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Gilligan's Backpackers
After six long weeks in the rainforest of Northern Queensland, Australia, my friends and I finally had our first weekend off. We piled into a 10-person van piloted by our counselor and made the winding, 80-minute, nausea-inducing trip into the nearby city of Cairns. This was our first outing into the outside world, as we had been quite isolated in our little research center in the rainforest. Yet, our counselor seemed a little too happy to kick us and our bags out of the van in a busy mall parking lot a few miles away from our hostel. We probably looked like some kind of an American stereotype come to life with our suitcases, hats and sunglasses. And to top it all off, Jason led the pack with his neon orange sunglasses and a Hawaiian shirt. We looked like some kind of lost tour group, only having Jason and Google Maps as our guides.
With the number of wrong turns Jason somehow took us on, it really did end up being a tour. Which, I wouldn’t have minded so much if it had only been 5 or 10 or 20 degrees cooler. But it was 92 degrees. Though it doesn’t sound that bad, with the blazing sun and a tropical coastal humidity of 80%, the heat index was a whopping 121 degrees—a temperature that does not support life, in my opinion. Every drop of sweat I produced clung to my body, the humidity not allowing it to escape. It dripped down my neck and onto the palm of my hand, even making my suitcase handle slippery. My incredibly heavy suitcase. The one I must’ve filled with rocks or something because there is no other way it could be so heavy. And somehow, there was no air conditioning in sight, with every clothing shop or cafe being open-air. There was no escape from this horrible blanket of damp air. And by the time we finally reached our hostel, Gilligan’s Backpackers, we were drenched in sweat and just about everyone had a death wish for Jason. The crumbling, tumble-down hostel building we saw upon our arrival didn’t exactly help. I was about five steps away from passing out entirely, but, in some act of God, I gathered the willpower to drag my much-too-heavy suitcase up the last flight of stairs and to the reception desk. 
#
Like idiots, we had only booked our hostel a few days before, but we really lucked out in finding a place that would fit all of us. And for only 14 dollars a night! What a deal. The only downside was that this left us scattered, with most people stuck sharing rooms with other random
hostel-goers. Luckily enough though, a girl in my group, Leah, and I ended up in the same room. She wasn’t my favorite person, but I really had no valid reason for this sentiment. We had only known each other a few short weeks and she hadn’t wronged me in any way. I figured this could maybe be a chance for us to bond. Or for me to prove my gut instinct right. Either or. I grabbed my room key and walked with her to our room, 103-b.
#
Leah and I opened the door of 103-b only to be hit by a terrible bout of warm air. There was a rather large man in a lower bunk eating Smith’s chicken-flavored chips, who, judging by his long, greasy hair and noxious stench, hadn’t showered in weeks. He looked to be around 30, having a dozen or so years on everyone in our group, and it certainly didn’t look like he would be leaving anytime soon. This situation wasn’t helped by the lack of air conditioning in the room or the complete lack of windows. I saw no evidence of ventilation of any kind. God. Leah and I looked at each other and again at the four bunk beds in the room, and headed to the one furthest from Stinky Man’s bunk. She put her stuff on the bottom bunk, and I chucked my backpack and

phone charger to claim the upper. Eager to get out of this rancid little room, I grabbed my towel and headed to the shower.
I walked to the bathroom on my floor and saw no shower. Huh. I then checked the second, where I found a shower but also a sign that read, “Closed for Maintenance.” I walked all the way up to the third floor, where there was, once again, a bathroom with no shower. Well, it turned out that this crazy-large hostel with four floors and hundreds of occupants only had one (working) shower, all the way up on the fourth floor. There was already a six-person line when I got there, and it doubled as the other members of my group started to arrive. No wonder Stinky Man was in his current state.
#
By the time everyone in our group had finally showered and gathered, it was almost 7:00 pm. We decided to have a quick pizza dinner at Mad Monkey’s, a nearby hostel that Jason had found on TripAdvisor, which boasted 10-dollar (only like 6.50 American!) cocktail pitchers. We were a bit skeptical due to Jason’s (many) previous blunders, but the prospect of a 10-dollar pitcher was just too difficult to pass by. We ended up getting one pizza and one pitcher each, and once we finished our first pitcher we got another. And another. And then everything was a bit of a blur.
#
It was two-something in the morning when Leah and I stumbled into our room. It was dark, so I pulled my phone out of my pocket and tried to use the screen as a makeshift flashlight. With the slightest bit of blue light, I clumsily maneuvered the suitcases and clothes that littered the floor. I finally reached our bunk, and I saw a silhouette that looked suspiciously human-like in my bunk. Confused, I pointed my phone directly at the figure. No doubt about it: there was a man in my bed. Oh my God. I elbowed Leah and pointed at the guy. I took another step and almost tripped over my backpack, which he had apparently dropped to the floor. I checked the rest of the beds and they were full. You’re kidding. Shocked and completely lacking a course of action, I went back outside. Jason happened to be walking by so, in a nearly incomprehensible babble, I informed him of the situation.
“Whoa, dude,” he exclaimed.
Jason always knew what to say. He also had a solution, which doesn’t fare particularly well in hindsight. He decided that solution was to kick the man out of the bed (forcefully if necessary). I think his exact words were, “I’m gonna get the boys. We’re gonna kick his ass.”
Well, I stood outside the room as Jason rounded up “the boys,” and within a few minutes there was a small herd of them standing outside the door, hyping each other up. I think I heard the word “bro” at least 40 times in that short span. It was finally time and we headed for the door. As the guys discussed their final game plan, I reached for the room key in my pocket. Not feeling the familiar outline in the left pocket of my jeans where I’d swear I left it, I tried the other one. I came up empty again. I looked up to see the guys looking back at me expectantly.
“Well, this is kinda funny actually...” 
They looked at me blankly. 
“...because Leah has the room key.”
I could have sworn she had been with us this entire time, but suddenly she was nowhere to be found. I looked around, not seeing her short brown hair and round glasses anywhere. We checked the bathroom, the lounge, and even the dinky little kitchen before it dawned on us. She had gone to bed. The bitch. We texted and called, but Leah was gone to the world. Completely at a loss as for what to do and beyond the point of caring, I looked over to the lounge beanbag couch. It looked surprisingly comfy right in that moment. “I’m gonna sleep right there,” I pointed. The guys looked at each other but didn’t offer any alternatives, so I stumbled over to the couch and promptly fell asleep.
#
The next morning, after a surprisingly decent night’s sleep, I went to the reception desk and got a new key to the room. Turns out I could have gone there last night, as they had 24-hour reception. Huh. Hindsight is a bitch. Speaking of, it turns out that Leah slept quite badly in her sweaty little bed across from Stinky Man. Devastating, truly.
###



