
POSTCARD FROM BELIZE 

 
HERE SHE COMES….     COMING IN … 

 
On a whim and after a short illness, I booked a trip to Belize with two days’ notice.  A. will be traveling frequently over the next few months and I 
need to renew my passport soon so it was now or never.  Latin America has been ‘calling’ me for the last few months but I have not been as 
diligent with my Spanish as I should have been to allow me to travel in the less touristy areas.  Belize was ideal as everyone speaks English. 

…AND IT’S A PERFECT LANDING! 

Isn’t she beautiful?  If you zoom in you can see she has a little 
baby on her back.  She is a wild black howler monkey in the 
Belize jungle and she lives on a reserve that is managed by 
local farmers who have agreed to set aside a small part of their 
land to preserve trees that enables the black howler monkey 
groups to live safely and expand their numbers.  I was 
astonished that a wild monkey would be so unafraid and when 
I nuzzled my nose in her soft black fur she smelled of a freshly 
washed teddy bear.  Her paws were so gentle and soft 
although she did manage to put her foot in my mouth and her 
butt in my face during our encounter but I loved it! 



Belize is a small nation situated between Guatemala and Honduras in Central America.  It was under British rule until they achieved independence 
some years ago.  When I was young it was quite common for Scottish soldiers to be stationed in Belize for jungle training and I was utterly 
fascinated by their tales and the country.  The local people that I chatted to had mixed feelings about their recent independence.  Belize is quite 
vulnerable to its neighbors and the drug or human trafficking that occurs throughout the Central American belt.  When I was there, Guatemala 
initiated a border dispute and British military started arriving to patrol that border.  There was also a presence of US Military in Belize City but I 
think that was related to drug and trafficking issues.  There was a general feeling that there was more order and less corruption when Belize was 
under British rule but most young democracies have teething problems.  The people were so warm, friendly and hospitable that they deserve an 
optimistic future. 
Belize City is categorized as unsafe for traveling alone so I chose to stay at a lovely hotel in a village called Burrell Boom close to the Howler 
Monkey reserve.  When I arrived at the airport I went outside and there was no-one waiting to greet me.  I had a small panic when I realized that I 
didn’t have a cell phone that functioned, any small change or the phone number of the hotel.  This is what happens when you book a holiday with 
two days’ notice…  I was figuring out what to do next when the hotel shuttle driver turned up, on Belizean time.  As we drove into the hotel he 
pointed out two howler monkeys hanging out in the trees.  I was so excited and couldn’t wait for them to howl but despite my guides’ fake 
howling, to encourage them, they remained silent during my stay.  The Black Orchid resort is on the Belize River and that was the reason for the 
community’s inception.  Scottish settlers (Burrells and Dawsons) started logging for mahogany in this area where it was floated downstream to 
Belize City.  One of the receptionists was a descendent of a Dawson (my mother-in-law’s maiden name) and was a curious freckled mixture of 
African slave and Scottish ancestry.  It made me feel a little uncomfortable about our European history (including my Ortega Conquistador) but she 
was very proud of her Scottish roots. 

 

From left - the Belize River at Burrell 
Boom, an anchor from the logging days 
and a cashew tree.  Did you know the 
husk of the nut is poisonous and they 
have to be boiled before eating? 



My hotel was a ‘rustic’ 4 star but thoroughly worthy of its high rating in such a poor country.  On the first evening I was alone in my part of the 
hotel complex which felt a little eerie especially when little feet scampered across my roof all night.  I thought it might be the monkeys but it turned 
out to be fruit bats in my attic which reduced the number of mosquito bites.  At 4 am, I was awakened by the rooster on the farm at the opposite 
side of the river….a rural idyll?  I arranged trips to various attractions with the hotel and I was alone with different guides as there were so few 
guests staying at the hotel.  One day we went to visit Xunantunich, a Mayan temple on the Guatemalan border.  En route, we took the cook to the 
capital, Belmopan, where she then took a bus to her home which was 100 miles to the south west.  Many of the staff lived a long distance from the 
hotel and stayed over during their shift.  At San Ignacio, where the temple was, I finally managed to buy a brush – I had forgotten to pack a comb 
or brush and there was no shop at the hotel.  So, for two days I looked a bit unkempt!  It took about 4 hours to get to the temple and the 
landscape changed from flat scrubby jungle, to agriculture and then to gentle rolling hills.  Belize has an intriguing ethnic mix of African Creoles, 
Hispanics, Mayans and Mennonites, all of whom are represented in their government. 

 
On the long drive, my guide told me all about his relationship problems, as did one of the waiters in the hotel on another night.  Have I turned into 
a nice middle-aged “Dear Abby” confidante?  I only hope I gave the right advice!  We stopped at what looked like a shack for lunch, I was about to 
query the choice but realized that my guide was hungry and it was probably the best available.  The food was good even if the toilets were in a 
shed outside.  It was full of interesting people – eco-tourists and environmentalists studying exotica such as spider monkeys. 

Left – Xunantunich temple complex with Guatemala in the 
background.  Right – reconstruction of the Maya carvings. 



My final trip was to Belize Zoo which has no animals taken from the wild, just rescues, rehabs and donations from other zoos.  They were all 
indigenous to Belize and some were like big pets.  My guide went so often that he could scritch some of the animals through the fence.  I noticed 
on another day, when I walked into the village from the hotel, that the local wildlife was curiously unafraid – perhaps there are fewer predators? 

 
From left, a bottle-fed rescued Jaguar in beautiful condition and to the right a decent shot of a Coati (right).  They are a little furrier than the coatis 
that I saw in Mexico and just as cute.  His nose is covered in soil and ants. 



 

 

From top right, a profusion of fuchsia flowers in the hotel grounds, 
top left, a painless tattoo from a fern and bottom right, the black 
orchids which are the national flower of Belize. 

Belize was a wonderful but intrepid destination when staying in the 
interior.  There are deluxe hotels (with combs?) on the Cays, the 
barrier islands, where many of the temporary residents have houses, 
including the notorious Mr. McAfee.  Most of the tourists come from 
cruise ships docked at Belize City and I spent much of my time trying 
to get to the attractions before they descended like locusts!  They 
bring very valuable trade to a deserving developing nation.  I was 
happy to get back to first world comfort but it was very relaxing to 
just chill out with the critters.   

Love Kerry xx 


