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Malcolm John Teasdale (born October 22, 1955)
grew up and was educated in Coventry, England. He attended Caludon
Castle High School and continued onto Coventry Technical College
studying Electrical and Electronic Engineering and
Telecommunications.

His career began 40 years ago in the
telecommunications industry from initially burying telephone cables
and climbing telegraph poles to holding various engineering and
management positions with some major corporations in the
industry.

Apart from the daily eight hour routine of a
regular job, his experience of managing a business began in his
late teens and early twenties with running a mobile discotheque and
a night club. This also included playing disc jockey a few days
during the week.

That lasted for about eight years until 1982,
when he moved to Ottawa, Canada for two years, before his company
relocated him back to Great Britain where he lived in Llandogo,
South Wales. Itchy feet made him pack bags again. His company
offered to relocate him to Boca Raton, Florida in the USA in 1985
pre-empting a three year job commitment in Papua New
Guinea.

He currently resides in Destin, Florida with
his wife Susan, and has one son, Daniel.

In 1991, he took a voluntary lay-off package
from his employer and co-founded a software development company
with two partners that enjoyed moderate success throughout North
America. That experience helped him to move forward.

In 1998, he co-founded a successful Contact
Center Software Development company, which he eventually sold in
the summer of 2013. Because of the global nature of his company’s
products and his position as head of Sales and Marketing,
International business travel was a necessity. He has traveled
extensively around the World on business and for pleasure and has
been responsible for selling technology into over 70 countries
Worldwide. His focus was to generate sales through the creation of
business relationships and opportunities in the
industry.

These days, traveling is strictly for
pleasure. With no more work commitments that were generally
centered on large cities, he is now able to travel to places that
are less frequented or classed as ”off-the-beaten-track” and may
beg the question, “Why on earth would you want to go
there?”






 



 About the
Book

 


A mid-life crisis is about human development,
and can begin when a person turns 40 years old. A psychologist
called Oliver Robinson once characterized this “condition” as
unstable mental and emotional health, particularly when adults come
to realize their own mortality. The word “unstable” seems a little
harsh to me and I think “change” might be more suitable. Better
still, I think it is a time when people realize that they have
reached a midpoint in their lifespan and experience some
dissatisfaction or need to discover something new. Maybe some
people have unrealized goals.

My addiction is travel, always was, always
will be. However, after traveling on business for so many years to
wherever there were opportunities to make money or expand my
company’s global reach, the locations I visited were all major
cities, or business hubs somewhere in the World. Admittedly, I did
occasionally add a few days to a business trip for an excursion to
somewhere reasonably close by, just to get away from the formality
of meetings and sales presentations. Yes, I did take vacations, but
not as many as I wanted. Suffice to say, there is still a lot of
places to discover before old age catches up with me. So my
mid-life crisis is about the unrealized goals of travel. I just
have to do it while I can, while I am still mentally and physically
capable. It may be that this period started years ago and I have
just realized it. If so, it continues today in unrelenting
fashion.

There are a few places in the World I visit
frequently or would like to if I had more time to spare, but there
are others where a onetime visit was enough. The onetime visit may
include places that are hard to get to, or that I feel like I have
seen and done everything there is to do there, or that I didn’t
enjoy it enough to want to go back.

This book is about a mixed bag of places I
visited that are either family unfriendly, fit into the “never
heard of” category, or on the more adventurous side of life. In
some cases, knowing where I was going, made it important for me to
keep my health club membership current. When you’re pushing 60,
some physically demanding activities can be difficult. In my 20’s
or 30’s, it would not have been a problem, but when you’re trekking
up mountains, you’re doing it to reach a goal or achieve something
at the end. To go so far away and not be able to give it your best
shot would be a huge disappointment. For example, for two months
leading up my treks, I would visit the gym four or five times a
week in preparation. Personally, if I did not do this training, my
treks would not have been a success.

Life is short and fragile, and one must try
and not leave any aspirations unfulfilled.

 


A summary of the
stories:

 


Two Hours in Myanmar
is about the struggle to enter a country with a
dubious history and failing.

A laugh a minute in Dubai
is a serious attempt to enjoy a much hyped city,
unknowingly during the time of Ramadan.

Katmandu- Religion,
Temples, Bars, Chaos and Pollution dissects the culture of a
country that is steeped in history and wrapped up in religion.

Soul Searching and Trekking in Nepal, an
unforeseen relationship somehow came about when I pushed the
limits of myself physically, and personal thoughts of life’s
achievements, failures and doubts occupied my mind.

If there is such a thing as God’s Country,
Maldives could be it is about experiencing one of most
beautiful islands and surrounding waters on the planet.

Pattaya – definitely NOT God’s creation goes
to the opposite end of the spectrum in a place that exudes
debauchery and excessive partying. Not for the faint of heart.

Slightly over Par in Phuket where playing
golf in extreme heat and humidity sounds horrible but is in fact, a
lot of fun.

City of Angels – but not a place for those who
believe in them shows how the presence of American Forces
changed a city into a gold mine of seedy bars and nightclubs.

Typhoon! What Typhoon? is about how life on a
small island with pristine beaches was virtually untouched and
almost oblivious to the Nation’s worst natural disaster.

Keeping it Sacred in Bhutan shows a country
that is ready to move into the 21st century, but at its
own pace. An unforgettable experience in a country that has not
changed its way of life for centuries.

Got to get to Phi Phi describes my desire to
scuba dive these islands in spite of last minute flight and hotel
changes and the dreadful weather.

Like a Sudden Hope in the Dark Night of the
Soul fulfills my ambition to visit Myanmar and experience a
3rd World country with priceless treasures of gold and
exquisite architecture.

New Year Happenings in Nha Trang describes a
small town being overrun with Russian and Asian tourists, with the
very occasional American and Briton.

Land Sharks and Whale Sharks from being up
close and coerced in the bars of Manila and Cebu to being up close
and personal with the World’s largest fish.

Don’t be a chicken, go to Turkey or more
specifically Istanbul, the only city in the World that lies on two
continents. It’s about the lukewarm acceptance of a westerner in
their land who is only there to learn and experience some of their
culture.

Blog Log is just a few excerpts from my blog
site. A couple of rants and raves, including some unexpected
comments.

 


Book cover pictures:

 


Front cover: Half way through my trek to
Tiger’s Nest Monastery in Bhutan.

Back cover (top left to bottom right):
Boudhanath Stupa in Kathmandu, Nepal; Tiger’s Nest Monastery,
Bhutan; Shwedagon Pagoda, Yangon, Myanmar; Maldivian boat,
Maldives; Walking Street, Pattaya, Thailand; Diving with Whale
Sharks, Oslob, Philippines; Boracay sunset, Philippines; Atop the
Burj Khalifa, Dubai, UAE; Inside Suleymaniye Mosque, Istanbul,
Turkey.

Because of the many photos, the paperback
version is available in both full color and black and white (except
the cover).

There is an ebook version of this
book which is less extensive in that it includes no photographs
pertaining to every chapter. However on my web site
www.malcolmjteasdale.com
there is additional information.

 



Two Hours in Myanmar

"Travel works best when you're forced to
come to terms with the place you're in."

Paul Theroux

 


It wasn’t all that long ago that Myanmar was a
closed society, in that tourists were not allowed to step foot in
the country. Previously known by the more familiar name of Burma, a
population of 50 million make it the 25th most populated
country in the World.

Yangon, formerly known as Rangoon is the capital
city, and the main port of entry into the country, while Mandalay
is another port of entry, which is located in the center of the
country. Interestingly, the airport code for Yangon is RGN, which
never changed to reflect the city’s new name. The country has a
long history of turmoil, especially during World War II, and more
recently with the United Nations reports of human rights
violations, under the rule of the military junta. In 2010, a
civilian government was installed, and since then the country has
been more accepting of visitors.

During that period of time when I couldn’t go, I
really wanted to, because it intrigued me how a country would not
want to allow foreigners to see and experience its culture and
historic buildings. I made the decision to see what lay behind
closed doors in the summer of 2014, so in April that year, I
applied for a Visa from the Myanmar Embassy in Washington DC. Their
web site was not too intuitive, and some of their menu options
exposed error messages, however I stumbled through it and
downloaded an application form.

There were a couple of mandatory requirements, which
were that I had to have a confirmed hotel and flight booking before
a visa could be granted, so the immigration officials in Yangon
would know my arrival date and accommodation details before
granting me entry. At one time, Myanmar had a process for applying
for a visa upon arrival, but for some reason, that was
cancelled.

My application was sent by federal express for
tracking purposes. I also included a self-addressed FedEx envelope
to ensure my passport made it home safely. The turnaround time only
took a week. I received my visa in April of 2014, for travel in
July. The reason I applied over three months in advance of my
travel was because I had tentative plans to go elsewhere in between
April and July, so I did not want to be without my passport during
that time.

I booked accommodation in Yangon’s city center at a
place called the City Center Plus Hotel through Agoda, the on-line
travel agency. Advanced payment was required, which I don’t
normally submit to, but as the rates were low compared to booking
with the hotel directly, I decided to secure the reservation.

My travel plans for Myanmar were booked well in
advance, so all I had to do was wait until July.

After a seven hour layover in Singapore’s Changi
Airport, where I slept for five of them in a room at the Transit
Hotel, I boarded the flight for Yangon. The Transit Hotel is a “no
frills” hotel, basically a bed in a window-less room, designed for
people like me, for passengers with long layovers. I was excited
about visiting Myanmar, a place that has been on my bucket list
(yes I know it’s an overused term) for a few years.

I was sitting in row two for the three hour flight
to Yangon, so once we parked at the gate I was first off the plane
for the short walk to immigration, with all my paperwork in hand,
keeping my excitement in check.

I walked straight up to the immigration desk and
handed everything over to the female officer. I sensed something
was wrong as she looked on her computer screen.

“Your visa has expired!” she said in her best
English.

“How can it be?” I gasped.

“It’s expired” she repeated.

“How can it be?” I said again.

“Your visa is valid for 90 days” she briefly
explained

“Right, its 90 days from the date I enter the
country” I explained in a little more detail, as if I knew more
about their immigration process than the people who worked
there.

She shouted something in her native language across
the hall to a military official. The lineup for immigration was
getting longer, so more staff had to be called in to help the
incoming passengers. The military fellow spoke little English, but
he did say, “Your visa has expired”.

I tried to explain what I thought was right, that
the 90 day period should start when I enter the country, not the
date when the visa was issued.

“Wait here” he said in a stern voice, before he
walked off to gather assistance.

A few minutes later, I was asked to step aside, away
from the immigration area, and was surrounded by about six airport
officials.

“Your visa has expired” another unformed officer
said.

I had to explain my side of the story, which at the
time made absolute sense to me, and I was determined to prove that
the immigration staff were incorrect.

I had copies of everything with me, including the
application form that I completed for the Embassy back in the
USA.

I opened it up and pointed my finger at the
statement on the form where it clearly indicated my arrival date
and hotel details.

“If what you are saying is true, then why did they
issue me a visa knowing that my date of arrival was more than 90
days from the date of application” I stated confidently.

There was an awkward silence. I was not sure whether
they were thinking that their own beloved Embassy in the United
States had made an error, or that the American tourist standing in
front of them was questioning their judgment and authority, to the
extent that they felt threatened.

One of the military gentlemen threw his arms up in
the air and walked away. Another airport official, who had a calm
demeanor and spoke good English said to me, “I don’t think they are
going to let you in”.

He began to act as the middle man between me and the
immigration department. Under the circumstances he was the right
man for the job, and it seemed quite evident that he had been in
this situation before. Being the liaison between a forthright
military immigration department and a disgruntled tourist was
necessary, but ultimately I knew he would take sides with the
people from his own country. He spoke enough English to get by.

“I also have a hotel booked that I paid for in
advance, and is not refundable”, I added, in search of a little
sympathy. “Can you try and talk with them some more?” I begged.

“Follow me”, he replied.

He led me to a small vacant departure lounge, where
he told me to wait.

“I will be back soon”, he said, somewhat
nervously.

My mind started to race, and think not only about
the $400 I would lose from the hotel booking, but where I would
spend the night. Additionally, I was now in danger of not being
able to see some of the great historic and religious sites that I
had spent months looking forward to.

Ten minutes had passed before I started to nervously
pace around the immediate area, expecting something to happen
momentarily, either good or bad. I wanted them to make a decision,
either let me stay or let me go.

My negotiator returned with the news. “They will not
let you enter” he said. After thinking just a few minutes before
that I just wanted a decision to be made, I now wanted a second
opportunity to argue my point to the obstinate military
officials.

“So why am I being punished for your country’s
mistake?” I asked belligerently.

“The decision has been made Mr. Teasdale. We have to
make arrangements to get you back to Singapore. I am sorry. You
will have to take it up with the Embassy back in America” he said
in a voice that sounded pretty sincere.

“I don’t want to go to Singapore. I’ve just come
from there. Why would I want to go back there?” I said to him while
having thoughts of how he was going to answer this one.

He did, like an experienced counsellor of rude and
obnoxious tourists.

“So where would you like to go to?” he asked.

I was on the verge of saying Mandalay, which is
Myanmar’s second largest city. Right before that potential moment
of stupidity and upset the one person in the country who was trying
to help me, something in my head reset. Now realizing the fact that
I had to get out of Dodge, a sensible approach was required to
ensure that I could leave without spending the night at the airport
or worse still, in a cell somewhere.

My stay in Myanmar was to be for five days, after
which I was due to go to Bangkok. Rather than return to Singapore,
I told him that I would like to go to Bangkok if there was a later
flight.

My planned departure time on that day from Yangon to
Bangkok was at 10:00 am with Bangkok Airways, but as it was evening
time, I was quite surprised when he said, “Yes there is. It leaves
in about an hour and a half. Do you want me to sort it out for
you?”

“Absolutely” I said.

In all the confusion, I had completely forgotten
about my luggage. I gave him my receipt, but at the time I wasn’t
convinced that it would make the flight. There just seemed to be
too much disorganization and confusion to get it done successfully.
I could only hope.

He immediately left the room to try and get me a
boarding pass for that flight. Meanwhile I was confined to the same
area until he returned, likely because I was in a secure room,
somewhere between plane side of immigration and the airport’s
departure area, where all passengers must have a boarding pass in
their possession. There was no escape basically.

The cellular service in the airport wasn’t great,
but I did manage to call the Holiday Inn in Bangkok and stumble
through a conversation and ask them if I could check in five days
earlier than planned. Luckily, they obliged. Plan B was in
place.

My new best Burmese friend returned with the news
that he could get me on the flight provided I handed over $50 for
the change fee. I did not have any local currency so I was
fortunate that they accepted US money. He also handed me a piece of
paper, which he had hand written this:

“Dear Sir, may I get your email to send you
receipt for your payment of USD 50? Just now my system is not work
and I will send your payment received via email. Sorry for you
inconvenience, Regards Ei.”

I wrote down my email address, and he left in a
hurried manner to get my boarding pass. The time was inching closer
to the scheduled departure time. In fact, it was only 45 minutes
before the plane lifted off and I had yet to go through
security.

The next 15 minutes tested my nerves before he
finally came back to me with the boarding pass and a new luggage
receipt. I was free to go. He pointed me in the right direction, so
I picked up my hand luggage and at a brisk pace I headed for the
departure gate.

I had the nerve to even stop and buy some water and
a souvenir from a small store, which I paid for in US dollars but
received the change in Burmese Kyat.

Luckily, there wasn’t a long line at security. I
pointed at my watch to the security guards in an attempt to tell
them I was in a hurry. They must have got the point, as they
ignored the fact that I had a bottle of water in my hand
luggage.

I arrived at the gate. There was no line up because
every passenger was already on the plane. As soon as I entered
through the door, the Bangkok Airways cabin staff greeted me with a
friendly smile, showed me to my seat and closed the aircraft
door.

Within five minutes, the plane lifted off and an
hour and a half later, I arrived in Bangkok for a night out in the
wildest city on the planet.

My luggage made it as well, so the last few hours of
disappointment were put on hold, as I passed seamlessly through
immigration, picked up a taxi, and before too long I was checking
in at the very nice Holiday Inn on Sukhumvit Road in the heart of
Bangkok.

When I returned home I called the Myanmar Embassy in
Washington DC and explained the situation. The main point of
contention was that they issued me a visa knowing exactly what my
arrival date was in Yangon, and that the immigration officials
refused entry because they said it had expired. I also asked them
for the $400 that I paid in advance for the hotel in Yangon.

Crickets!

Basically, they didn’t know how to handle the
situation, so rather than listening to me nit-pick at them over the
phone, they asked me to write them an email explaining everything.
This I did, but the email obviously didn’t get traction as I never
heard anything. Eventually I gave up the protest, because I came to
the realization that continuing was pointless, as there will come
another time when I’ll apply for a visa for a second attempt at
getting into Myanmar. I didn’t want to be on the blacklist when my
application landed on their desk the next time.

To be continued.


A laugh a minute in Dubai

“I want Dubai to be a place where
everybody from all over the world meets each other, don’t think of
fighting or hate, just love it, enjoy their sport, and that’s
it.”

HH Sheikh Mohammed bin Rashid Al Maktoum


It wasn’t on my list as a place I wanted to visit,
but rather somewhere that intrigued me to some degree.

My intention was to get to Asia from Europe using
frequent flyer points, but I also had to plan to get to Europe from
home for the outbound flight using frequent flyer points. I
intended to spend two weeks in England and Ireland after I had been
touring around Asia for four weeks, so building an itinerary using
“points” was a challenge. Basically, I needed two roundtrip
tickets, one from North America to Europe and another from Europe
to Asia, both using frequent flyer points. As usual, finding seats
in business class using points was problematic, even though I
planned months ahead. Dates were somewhat flexible, but eventually
I secured a business class seat on Delta for the first leg of my
trip to a place I never expected, Dubai.

Because of limited availability from Dubai to
Singapore, I had to spend two nights in the jewel of the United
Arab Emirates. Specifically, there was no other city in Europe to
connect an inbound flight to Europe to an outbound flight to Asia
with availability using points, so Dubai became the choice.

I was be pretty happy about it, since a good friend
of mine had been there a few times and loved the place.

After a 14 hour 15 minute flight, I arrived in
Dubai. I had a flatbed on the flight over, so I was able to sleep
for a large portion of the journey with a little help from beer and
wine. This was the longest non-stop flight I had taken since the
Singapore Airlines long haul from Newark to Singapore, which was 18
hours 30 minutes in length. It was 8:30 pm when I landed, and after
a lengthy immigration process and painfully slow baggage claim, I
went to the cash machine to withdraw a few hundred UAE Dirham, the
local currency.

Because of the long flight, I had dressed in
comfortable clothes. I was wearing a rugby shirt with a pair of
track suit pants and tennis shoes. As soon as I stepped outside to
find a taxi, I almost passed out from the searing heat. Even though
it was nighttime, the temperature was close to 100 degrees. About
that “dry heat” theory, you know, the one where people say, “It’s a
dry heat” to downplay the temperature in arid climates, well it did
not apply to my situation. The taxi cab drivers didn’t exactly go
out of their way to offer me a ride, so I approached a podium and
asked someone standing close by who looked somewhat official.

“Do you have any taxis available?” I asked, as I
could see a line of about 10 of them, with the drivers standing
around and talking.

“Just a moment, I will get one for you” he
replied.

“No worries, take your time” I said with a hint of
sarcasm as the sweat started to accumulate all over my body.

One of the drivers finally dragged himself away from
the conference and came to my assistance.

“Holiday Inn, please” I said.

“Which one?” he replied.

All I wanted to do was to climb inside an air
conditioned taxi, but now had to search through my hand luggage for
the booking confirmation of my hotel, just to find the address.

He studied the address in a manner that would
suggest that he has never taken a human being to that hotel
before.

When I booked the hotel, I wanted it to be near the
downtown area, and close to a couple of attractions I wanted to see
during my brief stay. I also knew it was fairly close to the
airport. When I looked at a map beforehand, I remembered that it
was difficult to ascertain the size of Dubai, or the distance
between two points. Someone told me that taxis were cheap, which is
understandable considering the United Arab Emirates is an oil rich
country, so spending a lot of money on rides around town was not a
concern, at least that’s what I initially thought.

It was a 30 minute drive to my hotel, so as cheap as
the gasoline was, the distance and traffic congestion didn’t make
the fare inexpensive. I was suspicious however that he did take the
long route, because according to my earlier observations from a
google map of the airport and the location of my hotel, it should
have been a short drive. Anyway, since it was my first ride in a
Dubai taxi, I gave him the benefit of the doubt.

I finally arrived at my destination, and after I
handed over a handful of dirham to the taxi driver, the door staff
were immediately on hand to help me inside with my luggage. After
check-in, one of the staff was persistent in showing me to my room,
which, even though I was more than capable of taking my own
suitcase, this only meant one thing, a tip was expected. A few more
dirham left my pocket after he showed me all of the switches and
gadgets in the room. Believe it or not, I already knew how to turn
a light on and use a telephone and television, so the long three
minutes it took him to explain the obvious was ridiculous. He
probably thought he had to earn his money.

I took a quick shower and changed clothes. The
unpacking was to wait until the next day, although I was thinking
whether I needed to do it at all, considering the short stay. How
long does a hotel stay has to be, to justify removing everything
from the suitcase and putting it in drawers or on hangers? A
thought for another time, but at that moment I really wanted a cold
beer, so I headed down to the bar adjacent to reception.

I sat down on a stool and asked the bar tender,
“What do you have on draft?”

“Sorry we can’t serve alcohol” he responded.

“What?”

“Sorry Sir. It’s Ramadan. Didn’t you know?” he
asked

“So what does that mean?” I said fearing the
worst.

“We can’t serve alcohol during this time period,
from the end of June until the end of July” he explained.

Ramadan is the time of year when Muslims fast during
daylight hours from dawn to sunset. This period of time includes
the consumption of alcohol.

I never thought about this prior to booking my
flight, but as strange as it seems, if I knew beforehand that it
was going to be Ramadan, I would not have gone to Dubai or at least
tried harder to find an alternative stopover point. Maybe Ramadan
was the reason that Dubai was the only city I could fly in and out
of using points. Theories were rampant in my mind, but yes, as
unbelievable as that seems, knowing that I could not get a pint of
beer, would have been enough to deter me from visiting one of the
most dynamic cities in the World. That’s what I was thinking at
that moment in time.

The disbelief continued.

“I bet there is someplace somewhere in Dubai I can
get a beer, isn’t there?” I asked him while staring at his face,
for any glimpse of a change of expression.

As with most countries, where there are rules and
laws, there are times when the system cracks, and if someone wants
something they can find it by asking the right people.

“Well actually” he said while starting to cave in,
“I have heard there is this bar at the Avenue Hotel. I think it’s
called Manila something. Pretty sure you can get something there”.
I think he knew that this bar was open, but instead turned his
answer into one of rumor and hearsay.

He also said that I could order hotel room service
and a beer could be purchased and enjoyed while lying in bed. The
thought of drinking a beer in a hotel bed in Dubai rather than go
out for the evening seems ridiculous. The decision was an easy
one.

I walked out of the hotel and within five minutes I
had found the Avenue Hotel. There wasn’t many people walking the
streets or standing around in the hotel lobby, but I found a
staircase with a sign saying “Manila 21”. There was a security
guard at the entrance, but he let me pass. I assumed any Muslin
would be refused entry, but more than likely there would not have
been any trying to enter such an establishment anyway.

It was dark and sort of dingy, but alas, there was a
bar and it was open. I ordered an ice cold Carlsberg. The bar had a
pool table and a stage for live music. Apparently, the latter was a
casualty of Ramadan also.

The place was pretty empty and dark to the extent
that I barely noticed the presence of other people, but didn’t look
around the room in detail until I sat on a comfy couch in the
corner of the room about 20 yards from the bar. A waitress appeared
and placed a bowl of popcorn in front of me. In all of the
excitement that evening, the thought of food never crossed my mind
until then. Suffice to say, I consumed the popcorn in under a
minute.

A black girl came to sit next to me. Her name was
Bella and she was from Nigeria. She was dressed in the sort of
attire that suggested she was out looking for a paying customer for
the night. With heavy makeup and certain body parts enhanced
through cosmetic surgery, she shuffled close to me when, as the
band the Eagles once sang, “The smell of wine and cheap perfume”
overwhelmed me and so began the sales talk.

“Where are you from?”, “What are you doing here?”,
“Do you want some company tonight?”

I have in the past been guilty of saying the wrong
things on occasions like that, so when I said, “I have just got off
the plane after a very long flight, so I am very tired and will be
going to bed soon”, all that did was to open the door for more
persuasive chat.

“I’ll come to your room and give you a great massage
and help you relax” she said while squeezing my shoulders and
rubbing my arms.

“Not tonight Bella I am just too tired to
participate in anything like that.” I explained. That statement was
enough to stop her thinking about making any money from me, but
instead we briefly talked about other subjects, such as her
homeland and why she was in Dubai. She said she was a hairdresser
and beauty therapist, and maybe that was true because of the way
she made her face up that night. However, I find it difficult to
figure out why the United Arab Emirates would grant her a work
permit based on that skillset.

I returned to my hotel and ordered some Chinese
spring rolls and a beer. It was midnight when I finally turned off
the light and looked forward to the following day’s tourist
activities in Dubai.

The hotel put on a decent spread for breakfast, to
extent that I would not need any more food until much later in the
day. I asked the folks at reception about the best way to get to
Dubai Harbor. They recommended the public transport system,
specifically the MRT, which covers all major areas of Dubai, at
least where tourists like me would want to go. Fortunately there
was a train station about three blocks away. Dressed in a tee shirt
and shorts I left the hotel and walked into what felt like a sauna.
My iPhone app showed me it was 125 degrees and as it was just
before noon, it wasn’t even the hottest hour of the day yet.

A long slow-paced five minute walk took me to the
train station. It was closed. Two problems here. Firstly, why is
the transport system closed at what seems like a peak travel time
of the day. Secondly, why didn’t the hotel staff warn me about this
before I left the hotel after I just asked them for directions?
Ramadan was to blame for the first issue, but the hotel I hold
responsible for the second. The train service, I found out later,
began at 2:30 pm.

I had to wait about 20 minutes during which time I
paced up and down the street looking for shade and an area that
frequented taxis. Eventually, I managed to flag one down, which
wasn’t easy, as there just wasn’t much traffic on the streets.

“Dubai Harbor please” I said as I took a deep breath
of cool air, courtesy of the taxi’s air conditioning.

I assumed the taxi took the shortest way possible,
however 45 minutes into the journey, I realized how large and
spread out Dubai is. All of the journey was travelled at high speed
on major highways located to the east of the city, where I could
view the massive numbers of skyscrapers to the west adjacent to the
Persian Gulf. We eventually pulled up outside what looked like an
entrance to a train station. There was virtually no-one around. I
paid the UAE dirham equivalent of about $50 and climbed out of the
taxi into the almost unbearable heat.

It was so hot, I could feel the skin on my face
burning. I had to find a cool place. I saw a couple of people enter
a building, so I followed them and found myself in an office and
shopping complex that was virtually void of people. Inside, there
was only one place open, which was a grocery store. All the
restaurants and business were closed. The picturesque harbor was
right outside and was crammed full of expensive speed boats and
yachts, which was not a surprise, considering Dubai’s reputation
for extreme affluence.

I sat on a bench in the mall and gradually cooled
off, but I found myself in a bit of a predicament. Here I was,
miles away from my hotel, in a place where nothing was going on,
except shoppers buying food. Outside of Ramadan, I am pretty sure
this area would be quite lively during the day and at night, but I
was there at the wrong time. I walked the length of the mall two or
three times, because there was nothing else to do.

Across the harbor, I saw the Marriott Hotel. That
was my new target, however it was at least a five minute walk or
slightly less as the crow flies. Talking of birds, it was even too
hot for them to be flying around. Five minutes doesn’t sound much,
but when it’s 125 degrees outside, it does matter. I set a time of
2:00 pm for the walk to the hotel, which gave me about 10 minutes
of preparation time, during which I stayed close to air
conditioning vents and drank plenty of water.

On the hour, I walked slowly with my eyes focused on
the Marriott, trying to avoid wrong turns, and thinking about where
the nearest entrance may be, even if it was one for deliveries
only. It was a classic case of things appearing closer than they
actually are. I did not pass another person during my walk to the
hotel, but as soon as I entered the lobby, everything appeared
normal again. There were people going about their business
oblivious to the World outside.

I asked a gentleman at the concierge desk how I
could get to Palm Jumeirah Island. This is an artificial
archipelago built out into the Gulf. An aerial view best
illustrates its palm tree like structure. As one can imagine, the
island consists of very expensive real estate, including homes and
hotels. It’s a community unto itself for the extremely wealthy.

One of the doormen at the hotel called a taxi, and
in the back of my mind was the thought of how far away the Palm
Jumeirah Islands were and resulting taxi fare. I got a break. After
five minutes and a $10 fare, I was at what appeared to be a train
station, which was missing one thing, people. One cash register was
open, so I purchased a roundtrip ticket for $8 to the end of the
island. A cheap fare at last. On the platform apart from myself was
a group of excited Chinese tourists. What I mean by that, is adults
acting almost childlike in anticipation of something marvelous
about to happen. With one other stop on the way, the monorail trip
was brief, but it gave me an opportunity to view the land areas
that make up the palms of the island. Most of the houses were
large, but not massive like 10,000 square foot mansions, but all of
them had a beach front, even though it was man-made. There were
some condominiums, no doubt with stunning views, but in my opinion,
the area seemed too artificial, without much character and
charm.

The monorail stopped at the Atlantis, with the hotel
on one side of the track and a water theme park on the other. It
reminded me of the Atlantis in The Bahamas, which it was modelled
after.

The entrance was classy, with very modern décor. I
wondered how this hotel managed to claim the prime spot on Palm
Jumeirah, knowing that there are other hotels in the World that
exude more beauty than this one. Maybe the authorities wanted the
water park. Maybe the owners of the Atlantis offered more money to
the land developers
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