriptions to depict a negative narrative. Rather, I write these to reflect the lives of the 

Bolivian people, their values, and how they work with what they have.  

Moving onto another area that affirms an initial thought I had of the nation, in both cities I visited there was 

routine poverty in most areas I passed through. Before I go any farther, I want to be clear and honest by saying 
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that I want to convey that in seeing this there, I learned an extremely valuable life lesson. Whether it was the 

sight of a teenage boy sleeping inside a small ATM booth, children with their mom on the sidewalk or street 

corner trying to sell stuff for money, or anyone appearing lost and looking for something, these were moments 

in which I knew poverty was around me. Why? Because children at those ages are supposed to be in school for 

starters, and adults should be working. In this case, only half was true.  

Moreover, having seen poverty numerous times before in American communities (especially in New York 

City), something about the poverty in Bolivia caught my attention. Specifically, while in Copacabana, I had a 

learning moment during the hike up to Cerro El Calvario. Specifically, I passed by one adult parent with a 

young daughter at their table containing stuff for sale and learned something. After seeing this sight, I thought 

to myself this is a unique place to set up a table. In the one or two minutes this lasted, I felt compelled to stop 

and purchase a bottled water they had for sale (among other consumer goods). The reason was because not only 

was I thirsty for water, but I also wanted to support their small business they set up. Once at the summit with 

Paola, we continued to walk alongside the plateau until we reached the edge of the cliff overlooking the lake. 

As we made our way closer, we passed by more tables with more consumer goods and novelty souvenirs for 

sale. Upon seeing this, I rethought to myself this is another unique place to set up a table, and why would 

someone set up shop here?  

With all this said, you (the reader) might be wondering how this correlates with the opening topic of the 

paragraph. Well, let me connect it back by saying this: at one time or another, I was told that it was inevitable to 

see scenes like I had on the way up the mountain in Copacabana. Nevertheless, what I saw were the Bolivian 

people living their lives in an arguably sincere and humble manner. To sit outside in the sun, rain, warm 

weather or cold, takes bravery, strength, courage, and humility at a location such as that. Lastly, these sights in 

Copacabana came after many alike in Cochabamba and La Paz. The difference in those communities was that 

instead of a table, many often used only a blanket on the concrete or dirt ground to establish their economies.  

Back to the nation and modernization, Bolivia is just as others are in the world. An indicator of this was when I 

saw a mixture of modern and older automobiles in both cities I passed through. Likewise, I saw a spectrum of 

well-known and lesser-known manufacturers in both cities. These ranged from Ford Motor Company, Toyota, 

Nissan, Harley Davidson motorcycles, and an unknown manufacturer my representative drove. As I saw these 

again and again, a thought came up. Specifically, I recall seeing a first-generation Ford Expedition, and I began 

to wonder if some vehicles in front of me were ones that were imported from North American markets. And as 

a major sign of technology, the fact that a modern cable car was up and running in La Paz across numerous lines 

convinced me that the country took a major step forward since I was last there (in 1997).  

Likewise, I also realized that these automobiles served as another indicator that I was far away from everything 

American I knew. Additionally, for each time I saw a car dealership, this served as a sign that I was in a more 

affluent or safer section of the city. And lastly, regarding stores, whenever I went to a local grocery store such 

as Hipermaxi, the check-out lines were no different than that in American stores I had been to. By this I mean, 

they had an elevated conveyor table and electronic cashier register systems to sell consumer goods by means of 

a debit or credit card. And better yet, not all but some restaurants had wireless credit card machines that some 

used to pay for their meals. All in all, the nation and communities were slightly different than what I expected 

(in a good way).  
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What was an upset, letdown, or disappointment of the trip?  

There were three major upsets, letdowns, and disappointments of the trip. The first was not being able to visit 

the village my documents say that I am from (Villa Tunari). Since I traveled from one part of the world to 

another, this was on my top places to visit. However, the problem was that 1) I never made a hotel reservation 

or knew of any bus route that would take me there. And 2) my representative told me that it was not safe for me 

to travel there because of an on-going political situation. By this she meant that my English language 

background might serve as grounds for someone or something to take advantage of me by. 

The other letdown was not meeting more people in the WhatsApp group I was in that helped me out greatly 

while in Cochabamba. I always made the effort to communicate with the group about the day ahead or 

highlights from it. One invited me to their restaurant in Cochabamba for some Silpancho, and two others kindly 

visited me at my hotel after my medical moment. What made this meaningful was that after my body returned 

to normal, one of them took time out of his day to show me around the city by foot and through a taxi. And to 

top it off, we even ate out at a local restaurant at one of the corners of Plaza 14 de Septiembre.  

Speaking of this plaza, that reminds me. When I was at La Cancha, I was able to purchase all the gifts and small 

items I wanted. These included miniature Llamas or Alpacas, my own Chullo hat, the colorful blankets, and a 

genuine flag of Bolivia and Cochabamba. However, I wish I purchased one of those traditional-Andean style 

cape layers. To me, these signify part of the culture, and I wished I purchased one of these while there or 

elsewhere in the trip. Moreover, since I was unsure of how much (if any) Mate de Coca I could bring with me 

back home to Connecticut, I was safe and did not bring any. Afterwards, it came to my attention that if it were 

in a checked suitcase, it would have made it through fine. Lesson learned.  

Regarding the orphanage, I wish I spent more time with the babies because they really do need someone to hold 

them, to teach them to walk, and someone to play with. If for nothing else, this is what my orphanage needs 

help with. More so, since there were small rooms on the second floor for selected staff to sleep in, I wish I had 

communicated my desire to sleep in one of these rooms, or someplace else just for one night. Why? So that I 

could experience what it is like to be there overnight. In addition, when it was time to visit on the big day, I 

forgot to try and activate Strava. The reason is because just as I had done many times before for a bike ride or 

other exercise, Strava is a piece of software that enables all exercises and similar activities to be recorded 

electronically, and I wish I had been able to record the long walk I planned to do from my hotel to the 

orphanage. By doing so, I would have had another memory to cherish, while also telling another group of 

people I knew back in the states a little more about me than they already knew.  

Another letdown was not budgeting more time to be in Cochabamba. The reason was because as the first few 

days passed, and then especially when it was time to say goodbye (on American Thanksgiving Day), I was not 

ready to leave. Put simply, I wish I had more time to explore the city and to get to know the locals more than I 

did through new mini adventures. For next time, I would like to see one of the people I met at the orphanage 

again. Specifically, I met a guy (named Ramiro) at the orphanage. He also lived at the orphanage back in the 

mid 1990’s before I was there as a baby, and I hope that next time I visit he can show me more of the city (just 

like the Australian guy did with me the week before).  

And lastly, the final disappointment was not being able to go to the Bolivian government office to obtain a new 

Bolivian Plurinational passport. I learned that because I am a Bolivian national born, and that I was within the 

country, all I had to do was go to a government building within Cochabamba or La Paz to obtain a new Bolivian 

passport. And to add a little insult to injury, the cost for a new passport would have been waived allegedly, and 

that it would only take a day or two for a new passport to be made from scratch. More so, I had all my 
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documents to file for a new one, yet time ran out. Now I will have to pay the 150 American dollars at any 

consulate office outside the nation.  

What feeling or experience occurred that was unexpected (positive or negative)? 

Before taking off on November 15, 2021, I thought about a lot of scenarios that may constitute as an unexpected 

feeling or experience. Meaning, if there was an unexpected moment it was because I did not have prior 

communication that would have prepared me more than I was. When these unexpected moments finally 

occurred there, I did not react in a surprised manner. But to answer the question as to any unexpected moments 

or feelings, I will list some and briefly explain why:   

• I knew ahead of time to be ready for profound moments such as when I would say goodbye. However, 

when they occurred as they did, I did not expect them to be as impactful as they were. In other words, it 

hurt a lot to leave.  

• The medical moment at my hotel during the morning of November 19, 2021, was a very unexpected 

experience. I thought it would happen in El Alto or La Paz because of the greater altitude there.  

• The arrival of two children, a newborn girl (Valencia) and a girl about age 3 (Alicia) at my orphanage 

were unexpected moments and surprises that I am happy to be a witness of. During Valencia’s intake, a 

nurse at my orphanage instructed me to help her record linear measurements. Being the caring adult I 

am, I did as I was told. Yet the specific instruction was to hold her head up against a piece of flat wood 

with both of my hands while the nurse extended the legs onto another piece of flat wood to record a 

height measurement. While I believe this is routine and standard procedure during the intake of any 

child to the orphanage, my participation and holding Marisol’s head (by essentially restraining any head 

movement), was one that she did not like. She cried for us to stop, yet we could not because a 

measurement had to be taken. In addition, and as part of procedure, a blood sample needed to be taken 

for analysis by a visiting medical physician. As I held another one of the other small baby girls in my 

arms outside in the hallway (Mercedes), the doors to the medical-infant room closed so the blood could 

be drawn. Inevitably so, Marisol cried as her blood was drawn. As difficult as the moment was for her, 

this moment was made beneficial for myself and everyone nearby because I held Mercedes in my arms 

outside the medical room while Marisol followed through with her intake process. Looking back on this 

moment with these newborn girls, the staff was happy I was able to comfort one baby while another was 

not. Likewise, if there was a time spent at my orphanage in which I may refuse or be hesitant to do again 

if asked, this may be why.  

• Regarding the other 3-year-old child that arrived (Alicia), I recall a few observations. First and foremost, 

the arrival of her was unexpected to me. A man and woman wearing aqua-sky blue vests brought her 

into the orphanage after making the trip all the way from the Chapare nearby Villa Tunari. (I believe it 

was Chapare but could be wrong). As my manager and a nurse began her intake process, and since I was 

there in the same room helping the three small baby girls already, I saw bits and pieces of Alicia’s intake 

over my shoulders. Specifically, I recall the part where my manager and nurse conducted a visual 

examination of her top to bottom to check for signs of nourishment, abuse, neglect, and any other 

indicators that gave them an estimate to the child’s health. To do this though, they had to remove all 

clothes from her body. This way, they had maximum sight to see her skin top to bottom. Afterwards in 

the days that followed before I left, I recall Alicia made some progress in her integration to the other 

kids by playing and talking with them a little. But while she sat at one of the tables in the main room one 

day, I noticed something. She had a face that to me, resembled a lot of sensory processing occurring at 

various speeds. In other words, she sat alone at the table, did not want to eat sometimes, and gave off a 
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face that resembled internal questions such as “Where am I? Who are these people around me? What 

will happen today? Does anyone (I knew from before) know that I am here?.”  

• When it came time to interacting with the children at my orphanage, I was delighted at the open arms 

and warm welcome. Yet, to my surprise a positive moment I will always recall is how quickly the young 

children latched onto me. In other words, I was surprised at how quickly the 3–5-year-olds valued and 

wanted a piece of me. Specifically, it was the little girls who from the start wanted to hold on to me and 

never let go. This first occurred outside on the front steps on day 1 when a girl was so amazed and happy 

to be with an older boy such as myself. As some of my photos now show, this girl put her hands on my 

head, and cherished the feeling of my semi-recently cut Bolivian hair.  

• During day 1 at the orphanage, while inside the main room, and just before the kids did their welcome 

dances for me, the second group of kids (also ages 3-5) also welcomed me, and were delighted to see 

me, and wanted to all give me many hugs. Once again, it was mostly the little girls that were awed and 

amazed to see the man I am. After I accepted a pot of flowers from them, the little girls wanted me to 

give them a hug. I kneeled and did so, and that is where once they laid arms on me, they never wanted to 

let go. With their little hands, they held my bigger hands, and smiled brightly at me even though I wore 

a mask over my smile. Never once did I shed or break a tear from my eyes. And even if I wanted to, 

those feelings were overtaken by the joy and comfort of the little ones holding onto me. Above all, I 

believe the children valued me and never wanted to let go because it is a little uncommon, as well as a 

little rare for an older Bolivian boy such as myself to be with them. Likewise, I believe my presence and 

interaction was able to add a little more to their child development than without me.  

• When I visited La Cancha market with my representative the first time, she introduced me to a woman at 

one table. In doing so, I was told that this woman has seen many adopted Bolivian children of all ages 

like myself, and other adoptive families pass through over time. In other words, for just as long as I have 

been alive for, this woman has seen many children leave then return for a visit. The way I knew this was 

because through the bits and pieces of language both women spoke, I got the impression that they have 

known each other for many years by means of friendship and visits beforehand.  

What thoughts and lessons did I leave Bolivia with? 

There were many thoughts and lessons I left with. Since there are so many that I could talk forever about, listed 

below are some.  

A) I am a sensitive person for various reasons. Sometimes it is an asset whereas other times it is my weakness. 

The second was rather apparent during my difficult moments, and I do not deny this nor hide it anymore.  

B) International traveling during the present Covid-19 pandemic is possible, yet it requires more planning and 

problem solving compared to a world without one.  

C) Regarding my orphanage, and Conrad rule #1, the babies are not just any babies. They are Bolivian 

Babies. To see their cute little hands, eyes, faces, and beautiful black Andean-style hair composes this rule. 

Additionally, their cute voices and calm body movements served as indicators that these children trusted me.  

D) My manager, the kids, and the staff welcomed me with open arms. Some of the kids liked me so much that it 

was like a magnet with them. Whether it was in the dining room and again outside in the playground, they all 

wanted a piece of me. There is a positive and beautiful side of the home because when the kids can play and 

interact with visitors (let alone an individual like myself), they really are happy and joyful. Because of the 

number and abundance of children there, my orphanage needs every set of helping hands to help.  
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E) Still regarding my orphanage, the present Covid-19 pandemic situation has made a challenging task of caring 

for children even more challenging. Nonetheless, my orphanage has simply problem solved its way through. 

And lastly, having visited and spent time there, I experienced what it is like to be a child again, a brother again, 

as well as what it will be like to be a parent one day. In addition to these experiences, I gained two more in the 

form of being a teacher and a childcare worker.  

F) I have many questions relating to human psychology, sociology, and child development in relation to the 

interaction I had with the children at my orphanage.  

G) My medical moment at my hotel served as an extreme lesson. The reason is because if I ever feel any of 

those symptoms, I now know what to do. If this ever happens again, I will get help rather than experience it all 

over again.  

H) While with my representative one day, we spoke again about what it was like many years ago. I learned of a 

few stories that made me feel very grateful and sympathetic for her service. For example, for every additional 

minute or hour she spent with families like mine, was another she was not with hers. Afterwards until it was 

time to leave Cochabamba, she sometimes saw how lessons like this were beginning to settle within me. More 

so, we spoke about one exceedingly difficult subject. What was that? She now knows more of my values and 

how I feel sometimes.  

What suggestions would you give to other adoptees considering returning for their first time?  

There is a lot of advice and wisdom I would share with adoptees. To keep it all short and to the point, here are a 

few thoughts:  

A) Realize immediately that whatever plan you have is subject to modification as it occurs. Despite having a 

good one after leaving my house on the first day, it did change along the way.  

B) In one way or another, one or more opportunities will present themselves to step outside one’s comfort zone.  

C) It is totally fine and justified to feel the way one may feel before, during, and after the first time back.  

D) Having proficiency in the language of the destination the adoptee is going towards, or the locations one may 

visit, helps. Language is a foundational skill, so it will help tremendously to have proficiency wherever one 

travels.  

E) When something unexpected happens, and if it is medical or safety related (like mine was), then the adoptee 

will need to think and act quickly. This connects to what was mentioned above in suggestion A.  

F) It helps a lot to have one, two, or more people to act as resources for the adoptee to be in communication 

with while in their destination. Preferably, these resources should be within reasonable proximity, or have 

firsthand knowledge of the local community and culture.  

Conclusion (Since the trip, December 1, 2021-present)  

How have I spent my time after the trip?  

Since I arrived home from Bolivia, I have done many things. Regarding predetermined non-negotiable matters, 

these include fulfilling fulltime professional work at my human service job and being a student again at 

graduate school. For my leisure, these have been visiting some friends and distant cousins, lots of cycling 

(indoors and outdoors), traveling to New York City a record number of times for various reasons, visiting 

Washington D.C. and northern Virginia for the weekend, attending professional networking events, and of 
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course, writing this story. In all seriousness, I did (and continue to) make the effort to remain engaged in one of 

the things mentioned above. The reason is because as I learned prior to the trip, it is best and healthy for me to 

remain occupied. Lastly, I am happy to write that my routine volunteering prior to the pandemic has resumed, 

and that I am happy to continue it in 2023.  

Aside from these routine and non-routine aspects of my private life since the trip, below are some that I want to 

account for. One day part way through December 2021 was almost my last at my new human service agency 

job. The reason was because considering where I was about a week before (thousands of miles away), I felt very 

uneasy and wanted to excuse myself to think things through. When I saw my new supervisor (Kimberly), I 

informed her that I wanted to talk about something. As challenging as this moment was for me, I finally 

confessed to what was on my mind and asked to leave. At first, she was a little confused, but after telling her a 

few more details, she understood why. Immediately after this, she called for her supervisor (Jasmine). Between 

these two, they informed me that I had the option to end the day and pause my mandatory online trainings 

(considering how upset I was). On top of this, they also acknowledged my request to go someplace else. 

Specifically, I said I wanted to go to hospital because I thought there would be some resources there to help me. 

However, these two were confused again and did their best to learn more from me. After 10 minutes or so of 

more communication, I emphasized slightly that I felt better to continue the trainings on the condition that I did 

so behind closed doors in a conference room, or empty office. In response, they followed through with this 

reasonable request. (Side note: It was the fact that Covid patients were likely in all hospitals in record numbers 

for that time of year, is why I did not go and toughed it out).  

Sometime around the second week of March 2022, I was called into my supervisor’s office. The reason was 

because stemming from inconsistent job performance of the past month or so, my supervisor Kimberly told me 

that she had to let me go. (In other words, she had no choice but to fire me). I knew this was coming and did not 

contest or refute this decision because if anything, this was inevitable as my 6-month performance review 

approached. As I began to think of what had caused this or what warning signs there were, I later determined 

that my dismissal was a result of accidentally continuing to apply the same skill level I demonstrated at the 

University of New Haven.  

Immediately after being dismissed in the office, another supervisor sat next to me in another chair. Her name is 

Deborah, is a Chief officer of the employer, and she spoke up to make me a job offer to pursue another 

opportunity within a different department down the hall. The reason for this sudden change of events was 

because dating back to late January of that year, I performed more work that was requested of me. By 

completing these additional tasks and responsibilities, my supervisor and this Chief officer took notice of this 

work performance, and thought I would make a good addition to a new department down the hall. As I began 

processing all this information in their presence, all I could think about was a desire to leave for someplace else 

other than where I was. I wanted to leave for a new place that was more comfortable, rewarding, and better for 

my professional work image (as well as a place that involved a closer commute from my house).  

Furthermore, I thought about my successes and other joyful moments of the past year and wanted to be back 

there rather than where I was. As much as I did not want to be with this employer anymore, I accepted this new 

opportunity because not only did the job offer have a 48-hour expiration date, I pictured a time in which that if 

someone discovered this change in employment, I took a chance knowing that I would be in a better position to 

explain this part of my resume rather than something else.  In other words, I saw some positivity in this situation 

and decided to go down that path. As a side note, I told my parents about my dismissal when I arrived home a 

few hours later. Much to my dismay, they wrongfully spoke too much and failed to allow me to speak for 

myself. I was ready to find a new temporary job or do something else to hold me over until it was time to apply 
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for graduate school. I am not surprised because my parents are part of the Baby Boomer generation and have 

different values than I do.  

On July 12, 2022, I finally got the news I was waiting for regarding a grandparent. Specifically, I learned that 

my second to final grandmother passed away at her home in Florida. (Her age was 100 at her passing). To learn 

of this reminded me of the trip and those difficult goodbyes a little because upon arriving with my family to 

Connecticut in 1997, she was one of 4 living grandparents I came home to (that also welcomed me with open 

arms). Over the years I saw her about 3 times annually, and for the longest of times, she followed through with 

sending birthday cards and Christmas cards to my family. By 2018, this ended as she entered a new era of her 

life.  

Soon after arriving home from Bolivia, I successfully mailed this same grandparent a 1-page letter through the 

United States Postal Service (USPS). In the letter, I also included photos to show her some of the highlights. As 

for why I did this, here is why: before the trip, I knew that she was approaching the end of her life. Whether it 

was another day, another week, or month, I knew to send her the letter as soon as I returned home to 

Connecticut. Furthermore, I sent the letter to notify her that one of her two adopted grandchildren finally visited 

their birthplace. Above all, I did this because I felt as though she needed to go to her grave knowing this 

(considering the joy and sincerity she always had for me and my family). As of this writing, I cannot confirm 

whether she received and read my letter. During the middle 

part of October 2022, I found her resting place to give her 

one last gift in the form of a rose. In addition, I included a 

sunflower because that is what she always was, full of 

sunshine. Not too far away from her resting site was a local 

beach that me and my family visited with her over the years. 

After I finished at the cemetery, I continued the day by 

going back to the same beach and eating a yummy sandwich 

and potato chips in her memory. And to add another layer of 

meaning and comfort to this afternoon, there was an 

overhead afternoon sky filled with sunshine.  

During August 2022, I drove out to Providence, Rhode 

Island to attend an annual Urkupiña festival there. As I always do, my primary purpose in traveling there was to 

say hi to a few of the Bolivians I developed a good friendship with. However, unbeknown to my knowledge, 

and with no communication or motivation beforehand, there was an original Salomon Klein – Connecticut 

adoptee that was at this same event. Her name is Cristina, and back in 2021, she and I connected through 

Facebook as she was attempting to contact our orphanage. (Prior to this, the last time she and I spoke or saw 

each other was when we were kids at one of those LAPA reunions). For the remainder of 2021 and even during 

the trip, she and I spoke a few more times that year before the communication ended around the start of 2022).  

The festival was located on the backside of the state capital property, and the way we met was when she called 

out my name amongst a crowd of spectators. At first, I was caught off guard completely and did not think much 

of it, but then I realized who was speaking to me. Despite a positive interaction with her, her adoptive mom, and 

boyfriend, I felt something off about this. Specifically, after leaving the event an hour or so later to pick up a 

Bolivian meal to-go from a restaurant in the same city, it was in the car ride home through western Rhode 

Island and eastern Connecticut that some thoughts began to settle. Precisely, I will summarize them by stating 

what I wish I said to Cristina: you seem like a very nice and genuine person because by my estimate, you have a 

similar go with the flow type-b personality I have. In addition, it would have been nice to speak with you 10 

years ago rather than last year or today.  
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When it was time to leave my human service job for full time graduate school, I found it difficult to do so for a 

variety of reasons. For many morning commutes lasting about 75 minutes each, I listened to many live morning 

sessions of the Elvis Duran morning show. This was an excellent way to start each day because to me, it was the 

right type of humor, sincerity, joy, and laughter at that time in the morning. When in the office, I continued to 

listen more by means of a portable radio until my supervisor or someone else walked in. Alongside this and the 

good services my employer facilitates or provides, this also made my employer a desirable place to be at. And 

lastly, considering my change in employment status months before in March, me, my new director, my 

department vice president, and even my Chief officer in my chain of command, successfully restructured our 

department to a succeeding one once more. The reason was because before in early February, the guy (Logan) 

who did my job before me, passed away. Until me and my new director were named his successors, myself and 

a few others performed bits and pieces of Logan’s job. To reflect on this on my final day was rather satisfying 

because it meant that I had successfully made a negative situation into a positive one.  

When my departure day finally arrived, I realized that my team went from not knowing where this new 

structure would take us, to knowing where it was heading towards. In other words, my vice president 

summarized it perfectly months before during one of our first meetings by saying that “this is an experiment. 

What we are doing is an experiment.” He was absolutely correct because what we had just done for 5 months 

really was an experiment so much that when it was time for me to leave, the “experiment” was ready to restart 

all over again. When I said goodbye to him (Eugene), this was on the heels of some good conversations 

stemming a month before in which he and I learned more of each other in sincere and genuine ways. For 

example, upon learning we hold undergraduate degrees in criminal justice, and that we are also both immigrants 

with diverse backgrounds, this led to some wonderful professional-personal conversations. It was for these 

reasons that I looked up to him and cherished his wisdom, leadership, work ethic, and much more. (Later in 

October a new employee was hired as my successor, and to the best of my knowledge they are doing well).  

The second and final reason I found it difficult to say goodbye was because at no time in the past, did I ever 

think that my first professional job out of college would be close to my first American home in Milford. 

Likewise, I never thought the school I am currently attending again for my master’s graduate program would 

also be close to my first American home either. And above all, I never thought that when I was a kid during the 

early and mid-2000’s that I would return to this part of the state as an adult. I will admit that before I began the 

job at the first office in Woodbridge, I was already familiar with the area because months before back in 

February 2021, I did some car driving one day to familiarize myself with the areas so that when springtime 

came, I knew which roads were optimal for cycling. On top of this, I remember as a kid visiting a family 

friend’s house on more than one occasion in Woodbridge with my mom and brother after we went to Costco.  

After saying goodbye to everyone in the West Haven office I started the day at, I returned to the Woodbridge 

office to say goodbye to a few of my other work colleagues (such as my other vice president supervisor 

Jasmine). Once finished, I headed towards the University of New Haven and a famous New Haven pizzeria. I 

found it humbling, gratifying, and comforting to be back down in this part of the state because for as long as I 

live, I can now say that this brought part of my life back full circle. All in all, I went from accidentally costing 

myself my job to later feeling successful, joyful, and above all, a place of belonging so very close to a part of 

my past. 

During the evening of November 18th, 2022, I attended my cycling club’s annual dinner at a local restaurant. In 

doing so, a fellow club member approached me to introduce herself to me. The reason was because as I was 

then told, she informed me that my first and last name sounded very familiar. Turns out that this woman who 

approached me is an original adoptive mom from the LAPA days. In the next two hours that followed as 

everyone in the club casually spoke with one another over food and drinks, we caught up as much as we could. 
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We began by recalling some of our bike rides (such as one just across the New York - Connecticut state line in 

western Connecticut). More so, she informed me that she has a daughter from the same Salomon Klein 

orphanage that is about my age. All in all, at no time beforehand had I thought of this correlation, or the chance 

that we would talk that same evening over two types of commonalities. 

When the 1-year anniversary of my departure from Cochabamba arrived on November 25, 2022, I was at home 

that day and went about my normal routine. On the day before though, November 24, 2022, it was the American 

Thanksgiving holiday, and I made sure to do something different this time around. Why? Though I had an 

invitation to spend the day with my parents, and a grandparent at my aunt and uncle’s house, I consciously decided 

to spend the day away from them all in New York City. To explain why I did something like that on a day such 

as that, I will say this: for the longest of times, Thanksgiving was good, and much more comforting and enjoyable 

when my other aunt and uncle (and their two sons) were around prior to 2017 when they moved away. Leading 

up to the 2022 holiday, I knew well beyond a reasonable doubt what might happen if I went to dinner with my 

family. In addition, two more reasons I spent the day away from my family was because first, the last time I did 

go in 2019, my aunt called me out at the dinner table for using a slightly different plate than everyone else. I tried 

my best to ignore this comment, but since it was amplified by my mom, this was when I knew what my family 

really values. Consequently, this was the final straw, and convinced me I did not feel comfortable anymore with 

any of them. Furthermore, I hope my absence from their table sent the message that I refused to be submissive or 

complicit of these recurring behaviors anymore. And second, I believed it was best to step aside to do the things 

I wanted to do so I could feel like an adult. In other words, I believed it was more beneficial for me to be away 

from them and be with my cousin in the city because at least with her, I could act more like of a man that the trip 

enabled me to be.  

When will I visit Bolivia again?  

For starters, because I lived away from Bolivia for nearly all my life, and that I most definitely recognize and 

value my birthplace and culture, I am actively thinking of how to formulate and live a life with Bolivia in it. In 

other words, knowing what I know now about how much time, energy, and planning a trip like this requires, I 

continue to imagine how to live a double life considering the open invitation I will likely always have at my 

orphanage.  

Before though, I am actively thinking about how to formulate future visits that are healthier for myself 

considering the numerous emotional moments I experienced this first time back. As for when I go back, I 

believe that another good time in my life to visit will be soon after I complete graduate school. I hope this is in 

late December 2023 or first thing in January 2024. The reason is because like before in 2021, I had a window of 

opportunity to travel. If this occurs again, I am willing to put a temporary pause on my professional job search 

to experience my birth country again. Some may disagree with this thought, but I do not care because life is too 

short. My medical moment almost ended my trip and life completely, and if this is not enough evidence to see 

this perspective, then I am not the problem.  

What will I repeat or do different next visit?  

Knowing what I know now, I will modify the trip to make it even more exciting and worth the time and energy 

spent. To begin explaining some of my top priorities and goals for next time, I outline them below: 

• For starters, I will visit Villa Tunari by spending a few days there. In doing so, I want to learn about the 

community so that I may speak about it afterwards at a proficient level. If I do this, then I will register 

this part of my trip with the American Embassy in La Paz. Why? Because in the event something 

happens, I do want to be found.  
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• I do want to visit the surrounding communities of Tiquipaya and Quillacollo that are next to 

Cochabamba. Alongside this, I do want to venture into communities outside the cities. By doing so, I 

can really see the geographical composition of the nation.  

• Of course, Salar Uyuni salt land and the infamous Death Road in the Yungas are priority visits for me!  

• Before I leave Cochabamba, I will alpine hike my way to the top of the Cristo statue summit. Spending 

more time with my orphanage is an absolute must happen for me. While there, I want to perform more 

assistance for them just like I did the first time around. I also need to visit the resting site of Sister 

Sienna who is considered to be the founder of the orphanage. Once located, I will give her flowers as a 

sign of memorialization 

• Since I was unable to see people in the WhatsApp group my first time around, I want to make the effort 

to meet some of them. And lastly, if there is anyone else in the city I can see, I will do so because once I 

leave, I will be gone and on my way to the next city.  

• Once in La Paz, I do want to return to Lake Titicaca by staying there for one or two nights. Since the 

lake is close to Peru, I would like to make a brief detour by car, foot, or by boat into the neighboring 

nation then return to Bolivia.  

In general terms though, my first time back taught me so much that I feel confident to where I am capable to do 

the trip on my own again.  

What is my current occupation? Where do I go from here?  

I am currently a full-time graduate student. This began when my admissions application resulted in a generous 

offer to return to the school where I earned my undergraduate degree from (the University of New Haven). I 

must admit, the first semester was easier that I thought it would be. The reason is because since the typical 

graduate student is a working adult, (and that I am not), this enabled me lots of time to spend on assignments, as 

well as my private life. Moreover, I want to emphasize that this college experience has been better for one 

primary reason. That is, I am more focused on my academics as well as the bigger picture for which I am 

striving. In other words, the trip enabled me to focus more on the life I want to live rather than the one as a 

college student. In practice, I have demonstrated this by not internalizing the disappointing experience and 

tunnel vision I had beforehand in undergraduate school.  

To talk about the transition from work mode to school mode, I voluntarily left my full-time job in human 

services back in August so I could be a student again. Needleless to say, my parents and I agreed that graduate 

school was in my future. However, the main question (and argument with my parents) that inevitably transpired 

back in the springtime was when this would happen. To summarize my decision to leave my job for graduate 

school, I will say this: for everyone I spoke with prior to submitting my application, please know that I saw a 

window of opportunity to go back to school that I wanted to take advantage of. Likewise, my decision to go 

back to school reflects who I really am and the values I 

possess. In terms of an estimated completion date of 

graduate school, I believe I will finish in December 2023. 

This would be amazing because if all goes according to 

plan, this will enable me to pursue another top priority goal 

on the horizon I am working towards in 2024. 

All in all, I am in a good routine between graduate school 

and other things happening in my life now. I do wish it 

could be better. Yet for the time being, I have my priorities 

to remain focused on, and I’m excited to branch into a new 

field of networking and learning in 2023.  

 



Page 55 of 58    © 2022 

 

How do I feel after I visited?  

Suffice it to say, each week after I arrived home has been different. Some days and weeks have been easier 

while others have not. By this I mean the following: when I am at my best, I am my normal, ambitious, 

determined, and considerate person going about my life. For example, after a good weekend trip to Washington 

D.C. in February, I made a stop in Queens, New York to help a fellow Bolivian who needed my assistance with 

a personal matter. Likewise, my job in human services was an excellent way to remain engaged in an on-going 

occupation, and despite a sudden change of events part way through, it was an amazing learning experience 

start to finish.  

Whenever I have been in a low moment or in my worst, I feel as though no one would notice if I went away 

again for a temporary or permanent basis. In a moment such as this, I feel very vulnerable, hurt, and wish that I 

could board the next series of flights so I could be back in Bolivia to start my life over again. To bring this back 

to the question, there have been opposing times where one moment I was content to live life to the fullest in 

whatever I was doing. In another, I sometimes chose to be left alone because I felt a major disconnect from my 

American life. Since some may not understand this, and if my explanation is insufficient, I will explain more 

here by saying this: some may not enjoy and despise the traditional summer weather, but I love it. Why? 

Because compared to winter, I feel as though I can be outside all day in this weather doing a bike ride, alpine 

hike, dog walk, and so much more. Better yet, the sights of a spring or summer sunset were so amazing to look 

at that just as I had done in 2020 during the pandemic, I was motivated to go for a car ride and see more of it.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As an example of these opposing times since the trip, if there was a time when I was quiet or a little difficult to 

understand, please know that this was likely during a challenging moment for me. In other words, to be back in 

Bolivia created such a high degree of belonging and purpose that to not feel this in the United States has not 

been easy by any means. Additionally, I see now that if I go away like I did again in the future, it will continue 

to teach me who my real friends and family are. The reason I know this is because since arriving home, each 

week has shown me clear and convincing evidence of who really understands, accepts, and values me.  

To take this down a notch and bring it back to more manageable language, the feeling of the sun on a clear blue-

sky day was so amazing to experience in Cochabamba that during the 2022 summer in Connecticut, I 

sometimes chose to be outdoors even more on the hottest days of summer in the blazing sun (even after a 

morning bike ride). The reason was because to me, it brought comfort the same way it did in Bolivia. If time (or 

weather) did not permit this, I sometimes retreated to my room or remained inside to listen to comforting music 

Summit of Mohawk Mountain. Cornwall, 

Connecticut, USA. June 11, 2022 

Woodmont Beach. Milford, Connecticut, USA 
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all the while watching some of the sunset through my bedroom window. Better yet, I sometimes had phone calls 

outside in my front yard during the evening times with a selected group of people to either catch up with life, 

tell them a story about the trip, or to tell them about my thoughts for the future.  

When graduate school began, it enabled me to refocus a lot of energy into learning about National Security. 

Alongside this, I even took it upon myself to think outside the box to continue learning. The way I have 

succeeded with this has been by continuing to participate in a professional networking organization that falls 

under the safety and security umbrella. To make this happen, I attended networking events in New York City 

when feasible. There was one event all the way down in Miami close to the airport, but it was on either day 3 or 

4 of the new semester and I was already waist deep with schoolwork to do. Regarding my participation 

frequency, the last one I attended was in early September days after the new semester began. I will admit that 

these events are rather far away for me to attend, but I do it anyway because at a minimum, I always learn 

something new. And lastly, I have taken it upon myself to participate in my university’s community this 

semester because from now until the day I complete my graduate program, this is my window of opportunity to 

have another college experience while it lasts.  

As joyful and comforting as some moments were for me in 2022, there was another side to this that only a few 

know. (If you are one of those who know about this, please try to understand why. Please also know that it took 

a lot of courage and bravery to communicate with you). When I say back side, I mean that challenging and low 

moments continue to transpire. An example of this was during the early evening time on June 13th, 2022. On 

this day following a very pleasant morning bike ride and follow up with a doctor’s office all in the same day, a 

reality check occurred a few hours later during dinner time. What happened was that after picking up my dinner 

from a restaurant in New Haven, it hit me. I was just out of sight from the pickup line sitting down on a bench 

behind the main building when reality hit me. No one from my immediate family was with me. No extended 

family. No friends, No one. Just myself to cherish this moment, and I felt as though a major disservice was 

committed against me. In other words, out of all the special moments to share with someone, this was not one to 

go through alone. I did my best to see the moment for what it was and focus on the positive side of things, but 

inevitably so as I had done before in Bolivia and elsewhere since the trip, I comforted the little Bolivian boy 

once more (all the while congratulating myself for making it 25 years).  

To connect everything mentioned back to the original question, and to add one last contribution to this section, I 

feel honorable and proud to be another adoptee who went back. It occurred at a good time in my life, and I feel 

humbled to share my wisdom with another adoptee who may desire to undertake their own travel. And above 

all, I feel better knowing what my strengths and weaknesses are.  
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Final words  

How do I end this story that recounts an adventure of a lifetime? Allow me to connect to the first question posed 

in the beginning (how would I define the trip?). The reason for this is because as each day of the trip featured 

new life lessons, another one occurred around the start of graduate school just as I was settling into a new life 

chapter. How so? My values were put to the test once more; earlier, I mentioned I spoke with Alejandra about 

areas of improvement to my orphanage that she believes needed to occur. After a moment or so, she eventually 

communicated her thoughts. During that and through 2022, this was reaffirmed by another two life lessons. 

That is, the lives we choose to live reflects our values, beliefs, desires, and goals. Likewise, the people we 

include and exclude in our lives are also immediate reflections of who we really are. If for nothing else, the trip 

expanded my perspective on the world than the one I already knew, as well as the type of life I want to live. The 

way I know this is because my representative reminded me of it one evening by saying something similar. 

Specifically, “Así es, nadie más que uno mismo sabe lo que necesita para su vida, ver desde afuera es 

diferente.” 

Though I am far away from Bolivia, there is hope for me in the United States. Compared to before, I now have 

a better picture of what the future will look like for me. In addition, graduate school, my networking events, and 

mini vacations to a list of people and places are future goals to look forward to (on top of a new cycling and 

volunteer season in 2023). Likewise, another sign of hope is that after a mid-day coffee in October 2021 with an 

associate minister of my local church (who confirmed me from when I was a teenager), he gave me wisdom for 

my trip in the form of reflections on his church related travels. The connection here is that in the same way I 

was encouraged to see the world, the various peoples, and cultures out there, I now do the same. If you can visit 

another part of the nation you currently reside in, can visit a neighboring country without traveling to a different 

part of the world as I did, or learn about them through media and literature, please do it, these all count. My 

coursework in academia at university before the trip helped prepare me for some of this, (by studying the 

American Criminal Justice system through the year 2020), as well as a few more times at my job in human 

services. In both places, I experienced what my professors and students alike tried to tell each other because 

suffice it to say, for every action there is an equal and opposite reaction.  

If not said or learned already, I never thought it would take a trip like this to serve as the final burden of proof 

that my American life is at a turning point. How so? My life was changing long before the trip began, and 

having been back to Cochabamba now, I now understand how bits and pieces of the past 6 years formulated the 

lifestyle I want to live (as well as who I am). The trip put me outside my comfort zone numerous times so much 

that this served as an extreme opportunity to learn more about myself, life in general, while also being my own 

teacher. Nowadays, with it being the final day of 2022, I never thought that my time in Bolivia would 

compensate for one too many moments of my life that never happened the way it should have. The fiesta at the 

orphanage was the peak of joy and excitement, and I often miss this because still to this day, everything, and 

everyone I desire are moderate to far distances away. For the interim, I am committed to earning my graduate 

degree and other engagements so I can put into action the type of life I want to live.  

In conclusion, I am not the same person anymore. Before, during, and after the trip, I saw and experienced joy, 

happiness, sorrow, and so much more that hopefully by now, you understand what it was like for me to go back 

25 years after being born there. Consequently, my new perspective on life is a major indicator that life is trying 

to decide which direction to move towards. And by virtue, there are decisions taking shape on the horizon for 

me to make.  

 

December 31, 2022  
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Appendix 

Apart Hotel Regina (the hotel). Located on Calle España next to Paseo-Prado Cochabamba. This is the name of 

the hotel I stayed at while I was in Cochabamba. In addition, this is the same hotel that my family used during 

my adoption in 1997 and for my brother in 1994. Likewise, this hotel was used by many other families that 

made adoptions of Bolivian children from Cochabamba over time. 

BOA: Boliviana de Aviación, the name of an airline company that operates primarily in Bolivia. 

Hogar de Niños de Salomón Klein (the orphanage). The name of my orphanage (Salomón Klein = SK). 

The foundation: A non-profit foundation located in Virginia, USA that supports my orphanage from abroad.  

Mate de Coca: A tea beverage made by placing Coca leaves in hot water. Popular and frequently consumed 

among the Andean nation of South America.  

Medical moment: A 30-minute moment during the morning of November 19, 2021, in which I experienced the 

full effects of altitude sickness and potentially an anxiety attack all in one. 

Mocochinchi: A Bolivian beverage made by placing dried peaches in water overnight, then boiling the water 

with cinnamon and sugar added.  

My manager: A Bolivian woman who is currently, and has been for many years, the principal leader and current 

manager of Hogar de Niños de Salomón Klein.  

My representative: A Bolivian woman who assisted my family and many other families over time in the city of 

Cochabamba with the adoption process (from the Bolivia and South America side of things).  

My social worker: An American woman who conducted follow ups with my family and I and many others 

locally after arriving home to Connecticut state in 1997. 

La Cancha: An indoor and outdoor flea market-style shopping place in the south zone of Cochabamba, Bolivia.  

The Room: A room at the orphanage that has been used as a space for which adopting families meet their 

child(ren) for the first time.  

Silpancho: A popular food of Bolivia consisting of gently fried sliced potatoes (cooked in a pan), rice, ground 

beef (also gently cooked in a pan), chopped red onions and tomatoes, and a sauce (Llajwa).  

Sorojchi pills: Medicine intended to relieve symptoms of altitude sickness.  

Special place: An area within the state of Connecticut initially visited as a kid around the year 2007, then 

returned to begin monthly visits a decade later in 2017 for two very different reasons.  

Trancapecho: Normal silpancho made into a sandwich (by placing bread on the top and underneath).  

 


