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License Notes

This ebook is the copyrighted
property of the author, and may not be reproduced or used in any
manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the
publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.
If you enjoyed this book, please encourage your friends to download
a copy. This ebook may not be re-sold. If you would like to share
this book with another person please respect the time and effort
that went into it by downloading an additional copy for each
recipient. Thank you for your support.

















In Praise of Random Acts of
Travel






“Better than I thought it would
be”

Dennis, from Oregon






“I’m not surprised. He could put
a ball on his finger before he was two.”

Author’s mother






“Long.”

Hemingway






“So, that Shia LaBeouf seems
like a real knob.”

Objective bystander



“11 out of 10!”

Ronnie, remedial math
student






“I touched myself the whole way
through.”

Author

















This book is dedicated to Nancy
Reagan. She knows why.

















Warning






This ebook contains offensive
language, sexual innuendo and claims of violence that are as yet
mostly unproven. But mostly the language thing. Reader discretion
is advised. And if your kids get a hold of this and it turns out to
be the worst thing they read off the internet, well, it could be a
lot worse. Just ask Selena Gomez. Which reminds me, there are also
a lot of strange and arbitrary references to pop culture figures so
if you don’t watch thirty hours of TV per week like normal people,
or are from England, you will either want to have Google handy
(just to be prepared you may want to type in Gary Buse…) or spend a
few days wandering around Laurel Canyon with a camera and a large
concealing shrubbery.
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Foreword






By Dean’s Seventh Grade English
Teacher






I have to admit I was a bit
surprised when I found out Dean had become a critically acclaimed
author and world renowned activist in the fight against bookmarks
with that funny little string attached. Maybe I was simply too busy
to notice the signs. I mean, he certainly enjoyed reading, he was
always excellent at writing with a pen and he always laughed any
time somebody farted. And in hindsight I probably also should have
recognized all the untapped potential in the way he was constantly
drawing stick women with disproportionately large round breasts and
how he absolutely loved using the word “dickhead”. But in the end I
think I was simply distracted by the fact he showed up for school
that fall with his hair in a perm.

















Author’s Preface






I don’t want the title to give
the impression I’m actually afraid of hammocks. Or spitting. In
fact, I really like hammocks, especially lying in them, and if I’ve
had a good night’s sleep I can spit really far. A lot of other
things scare the shit out of me, though. Like roosters.







Introduction


Welcome to Random Acts of Travel. You have chosen wisely.
Well, maybe that’s overstating it. But you have, in fact, chosen.
Either way, you are in for a real treat. Over the last twelve years
or so my wife and I have spent an inordinate (some say
irresponsible) amount of time travelling to and fro across our
vast, fascinating and often shockingly unhygienic planet. We have
experienced a broad and enriching variety of cultures, landscapes
and antibiotics and have learned many new things along the way.
Things as diverse and stimulating as:


	
In North America we really don’t take
full advantage of our car horns.



	
When shopping around for a back room
vasectomy in rural Cambodia price should not be your only
criteria.



	
It seems that mobile phones are really
starting to take off.



	
In many parts of the world I am one hell
of a tall man.



	
High humidity and a long day in the
ocean can do crazy things to your pubic hair.



	
Mangos are no substitute for real live
breasts.





Despite the unmistakable value
of this knowledge I decided that the time had come to slow down
briefly, reminisce on all that we’ve seen, done and inadvertently
damaged throughout our travels and generously compile them into one
all-encompassing guide to travel on the planet Earth. A Super Book,
if you will. And I can say, without hyperbole, that by the time you
finish reading this epic collection of factual advice, delightfully
irreverent anecdotes and regrettably transparent lies that not only
will your overall sense of moral superiority be permanently
enhanced but you will also be a finite period of time older than
you were when you started.

Although I must warn you, it
won’t be all self-satisfied chuckles, orgasmic epiphanies and
meticulous note taking. I am a person blessed with a tremendous
gift of intuition, an unconventionally misplaced soul and a
wonderfully innate capacity for stating the obvious. I’ve been
called borderline omniscient, if the truth be told, although that
may have been sarcasm. I have also been called a borderline
degenerate. That may not have been. In any case, my highly
developed gift for delving into the very essence of any given
person’s motivation, regardless of how sensibly resistant they may
be to my unsolicited probing, means you may be shocked to learn
that I already know you better than you know yourself, or the back
of your hand (never as easy to picture as the saying would have you
believe).

To wit, the fact that you have
made the very wise yet surprising decision to purchase, click on,
borrow, illegally download or simply fish this book out of the
trash tells me a number of things right off:


	
You are interested in travel and have
plans, however unrealistic, of one day leaving the comfort of your
dubious smelling couch to see a bit of the equally dubious smelling
world.



	
You have far too much time on your
hands, either at work through a fortunate combination of an
unfulfilling job and a computer screen not visible to the general
public, or at home where you and your children have developed a
mutually unspoken distaste for each other’s company.



	
You’ve been diverted to this web page
against your will thanks to the clever, and more or less legal,
series of links we designed to trick honest, hard-surfing internet
addicts like yourself into reading about things that randomly
occurred to me at 4 am in the midst of yet another disturbing dream
about riding a pink tricycle with Joan Rivers in the front basket
while being chased by an aroused squirrel with ridiculous genitalia
clearly more suited to a much larger squirrel.



	
You were born with the dangerous
combination of a compulsive thirst for knowledge and exceedingly
low moral standards, the result of which finds you, at this very
moment, browsing your roommate’s laptop in the unlikely hope of
coming across some scandalously bad closet poetry, or at least a
couple photos of his slightly overweight girlfriend in just her bra
and, if all goes well, Dora the Explorer panties.



	
Or maybe you are reading this book in
physical form, which makes you one of just six old fashioned souls
spread across three continents. Congratulations, although the book
club could be tricky to organize.





Anyway, you should now be
sufficiently prepared to take on the rest of this book. Just keep
in mind that you shouldn’t expect to encounter many of the time
honoured tenets of typical book writing such as logic, coherence or
themes. But there will be more talk of sexually transmitted
diseases and anal mishaps than you can shake a borrowed dildo at,
so I expect it will all even out in the end.







Prologue


Magical Timeline Flashback #1

It was 1999, a heady time of
magical tech stocks, invincible mutual funds and a liberated press
corps delighted at the chance to spend twenty-three hours a day
discussing the president’s penis. Millennium was just around the
corner but it was already apparent that the seedy world of virtual
sex portrayed in the movie Strange Days wasn’t going to reach
fruition until at least 2003 with the launch of SinglePetLover.com
(eight years later they have thirty-six members including Tooky29,
who is “the age of 49... i am single.. have 3 children...3
grandchildren....a pug minpin mix and a cat who was a stray and
needed a place to leave...i like to watch nascar racing... go
camping...fishing when i can..i try to to to church when i
can...myy tooky dog is my best friend....”). Y2K was on everyone’s
minds – many feared the imminent loss of their impressive
collections of email forwards, the main source of entertainment at
the time. The shiny new Euro was still cool and hadn’t yet
destroyed half of Europe’s economy. Sponge Bob Square Pants and
Family Guy debuted, their innovative humour well ahead of its time
and still flying under the radar thanks to the notorious
sluggishness of the pothead grapevine. Traditional Bhutan, however,
heard the buzz and decided to introduce the country’s very first
television signal. While we were still reeling from Shakespeare in
Love’s Best Picture Oscar, the arrival of The Matrix, Fight Club
and Being John Malkovich helped to ease the pain. Napster and
Columbine came along and both changed the way we look at the world.
Internationally, little Sameer Rajnavi was born with jet black hair
and budding dreams of a future career in Information Technology,
bringing the world’s population to a nice round six billion. China
got off to a relatively modest start on their road to world
domination by purchasing Macau from Portugal in exchange for 2,500
female toddlers and the secret to controlling Spanish weather
patterns. The United States returned the Panama Canal to the
grateful people of Panama with the stern warning “It’s up to you to
take care of it, now, so don’t expect us to feed it if you forget”.
And, finally, Nunavut was officially named Canada’s third
territory, leading huge crowds around the globe to rejoice despite
no one really knowing where it came from, or what type of animal it
was.

Meanwhile, I sat at my cubicle,
lulled into a stupor by the dry air and fluorescent lighting,
slowly surfing the Net, as it was known in those days, only to
suddenly find myself staring intently at a large, colourful
advertisement for something described as, in their words, a
“Round-the-World” flight. Hmmm, I’m listening. Upon closer
inspection I was pleased to learn that taking advantage of this
innovative new concept would not only allow me to “see the world at
a reasonable price” but that I would also be able to briefly touch
down in less desirable countries such as Japan, or France, and have
my passport stamped without being subjected to long tedious visits.
Intrigued, I forwarded the link to Laynni with a subject line that
read “No, seriously, read this, I promise it isn’t more photos of
redneck inventions”.

Well, one thing led to another
and suddenly it was September of the year 2000, I had just sold my
‘94 Ranger, and we had somehow not yet been fatally ravaged
by rogue Y2K computers. Relieved, Laynni and I tied the knot and
two weeks later boarded a Japan Airlines flight to Bali for what
had started out as an ambitious Round-the-World dream trip but had,
as a result of cost practicalities and a growing aversion to the
Australian accent, been slowly whittled down to a seven month
journey through Southeast Asia. We would never be the same
again.












Our Thirteen Favorite
Countries

 In alphabetical order, bearing
in mind we have yet to be able to afford Australia, New Zealand or
much of Europe, lack the necessary love of cabbage to tackle the
former Soviet Bloc, can’t agree on a South Pacific island, are
deathly frightened of the Chinese and believe Iceland would be a
bit too much like time travel, which we are hoping to save for the
regrettable day when erectile dysfunction finally kicks in.
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You’ll love it because…

It has everything from barren
salt flats to humid jungles to stunning highlands to air thin
enough to convince you to date a congressman.

But you might not enjoy…

The inconsistent refereeing at
Cholita wrestling.

The Johnston Food-O-Meter

2 plain cheeseburgers out of
5.

Infrequent restaurants and lack
of spice only partially offset by juicy, suggestive saltenas.

Blend in with the locals
by…

Patterning your body shape after
Sponge Bob.

You probably didn’t know
that…

Only 39% of Bolivian children
chew coca leaves. The rest choose not to bring their work home with
them.
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You’ll love it because…

Everyone has at least one spare
car they can lend you.

But you might not enjoy…

Bilingual condom packages.

The Johnston Food-O-Meter

4 pails of chocolate chip
cookies out of 5.

The country that taught me to
eat like a finicky child emperor.

Blend in with the locals
by…

Wearing a toque while driving to
the rink in your half-ton.

You probably didn’t know
that…

Canada once dated both Turks and
Caicos at the same time.











[image: tmp_0ed52de80ba090cb39b9fadde65c9c69_Qxqtrh_html_74ec45f8.jpg]






You’ll love it because…

It’s nothing like Mexico.

But you might not enjoy…

Buses with the same suspension I
had on my Big Wheel at age four.

The Johnston Food-O-Meter

3 spaghetti bologneses out of
5.

Basic, but cheap, and it is a
fruit and vegetable utopia.

Blend in with the locals
by…

Setting off fireworks to
celebrate everything from an excellent cucumber crop to another
successful underwear change.

You probably didn’t know
that…

Fried tortillas are legal
currency.
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You’ll love it because…

It has over 18,000 islands, each
as unique as an unshorn scrotum.

But you might not enjoy…

Watching nine year olds chain
smoke clove cigarettes.

The Johnston Food-O-Meter

1 bread crust and cheese slice
sandwich out of 5.

Basic and repetitive fried rice
or noodles. You can buy fifteen bananas for the cost of one
orange.

Blend in with the locals
by…

Learning Indonesian, an absurdly
simple language created specifically to connect all the different
islands and bring scrabble to the little people.

You probably didn’t know
that…

Seven dollars will buy you a
furnished hut, a political office and a hunting permit for the
nearest national park.
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You’ll love it because…

Of its spectacular natural
scenery.

But you might not enjoy…

Fishing sand out of your
crack.

The Johnston Food-O-Meter

2 toasted ham sandwiches out of
5.

Some juicy kebabs and great
mezze, but all that hummus gives me gas.

Blend in with the locals
by…

Renting cars out of abandoned
parking lots.

You probably didn’t know
that…

This is where the Crusaders came
to work on siege proclamations with their speech therapists.
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You’ll love it because…

It’s “Africa’s Warm Heart”.

But you might not enjoy…

Choosing among eight buses, side
by side, all going to the same place, and all waiting until they
are full, while standing next to a guy wearing a denim vest and no
shirt.

The Johnston Food-O-Meter

1 ½ cans of baked beans out of
5.

Distant facsimiles of foods done
well in places far, far from Africa.

Blend in with the locals
by…

Accepting your fate (applies to
food, transport and ill-fitting t-shirts).

You probably didn’t know
that…

Mozambique originally acquired
their half of Lake Malawi in exchange for two duffel bags of fresh
lettuce.
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You’ll love it because…

It doesn’t matter if you say it
Meks-i-ko or Meh-hee-ko, everyone will know what you mean.

But you might not enjoy…

Getting wet in the front row of
a Tijuana donkey show.

The Johnston Food-O-Meter

4 Quesadillas de Pollo out of
5.

Fried, spicy and dripping with
cheese. The way tacos, and STD jokes, were meant to be.

Blend in with the locals
by…

Cultivating the full triple
threat – cleavage, camel-toe and muffin-top.

You probably didn’t know
that…

Corona actually tastes like
shit.
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You’ll love it because…

Even Moroccans can’t believe you
came to Morocco.

But you might not enjoy…

Sensually brushing against a
Bedouin’s fingers while fishing around in the tajine juice for the
last communal chicken leg.

The Johnston Food-O-Meter

3 ½ cans of mushroom soup out of
5.

The tajines fed my love of stewy
bowls of meat. And the couscous is, like, so filling, dude.

Blend in with the locals
by…

Clearly getting the better of me
in a commercial transaction.

You probably didn’t know
that…

There are no beach huts in the
Sahara.
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You’ll love it because…

It has more scenic variety than
a close-up of Will Ferrell’s belly button.

But you might not enjoy…

More hills than, I don’t know,
some place in Canada with a lot of hills.

The Johnston Food-O-Meter:

2 pepperoni mushroom pizzas out
of 5.

Basic and tasteless staples,
slightly redeemed by Tibetan bread and an astonishing number of
foreign-owned pasta restaurants.

Blend in with the locals
by…

Wearing knockoff North Face
clothing provided by hard working Chinese elementary schools.

You probably didn’t know
that…

Nepal got its start as a bumpy,
superfluous goiter on India’s neck.
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You’ll love it because…

Of the Scottish accent, which is
irresistibly endearing, like dogs in sweaters or hot lesbians, and
as beautiful as a drunken Englishman tongue kissing an Irishman
with a mouthful of Guinness.

But you might not enjoy…

The way everyone is so friendly
you find yourself guarding your privates.

The Johnston Food-O-Meter

3 ½ chicken fingers out of
5.

On the one hand, greasy and
filling. On the other hand, greasy and filling.

Blend in with the locals
by…

Smoking and baring some very,
very white cleavage. White, as in a freshly laundered toy poodle,
that sort of white.

You probably didn’t know
that…

Scotland does not think of
itself as England’s precocious niece.
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You’ll love it because…

You can pay for a decent room,
an excellent meal and a cold beer and still have enough baht left
over to find out how an anal rain dance ends.

But you might not enjoy…

How inadequately modest your
level of joy will feel amid all those maniacally smiling faces.

The Johnston Food-O-Meter

5 bowls of wide fried noodles
with spicy gravy out of 5!

The most consistently
outstanding food in the world.

Blend in with the locals
by…

Spending the evening on a
plastic stool rehashing your day in the warm glow of a lively
noodle stand.

You probably didn’t know
that…

“Same same” can be used to
answer everything from “How come this bus looks so much more
infested than the one on the poster?” to “Are you sure she’s
supposed to have an Adam’s apple?”
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You’ll love it because…

It is huge, diverse and tastes a
bit like Armenia.

But you might not enjoy…

Bathing with all the old
fellas.

The Johnston Food-O-Meter

3 Six Inch Spicy Italians on
Italian Herb & Cheese out of 5.

A lot of variety, and they take
their kebabs seriously, but olives and cucumbers for breakfast?
C’mon.

Blend in with the locals
by…

Accelerating the growth of your
chest hair with sesame seeds and fat from a sheep’s tail.

You probably didn’t know
that…

Turkey is always the last one
picked at the European Union dodge ball games.
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You’ll love it because…

They made Steve Guttenberg… a
star.

But you might not enjoy…

The way everyone is so mean to
Arkansas.

The Johnston Food-O-Meter

4 vats of buttered popcorn out
of 5.

Americans embrace food from all
over the world, then deep fry it.

Blend in with the locals
by…

Doing something really stupid
then suing for outrageous compensation.

You probably didn’t know
that…

The constitution guarantees
every citizen the right to fight for their right to party.
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Superscripts represent world
rankings

















Ultimate Travel Experience #8

 This
Mole Feels a Bit Mulanje

The relatively few people who
visit Malawi usually go to enjoy grand and spectacular Lake Malawi.
But there is a whole other side to this small welcoming African
nation, one involving stunning mountain ranges, painful blisters
and obnoxious amounts of sweat. So, thanks mainly to rave reviews
from other travellers, I eventually convinced Laynni that we should
head down to Southern Malawi to check out Mount Mulanje, at 3,000
metres the highest peak in the country (not that we had any
intention of reaching the peak). Our main concern was, once again,
the rainy season which was apparently in full swing in the south,
bringing wet treacherous slopes and damp, musty sleeping bags very
much into play (much as they are in Kathleen Turner’s guest room).
Not that I wasn’t concerned about hiking in the rain, I’m just
better at convincing myself it will all work out for us in the end
despite no empirical evidence to back it up, usually while letting
Laynni talk me out of it, leaving me free to complain about what we
missed without fear of argument from her since we then have no way
of knowing how it would have all turned out had I got my way.
Masterful, like a divorced Esso manager pleasuring a prostitute
after nine stiff rum and cokes.

Anyway, we loitered for a while
in the town of Mulanje trying to make our decision, where we
witnessed at least 7,451 different weather patterns over a
twenty-four hour period. And, for some reason, that persuaded us to
give it a shot. So there we were, geared up and ready with all our
belongings as rain-proof as possible, our sleeping bags and clothes
in particular wrapped up tighter than a duck’s arse, although still
slightly less tight than Jon Favreau’s Friday Night Jeans. We were
joined by our guide, Peter, and two porters, Edson and Albert,
hired to carry our gear (job creation, not laziness, he said
sheepishly) and just the faintest aroma of trepidation.

The entire first morning we
hiked up, up, up, in the rain, rain, rain, ensconced in a warm
misty shroud. The bright side of the weather was that whenever the
clouds did deign to part, ever so briefly, like a fat girl’s
thighs, we were always surprised and thrilled all over again by the
sudden emergence of amazing views, like being flashed by the guy
who sweeps the parking lot at Wendy’s.

Side note: We have often
seen Malawians walking up and down the mountain in either flip
flops or bare feet, usually assuming they prefer it that way, until
Albert, one of our porters, shone some uncertainty on that theory
by doing the whole three day circuit in just one lonely flip flop.
And since it stands to reason that if he was going to go to the
trouble to wear one flip flop, he almost certainly would have
preferred two, providing us with yet another stark example of the
true level of poverty at play in Africa. Despite being unwilling to
split up my own flip flops, seeing as how they had spent the
entirety of their short lives as a pair and generally seem quite
infatuated with each other, we consoled ourselves with the fact
that the roughly thirty-five dollars we were paying him for three
days of hiking, while modest by our standards, should go a fair way
toward acquiring a matched set for future treks, or maybe even a
pre-owned goat in nice condition.

Day two was definitely the
highlight of the trek, with perfect sunny weather and a more
leisurely day spent meandering through verdant valleys and over
scenic ridges with consistently spectacular views of rolling green
hills, rocky knolls and rushing streams reminiscent of the Scottish
Highlands1. And, while it is true that a small but
long-established community of smurfs continues to live in these
remote mountains, it is purely a myth that they still live a
traditional smurfing lifestyle.

1 At
the time I had never been to Scotland, let alone the Highlands, my
Scottish accent was somehow even worse than my ability to finish a
sentence, and I had no overwhelming belief in the Loch Ness monster
but, nonetheless, I stand behind my claim like a Malaysian hiding
behind a really big tree.

That night we stayed at the CCAP
cottage along with a Malawian media student who studies in Finland
and was home to make a short documentary on Mount Mulanje. His time
abroad meant he was able to provide us with some intriguing
insights regarding some of the issues facing Malawi in general, and
their fledgling television industry in particular. We also learned
that despite our obvious and remarkable daytime whiteness any
attempts to film us by dim candlelight were ultimately pointless
since it apparently made us “just look like more Africans, and I
have lots of those already”.

Our third and final day was a
bit more difficult as we had to climb all the way back down the
very same mountain we had worked so hard to climb up just two days
earlier, the rough rocky slopes and steep descent taking its toll
on our tired, shaky legs and softening us up for the many hazardous
river crossings. But we did see a dead snake.

Side Note: We were very
surprised to find that everyone in Malawi drinks the tap water,
going against the first rule of safety everywhere else we’ve been
in Africa. In relatively healthy hindsight we can vouch for its
apparent safety but I have to admit that in some cases its odd
taste and worrisome cloudiness made me about as comfortable as
having Alan Thicke jump out of our closet wearing rubber gloves and
a shower cap. Which is to say, somewhat uncomfortable.

Anyway, to summarize: Mount
Mulanje was incredible, one of the highlights of our entire East
African adventure, and the perfect antidote to the drudgery of the
final few days of a long trip and their normal days of shopping,
emailing and daydreaming about the pleasures of home (real cheese,
advance scheduling, overly enthusiastic commercials for final
blowout furniture sales).

Location:

Mulanje, Malawi, East Africa

Best Time to Go:

The dry season runs from May to
mid-November and will obviously make your life easier. It is always
hot in Malawi, although particularly so in the fall when things are
starting to get dry and dusty.

Approximate Cost:

Malawi is much more affordable
than Tanzania or Kenya. $20-30 for a double room and $5-10 for
meals is fairly standard. The Mulanje hike will cost you around
$100 for a guide, porter, food and hut fees for a three day, two
night excursion.


www.malawitourism.com












The Time Value of Travel

 Some
of you have probably heard of a financial concept called the Time
Value of Money. In a nutshell, it is a way for financial advisors
to convince you that a dollar in your hand is not, in fact, nearly
as valuable as a dollar in their hand. In a handy convergence of
motives, though, the math actually confirms this over the long
term. Well, the same thing applies to travel. Over the years we
have learned that something completed today is worth far more than
the exact same activity planned for the future, mainly because we
so often don’t follow through. Yet even with our relatively low
rate of achievement, we are still constantly amazed at how much we
accomplish while travelling. We have two theories as to why this
is:


	
Travelling to exotic places inspires the
soul, motivates the body and spurs us into action with extravagant
promises of places unseen and things undone.



	
There is no television.





So I have designed a list that
illustrates the often startling contrast between the amazing goals
that can be realized in a given time frame while travelling and
what we would normally achieve in a similar amount of time whiling
away our days at home.






If you have 1 hour while travelling you could:

Visit a local museum.

Eat a comida tipico in a local
restaurant.

Watch a school band perform in
the square.

Or you could stay home and:

Admire the way the Mentalist
outfoxes the local police force.

Develop a heroin addiction.

Convince all three Kardashians
to play with your zipper.






If you have 4 hours while travelling you could:

Spend the afternoon at the
nearby hot springs.

Learn loom weaving from a group
of local women.

Write an informative blog entry
for your friends and family at home.

Or you could stay home and:

Get through the express lane at
Walmart.

Help Christopher Plummer build a
fort out of sofa cushions and damp towels.

Write a novel about sexy
vampires.






If you have 1 day while travelling you could:

Take a guided tour of several
sets of ancient ruins.

Get your Christmas shopping done
in a delightful local market.

Climb to the top of a large
muddy volcano and back.

Or you could stay home and:

Admire Andy Samberg’s weed-free
tulip garden.

Design a fashionable pair of
men’s jeans with no back pockets.

Wait for Joe Biden to get to the
point.






If you have 2 days while travelling you could:

Travel by Egyptian felucca from
Aswan to Luxor.

Spend the night at a remote
jungle location home to some of the world’s last orangutans.

Explore the incredible Angkor
Wat complex.

Or you could stay home and:

Recover from your third visit to
the proctologist this month.

Win a game of solitaire.

Thoroughly interrogate a Welsh
defector.






If you have 4 days while travelling you could:

Lay the foundation for a solid
long-lasting tan.

Complete an Open Water Scuba
Diving course.

Die of dehydration lost and
alone on the side of an isolated sand dune.

Or you could stay home and:

Reproduce, if you are a
gastrotrich.

Watch Tiger Woods finish seven
strokes back in a PGA Tour Event.

Take a three day court ordered
driver safety course then lose your voice yelling at the screen
during a Storage Wars marathon.






If you have 1 week while travelling you could:

Volunteer to teach English at an
overcrowded and underfunded elementary school.

Complete twenty different scuba
dives throughout the Bahamian archipelago.

Hike through the Rocky Mountains
from the United States to Canada.

Or you could stay home and:

Enjoy an HBO miniseries about an
embattled mother during WWII.

Let partially ripe mangos ripen
almost completely.

Steal an aubergine sun dress
from your therapist’s clothesline, sneak across the border under
the assumed name “Felicity”, then get arrested in Chris Rock’s
Nashville townhouse for Indecent Exposure and Conspiracy to Fellate
a Police Officer.

















What Happens on Roatan…

 Comfortably ensconced on the sizeable
couch, TV remote standing alertly by at one end, at the other a
rather large dog stretched out flat on his back, legs spread and
genitals bobbing to and fro, he couldn’t help but ponder how it
could be that the longer they remained on this island paradise the
shorter the hours seemed to get. Between this puzzling anomaly and
the recent emergence of a disturbing clicking noise whenever he
bent the big toe on his kicking foot it was becoming clear that
this weren’t no ordinary beach. Sure, it still had fat guys
strutting around in tiny bathing suits, dark smiling ladies in
white linen applying therapeutic ocean view massages and dozens of
guys strolling back and forth along the shore trying in vain to
look casual while secretly hoping to stumble across the occasional
show stopper down to the last days of her vacation who has finally
decided to pull out all the stops in her aversion to tan lines.

But this was Roatan, popular
attraction on the cruise ship circuit, and home to West Bay,
reputedly one of the top beaches on the planet (albeit a list which
quickly reaches double digits if polling is limited to locals, and
triple digits when limited further to locals employed in the
tourist industry). While West End is the main beach town,
home of the night life and the place most semi-backpackers (Roatan
isn’t so cheap, it turns out) reside, West Bay is the star
attraction because of its beautiful white sand and terrific
snorkelling. So, in addition to all the usual beach destination
perks, being on Roatan in particular meant you were also fortunate
enough to behold tight knit groups of long term residents smugly
drinking beer from plastic coolers while splayed out on their
private loungers, other men wearing ill-fitting Dockers cinched
stubbornly up around belly button level by shiny white patent
leather belts as they doggedly searched for the world’s best happy
hour deal, not to mention smiling islanders with hearts aflutter
each and every time they successfully overcharge another lumbering
cruise shipper for equipment that will enable them to flail around
in three feet of water, gasping and drinking sea water through the
far too well travelled mouthpiece of an old snorkel.

And so began, oh, around eleven
days in early February 2012, roughly ten of which featured rain. No
problem, just an excellent excuse to spend more time on the couch
enjoying the big screen TV and playing Xbox (don’t worry, it was
Kinect, the one where you have to actually move, so it’s still
cool). A few years back our friend Dory became the proud part-owner
of a home just a couple hundred yards inland from this sandy
wonderland and it somehow took us this long to finally manage to
grace his enticingly situated winter home with our couch-surfing,
paradise-mooching personalities. We were greeted at the airport in
Coxen Hole (I know, hilarious, right?) by Dory and his classic
island cruiser, a dashing little Suzuki with just half a roof and a
hole in the floor, but a full complement of relaxed Caribbean
character to go with all the rainwater and pervasive smell of wet
dog. Which brings us to his trusty sidekick, an aspiring Springer
Spaniel and itinerant urinator named Sawyer (more commonly known as
Beans, or Hey! Will You Please Just Leave That Fucking Cat
Alone?)

A quick and casual reunion, some
rather welcoming weather, an urgent beer run and before you know it
we were kicking back and enjoying the good life in the surprisingly
large, multi-decked and always sandy jungle hideaway, beer in hand,
feet up, watching Sportscentre just like every other lucky bastard
in Canada, except with the pleasing smell of ocean in the air, and
maybe just a hint of bat dung. And from there, well, our stay just
took off, much like a Belizean plane coughing and lurching its way
to the epic height of, oh, 300 feet or so. Or Dylan, the philosophy
major who can recite Elizabethan poetry and knocked up your sister
at a Pro-Life rally.

It didn’t take long to settle
into our beach routines for our time at West Bay. While my bed
times strayed all over the map, Laynni rigorously upheld her
tradition of early nights which meant that she (and usually I)
continued to make early morning appearances on the beach, strolling
from end to end, nonchalant except for the slight anxiety we
displayed each time Sawyer stopped and tensed as though he may just
be on the verge of dropping an heroic deuce in the middle of the
gorgeous white sand to the distinct horror of all the early rising
sun worshippers carefully monitoring our every move for lack of
anything else to distract them, what with their copy of the latest
James Patterson novel already having clumsily given away the
suspicious nature of the beleaguered spy’s best friend from college
who he just ran into under strangely coincidental circumstances,
and it feeling still a bit early to start drinking. And I can
assure you, they didn’t seem all that comforted even after watching
me shamefacedly bury his steaming product under a generous amount
of sand with several jerky kicks, before walking off hastily like
the shy guy at the bar who finally developed the requisite level of
courage and inebriation to approach the cute brunette with the
tattoo of a ferocious looking rose on her ankle and most of her bra
showing only to have her respond by pulling her sweater tighter
around her and asking him where in God’s name he got that shirt,
cuz her Uncle Gus was wearing one just like it when they found him
passed out on their front lawn covered in his own vomit last
Halloween.

After the occasional swim, rare,
but factual, bouts of paddle-boarding, some small talk with the
local expats, a shower or two, maybe a snack, check email, channel
surf for a while (nope, nothing on at 10:30 am in Honduras either),
a good stretch of reading on the couch, eventually the sun would
pass its zenith, the afternoon would creep upon us and our thoughts
would turn to lunch and, inevitably, the big question, do you think
Dory would want us to wake him up? Sometimes we did, sometimes we
didn’t, and he always seemed happy either way.

The neighbours, a loosely knit
collection of expats, vacationers and local entrepreneurs, clearly
knew him well enough by this point not to question his absence on
these languid morning excursions. Dory has always been a night
person, even more so these days following repeated summers of
training his body to withstand marathon nights at Pizza Pete’s that
only end when the sun begins timidly caressing the tops of the lake
front spruce trees and the last man, woman or dog standing finally
collapses face first into the mysteriously sticky couch cushions in
a fitful version of sleep that involves a lot of dehydrated
sputtering and uncouth farting. Many of said neighbours, after all,
were also big proponents of long lazy nights spent drinking all
manner of alcohol, chain smoking greedily, fondly sharing tales of
future plans and past hijinks while occasionally collaborating to
roughly recreate a number of vaguely remembered songs using nothing
but a couple guitars and a shared mood of enthusiasm and loss of
inhibition.

On the activities front we
definitely enjoyed paddle boarding, in some places also known as
SUPing, allegedly an acronym for Stand Up Paddling, but more likely
used just to create further opportunities to amuse each other by
greeting fellow boarders with the endlessly humorous phrase “Hey,
‘SUP? Ha ha.”. Anyway, basically what you do is stand up on
something like a surfboard and paddle yourself around, in my case
in a generally slow, deliberate and ungainly manner, much like the
way I eat soup, or dance at concerts. Because of the weather we
didn’t go out as often as we had planned but still had a good time
– smoothly sliding along parallel to the picture perfect scene of
West Bay Beach, spotting fish, turtles and sting rays beneath the
surface, dodging erratic water taxis, at least once tumbling into
the water - hat, shades, dignity and all – while trying in vain to
point out a passing sting ray to Laynni (as usual, we had some
irreconcilable differences of opinion as to the true direction of
“left”) and, of course, the number one benefit of the “sport”, to
hear true paddle boarders tell it, getting a terrific workout for
our “core”.

Strangely enough, however, an
hour of paddling at two miles per hour did not, in fact,
leave us aching and out of commission the following day, unlike our
most strenuous source of exercise during our time in Roatan, that
being, of course, playing darts on Xbox Kinect. A few drunken hours
of standing as still as ten Salva Vida cervezas and a seemingly
always full bladder would allow, shoulder as tense as my parents
waiting to hear from the doctor in early 1972, my empty hand
looking almost sad in its feeble attempts to appear as though it
were actually holding a dart and not just emphasizing a very strong
opinion on the microcosm of social inequalities clearly visible on
Survivor…. waiting, waiting, a sudden spastic twitch when the time
seems right, triple twenty!! Bring it on, I’m inviiiiincible!!
Damn, my arm is tired, though. Maybe it’s time to switch back to
bowling. Although my ass is still sore from our game the other day.
Equestrian? Sure, just need to be careful not to hit our heads on
the fan again. Maybe some downhill skiing, except I don’t like the
way poling my way out of the starting gate makes it look like I’m
jerking off two guys at once, one on either side and, apparently,
liking it a bit rough.

We also took advantage of some
of the cheapest scuba diving we’ve done anywhere in the world (ten
dives for three hundred dollars including equipment) with Roatan
Divers, run by some friends of Dory’s. Did some excellent dives and
enjoyed the relaxed atmosphere that really epitomized everything we
were coming to know about this island, even though the weather
didn’t always cooperate. Strangely enough, on our first day we did
a cave dive (wriggling our way through a tight entrance into the
dark and eerie “Bear’s Cave”), which I had only done for the first
time a few weeks earlier when I went cenote diving in Tulum. Still
cool, though, even though the day ended with a very cold and rainy
boat ride back to West End with everyone dripping wet, wrapped in
soaked towels and violently shivering through blue lips as though
we were coming home from Mario Lopez’s annual Thanksgiving Day
paddling pool orgy. At least we were lucky enough to get nearly a
full hour of sun during our surface interval while we hung out on a
dock near the dolphin habitat watching the trainers dole out the
mid-day feed of fish, chum and encouraging smiles much like they
were waiters at Red Lobster’s Sunday buffet. Which, I guess, would
make the dolphins the squealing, unruly kids tapping away on the
side of the lobster tank, and us the creeps hanging out at the
window tenaciously scratching our crotches and occasionally
freaking people out by offering to carry their kids to the car in
exchange for a cigarette.

It was kind of fun that my very
last dive of our stay turned out to be a memorable one, and not
just because it was a big milestone for me – dive number fifty –
but because unlike all those other dives I’d been on where the
themes were always “peace”, or “beauty”, or “weightlessness”, or
“hands-free urination”, this time around instead of just being some
chump observer following these smug little fish around in their
garish coral homes, all on eggshells not to disturb their habitat
or scare the little bastards, always feeling like some second class
air breather, well, this time, this time things were going to be a
bit different, my scaly little friends. That’s right, this time I
started killing some shit. Oh yeah, that’s right, equipped with a
nasty three-pronged spear and the most rudimentary of
demonstrations as to how the harmless looking rubber elastic
dangling from the base could be used to transform it from
essentially a really short stick for collecting chocolate bar
wrappers in the park into a deft and stealthy weapon of middling
destruction. Now, just hold on, there’s no cause for alarm for any
of you pacifists, environmentalists or people who simply consider
it unwise to arm me with a sharp object outside the immediate
vicinity of a minor emergency clinic, I assure you we had nothing
but the most admirable of motivations. In fact, one could even say
we were modern day crusaders single-handedly saving the environment
from near certain destruction in order to preserve its splendour
for many, many future generations if, I suppose, one were a person
who really liked to exaggerate and was more or less full of shit.
But, in truth, the lionfish, despite their colourful fins, vicious
looking spikes and graceful feelers combining to make them one of
the more stunning fish around are, in fact, currently the number
one scourge of the Caribbean reefs. The fact is, this isn’t their
natural habitat, and their very presence is the unfortunate result
of an unholy union between a lionfish farm off the coast of Florida
and that saucy troublesome minx, Hurricane Katrina. Now the
lionfish are everywhere, and with no natural predators in these
waters they are fearlessly mowing down smaller fish from Mexico to
Honduras while reproducing monthly instead of annually thanks to
the warmer, apparently more erotic Caribbean waters. It’s like the
difference between your normal annual birthday sex night when,
after getting a babysitter and taking in a practical dose of carbs
at Venice House, you find yourself quietly, so as not to wake the
kids, grinding away under several heavy blankets and the smoldering
gaze of The National’s Peter Mansbridge, and a fifty-two week
all-inclusive in Mexico where your wife spends seven hours a day
baking in the sun, drinking mojitos and watching Chad, the lithe
entertainment director, lead hourly wheelbarrow races. So, as you
can see, they needed to be stopped. Which I did, twice, the second
time almost spitting out my regulator when an impressively large
specimen declined to go quietly into his sharp, metallic grave and
chose instead to fight back, shaking my spear arm like the fat on
the back of Drew Barrymore’s arms. Luckily our guide, Matt, who was
also the only reason I had even noticed any lionfish in the first
place, quickly intervened and administered the killing blow,
leaving me free to pump my fist in triumph and awkwardly attempt an
underwater Kenny Powers Crotch Chop. I…..am……Poseidon. But most of
my friends call me Possy.

Culinary Delights

I’d like to tell you we spent
many long hours bailing water out of the jeep in order to tour
around sampling dozens of the impressive and varied restaurants
Roatan had to offer. But, then again, we’re talking about the guy
who spent two months in India and had butter chicken once. So
really, if you think about it, it’s more or less your fault for
being so foolish as to expect that from us. Grow up. Anyway, Dory
introduced us to a friendly little deli fairly close to his place
that had great sandwiches and one of the best French (beef) Dips
we’ve ever had. Ever. I mean, it was really good. Which is why
Laynni made us go back four times in five days. Hey Laynni, where’s
the beef? Ha ha. It wasn’t all just beef dips, though, there was
also a lot of breakfast cereal, two for one pizza and some awesome
roasted chicken to go. I’m sure our No Reservations invitation will
be arriving any day now.

And last, but certainly not
least, the capper on a great visit was watching the Giants win
their second Super Bowl in five years (Shocking domination! Never a
doubt! Where’s Peyton? Why aren’t they showing his wry grin? Could
he be in the mascot costume? Nice catch! Victory!) on a big screen
TV from the comfort of a giant sectional sofa, surrounded by
naysayers, Brady-lovers and irredeemable Eagles fans, basking in
the glow of triumph, inebriation and imported Guatemalan snack
chips. Hard to top. Even our very own Super Bowl parade the
following day was a rousing success, full of cheering, frivolity
and peeing on trees, at least until Beans wandered off to make some
guy really uncomfortable by sniffing at his lounge chair way too
zealously, and we lost Dory to the attentions of yet another girl
crediting him with far too compassionate a nature simply based on
his ownership of a dog, and then Laynni finally got fed up with me
manoeuvring my way in front of her wherever she walked, then
calling her the Giants’ Super Bowl Caboose and laughing maniacally.
Good stuff, all around.






Cruise Shippers Unhappy with
Length of Stay

Coxen Hole, Roatan,
Honduras – Several passengers aboard popular Caribbean cruise
ship, The Floating Grease Trap, expressed their displeasure
yesterday with the length of time allotted to Roatan within their
seven day cruise itinerary. With the ship putting into port at 10
am and making a hasty departure at 2:30 pm cruise directors felt
they had provided plenty of time for even the least mobile and most
uncomfortably full guests to totter around the authentic derelict
streets of Coxen Hole, take the tour bus over to West Bay Beach for
some sun tanning and unintentionally comical attempts at
snorkelling, and still have some time left over to browse the
stalls in search of the perfect Enjoying the Good Life on West Bay
tank top, or maybe a delightfully spontaneous fake tattoo.

“Not so”, says Walter, retired
former owner of the third-ranked Carl’s Jr. franchise in all of
Missouri, now dedicated geranium enthusiast. “This island isn’t so
big, ya know, I mean, tell me this? What’s a guy like me gonna do
with four and a half hours on an island this size? I mean, by the
time you leave the dock, well, shoot, you’ve already seen the town.
Ok, I get it - a few chicken joints, a few black fellas, a couple
old cars. It’s what we travellers call “character”, see? Then over
to some or other dang beach, West Beach, or West Berry, something
like that. Well, gee, I tell ya, once you seen one, you kinda seen
‘em all, know what I mean? A couple photos, a couple a those,
whaddya call ‘em, Salty…Salmon….I don’t know, some local beer. Have
a look at a few more black fellas and, hey, I’m good. Why waste all
day here? I’ve still got lots of islands to check off in my Cruise
Journal, and I’ll be damned if I’m gonna go back home and listen to
that damned Raymond, two doors down? Go on and on about how he’s
been to twenty-seven islands again. Him and his front yard, the
place with all the tacky fake wildlife? He never even thought of
that until I got that family of plastic chipmunks for the big elm,
the one closest to the driveway. I tell yo---, …..what’s that now?
Oh, sure, sure. The point is that is way too long to spend
on one island.”









Bright Lights, Big City, Dairy
Products


“Steaks the size of - but in
no way related to - dead cats! ATMs as plentiful as K-Fed’s genital
warts!”


Cities - originally formed as a
gathering of people for purposes of safety, community and commerce.
Later trends involved rural folk fleeing the tedium of subsistence
farming in hopes of creating a better life for themselves and their
families, and to be closer to dens of iniquity. And now here we are
in the 21st century watching ever greater numbers drawn
inexorably to these great urban centers in search of speedier
internet connections and a thousand variations of coffee.

In the end, though, regardless
of whether you are visiting in hopes of finding more generic food
options, are suffering from a compulsive need for pavement or are
simply bored with the limited repertoire of small town prostitutes,
cities are a necessary part of travel. They serve as transport
hubs, places to renew your tourist visa, hot spots for refilling
your shampoo container. Some are hectic, some are filthy, some are
beautiful, some are dangerous, some are tranquil, some just have
way more squirrels than you might expect. The one thing you can
count on, though, is that for any given city you’ll find as many
different opinions as you will urine soaked corners, which means
any attempts at generalizing are going to be extremely subjective
and based, often as not, on luck, weather or chance encounters that
happened to take place over the course of a brief two or three day
visit. But don’t think that’s going to stop us. Here are my lists
of the Best and Worst cities we’ve ever had the
pleasure - or displeasure - of spending time in.


Best Big Cities

New York City, USA

Before meeting up with my sister
and her boyfriend our stay in New York started off quite similar to
just about any of our other stops – with us, at my insistence,
trying to navigate the absolute cheapest route from the airport,
aimlessly following the poor directions of uninterested
transportation employees, eventually getting on the wrong bus, then
spending far too much time covering far too little distance thanks
to narrow streets and awful traffic. What culture shock? Welcome to
Queens, the Nicaragua of New York.

We eventually did make it to our
hotel, The Portland Square, which was ideally located about half a
block from Times Square and all of its multi-faceted attractions –
hundreds of giant neon billboards vividly listing the many things
lacking in our lives, thousands of overweight tourists in I
<heart> NY t-shirts and one regal TGI Friday’s.

Went to a Mets game and were
impressed by the nearly brand new Citi Field, a monster of a
building with all the necessary modern amenities yet made up with a
cozy brick look reminiscent of a fireplace in a British poetry
documentary.

Central Park was definitely one
of the highlights of our time in New York – much larger than we
ever imagined, and full of beautiful lakes, monuments,
parks-within-a-park and the ever present - yet always surprising -
postcard view of the surrounding trees backed by a skyline of
colossal buildings. You’ve also got to love a city big enough to
warrant half a dozen slo-pitch leagues on a Tuesday morning. And
the massive group of Catholic school girls who blindly accepted
directions from such an obvious tourist as myself, swarming off
like a plaid-skirted Mongol horde listening to iPods filled with
American Idol contestants.

Other noteworthy ventures
included a walk across Brooklyn Bridge (it turns out that we did
not, in fact, invent the idea of walking it just before sunset) and
a ride across New York Bay on the Staten Island ferry where we
enjoyed a closer look at the Statue of Liberty and some good views
of the Manhattan skyline. We then immediately re-boarded for the
journey back to the city despite numerous signs and billboards
imploring us “Don’t just get back on – come enjoy Staten Island! We
have a freaky-huge boardwalk and no convenient subway!” Ok, I added
that second line, but based on everything I’ve heard that would
seem to accurately sum it up.

We also made our way down to
Greenwich Village, or maybe West Village, or maybe both
(neighborhood boundaries in New York are even less clear than the
reason a plane can’t land if your seat is reclined) and spent an
enjoyable time wandering around the quiet narrow tree-lined streets
packed with secluded mom & pop businesses, old churches,
classic brownstones and many colourful sex shops offering
“delicious coloured condoms”. We also just happened to be there
during the New York University grad celebrations and found
ourselves surrounded by hundreds of thrilled new graduates clad in
purple robes and misguided optimism impatiently waiting for all the
pomp and circumstance to end so they could get on with the serious
business of getting drunk enough to puke in their clothes
hamper.

Occasionally we split up with
Andie and Mark in order to partake of our own divergent interests.
While they went shopping, shopping and more shopping, Laynni and I
visited the Metropolitan Museum of Art where we were impressed by
the incredible variety of historical displays, relieved to find out
where all those stolen Egyptian artifacts were being hidden and
overwhelmed by enormous rambling groups of apathetic school
children texting and posing lewdly in front of naked statues. Then
later that night while we spent a couple hours in a dank indie
theatre enjoying the self-serve butter policy but faintly creeped
out by Ben Stiller’s oddly disproportionate upper body in
Greenberg, they went to see The Lion King, describing it as
“spectacular”, “intense”, “really long” and “full of man-ass”. Mark
fidgeted restlessly in his sleep all night.

We also rode the subway…a
lot.


Edinburgh, Scotland

Touted by its very own tourist
board as “the most beautiful city in Europe” we had high
expectations, indeed. But it came out well, despite the whole “gh”
confusion. And, while we haven’t visited nearly enough of Europe to
confirm or deny their bold proclamation, we definitely agreed that
it was, in fact, a very beautiful city with one shitload of
cultural sites to keep you busy for a couple days. Edinburgh
Castle, the Royal Mile, Arthur’s Seat (a spectacular hill near the
bay) and scads of somewhat overweight people in skinny jeans all
added up to a lot of great photos and a satisfying bump to my self
esteem.


Chiang Mai, Thailand

A laid-back kind of place famous
for its hill tribes, its shiny gold Buddhist temples, its
tremendous shopping, and having a good time even when it doesn't
feel fresh. We were expecting Bangkok Light but were happily
surprised to instead find Boise Grand. With Thai people instead of
potato farmers. The largest city in northern Thailand, yet it
retains an indefinable small town ambience, probably thanks to all
the terrific street food options, the large number of quaintly
unpaved streets and bargain basement tailored suit prices.


Las Vegas, USA

I’m pretty sure I don’t need to
explain Las Vegas to you. Why it’s on this list, maybe, but not
what it’s like or what it has to offer. As to the first question,
well, like it or hate it, Las Vegas is without a doubt one of the
most unabashed examples of unfettered capitalism and transparent
greed that you will ever have the guilty pleasure of experiencing.
It also boasts the most impressive collection of fluorescence this
side of a Kansas City sports bar. So I’ll eschew the small talk and
just pass along a few notable lessons learned:

Don’t take a drive down the
Strip at 1:30 pm on a Sunday afternoon in 105 degree heat.

Those free casino drinks are
clever. Very clever.

Don’t try to drown your hangover
with one of everything the buffet has to offer, topped off by a
generous helping of chocolate cream pie.

Those Bellagio fountains are
pretty cool. Especially from the top of the fake Eiffel Tower.

If you ever find yourself
pushing your mountain bike through the middle of a Las Vegas casino
because you are, for whatever reason, wary of leaving it perched on
the outside of your vehicle in an eight story parkade, don’t be
surprised to hear a number of variations on the phrase, “Don’t bike
and gamble!” followed by hearty, half-drunk chortling. Expect more
of the same on your way out.

Las Vegas is the first place
I’ve ever been where I felt a twinge of guilt for not ordering a
beer at breakfast or, at the very least, betting on something.
Anything.

The X Burlesque cabaret was as
good as advertised. Lots of nice tits put to music.

 

If your favorite toque falls out of your pocket in the vicinity of
some local Fremont Street drug dealers don’t expect their full
cooperation when you return a few minutes later.


Cairo, Egypt

Cairo, its very name translates
to “The Conquerer” and over its many thousands of years it has been
called everything from the “City of a Thousand Minarets” to the
“Cradle of Civilization”.

Of course, it's easy to
appreciate Cairo as unquestionably one of the most impressive
living, breathing wonders of the world. The sheer volume of sights
and attractions on display is truly incredible, with another
stunning mosque, another ancient monument or another maze-like
medieval bazaar seemingly around every corner. Never mind the
incomparable Egyptian Museum, the classic Nile or that cluster of
dusty old pyramids on the outskirts of the city that you may have
heard about. And despite the constant attention of touts it seemed
that whenever we were nearing the end of our mental rope we’d meet
up with someone who was genuinely just concerned with helping us
out and making sure we enjoyed our time in their vibrant city.

In the end, though, you could
certainly describe Cairo in many different ways but I can promise
you will never use the words “forgettable”, “dull” or
“restrained”.


Udaipur, India

The former capital of the Mewar
Kingdom, Udaipur remains a beautiful city full of ancient castles,
havelis and impertinent trash eating cattle. Stunning Lake Pichola
sits at the very heart of the city flaunting its picturesque island
palaces, captivatingly traditional bathing ghats and shimmering
collections of discarded water bottles. Nearly every hotel has a
sparsely furnished rooftop restaurant with dramatic views out over
the lake, city and surrounding hills, and at least half of them
show the classic Bond film Octopussy religiously each night, what
with much of it being filmed right in Udaipur back in the carefree
days of 1982, when the Rolling Stones were still just “getting too
old for this” and baseball pants were too lewd for young girls’
eyes. Today modern Udaipur clings tenaciously to this small slice
of Hollywood fame through the wonders of video and the dozens of
charming thirty year olds wandering the streets with unusually
light skin, impeccable hair, a fondness for martinis and
debilitating sex addictions.


Fes, Morocco

An ancient Islamic city that
boasts a fascinating mixture of the modern and the medieval. The
medina in Fes El-Bali seems to exist in a time warp, its baffling
labyrinth of narrow alleys teeming with djellabah clad merchants
hawking everything from leather slippers to pig's heads from inside
crowded stalls and wooden carts. It is easily my favorite of all
the classic Islamic medinas. Sure, you’ll face a constant barrage
of erstwhile “guides” hoping to show you the sights (i.e. their
buddy's shop), practice their English (in their buddy's shop) or,
if all else fails, simply offer to keep the other guides from
bothering you, and you’ll probably get lost a couple dozen times a
day, but it’s all part of an experience as unique and memorable as
you could ever hope for short of finding yourself sitting next to
your new
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