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Preface
As an author, I am always on the hunt for stories that defy explanation, real-life sagas that stretch the very limits of what we believe is possible. I seek out tales of ordinary people who, through sheer force of will or an extraordinary twist of fate, achieve the truly remarkable. It's in these moments of profound inspiration that we find a mirror to our own potential—a reminder that the human spirit is an indomitable force.
But no story has ever gripped me with the same sense of wonder and urgency as that of Frano Selak.
Frano’s life, as you are about to discover, reads less like a biography and more like a work of cosmic fiction. Here was a man who, time and again, walked away from the very jaws of death. He was a survivor of a train wreck, the sole person to be found alive after falling from a plane, the only man to swim to safety from a bus plunging into a river, and a ghost who emerged from not one, but two exploding cars. His story became a legend whispered in hushed tones, a puzzle that no one could solve.
For years, Frano’s story was seen as a testament to an incredible, almost ridiculous, kind of luck. We wrote him off as the "World's Luckiest Man" because it was the only way we could make sense of his impossible escapes. But as I delved deeper, researching the man behind the myth, I began to see a different truth. I came to believe that Frano Selak didn't survive all those disasters because of blind luck. He survived because of an unfulfilled, burning desire—a purpose that refused to be extinguished.
His repeated cheating of death was not a series of fortunate accidents; it was a testament to the powerful, unseen force of his will. He simply couldn't die because his destiny was not yet complete. The universe, it seemed, was waiting for him to achieve his ultimate goal. The very hand of fate, which so often tried to claim him, was holding back, knowing that his life's true mission was to find not just peace, but prosperity. The desire to provide a life of comfort for his family, to escape the financial anxieties that had long haunted him, was a fire within him more powerful than any physical inferno he ever faced.
It was this silent, lifelong dream that kept him alive.
And it was only after his desired was fulfilled, when a lottery ticket delivered the financial freedom he had always sought, that the spectacular close calls finally stopped. This is not just a book about a man who survived death; it’s a book about a man who, through sheer force of desire, defeated it. It is a story that proves that when you have a strong enough desire to achieve something, death itself will step aside and wait. It is a story for all of us who have ever dreamed of a better life.        
                                             ￼[image: Dingbat X Dingbat X]
Chapter 1
The First Melody (1929-1962)
 
￼[image: Water Drop Water Drop]
 
 
 
The world into which Frano Selak was born on the 14th of June, 1929, was one of quiet resilience. It was a world rebuilding, a world scarred but not broken by the Great War, a world of sun-drenched fields and ancient stone villages clinging to the hillsides of what was then the Kingdom of Serbs, Croats and Slovenes. He was born in the heart of Croatia, in a small village whose name has long since faded from all but the most weathered maps. His father, Luka, was a man of the earth, his hands calloused from a lifetime of coaxing crops from the stubborn soil. His mother, Marija, was the heart of their home, a woman whose lullabies were as sweet and nourishing as the fresh bread she baked every morning.
Frano was their first, a boy with eyes the color of a summer sky and a mop of hair as unruly as the wild grass in the fields. From the moment he could walk, he was drawn not to the plows and hoes of his father, but to the sounds of the world. The rhythmic chirping of crickets at dusk, the mournful lowing of a cow in the distance, the wind whistling through the cracks in the old stone house—it was all music to him. He would sit for hours on the porch, his small, dirt-stained hands clasped in his lap, simply listening.
Luka, a practical man, saw this as idleness. “Frano,” he’d say, his voice a low rumble, “A man’s life is in his hands. Not in his ears.” But Marija, a woman of deep intuition, knew better. “Let him be, Luka,” she’d whisper, her hand gently resting on his arm. “He hears things we do not.”
As Frano grew, his love for music became his defining passion. In a time of post-war scarcity, music was not a luxury; it was a ghost, a half-remembered melody played on a neighbor’s out-of-tune accordion. Frano, with no instrument of his own, made his own. He would fill glass bottles with varying amounts of water, tapping them with a spoon to create a scale. He would stretch rubber bands across a wooden plank, plucking them to create a rudimentary guitar. He was a natural, a boy who understood that music was not just a sound, but a language, a way to translate the world’s quiet suffering and joyous beauty into something transcendent.
His education was a struggle. The local school was a single room, its curriculum a grim collection of arithmetic and history. Frano, however, excelled at everything. He was a curious, bright-eyed boy who absorbed knowledge like a thirsty sponge. But his true education came from a visiting priest, a kind-faced man who, upon hearing of the boy’s talent, brought him a small, battered violin. It was old, its wood scarred with the passage of time, but to Frano, it was a Stradivarius. He learned to play it with a ferocity that surprised even the priest, his small hands coaxing notes from the instrument that were both achingly sad and defiantly joyful. He played songs of the fields, songs of the rain, songs of a world he knew was waiting for him, just beyond the hills.
By the time he was a young man, the name Frano Selak was a whispered legend in the village. Not for his athletic prowess or his strength in the fields, but for the melodies that would drift from his open window on warm summer nights. His parents, once skeptical, were now his biggest admirers. They would sit on the porch, a quiet, proud look on their faces, as their son filled the night with a music that felt both ancient and brand new.
He left the village in his late teens, his heart heavy with the promise he had made to his parents and the dream he had carried in his heart. He traveled to Zagreb, a city of grand buildings and even grander dreams. He enrolled in the Academy of Music, a wide-eyed boy from the countryside surrounded by the privileged children of city officials and merchants. The early years were a struggle. He worked nights as a janitor, cleaning the very halls where he would spend his days studying, the scent of fresh wax and old books a constant, comforting perfume. He was poor, often hungry, but he was never defeated. He had music. It was his nourishment, his solace, his unwavering North Star.
It was in one of those hallowed halls, during a late-night practice session, that he met Ana. She was a pianist, a woman whose fingers danced across the keys with a grace that took his breath away. She was not a great beauty in the classical sense, but she had a light that shone from within, a quiet intensity that drew him in like a moth to a flame. He saw her one night, practicing a difficult piece, her brow furrowed in concentration. When she finished, she sighed, a small, frustrated sound.
“That’s the tenth time,” she said, her voice a low murmur. “I’ll never get it right.”
Frano, who had been standing in the shadows, stepped forward. “It’s beautiful,” he said, his voice a little shy. “You just need to listen to the space between the notes.”
She looked up at him, her eyes, the color of a rich, dark earth, filled with a sudden surprise. “Who are you?” she asked.
“Frano,” he said, extending a hand that was still a little calloused from his work. “Frano Selak. I’m a student here.”
They talked for hours that night, their conversation a beautiful, spontaneous melody of shared passions and quiet dreams. She taught him the language of the piano, and he, in turn, taught her to listen to the silent language of the world. They fell in love not with a fiery passion, but with a quiet, certain grace. They were two kindred spirits, two notes in a symphony, who had finally found their harmony.
Their life together was a simple one. They married in a small, intimate ceremony, their promises to one another more binding than any formal vows. He became a music teacher at a local school, a job that didn't pay much but that filled his soul with a profound sense of purpose. He would come home every day, his briefcase filled with papers and his heart filled with the quiet joy of a life well-lived. Ana would be waiting, the smell of dinner filling their small apartment. Their life was a simple, beautiful fugue, a melody of love, music, and hope.
The day of the train wreck was a cold, miserable thing. It was January 1962, and the world was a swirling vortex of white, a snowstorm that had descended upon Zagreb with a vengeance. Frano was scheduled to travel to a small town outside the city for a music festival, a professional obligation that felt more like an adventure. He was a man of the modern world, a man who believed in the power of progress and the promise of a brighter future.
He was packing his small leather case, the one that held his teaching materials, when Ana came up behind him, her arms wrapping around his waist. He could feel the warmth of her body, a small, comforting island against the icy winter air.
“Be safe, my love,” she said, her voice a low, melodic hum against his ear. “The weather is terrible. Are you sure you must go?”
Frano turned to face her, his hands gently cupping her face. He looked into her eyes, those beautiful, deep pools of brown, and he saw a flicker of concern, a small, unspoken fear. He kissed her forehead, a gentle, reassuring gesture. “I’ll be fine, my love,” he said, his voice filled with a confident, loving certainty. “I’ll be back before you know it. Besides,” he added, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “I have a secret weapon.”
“And what is that?” she asked, a small, hopeful smile playing on her lips.
“You,” he said, his grin widening. “You are my good luck charm. Your prayers are stronger than any blizzard.”
He kissed her one last time, a lingering, tender moment that felt like an eternity. It was a kiss of farewell, a kiss of promise, a kiss of a life lived and a life yet to be lived. He walked out into the cold, the wind howling a mournful tune, and made his way to the train station. He was just a man, a husband, a music teacher, a small, insignificant part of a large, indifferent world. He didn’t know that in a few short hours, that world would try to swallow him whole.
The train was a crowded, smoky place, a cacophony of coughing, snoring, and low conversation. Frano found a seat by the window, the cold glass a stark contrast to the warmth of his memories of Ana. He watched the world outside disappear into a swirling vortex of white, a beautiful, terrifying thing. He felt the cold knot of dread return, a premonition that had nothing to do with the weather and everything to do with the feeling of a life that was about to change forever.
He was sitting across from a family, a young mother and her two children. The little girl, a small, quiet thing with braids and big, curious eyes, was clutching a small wooden doll, her face a mask of solemn concentration. Frano, ever the teacher, gave her a small, encouraging smile. She smiled back, a shy, fleeting thing that melted the ice around his heart. He thought of his own children, the ones he and Ana would have one day. He thought of the lullabies he would sing them, the music he would teach them. He thought of a life, a beautiful, peaceful life, that was waiting for him at the end of this journey.
The train rattled on, its wheels singing a rhythmic, metallic song against the tracks. Chug-a-chug, chug-a-chug, chug-a-chug. It was the sound of progress, of a world moving forward, of life continuing on its predictable path. But then, the rhythm faltered. The train shuddered, a violent, lurching motion that sent a ripple of alarm through the car. The little girl with the braids let out a small, terrified gasp. The mother reached for her children, her face a pale mask of
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