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Born and raised in Coventry, England, British and American citizen Malcolm Teasdale was able to take early retirement when he sold his technology company in 2013. From a startup business to achieving presence in 80 countries, with offices in 4 countries and substantial intellectual property over a 15-year period, his company was ripe for acquisition. 

After traveling on business for many years to the major cities and business hubs around the world, he now travels to the more unusual destinations in search of rich cultural and educational experiences. Think Nepal, Mongolia, Tibet, Bhutan, Namibia, and Borneo to name a few. 

He has written several books and magazine articles about business and adventure travel, with an emphasis on real life experiences, culture, education, and a sense of humor. 

His public speaking engagements focus on entrepreneurship, adventure travel, destinations around the world and foreign cultures. 

He also hosts the “The Travel Addict” and “Two Brits in America” podcast shows, and has made many guest appearances on business and travel shows worldwide, 

Malcolm currently lives in North Carolina, and has also lived in England, Wales, Canada, and Singapore. 

A traveler to 118 countries, you will love his factual stories, which focus on education and enrichment, with a laugh or two along the way. 

For the last 8 years, he has been contracted by various cruise lines around the world to primarily educate the public on global cultures, entrepreneurship, and destinations from all continents. 
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As the host of The Travel Addict Podcast, Malcolm Teasdale has had the extraordinary opportunity to sit with travelers, explorers, creatives, and everyday adventurers who carry the world within them. 

For Malcolm Teasdale, travel has never just been about going places. It’s about collecting stories, chasing perspective, and understanding the world in a way that no map can fully capture. As the voice behind the Travel Addict Podcast, Malcolm has spent countless hours speaking about journeys that have shaped him, challenged him, and opened his eyes to the beauty and complexity of different cultures. This book is a continuation of that journey, his journey, that enabled him to transform his spoken words into something you can hold, revisit, and experience in your own time.

The Travel Addict Podcast is deeply personal. This book’s version is not a collection of interviews or outside voices, but it’s his own reflections, his own experiences, and the lessons he has gathered along the way. Every destination that Malcolm has visited has left an imprint on him, and within these pages, he has tried to capture not just what he saw, but what he felt, what he learned, and how each place changed him.

From vibrant cities filled with energy and contrast to quiet, remote corners where time seems to slow down, these stories represent moments that stayed with him long after he left. Some are filled with excitement and discovery, others with challenge and uncertainty, but all of them are real. They reflect the highs, the unexpected turns, and the growth that only travel can bring.

Writing this book allowed him to revisit those moments in a different way. Speaking of stories and writing are not the same. Writing forces reflection, honesty, and a deeper connection to the experience. This process helped Malcolm see his own journeys more clearly and understand how much they’ve shaped who he is today.

At its core, this book is about connection, his connection to the world, and hopefully, your connection to these stories. Malcolm’s goal is simple: to inspire you to see travel not just as a destination, but as a mindset. To encourage you to step outside your comfort zone, embrace the unknown, and discover what the world can teach you.

This is his story, but in many ways, it could become part of yours too.

This book, Volume Two, contains a variety of travel related subjects, including his experiences onboard cruise ships around the world, including some of the subjects of his enrichment presentations to the passengers on board. In addition, he presents some of his personal opinions about travel-related subjects, which expose the best of, the worst of, the concerns, the humorous, bucket-list items, and other points of substance that stick in the brain cells forever. 

The content will pique your interest in various capacities, but the principal benefit from reading this book is that it will inspire you to start traveling more and gain a better understanding of how the rest of the world lives and works. Safe travels.
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Some trips refuse to fit neatly into a category. They are not quite work, not quite vacation, but something in between, and that in-between space often turns out to be the most interesting place of all. That's exactly how this particular trip through the Caribbean felt: equal parts lecturing duties on a cruise ship and a string of island stops, some familiar, some brand new.

It started, as these things often do, with a lesson in timing. I had booked travel over Easter weekend, which meant fighting my way through Charlotte Douglas International Airport at one of the busiest moments of the year. Check-in lines snaked everywhere, self-service baggage tags confused half the terminal, and nobody seemed quite sure which queue led where. If there is one thing years of travel have taught me, it's to think twice before flying through a major airport on a holiday weekend.

Still, once I made it onto the flight to Bridgetown, Barbados, the trip settled into a gentler rhythm. Four hours in the air, and suddenly I was somewhere completely different: slower, quieter, far less frantic than the airport I'd just escaped. I spent the night in Bridgetown, wandered into a local bar, and got my first taste of the island's personality. Barbados sits right at the eastern edge of the Caribbean, and you can feel its long-standing connection to Britain in small ways everywhere you look.

The next day I boarded the ship, and the trip properly began. Cruising has its own rhythm. You stop thinking in terms of "getting somewhere" and start thinking in terms of sea days and port days, with the itinerary already decided for you. There is something stress-free about that. You simply show up.

Our first stop was Castries, St. Lucia, though we actually anchored at Rodney Bay rather than docking in the city itself. I had no lectures to give those first couple of days, so I took it easy, wandering the coastline and getting a feel for the island's rhythm.

From there, we sailed to St. George's in Grenada, a hillier, more physical place to explore. I wandered through town, ducked into a few churches, and watched daily life unfold around me. Nothing dramatic, just an island going about its business, which is sometimes exactly what you want.

Next came Tobago, the quieter half of Trinidad and Tobago, and one of the more grounded stops on the trip. I walked through residential neighborhoods, watched free-roaming animals wander the streets, and noticed more discarded beer bottles than I expected. It's the kind of unscripted wandering that tells you more about a place than any guided tour ever could. Chatting with locals, I learned about traditions I'd never heard of: goat racing and crab racing are apparently serious business here, and a genuine source of community pride.

After Tobago came a sea day, which on a lecturing trip means business as usual for me. My fellow speakers on this voyage included a former astronaut and a retired Concorde pilot, which made for some fascinating conversation over meals. My own lectures covered Caribbean culture, geography, and history, and one session in particular turned into an unexpected comedy routine: trying to explain the rules of cricket to a room full of Americans who had never seen a single ball bowled. I gave it my best shot. I'm not sure I succeeded, but everyone had a good laugh trying to follow along, and somewhere in the confusion we ended up talking about how deeply cricket, football, and even goat racing are woven into Caribbean identity.

Willemstad, in Curaçao, came next. Curaçao belongs to the so-called ABC islands, along with Aruba and Bonaire, all three sharing a Dutch colonial backbone that shows up in the architecture. I joined an excursion to a dolphin facility and got into the water with them, which was an absolute delight. Whatever you think about programs like that, there's no denying how intelligent and graceful these animals are up close.

Bonaire was next, known across the region for its commitment to marine conservation and ranked among the best diving spots in the Caribbean thanks to its protected reefs. I didn't dive this time, but a walk around the island was enough to feel its relaxed, lower-key pace, a welcome contrast to some of its flashier neighbors.

Then came Oranjestad in Aruba, a more developed, tourism-driven island. One of its quieter claims to fame is the Antilla, a German cargo ship sunk during World War II and now one of the largest wrecks in the Caribbean, a magnet for divers from all over the world. Aruba also has a surprising economic story tucked into its landscape: deposits of phosphate, formed from limestone and centuries of bird activity, once played a real role in its development.

Another sea day followed, with more lectures and, inevitably, more curveball questions from the audience. Cricket made its return as a topic, alongside a broader conversation about how sport, in all its strange regional forms, shapes identity across the Caribbean.

Santo Domingo came next, one of the oldest cities in the Americas. Walking in from the cruise port felt noticeably different: busier traffic, a need for a bit more street awareness, and visible tourist police keeping an eye on things. The historic district, home to the first cathedral built in the Americas, offered a striking contrast between centuries-old stone and the modern city growing up around it. The walk back to the ship took me through some less developed stretches, a small reminder that conditions can shift block by block, even within a single city.

Catalina Island gave us a smaller, calmer finish to the island-hopping. We tendered in by smaller boats, and once ashore, there was little to do but relax on quiet beaches with barely any infrastructure to speak of, the perfect counterpoint to busier stops like Aruba and Santo Domingo.

The final stretch home to Miami brought a few more sea days, time to wind down, finish my last presentations, and settle into the easy routine of shipboard life. When we finally docked in Miami, it felt like the natural close to a trip that had blended sightseeing, lecturing, and a fair bit of mingling into one satisfying whole.

Looking back, what stays with me most is the sheer variety packed into one region. Aruba and Curaçao buzz with commercial energy, while Tobago and Bonaire move at their own unhurried pace, and somehow they're all part of the same Caribbean. Cruising gave me a taste of each without the depth of a longer stay, but it laid a foundation I'd happily build on with future visits.

Add the lecturing into the mix, and the trip became something more than a vacation. It became an exchange: me sharing stories with an audience, and the audience sharing their curiosity right back. All in all, a journey that reminded me that travel is rarely just one thing. It's relaxation and learning and connection, often blurred together in the loveliest way.
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Some trips earn their memorability through culture, others through scenery, and every now and then a trip earns it simply by being a study in contrasts. One of the strangest journeys I've ever pieced together did exactly that: it carried me from tropical Caribbean heat to the frozen hush of the Arctic, and I didn't set out to make a statement out of it. It just happened that way. Somewhere in the middle, I realized I'd accidentally built one of the most extreme transitions imaginable, sliding from nearly a hundred degrees in the Caribbean to twenty-degree weather in the northernmost permanent settlement on Earth, all within a matter of weeks.

It began in the Turks and Caicos Islands, a place built for beaches, warm water, and tropical ease. Tucked southeast of the Bahamas, the islands have become a magnet for travelers chasing luxury resorts and calm Caribbean scenery. But like much of the southeastern United States that summer, the heat was relentless.

It had already been an unusually warm season across Florida and the Carolinas, and the Caribbean turned the dial up even further. The combination of heat and humidity made even the simplest outdoor plans exhausting. Walking anywhere at midday became an exercise in patience, and most of my time revolved around finding shade, air conditioning, or water, ideally all three at once.

Two weeks there gave me the classic island fix: bright sun, turquoise water, the unhurried rhythm of beach life. But after a while, the heat itself became the story. Travel isn't always comfortable, and sometimes a destination tests your endurance in ways you didn't expect. Tropical heat, drawn out long enough, has a way of wearing you down.

Eventually it was time to move on, and the route north took several stages, starting with a flight to Atlanta, one of the great hubs of American air travel and a familiar gateway for anyone heading overseas.

From Atlanta, I boarded a Virgin Atlantic flight across the ocean to Heathrow. Overnight transatlantic flights always come with a tax: sleep in fragments, a body clock thrown into confusion, and that strange half-awake feeling of not knowing whether to power through or surrender to exhaustion.

From London, I connected on to Amsterdam via British Airways. Jet lag was starting to settle in by then, so I gave myself a few days in the city before pushing on.

Amsterdam never disappoints. It's a city that blends history, canals, bicycles, nightlife, and art into something unmistakably Dutch. My hotel, the Nhow Amsterdam Rai, leaned hard into bold, modern design, oversized artwork everywhere and, memorably, a slightly intimidating Viking portrait hanging over the bed. Stylish, certainly. Restful sleep under the watchful eye of a giant Scandinavian warrior, less certain.

The real reason for the Amsterdam stop, though, wasn't sightseeing. I was about to join a Viking Cruise ship as a guest lecturer for roughly three weeks, sailing through Scandinavia and Northern Europe from late August into September.

Lecturing aboard a ship is its own particular blend of work and adventure. There's the responsibility of preparing and delivering talks, and there's the reward of waking up somewhere new every few days. Over the course of the cruise, I gave eight or nine lectures and very nearly lost my voice by the end of it.

The route itself was a feast of destinations. We sailed out of Amsterdam toward Oslo, then on through Kristiansand, Stavanger, and Bergen.

Flåm, tucked deep in the Norwegian fjords, stood out as one of the most visually stunning stops of the entire trip. The scenery there barely seems real: cliffs shoot straight up from narrow waterways, waterfalls spill down the mountainsides, and small villages sit quietly in the middle of it all. Norway's fjords are routinely ranked among the most beautiful landscapes on Earth, and standing inside one, it's easy to see exactly why.

From there we visited Copenhagen, and Warnemünde in northern Germany, a gateway port for Berlin. Having already explored Berlin on an earlier trip, I skipped the excursion this time.

Rough weather forced a change of plans, which is common enough on northern sea routes, and we ended up spending extra time in Gdańsk, Poland instead. While there, I visited the Stutthof Concentration Camp, a sobering, heavy reminder of the horrors of World War II.

Places like Stutthof and Auschwitz are not destinations you "enjoy" in any ordinary sense. They exist as reminders, plain and unavoidable, of what people are capable of. Walking through that history asks something of you that's hard to put into words.

The cruise continued through the Baltic, with stops in Tallinn and Stockholm. Stockholm marked the end of the cruise itself, and I stayed an extra night to explore Gamla Stan, the old town.

Gamla Stan blends narrow medieval streets with cafés, pubs, and centuries-old buildings. An evening wandering between bars and restaurants there made for a wonderful send-off to the cruise portion of the trip.

But the real adventure was only just beginning.

I'd wanted to visit Svalbard for years, one of the most remote inhabited places on the planet. From Stockholm, I flew to Oslo on Scandinavian Airlines before continuing north toward Longyearbyen.

Most people have never heard of Longyearbyen, yet it holds a remarkable title: the northernmost permanent human settlement in the world. It sits on the island of Spitsbergen, deep in the Arctic Ocean, well above mainland Norway, part of the Svalbard archipelago.

If you trace a finger up a globe from Norway, you'll eventually hit land again, that cluster of islands is Svalbard.

Typically only one commercial flight a day lands there, which says everything about how isolated the place truly is. Stepping off the plane at that tiny airport, you immediately feel like you've crossed into another world.

Snow already blanketed the ground when I arrived, and after weeks of Caribbean heat, the contrast felt almost dreamlike. I'd left behind hundred-degree days and walked straight into Arctic cold.

The scenery in Svalbard is hard to put into words. Mountains rise sharply out of icy water, glaciers dominate the horizon, and silence becomes part of the experience itself. The whole place feels nearly untouched, a quiet, powerful reminder of how wild nature still gets to be, even now.

I stayed at the Radisson Blu Polar Hotel, one of the main places to stay in the settlement. Despite the extreme location, the rooms were surprisingly comfortable.

What fascinated me most, though, were the rules of living there. One of the first things you learn is that polar bears outnumber human residents. Because of that, anyone leaving the settlement boundaries is legally required to carry a rifle.

This isn't a suggestion. Heading into the wilderness unarmed risks a deadly encounter with one of the Arctic's most dangerous predators.

Svalbard's rulebook gets stranger from there. Cats are banned outright because they threaten protected bird species. Women aren't permitted to give birth there due to limited medical facilities. And, most famously, people aren't really "allowed" to die there.

That last one sounds like a joke until you learn the reason: the permanently frozen ground prevents proper decomposition, which creates real problems for burials. So people with terminal illnesses are typically moved to mainland Norway before the end comes.

And yet, despite all of this, people genuinely choose to live there, sometimes for years. Talking with locals, a common thread kept coming up: safety and simplicity. Crime is almost nonexistent, and the isolation seems to forge an unusually tight-knit community.

Walking through Longyearbyen felt almost like a dream. Snow-covered streets, colorful buildings, total Arctic silence, and mountains in every direction came together into an atmosphere unlike anywhere else I've been.

After a few days there, it was finally time to turn south again. I stopped briefly near Stockholm's airport before continuing on to Tallinn.

Tallinn remains one of Europe's most underrated capitals. Its medieval old town is remarkably well preserved, cobblestones, towers, and centuries-old buildings everywhere you look. Walking it at night feels like stepping backward through time.

I stayed at the Schlössle Hotel, a boutique luxury property with just twenty-seven rooms, one that's hosted its share of royalty and famous musicians over the years.

Tallinn also reinforced one of the things I love most about the Baltic region: it feels safe. Walking alone at night felt completely natural, something that's becoming rarer and rarer in big cities around the world.

Eventually, every trip has to end. Leaving Tallinn meant an overnight stop in Frankfurt before the long transatlantic flight home.

Frankfurt remains one of my least favorite airports anywhere. Every single time I pass through, I somehow end up walking down airplane stairs onto a bus instead of through a proper gate. For one of Europe's largest airports, it always manages to feel a little chaotic.

By the time I finally boarded the flight home, the toll of the trip was catching up with me. Jet lag hit hard, and for several mornings afterward I found myself wide awake at three a.m., my body still convinced it was six hours ahead.

Tired as I was, the whole experience had been extraordinary.

The cruise itself had been rewarding both professionally and personally. Scandinavia delivered stunning scenery and fascinating culture. The Baltic cities brought history and atmosphere. But Svalbard, that strange, beautiful settlement suspended between civilization and wilderness, became the highlight of the entire trip.

Travel has a way of teaching through contrast. In this case, moving between tropical Caribbean beaches and Arctic snowfields created something that felt almost symbolic. Within a matter of weeks, I'd gone from intense heat to freezing cold, from palm trees to glaciers, from island resorts to polar bear country.

And maybe that's part of what makes travel endlessly fascinating. The world holds extremes far beyond anything daily life usually lets us touch.
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