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			I had this idea that I was going to rope a deer, put it in a stall, feed it up on corn for a couple of weeks, then kill it and eat it. The first step in this adventure was getting a deer. I figured that, since they congregate at my cattle feeder and do not seem to have much fear of me when we are there (a bold one will sometimes come right up and sniff at the bags of feed while I am in the back of the truck not 4 feet away), it should not be difficult to rope one, get up to it and toss a bag over its head (to calm it down) then hog tie it and transport it home. 

			I filled the cattle feeder then hid down at the end with my rope. The cattle, having seen the roping thing before, stayed well back. They were not having any of it. After about 20 minutes, three deer showed up. 

			I picked out a likely looking one, stepped out from the end of the feeder, and threw my rope. The deer just stood there and stared at me. I wrapped the rope around my waist and twisted the end so I would have a good hold. The deer still just stood and stared at me, but you could tell it was mildly concerned about the whole rope situation. I took a step towards it...it took a step away. I put a little tension on the rope and then I received an education.

			The first thing that I learned is that, while a deer may just stand there looking at you funny while you rope it, they are spurred to action when you start pulling on that rope. That deer EXPLODED. 

			The second thing I learned is that pound for pound, a deer is a LOT stronger than a cow or a colt. A cow or a colt in that weight range I could fight down with a rope and with some dignity. A deer? no chance. That thing ran and bucked and twisted and pulled. There was no controlling it and certainly no getting close to it. As it jerked me off my feet and started dragging me across the ground, it occurred to me that having a deer on a rope was not nearly as good an idea as I had originally imagined. . .

			(Excerpted from Chapter 12, “Barry and the Deer.”)

		

		
			To my grandchildren, Olivia, Julia, Malcolm, and Sophie
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			INTRODUCTION

			These stories are written to entertain. They may be informative, amusing, scary, even thought provoking. The twenty-three stories fall into four groups: travel stories, stories told to me, Marine Corps stories, and some other adventures.

			A family traveling to Guatemala to see the Mayan ruins at Tikal encounters “los hombres militares” and uniformed soldiers. A sightseeing trip in Turkey meets with obstacles, courtesy, and help from an unexpected source. Culture clash and exotic sites were the norm in Central Asia. What was supposed to be an idyllic kayak vacation in Florida turns into something quite different. A visit to the Eiffel Tower ends with eviction by security guards. Riding the rails before World War I presents adventure and danger for two young men searching for jobs as they make their way through the Northwest. Army medics assigned to anti-aircraft gunners on a destroyer in WW II find themselves in a precarious position when German fighters attack their ship. Two young Army men in WW I exact a kind of revenge after being conned into attending a religious revival. A kindly foreman is invited to the east Arkansas backwoods by two grateful employees. Watching an eighteen-month old baby girl turns out to be not as easy as the sitter was led to believe. Two young girls in western Kansas encounter the Jackrabbit Man. Some students from Central Asia see some buffalo and a mountain lion cub, up close. A newly hired college graduate finds that prejudice comes in many guises. A friend finds out, painfully, that deer don’t like to be lassoed. What is it like to drive down a mountain pass without power steering or power brakes after the engine quits? A retired coal miner recounts his life in the mines of Osage County, Kansas. Two German noblewomen compete for the affections of a dashing cavalry officer

			And more stories of fun, fear, and folly.

			David Hann

			PART I -
TRAVEL STORIES

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			BLUEBIRDS TO TIKAL

			One Guatemalan soldier patted me down as I stood feet and hands spread apart, my face pressed against the Bluebird bus. Another soldier held his automatic rifle at my back while my wife, Rose, and daughters Sarah and Rachel watched. This was the third time in two days armed men had ordered us off our bus at gunpoint. 

			I used my limited Spanish to explain we had been to Tikal to see the ruins. The young soldier nodded and continued patting me down. From the corner of my eye I saw the rifle begin to slip from his shoulder and cartwheel down to the ground. I thought, “If he doesn’t have his safety on and has a round in the chamber the rifle will fire and the other soldier will shoot me out of reflex.” All this action and thought took place in the seconds it took for the rifle to strike earth. No shot. Okay so far.

			The soldier re-slung his rifle and said, “Okay.” I looked over my shoulder and the man with the gun at my back gestured with the point of his rifle to rejoin the other bus passengers. 

			As we waited to re-board our bus I recalled what John said two days ago in Belize City, where we had fled from a frigid Kansas winter to tropical Belize, planning to travel in Guatemala before returning to Belize to celebrate Christmas 1983 on the island of Caye Cauker. 

			“Don’t go. You can’t fly into Tikal. It’s only been a few months since the military coup. Army or guerillas burned down the control tower.”

			“We want to take the girls and see the Mayan ruins around Tikal,” Rose said.

			John shook his head.

			“You will have to take buses to Tikal and the roads might not be reliable.” 

			“What do you mean, not reliable?” Rose asked. 

			John shrugged. “Maybe dangerous. There may still be some guerilla activity, or maybe the army will be checking the buses.” 

			“We’re going,” said Rose.

			Well, John was right. Yesterday and earlier today, it was “los hombres militares,” armed men in peasant clothing who ordered us off the bus. We didn’t know on whose side the armed civilians were, not that it mattered. Now it was uniformed soldiers, pro-government I assumed. 

			Our Guatemala trip had begun yesterday in Belize City on one of the Beatty Bus Company’s fleet of aging Bluebird buses. When we reached the Guatemalan border the immigration officer informed us that we didn’t have proper papers to enter the country. The officer looked to me like he was suffering from a hangover and was not in a good mood. 

			I wanted to pay the bribe and obtain the “proper papers” but Rose would have none of it because we had purchased visas for Guatemala. She opened my Spanish phrase book, scanned it, then pointed to herself and said “advocate,” meaning lawyer. I could tell this didn’t sit well with the man and I began to wonder what it would be like spending some time in a Guatemalan jail. Finally, after much arguing between Rose, myself, and the border control officer we obtained different papers from him for a small fee, about $3 apiece. 	

			We stayed our first night in Guatemala in the border town of Melchor de Menos at the Hotel Zacalejo. After a short sleep punctuated by firecrackers, cats yowling and a drunk retching loudly outside our window, we boarded another Bluebird bus at 3 a.m. The driver’s cassette player blasted Spanish dance music. The road, rough as a dry streambed, pitched and rolled us against the unyielding metal seats.

			At one stop, a young woman holding a baby got on. Because all seats were taken, I stood up and offered my seat to her. She sat down. I was surprised when each of the Indians who got on with her stepped over and shook my hand. 

			The morning was still dark when we heard the word Cruce and tried to get off thinking that was our place, Las Cruces. The rest of the passengers stopped us, saying “Malo,” or “Falta.” We didn’t need to understand Spanish to know that was a bad place to get off and wait for a bus. 

			Bus headlights blinked off and on frequently and sometimes, the times for which I was most grateful, the booming cassette player shut down too. No matter, the driver pressed ahead in the darkness and the bus tumbled on, like a huge firefly blinking its message. We slid to a sudden stop. I looked out the front windshield and saw we had startled a white horse standing asleep in the road. The half-awake horse lurched off to the side and our bus rumbled off into the darkness. 

			We reached Las Cruces just at dawn and waited for an hour or so before boarding the Tikal-bound bus. Sarah and Rachel and Rose found seats. I stood and nodded to the other passengers. Some of them ignored me. Some nodded back and I conversed with a few of them best we could with my butchering of Spanish. I enjoyed pulling out my dictionary and explaining to people about Kansas and its wheat and prairie and that my great grandfather had been a Texas cowboy who settled in Kansas. It seemed like everyone had heard about Texas and knew what a cowboy was.

			I was turned towards the back of the bus talking with a deaf teacher of deaf children who could read my lips. The bus slowed down and stopped. She looked past me and said, “Hombres militares.”

			I turned and saw armed men wearing loose white trousers and white shirts standing behind a simple barricade, a log on a swivel they swung around to block the road. They carried rifles or shotguns. More men stood off to either side of the barrier. People got out of the bus. I told Rose that maybe we should stay in the bus. Seconds later one of the armed men poked his head in and said, “Todos.” We got out and stood around with the others.

			I thought that the Indians who had gotten onto the bus with shotguns, even though they were broken down, would be detained or at least have their shotguns taken from them. No such thing. The guerillas or whoever they were, were very polite and businesslike. They sent us on our way without any threat that I could see, other than their weapons loosely pointed at us, and their expressionless faces. 

			We managed to get to the Jaguar Inn at Tikal in time for supper and an embarrassing moment for me after dinner. Rose and the girls had left the restaurant and, alone with the young woman cashier, I pulled out some large bills and said, “Puede caminar?” Her eyes flashed and narrowed in anger. Then I realized I had effectively propositioned her by showing money and asking her if she wanted to go for a walk (caminar) instead of asking her if she could make change (cambiar). I corrected myself “Lo siento. Equivicado. Puede cambiar?” saying (I hoped) “Sorry. Mistake. Can you make change?” She laughed then and changed my large bills into smaller ones. 

			We went to bed immediately after dinner because we had to get up before dawn to walk to the ruins. We chatted a bit about our adventurous day, especially our encounter with “los hombres militares.” 

			“Not likely to happen again,” I assured Rose and the girls. 

			With these optimistic thoughts I drifted off to sleep. Lizards ran along the ceiling rafters and both they and insects dropped onto our mosquito nets. That didn’t bother me or Rose but the girls slept fitfully. In the morning we had to step over a long corridor of army ants whose legions stretched back into the jungle.

			We hiked along a well-worn jungle trail to the Temple of the Jaguar. Oldest daughter Sarah spooked younger sister Rachel with tales of crocodiles lurking in the bush. Rachel countered with more plausible tales of poisonous snakes because Sarah feared snakes more than anything. The girls frightened one another so much they declared a truce. 

			Fortunately, we reached the Temple of the Jaguar and the one opposite it, the Temple of the Masks, with no reptile encounters. Both temples, dating from the early 700s, rose more than 150 feet from the jungle and had been so overgrown they were not discovered until 1962, just twenty-one years before we got there.

			I scrambled up the short-rise steps on the Temple of the Masks so that I could photograph the Jaguar Temple. Park rangers had installed a chain running to the top for cautious people like me to use. One slip on those steps could bring a painful, maybe fatal roll to the bottom of the stone structure, which is why Rose forbade the girls to climb up. John had told us that he couldn’t return to Tikal for awhile because last time he was there, without a pass, a park ranger had chased our fleet-footed friend up the Temple of the Masks, slipped, and rolled down the steps and broke his leg.

			We returned from the ruins just in time to catch a bus to make our way back to Belize. A few minutes later los hombres militares stopped us. Armed men, some not looking much older than 13-year-old Sarah, ordered us off the bus and searched through everyone’s papers. One of the younger ones  tarried looking through 10-year-old Rachel’s book, an illustrated copy of Wind in the Willows. A sharp command from an older man snapped him out of his reverie.

			I looked away from the searching and noticed six low-flying Canada Geese. Without thinking I exclaimed, “Mira!” Everyone stopped to gaze at the big birds as they flew just fifty or so feet above us. The guerillas completed searching and we continued on our way to our third and last encounter with armed men in Guatemala.

			After the Guardia National, or whoever they were, finished their business we boarded the bus and returned to Belize City, where we took a taxi to Mama’s Restaurant. Two men brawled in a fistfight just outside the restaurant entrance. Belize City was a pretty wild town. 

			I escorted Rose and the girls past the combatants and found a table for them inside. “I’ll try to find someone to take us out to the island.” Rose and the girls were grateful to sit down and have the gracious Mama attend to them while I went to search along the waterfront.

			There I met a young man, Jerome, who answered my queries about my friend, John, and Caye Cauker by saying that he knew John and was just about ready to head for the island. He only needed to pick up two friends who also lived on Caye Cauker. The young men, Angel and Gregorio, joined us. Gregorio lightly clutched his stomach. Jerome explained.

			“He got stabbed in the stomach during a fight and had to get stitched up at the hospital.”

			Angel had a thin scar running down one side of his face, another knife fight I presumed. I got into the boat. 

			The estuary to the sea ran behind some hotels and Mama’s Restaurant. When I hopped out and told Rose I had a ride to the island, she was skeptical. “Mama told me to be careful because there are two men who say they will take you out, then take your money and leave you on a mangrove island.”

			John explained when we first arrived there that Belize City had become so ungovernable that the nation of Belize moved the official capitol inland from Belize City to Belmopan. John asked, “What do you expect from a country that was founded by pirates?”

			So I told Jerome that I wanted to speak with Danny Weir, who owned the Bel Cove Hotel, where we had spent the night before our exciting Guatemala adventure. I yelled up to Danny and asked him if these guys were all right. Danny gazed down at them from a hotel balcony and rubbed his unshaven chin while mulling over my query.

			“W-e-l-l, I guess so.”

			Not a ringing endorsement but we needed to head out now to arrive at Caye Cauker before nightfall. I nodded to Jerome and as the sky darkened we headed out to Caye Cauker with three young men descended from pirates, the warning from Mama echoing.

			Partly because of the need to get to Caye Cauker before dark and partly because he wanted to show off his boat’s prowess, Jerome sped into the chop. The boat pounded the waves. We sat on the thwarts at the front of the boat getting pounded by the impact of the boat hitting the chop. I kept my gaze directed towards the three young men in the back. Jerome stood and later I found this was the best way to ride, so that one’s legs absorbed the shock rather than the spine. 

			We ran into a chubasco, a short rain squall, and that plus the fact that Gregorio’s knife wound was beginning to bleed again prompted Jerome to ask if we could pull over to a mangrove island to wait out the squall—just what Rose had been warned about. Rose and I vigorously shook our heads.

			“No, let’s keep going. Want to be there before dark.” The rain pelted us. We pushed our bags into a space under the prow, hoping to shield them from the rain. Rachel and Sarah burrowed under the prow with the bags. It looked to me like they were laughing hysterically.

			Jerome shrugged and we pounded our way through the chop to Caye Cauker. Later John told me that Jerome, Angel and Gregorio said I was like a crazy man for insisting to power through the rain squall. “He just wanted to keep going,” complained Jerome, shaking his head. 

			* * * 

			We read in the news after our trip that an American tourist had been shot and killed when he tried to run a roadblock set up by one of the combatants in the civil war; whether the guerillas or their counterparts, it didn’t say. Rose felt bad that her enthusiasm for taking the girls to Tikal put us all in danger, but home safe we only remembered the fun parts.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			FLAT TIRE IN TURKEY

			Storm clouds threatened rain, causing us to end our swim in the Mediterranean Sea off Side, Turkey. It was the last day of May, and very warm, so we didn’t mind standing by the road with our wet hair waiting for a bus to come along. Mubeccel, Rose and I were returning to our hotel in Antalya. Mubeccel, our long-time friend, Turkish language teacher and travel companion, explained that a bus would stop fairly soon. 

			Rose, with her dark hair and small stature, similar to Mubeccel, could have passed for a Turkish woman. Rose could speak Turkish fairly well whereas I stumbled along as best I could, finding most Turks patient and even grateful at my attempts to speak their language. My blue eyes, faltering speech and generally Western appearance revealed to casual observers that I was American. Fortunately, Turks like Americans even though they, like me, might not always agree with my country’s politics.

			The young man who was the bus conductor noticed our wet hair and asked out of curiosity why our hair was wet. “Had we been to a Hamam (Turkish bath)?” We explained that we had been swimming at a beach in Side, but a storm blew in just when we got into the water. Mubeccel asked what the fare would be to take us to Antalya and the conductor said there was no fare.

			“You have paid enough with your disappointment.”

			Kindness like this happened often to Rose and me when we visited Turkey. 

			We took a taxi from the bus station to Antalya. I sat up front and chatted with our driver. He said that his main occupation was a carpenter, but he also drove a taxi so he and his family could get by. 

			We rolled along, talking among ourselves and with the taxi driver, enjoying the beautiful day. We looked out at fields of wheat and cotton and olive groves. Farmers also planted olive trees, spaced at regular intervals, in their wheat fields. The old tractors used for harvesting allowed passage around the olive trees. Also, landowners hired nomads to harvest crops by hand. We could see their tents set up near the fields. Women cut the wheat with sickles and the men pitch-forked the cut wheat onto trucks. 

			Suddenly the car shuddered and I felt the tell-tell vibration of a blown-out tire. We got out and stretched our legs while the driver worked on replacing the blown-out tire with his spare. After a few minutes we noticed that he was struggling manfully to undue the lug nuts. It looked like the driver was experiencing the same problem endured by myself and many other drivers. Whoever installed the tire used way too much power to tighten the lug nuts holding the tire onto the wheel. The salty sea air corroded the lug nuts, adding to the difficulty of loosening them.

			Standing on the roadside, I looked across a plowed field and saw abandoned construction equipment and a large truck. Maybe I could find a long pipe that the driver could use for leverage. I keep a pipe in my car’s trunk for just such a purpose. I saw a couple of pipes lying on the ground but they were too small so I decided to climb up into the bed of the truck. 

			Once inside the pile looked much bigger and loomed over me. I had to be careful moving around among discarded machine parts, appliances and scrapped metal. Rusted edges, broken glass, and jagged ends of metal rods and pipes threatened my clothes and skin. I saw a likely looking pipe sticking out from under the mess and began to wrestle it around. The pile moved. I decided to look elsewhere in the truck.

			I gingerly climbed the junk hill, trying to see if there were any pipes that might work for a lever. After finding pipes that were too big, too small, too short, or too long I finally spied a suitable one and worked it out of the pile. I carried it back to our driver and showed him how to use the pipe with his tire iron to loosen lug nuts.

			Mubeccel said I shouldn’t have walked through the field because there might be vipers. I wasn’t sure if she was joking or not because the subject of vipers sometimes came up in a joking vein. That dated from our earlier trip to Aphrodisias, site of an ancient city dedicated to the goddess Aphrodite. Signs posted at Aphrodisias said “Dikkat! Yilan!” which meant “Beware! Snake!”. Thereafter, while Mubeccel, Rose and I walked around the ancient ruins we periodically would point to bushes and say, “Bak, Yilan!” which meant “Look, Snake!” Sometimes just to startle Rose and Mubeccel I would stiffen and yell, “Dikkat!” “Kus!” meaning, “Beware! Bird!” 

			Our driver strained at the lug nuts, the pipe set over an arm of the tire iron giving him four feet or so of added leverage. He heaved once, twice, and on his third mighty heave, bent the pipe. 

			I set off again towards the field and the abandoned truck. 	Mubeccel became alarmed and said to Rose, “You must control David. He might get bit by a viper.”

			I replied, “I didn’t see any when I went the first time. Besides, the day is too hot for snakes to be out.”

			Nevertheless, this time when I crossed the field I did watch for snakes. I did the same when I climbed again into the shaky pile of metal scraps. If I were superstitious, I might have imagined the pile of metal and glass resented being disturbed. The place was so quiet, no bird calls, no wind, just the ominous wreckage I needed to revisit. Some ancient ruins were said to be haunted, why not this place, some jinn of junk perhaps? 

			Parts of the mass moved and metal grated on metal as I worked out another pipe. The walls of this pipe were too thin, however, and would probably bend. I carefully climbed around some more. I knew that if I got pinned down by a metal avalanche it would be several minutes before Mubeccel and Rose figured out they should check on me. A slight injury would be bad and a serious injury could be disastrous. Mubeccel’s remark about vipers added to my tension. 

			Ahh, there was a nice strong-looking pipe. I just needed to wiggle it a bit and...the pile began to slide towards me. I dodged and the slide paused, caught up by some other piece of junk. I waited a bit for things to settle down—including my heart rate—took a deep breath, and continued looking. I saw the pipe I had tried to pull free, but what looked like a metal cabinet rested against it now. I imagined it sliding forward and pinning me and decided not to push my luck with that particular pipe. 

			I looked around for several minutes more and found what I hoped would be a suitable pipe. I wrestled it out carefully and gingerly threaded my way through the mass. I took care to jump away from the truck when I descended, fearing I might disturb a snake napping in the shade under the truck.

			I crossed the field again and as I approached our taxi I heard Mubeccel say to Rose,

			“You must control David. He will get hurt.”

			“This should do the trick,” I said and held up the pipe.

			Our driver gratefully took the pipe from me and went to work. This pipe was stronger than the first one. Years of carpentry had made our driver strong and again he heaved. Another mighty heave broke the tire iron. 

			By this time Mubeccel determined she should call for help. Luckily, she had cell phone service out here in the countryside. Because we were outside the city limits the military police, or gendarmes, responded and arrived in about twenty minutes. 

			An olive-drab military van pulled up next to the taxi. Half a dozen gendarmes spilled out. All carried submachine guns except an officer who wore a pistol at his waist. Three gendarmes spread out and positioned themselves at the rear of the truck, holding their weapons at the ready. Mubeccel caught my startled reaction. “In case bad people come.”

			I realized that to criminals, stranded motorists might appear to be ripe fruit ready for the picking, although my years of travel in Turkey had only been positive. Turks have been unfailingly helpful and friendly wherever we went.

			Three gendarmes not guarding the road took over heaving on the pipe with their better quality tire iron. The pipe bent. Leaving four gendarmes behind for protection, the officer and driver took off to find a mechanic. Thirty minutes later the van returned with a mechanic who attacked the tire iron with a hammer, but the lug nuts didn’t budge. I wondered if the lug nuts would get rounded and have to be cut off with a torch. Maybe it was just as well that the gendarmes’ tire iron broke before that happened.

			The soldiers took off again and found a second mechanic. This man, older but heavily built and very fit-looking, might have been a blacksmith. He carried a serious-looking crescent wrench and a heavy hammer. Even so, it was hard going. I wanted to find another pipe, but this time I went along with the pleas of Rose and Mubeccel to “be safe.”

			The burly mechanic hammered for several minutes. Every lug nut had to be hammered loose. Finally the lug nuts were off, and our driver rolled the spare tire up and set it on the wheel. Mubeccel walked up behind the mechanic to thank him just as he straightened up from his efforts. He turned around, began to say something, then bent over and vomited. Our hero mechanic had exerted himself to the point of becoming sick.

			Mubeccel helped us figure out what to pay the mechanic, and Rose and I knew enough Turkish to thank the gendarmes. I think they appreciated us being able to speak their language. We surely appreciated their help. 

			Rose and Mubeccel noticed my shirt was torn and stained with rust. A long but shallow scratch had left an impressive smear of blood on my stomach. I was so concentrated on getting a pipe and thinking about snakes that I hadn’t noticed the torn shirt or the scratch. At least I hadn
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