BPT Sao Paulo Layover

By Christopher Oleata

     It is Wednesday, July 28, and I wake at around 7:30 feeling pretty good, despite a long night of dancing and drinking. I have the apartment to myself again, here at Copacabana Beach, Brazil. I sit by the window and work on my book with the moist warm wind coming in through the open windows. I have time to just do nothing if I choose. It seems I never take the time to just stop and relax. Today looks to be the same as I have a flight to catch from Rio de Janeiro to Mexico City.

     I leave my room and become part of the movements of the streets, walking around and doing errands. I stop for breakfast at Kice Sucos for a bowl of yogurt, granola and an acai smoothie. It is a cloudy day, but a calm day and I take advantage of some extra time with a nap from eleven to twelve-thirty.

     Broad spaces in the clouds give the tropical sun time to soak the beach. Down at the water it is warm and small waves are perfect for bodysurfing. Copacabana is an unreal setting to see and be part of. The beach stretches long in a curving arc towards rocky points. Fifteen-story apartments are a wall above the sand and wide coast avenue. Behind, enormous rock towers and mountains rise to great heights covered in the lush tropical jungle. Everything is on a scale of new proportions, larger and more full of sun and life. Every moment there is something to be heard or seen.

     My sister Robin and her friend Tiago come by the apartment and help me get my laundry and hang out while I pack. Down on the avenue we stop at a busy music store to buy some CDs of some Carnaval Samba. Bunda Alegria it is called. We move out to the sidewalk by the sand and then find a place for a final dinner. It is about five-thirty now and before long Robin and Tiago put me in a taxi and send me on my way.

     The sun is just setting as the 757 jet takes off and epic panoramic tour begins. The liftoff rises over the water of the bay, banking slightly to put the right windows on an angle to see Rio spread below . The city lights begin to glow as the far horizon turns to a purple night. Rising higher; we near downtown, the arches of Lapa, and the rock towers of Corcovado and Pao de Azucar. It is a view I could never take for granted, rivaling even my chance to fly over Mount Everest and the Himalayas. But it was a fleeting moment as we rose higher out over the darkness of the sea towards Sao Paulo.

     Sao Paulo is unmistakable. Huge expanses of urban sprawl and rolling hills covered in tall green trees. Busy roads and soccer fields lace the landscape in lines and pools of energy. The city seems to go on forever. It is late in the evening when I arrive. The terminal is not busy because all outgoing flights have stopped for the night. I can’t find my flight on the information screen, all the airline booths are closed and there is nobody to ask questions. My ticket is for AeroMexico to Mexico City, 10:00am. So I have ten hours to wait and that’s just what I’ll do.

     I have two large bags filled with all kinds of camping gear, clothes and gifts. After a quick search I find a big display shelf that is empty and I use it for a bench to nap or read. The key is I take some rope and tie all the bags together and then to myself. I figure someone would just walk away with my bags while I slept. At least this way it will wake me when a bag is grabbed. It works and I am able to get several hours of deep sleep in the quiet empty airport of Sao Paulo.

     I wake at six but have to wait until nine for the airline office to open. The first people I speak to feel bad in telling me that AeroMexico doesn’t even exist anymore. Verig now is my airlines and they help me. Verig is really embarrassed and quickly works to get me a new flight, a free hotel for the day and a free taxi. As my short nightmare of being stuck in the airport ends I realize to ask the booking agent to extend my stay in Mexico since I’m getting new tickets anyway and I’ve lost two days already here. No problem and it is done so now I have a full week of vacation, exploring Mexico’s heartland.

     In Sao Paulo I have a hotel somewhere in the middle of the city. I have no maps and am a little nervous to step out into the massive city so I do something new for me. I open the large windows to let in the air, relax and do nothing. With the expansive view spread out seven stories below I nap and eat, sipping cold beer, reliving my many memories of Brazil. It is a strange meditative retreat, my layover in Sao Paulo, where I share conversations with locals down at the bar and a few short walks around the neighborhood. In a way I am recharging myself for another week of adventure. My journey is not over and I’ll continue pushing myself to expand, love, dance, eat, dream, and climb once again the great volcano in Toluca.

