

    
        
          Travel Tales: Women Alone — The #MeToo of Travel!

        

        
        
          True Travel Tales, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Michael Brein

        

        
          Published by Michael Brein, 2018.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      TRAVEL TALES: WOMEN ALONE — THE #METOO OF TRAVEL!

    

    
      First edition. March 2, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 Michael Brein.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1886590526

    

    
    
      Written by Michael Brein.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Michael Brein

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Road to Strange

          
        
          
	          The Road to Strange: The Contiguous Universe

          
        
          
	          The Road to Strange: A Psychic Reader

          
        
          
	          The Road to Strange: Synchronicity

          
        
          
	          The Road to Strange: Macumba and Other Rites

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      True Travel Tales

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Michael's Own Top 25

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Close Calls & Great Escapes Vol 1

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: The Best of 10,000 Stories Vol 1

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Close Calls & Great Escapes Vol 2

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Women Alone — The #MeToo of Travel!

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Idiots Abroad

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Wild Animals

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Cons, Scams & Ripoffs!

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Getting Away With It — Or Almost!

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: The African Safari Reader

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: France — Paris & The Riviera

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: The Gourmand — Food & Drink Abroad!

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Morocco, Egypt & North Africa

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: The Mexico Reader

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: England, Ireland & The UK

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Italy, Rome & More

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Ghost Encounters

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Hotels from Hell

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Down Under Australia & New Zealand

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Airplanes Terror in the Skies

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Hawaii Paradox & Paradise

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Toilet Stories

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: The Best of 10,000 Stories Vol 2

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Snakes & Other Critters

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Nine Lives Travelers

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Trains — Terror on the Rails!

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: 100 Faces — Passing for Others!

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Michael's Own Best 150

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Pickpockets & Other Thieves

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Scary Stories!

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Russia & The USSR

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Sea Stories — The Ways of Water

          
        
          
	          The Road to Strange: Ghost Encounters

          
        
          
	          The Road to Strange: Déjà Vu

          
        
          
	          The Road to Strange: Flying Saucers and Other UAP

          
        
          
	          The Road to Strange: Bigfoot And Other Cryptids

          
        
          
	          Travel Tales: Driving Abroad — From Cars to Camels

          
        
          
	          The Road to Strange: The Contiguous Universe

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Michael Brein’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Michael Brein

Dedication

Acknowledgments

Foreword

Preface

Introduction

What’s in Your Wallet?

Multiple Harassments

In the Mosque?

Cautionary Tales: Ignominy in Bari

Ignominy in Jerusalem

Near Ignominy in Algeria

Ignominy in Istanbul

Ignominy in the Near East

Groped on a Bus

Groped on the Paris Metro

Groped on the Madrid Metro

A Stab in the Dark!

Escalation

Hair on Fire

Close Call at the Parker House

“Grizzly Man”

The Blonde Gringa

Travel Tip #1: Do Not Be Distracted!

Running from Shadows

“We Don’t Live by Your Rules”

The ‘I Hate Italian Men Club’ #1: In the Church!

Travel Tip #2: Do Not ‘Run on Automatic’

The Elevator Guy #1: The Night Crawler

The Elevator Guy #2: Operator Assault

The Elevator Guy #3: The Ditchbed Hotel

The Rock

The ‘I Hate Italian Men Club’ #2: Meet the Parents #1

Travel Tip #3: Vary Your Daily Patterns!

The ‘I Hate Italian Men Club’ #3: Bella Italia!

All According to Plan

Hitchhiking

Travel Tip #4: Have an Exit Strategy!

The Conductor!

Travel Tip #5: Trust Your Intuitions!

Double Exposure: Beach Encounters in Mexico

The Roman Baths

West Bank Assault

Accosted in Jerusalem

“Maureen’s Place”

“Wander Woman”: Fighting Them off #1

Fighting Them Off #2

Aggressive Men in India

Stalked at Gandhi House

Travel Tip #6: Know the No-Go Areas!

Travel Tip #7: Do Not Be Over-Confident!

Introduction to White Slavery

Disappearance #1: A Close Call

Travel Tip #8: Attend to Drinks!

Disappearance #2: Another Close Call

Disappearance #3: Shopping in the Arab Sector

Disappearance #4: The Real Deal?

Abducted in Morocco?

Caught with Your Pants Down

Meet the Parents #2: The Family Man

Meet the Parents #3: The Good Man

Raped and Kidnapped in Milan

The Rat Bag Chick

Bad Things Happen in Threes?

The Moroccans

A Woman Alone in North Africa

A “Space Queen” in North Africa

The First White Woman

No Fear! Part 1:

No Fear! Part 2:

No Fear! Part 3:

‘Young and Stupid’ in Cabo

Chased in New Delhi

Abducted in a Russian Republic

A White Slave in Morocco

The Orange Man

All According to Code?

Hitchhiking in South America

More Untenable Propositions:

The Elevator Guy #4: The Russian

The Elevator Guy #5: The Arab

The Cloud of Unknowing

The Road to Kopan

Raped in Mexico

Giving Me the Asshole Pill

Well, You’ll Have to Kill ME First!

Well, Fu*k ME!

Accosted in Athens

Accosted in Paris

Raped in Soviet Georgia: Aftermath Nightmare #1

Raped in Nepal: Aftermath Nightmare #2

Raped in South Asia: Aftermath Nightmare #3

The Camel Chronicles: A Camel Ride into Oblivion?

Your Daughter for Camels?

Your Girlfriend for Camels?

Sold to the Highest Bidder?

Sold (Out) to the Arabs?

The Train Station Epiphany

Two Mini-Strategies that Paid Off

Travel Tip #9: Do Various and Sundry Acts!

Travel Tip #10: Manage Your Fear!

Travel Tip # 11: Trust No One!

The New “#MeToo” of Travel

Groped on a Plane! Recent Cases

Groped on a Plane #1

Groped on a Plane #2

Groped on a Plane #3

Groped on a Plane #4

Men Alone: Men on Men

Two Incidents

The Christian Prison

Travel Tip #12: Be the Good Traveler!

Afterword

Sign up for Michael Brein's Mailing List

Further Reading: Travel Tales: Michael's Own Best 150

Also By Michael Brein

About the Author

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    You wouldn't believe the incredible strories people have told me about their travels!

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Acknowledgments

[image: ]


Thanks to All of you 

***
[image: ]


We thank our contributors whether unknown, anonymous, or in their own names for sharing their stories. Thanks to all of you brave souls who have ventured to lands far and wide, and shared your sometimes bizarre, frightening, or dangerous, as well as your closest calls and greatest escapes with respect to sexual harassment and assaults with me for publication. Without you, this book could not be written.

A special thanks goes to the late Professor Herbert B. Weaver, Ph.D., former head of the Department of Psychology at the University of Hawaii, without whose mentorship and encouragement I might not have become the world’s first Travel Psychologist I am today. 
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Joseph Redmiles
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I am the widower of Rosemary Ellen Guiley, the co-author with Michael Brein and publisher of the first two books of The Road to Strange series. Rosemary sadly passed away in July 2019. Appropriately enough, I came to know Michael Brein during one of my cross-country trips to the Pacific Northwest. Michael was one of Rosemary Ellen Guiley’s many personal and professional colleagues and friends. 

When Rosemary and I married, I was quickly plunged into a whirlwind routine of travel by car, train, and automobile. I accompanied Rosemary on many of her tours and assisted with event setup, investigations, and coordinated the logistics of our trips. Along the way, I met many fascinating people and experienced parts of the USA and England that had long been on my list of places to visit. 

The Pacific Northwest was special to Rosemary. It was where she grew up, received her education, and began her professional career as a journalist for several major newspapers. Every summer, we’d spend several weeks in her hometown of Seattle, Washington. This was our downtime; a chance to catch our breath, relax with friends and family, and take time for ourselves. 

Rosemary had told me about Michael, the world traveler, author, and Travel Psychologist. As Michael resided on nearby Bainbridge Island, naturally we got together during one of our early trips to Seattle. We quickly became friends, and Michael graciously acted as our tour guide around the island. I have fond recollections of our times together as we shared travel anecdotes in our far-ranging conversations over meals and coffee breaks.
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Two Book Series
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I write two series of books: one is the Road to Strange series about UFOs, aliens, the paranormal, and some of the more strange and bizarre stuff in life. The other series is the True Travel Tales series about anything and everything that can happen to the traveler as well as people living their normal workaday lives.

My manner of collecting stories and tales about people’s experiences whether about travel or about some of the more unusual experiences in life is similar.

The Weird Stuff

I’m the “Travel Psychologist.” I originally coined the term “Travel Psychology” during my Ph.D. studies at the University of Hawaii and then became the world’s first travel psychologist.

I’m also what you might call a “UFOlogist.” I’m one who studies UFOs (unidentified flying objects) or UAP, as they are often referred to (unidentified aerial phenomena). 

I’ve been the State Director for Hawaii and Ambassador-at-Large for MUFON (the Mutual UFO Network), the largest UFO research organization in the United States, with a significant worldwide presence as well. 

For over five decades, I have crisscrossed and traveled the world several times over seeking and interviewing nearly 2,000 travelers, adventurers, and other willing contributors, collecting and recording all the while, nearly 10,000 accounts of all sorts of things that have happened to them. And I’ve delved into the deeper psychological aspects of their experiences. 

Typically, I’ve asked people to share some of their most interesting experiences with me, be they in their travels or during their relatively mundane day-to-day lives as well. Interestingly, about five percent are about strange things that have occurred to them, whether of a psychic nature or highly strange things they’ve seen in the skies.

It became apparent many people got far more than they’d anticipated either from travel or during living their daily lives; they’ve had highly strange, unusual experiences of a psychic nature or even of a mystical or spiritual kind. I had to learn about them. I saw common themes running through their accounts. These reports fascinated me, and so I began a special collection of them, forging new territory in the UFO and paranormal lore that had been largely ignored and neglected by the mainstream scientists.

Combining both a social science background with personally experiencing the paranormal, I bring to the fore a rare combination of both scientist and experiencer of the strange and unordinary. 

I bring both scientific rigor into the equation plus the openness and wonderment of someone who has actually had psychic experiences beyond the normal pale and one who also suspects our scientific paradigms of the day are not the be-all, end-all of knowing and explaining all there is. 

And I want to add, I’ve not had just one experience of the paranormal; I’ve had many. Thus, I bring together in one person — someone not only trained to research, observe, and document as social scientists typically do, but one who’s also open and eager to understand better the unknown which looms just outside the normal bounds of science as we now know it. 

Reading the psychic, UFO, and high strangeness accounts of others presents the reader with new and unique events that are often both eye-opening and awesome — just as life tends to be itself. It’s largely through the novel experiences offered by travel and adventure and curiosity we achieve more personal growth and gain an understanding of realities we perhaps never knew existed. This aspect of life, as expanded by these apparently new realities, is nothing short of a paradigm-shifter. 

Travel is mind-opening and mind-bending. Maybe it takes the travel experience — namely the condensing, collapsing, and speeding up of time and space, the rush of novelty, all impacting on us at once at every turn — to pry open the portals to the unknown. Imagine the degree of impact that a travel-related paranormal event can have on one’s life by events happening to anyone from all walks of life, regardless of the belief in the supernatural.

An experience of the strange, the psychic, or the highly strange — an occurrence that appears to go beyond the normal reach of our ordinary lives — is nothing less than a paradigm-bender as well. Sometimes we need such a mind-bending experience of the supernatural to give us the wake-up call, “Hey. Pay attention. There’s more going on in life than you think ” 

Some people in The Road to Strange book series acknowledge they have life histories of the paranormal, UFOs, and other highly strange, unusual experiences. Such is the case with me, as I have had many episodes of premonitions, precognitive dreams, psychic phenomena, synchronicities, and more throughout my life. I call this gift my “Inner Psychic.”

Others in The Road to Strange series say they’ve had, for most of their lives, no extraordinary particular psychic sense, and some even profess to be skeptical — that is, until their own strange experiences opened their eyes.

The stories in The Contiguous Universe and A Psychic Reader, are not intended to prove UFOs, extraterrestrials, the paranormal, or the highly strange are real. My purpose is to show that these experiences not only do happen, but they happen often, and, yes, they happen to you, and to me, too. You and I are not alone in our experiences. It happens more often than you know. 

The true stories presented in the four-book Road to Strange series are a compelling mix of topics such as ghosts, premonitions, déjà vu, synchronicity, mysticism, spirituality, past lives and reincarnation, clairvoyance, telepathy, black magic, psychic readings, poltergeists, space-time warps, sacred sites, phantom persons, out-of-body experiences, and more. And a number of the stories included in these books are of people who have also reported UFO accounts.

UFO and psychic experiences take place in exotic locations all over the planet, and in all kinds of circumstances. They even happen up close and personal in your own home. Reading these accounts may help you better understand some of the strange events in your own lives and may open you up even more to the unknown during your forthcoming life adventures.

Perhaps you’ve had experiences along The Road to Strange yourself. See the Afterword to submit your own stories for one of my upcoming volumes.
The Travel Stuff
By becoming The Travel Psychologist, I’ve got an entirely different take on travel, even more so than anyone I’ve ever read on the subject, an approach different from anyone’s who’s come before me: I look at the subject of travel in a distinctly different manner than nearly anyone else.
Oh yeah, of course, ordinary people and writers on travel have thought about and written about travel from all conceivable points of view for eons, no less.

But no one I know has distinctly looked at travel from a social scientific point of view as I have. By my becoming the world’s first travel psychologist — a person who’s approached the subject from a social science point of view — I am distinctly proud to say that I am the first one who has apparently done so.

My approach has been different from those who’ve come before me, namely, that you can study travel as a form of behavior with all its aspects from the point of view of a social scientist, namely, by asking this very simple question: “Say, what’s travel all about from the standpoint of psychology?”

Oh, yes, I’ve studied all sorts of courses as part of my Ph.D. curriculum including some firsts, such as the psychology of being a Peace Corps Volunteer or the spatial aspects of the behavior of the traveler, or non-verbal and verbal communication of travelers to exotic countries and with the hosts of these countries.

Indeed, my studies led me to study a variety of exotic languages such as Chinese, Japanese, Indonesian — and even the study of Tongan, the official language of the Pacific island kingdom of Tonga — during my stint as a psychologist with the Peace Corps at the University of Hawaii’s training site for volunteers who were eventually on their way to Tonga. I was right there with the volunteers themselves, yep... five hours a day, studying the Tongan language right along with them. People said,


“This Michael Brein is a curious fellow, not only studying the Tongan language five hours a day right along with the trainees themselves but even, indeed, becoming quite the character — even you might say, a teachers’ pet, of sorts, earning the reputation of becoming the most proficient in learning Tongan even among all the volunteers, themselves. Oh yeah, this Michael Brein distinguished himself, all right, in also becoming a curious student of a subject that no one ever formally studied before — the psychology of travel ”




Finally, I even wrote a formal paper on the psychology of travel that even made it into the prestigious psychological journal at the time: The Psychological Bulletin. I was the rare graduate student who could claim such an accomplishment. The title of the article “Intercultural Communication and the Adjustment of the Sojourner,” translates to: “The Psychology of Travel.”

Thus began my career of nearly five decades of interviewing travelers however or wherever I could find them, set them down, and then record their stories.

But why you might ask? Simply this: I’ve always figured the best way to study the psychology of travel is to simply ask for (and record) the travelers’ tales. And thus began the True Travel Tales series that you see before you.

“Thanks to Michael Brein... to be the pioneer of this field.”
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Michael Brein
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These are the true travel tales of solo women travelers being sexually harassed and assaulted in their travels around the world and what some of them were able to do about it! 

They are shouting “Me Too!” to you through these pages! 

No human being should be subjected to the despicable, disgusting, and degrading behaviors that these women have had to put up with at the hands of men who should be relegated to the dregs of humanity!

For my True Travel Tales series, I have interviewed nearly 2,000 world travelers. And I have weaved the best of their 10,000 fantastic travel tales into a psychology of travel as revealed by these very telling stories. These are travelers I’ve met on airplanes, trains, buses, ships, tours, safaris, and in hotels, campgrounds, cafes, and pubs.

These courageous travelers have shared often their most personal and private travel experiences, some good and wonderful and others horrific and life-threatening, which I, in turn, share with you now through this series in general and this book in particular.

Travel Tales: Women Alone is Volume 3 of the True Travel Tales series and deals with the safety and security of the woman solo traveler. It is about how to travel safely throughout the world.

Unfortunately, travel today finds us in a world of growing terror threats, the imposition of severe and strict cultural and religious restrictions on women’s rights and freedoms, as well as decreasing tolerance for cultural and religious differences and diversity around the world.

For women traveling alone, having to deal with sexual hassles and assaults is daunting in the least. For women alone, travel mostly is exciting and relatively safe, but for many women, traveling in some countries, particularly in North Africa and the Middle East, can often be traumatic and downright dangerous.

I have tales of women constantly being bothered and harassed. And, sad to say, some women have even disappeared from marketplaces, never to be seen again.

To be a woman and to travel alone in such forbidding and foreboding places is not for the faint of heart. Many young women are naively unaware and must be exceedingly careful in their interactions with men overseas.

Just because men are well-dressed and speak your language does not necessarily mean that they can be trusted.

Every woman traveling abroad needs to know about and prepare herself for dealing with such things. Again, while travel is mostly adventurous, exciting, and safe, it can also be foreboding and downright dangerous at times, and one must be prudent. 

Forgive me for pulling no punches: but, if I were you, I’d think very carefully about traveling to some parts of the world as a woman ALONE!

Women have shared hundreds of travel stories with me about how they have had to fend off — yes, even fight off at times — the unwanted advances of men, ranging from verbal harassment, unwanted touching, exposure, and, yes, even rape and disappearance!

I have had young women relating to me, “Yes, I should have known better; I should have seen the signs.” 

The stories in this book emphasize how women alone have gotten themselves into dangerous situations in the first place, how they coped and sometimes managed to escape and survive, and what they might have done differently in retrospect if they had to re-experience these harassments and assaults all over again. 

Every effort is made to uncover the clues and cues to dangerous situations and to provide, where feasible, possible ways to avoid these scary and horrific experiences in the first place.

Finally, a series of “Travel Tips” are offered throughout this book in support of experiencing travel the most safely and securely as possible.

And to those courageous women who have forged their paths in travel and endured the suffering of sexual harassment and assault to bring to you useful knowledge and valuable information that can help you to avoid that which they have had to suffer through, we say, “Thank you” for shouting out to the world in your own special ways, “Me Too!”

STATEMENT

The stories shared in this volume as far as I know are all true, whether told by the persons who experienced these instances of sexual harassment and assaults themselves or whether related to me by others.

The tales told in this book are absolutely not intended to entertain or be enjoyed whatsoever. They are not like this at all! Rather, they are about deadly serious and dangerous situations. Their purpose is to inform women and girls or any travelers, for that matter, what can and does happen at times to people during their travels.

These stories, however unpleasant and unpalatable they may be MUST be told. Someone has to address these horrid things that happen sometimes (and more often than one would like to think) to travelers. And it is exactly this that I have taken on as my own personal responsibility.

The purpose of this book is to better inform the traveler of the realities of what can and does happen to travelers on occasion so that she/he can travel more safely and securely.

It is with this caveat and warning that a major portion of the stories that include the more graphic sexual assaults, including rape, may have the following note appear at the outset of the story:

[Note: graphic sexual assault. Reader discretion advised.]

By no means is it ever to be concluded by anyone reading this book that a person described in any of the tales in this book has ever ‘asked for it’ or ‘brought it on herself.’

The tales told in this book range over nearly five decades and involve the varying and evolving societal customs, beliefs, and mores of the times, and those of different countries, peoples, and cultures which may differ greatly from one another or may vary or change or evolve over time, as unpalatable or unpleasant to one’s own world views as some of these may be.

Finally, by relating these stories of sexual harassment and assaults, I, the author, do not necessarily agree with any or all of the points of view as are specifically expressed by the particular experiencers and tellers of these stories.

FURTHER DISCLAIMER

Please be forewarned that some of the stories in the True Travel Tales series may be graphic, unpleasant, disturbing, and distinctly uncomfortable.

This book is aimed towards a mature adult audience. Yet, some material ought to be communicated clearly and responsibly to younger and relatively inexperienced travelers who could benefit by knowing how to travel more safely and securely.

No story in the series is meant to depict any country, people, race, culture or religion, or gender in any negative light. Good and bad things can and do happen anywhere and to anyone.

Finally, some stories may be repeated on occasion in other books in the True Travel Tales series depending on the countries and subject matters covered.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

What’s in Your Wallet?

[image: ]


Ellen Good
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Paris, France, the 1970s. After having gotten lost in the Paris Metro, I finally got to the youth hostel at 11:30 p.m., and it was still open, thank God! They gave me a room all to myself since I was the last person to arrive.

At 3 a.m., this light flashes on. Of course, I was sound asleep, and not realizing at the time that it was in the middle of the night, this guy asks me, “Where is your plastic card?” 

I wake up and he goes, “Do you have your plastic card?” 

Then, half asleep I go, “Yeah,” and begin looking through my things. 

“What plastic card?” I ask.

He then goes, “The one that says you can stay here.”

So, I look through my things again and tell him that I have it. 

He goes, “Well, this is your thing that tells you can have breakfast and lunch."

I say that I knew that.

He offers, “Would you like a cigarette?” 

“No.” 

“Would you like something to drink?” 

“No.”

“I’m just working. Would you like to talk for a while?” 

“No.”

“How about a kiss then?”

“NO!” 

And then he goes, “I need a kiss before I can leave.” 

I tell him, “Kiss the outside of a door then!” 

Finally, he leaves. I slept with a knife on my wrist for the rest of the night.
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Alicia Alexander
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Havana, Cuba, the early 2000s.

Author Michael: Using your own expression of having described yourself as being a ‘small female,’ has that come into play during any of your other travels?

Havana

I am Alicia Alexander (an assumed name). That I was a girl of small stature might have been a factor in my being harassed multiple times during my travels. I feel that it definitely has come into play in a number of countries that I traveled to. Maybe that made me more vulnerable to being a potential target; who can say for sure? But it might have been a factor.

Michael: Could you perhaps give a couple of examples of this? 

Alicia: I was in Cuba. I decided to walk around Havana and sightsee. I came across some men who were carriage drivers. They were saying, “Oh, come up on the carriage and take pictures!”

I did. And when I got back down, one of them started to walk with me. I didn’t really know what to think of it, but since I wanted to learn more about life in Havana, I kind of humored him for a little while.

And so, we walked a ways, and then it became clear that it was getting to be very uncomfortable for me.

Michael: Okay, can you please be a little more explicit.

Alicia: Well, he tried to have me go up into this room in an abandoned building, and I said no. And I just kept on walking. 

Then, I walked into a church where there were a lot of people there, hoping to shake him. And I felt pretty safe there thinking that was a good thing to do. But no such luck! He followed me right in there, and then he did something very inappropriate. 

Michael: What did he do? 

Alicia: Well, he basically flashed me.

Michael: Right there in the church?

Alicia: Yep, right in the CHURCH!

Michael: So, what did you think then?

Alicia: I was completely shocked, especially since it was in a church, and even then, while there were other people around, even though they weren’t directly looking and didn’t see anything. And here I was thinking, Well, this is more of a safe situation — a safe place for me to be!

But, it couldn’t be further from the truth!

So, anyway, I threw down the flower that he had given me earlier and just started running.

Meanwhile, it’s nighttime in Havana, and I sort of know my way back to the hotel, but I’m not really sure. It was scary. On the way back, you know, I had some people kind of calling out to me, whether it was because they could tell I was American and wanted money, or if it was for whatever other reason. I just ignored them.

Michael: Well, you must have looked a bit distressed, right?

Alicia: Right.

But I made it back okay. That was one of several instances where I’ve been followed in different countries 

Paris

Paris, France, the early 2000s. It happened in Italy and France as well. One time it was in Paris, and I was trying to run away from this guy who kept bothering me. I didn’t really want to run back to my hostel because I didn’t want him to know where I was staying.

But you know, I also didn’t know where else to go, and so, at first, I tried to pretend that I didn’t speak French and didn’t understand what he was saying to me. And then, you know, after a while, I decided to get where there were other people around him and yelled very loudly in French for all to hear. “Leave me alone! Get away from me! Go away!” 

Michael: Did that work?

Alicia: Yes, it worked!

Michael: Making a scene in a public place to embarrass the assailant!

Alicia: Right, that helps! 

Venice

Venice, Italy, the early 2000s. And then one other time I wasn’t quite as tenacious. I was in Venice, and the same kind of thing happened — somebody was following me and not really leaving me alone. I think with him it was more just a matter of ignoring him for a long time. Finally, he gave up. 

Michael: Okay, so what works for getting rid of these people? 

Alicia: I think part of it might depend on the country, but getting to where there are other people is certainly helpful. And creating a public scene seems to work. Also, what probably works best, when you really need more support in such situations, is to try to connect with other tourists or other English-speaking people. Let them know that you’re in an uncomfortable situation and that you need their help or you need somebody else to be with you briefly. 

Michael: Let’s go back to the Cuban incident and reexamine that. In retrospect, did you any see cues that you might have perhaps been able to pick up on earlier? 

Alicia: Oh, yeah, definitely. 

Looking back on it, there are definitely things that I would have done differently. And, I think I had a false impression about Cuba, not realizing that in Cuba, machismo thrives there, too, as well as all over Latin America.

I felt that there were things I could have done differently. But at the same time, I also felt that even if I were walking around the streets by myself, this person could have forced me into that room in the abandoned building instead of letting it go when I simply said no. 

So, looking back on all these experiences, it kind of makes me feel like I’m not sure that I would want to travel all by myself anymore, which is very discouraging because I think it’s ultimately really the best way to travel.

Michael: Well, now you say that you might have done some things differently; can you be more specific?

Alicia: Just not trusting people as much — which is kind of sad to not be able to trust people — but yeah, I’m thinking that walking with someone in the daytime in a populated city is probably relatively safe. But you know, it can become unsafe very easily.

Yes, I guess I kind of wanted to meet friends, but you kind of have to do that with other women travelers than with local men. 

Michael: If I were to ask you how do you know you can trust someone, is there anything that comes to mind in a situation like that? How do you know you can trust a man?

Alicia: Well, I don’t know, quite honestly. It could be the same situation with a male American that you meet in a hostel, you know. So, anyone that you travel with, you really have to be cautious about. I guess the only thing really is that you have to be able to trust your instincts. I don’t know, quite honestly.

Michael: It sounds as though you kind of have done the right things. Although you took a few risks, you didn’t really get yourself totally into a situation that you couldn’t get out of.

So, you know you were doing it right. And let’s face it: you’ve got to take some risks to really get the full benefits of travel.
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In the Mosque?
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Amy Christine Godard

***
[image: ]


North Africa, Morocco, 2000. We were touring the oldest part of the city in the medina (the market). There was a mosque in there. This Moroccan guy pulls us from off the street. He’s talking English to us, and he is saying, “You must come in and visit the mosque, and it’s a women’s mosque! Where women can go in.”

Michael: So, how’d you feel about that?

Amy: Of course, I was curious. It was interesting. I wanted to learn as much about the culture as I could. Since my German boyfriend, Henning, was with me, I felt safe. And so, we went into the mosque together. There was a woman in there by the entrance with a basket in front of her, presumably used to charge and collect a fee. The man said for me to pay the woman to go in and to get a tour of the mosque.

Michael: It was about how much? 

Amy: I think it was the equivalent of about two American dollars. So, we hand her the money and we enter the mosque. She walks us around and gives us a brief tour. And this guy’s still with us, of course; he is following us around in the mosque.

And then, for some reason — maybe the ‘tour’ was finished — she now leaves us. And, now it’s apparently his turn; he now asks us for some money for himself.

Michael: What crosses your mind at that point?

Amy: Well, we, of course, think it is a little ridiculous for us to have to pay again, sort of a scam. But, since it wasn’t a lot of money, we think it’s not that big a deal. So, we decide to give him a little money, anyway, and we hand him the money.

Next, out of the blue, he then embraces Henning and hugs him. How odd and out of place that seems.

And, if that is not enough, he now comes up to me and does the same thing to me: he embraces me, too, but WHOA! — He also gropes me. (Laughs embarrassedly.)

In the MOSQUE? Of all places! Who’d a thunk!

Michael: It’s not very holy to do that, is it?

Amy: And I am like... my jaw drops! I am so surprised by this. I just cannot believe it!

Michael: What did you do?

Amy: Well, he basically plays it as if I didn’t notice it at all. As if maybe it is accidental on his part and apparently just below some kind of a threshold of noticeability, under the radar, so-to-speak, maybe.

So, I look right at him and say to him with great emphasis... “In the MOSQUE?”

That’s what I say to him, “In the Mosque?”

And he just kind of just scuttles off with his two dinars and his cheap little thrill.

I just say to Henning, “Let’s leave! NOW!”

I then tell Henning, “This man just does not know enough about women. You just don’t grab a woman like that!”

But they evidently DO! Don’t they? And they do it in other countries, too, like in Turkey.

I mean, I just felt violated, but it’s funny; it was like I wasn’t too upset because I couldn’t really go any further with it. It seemed pretty basic, and almost like he just might have or could have accidentally done it, or tried to make it seem accidental, as if just below some sort of a threshold. Believe me, I wish it could be interpreted that way.

But, I certainly knew better, that it was NO accident — that he had, of course, done it on purpose.

Michael: So, you knew that he knew that you knew... that kind of thing?

Amy: Absolutely. In the end, he definitely appeared to be wary, if not a little embarrassed afterward.

Michael: He was embarrassed?

Amy: He appeared to be a little embarrassed.

Michael: Because of what you said maybe — “In the MOSQUE?”

Amy: No doubt!

We kind of just walked out of there in total disbelief and just continued to walk along.

Michael: He kind of scammed you, too, didn’t he? As if there was some method to his madness, huh?

Amy: Yes, he scammed us on a couple of accounts.

I thought at first that he maybe had some sort of connection with the mosque. That perhaps he was somebody who had his wife go to the mosque or something like that. Or had something to do with the mosque in some way.

Michael: Do you think that is the normal charge, and that the two-dinar price you paid to go in was typical in that culture?

Amy: Yeah, I think the entrance charge to the mosque or for the tour was fairly normal — what they did as part of their culture. But the part where the man asked us for money for himself, no doubt, was a bit of a scam. That was, undoubtedly, something that just about anyone could try to charge you, whatever they wanted to, to get you to go in or to be a guide of some sort, or to give you a tour. It was probably whatever they could get away with.

Little kids tried all the time to get you to let them be your ‘guides’ for a fee and lead you around. So, it’s no surprise that the adults would try to get money from you as well — to rip you off, or not quite that. And there are about a million and one ways they can do that to you, you know. They certainly learn how to do it in their lifetimes!

Michael: Did anybody else try one of these other million and one ways to get money from you?

Amy: Oh, yeah... definitely. They tried. For example, when you walk through the medina, you know, they literally grab you and pull you into their shops.

And I’d just go, “No, no, no!”

All the time, literally; they’d just grab you and pull you in. It’s overwhelming and really different from our culture. The men would just look and see your clothes. They’d see that you’re a Western-looking woman, so they’d think: number one — that you have plenty of money; and number two — that you are loose as well.

I think it’s really different to see all the older Moroccan women totally covered up. They were wearing all black; they all had their whole bodies covered. And it was very hot outside and probably horribly uncomfortable for them.

A lot of the younger women, however, weren’t so all covered up, and some of them even wore more modern clothes as well.

It’s how they treat you. They treat you like it’s okay to try to get something from you, and it’s very known that they are trying to get your money. And the shop people speak enough languages to get you to buy something. After a while you just need to get out of there; it’s so stifling and overwhelming.

.
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Cautionary Tales:
Ignominy in Bari
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Pamela K. Stewart

***
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Bari, Italy, 1973. I was 17, blonde, wearing shorts and toting a backpack. I had been getting mildly harassed through much of Italy, but it was mostly, you know, of the “hey baby, what’s cooking” variety. Essentially harmless, but discomforting nonetheless. 

But, then when I got to Bari, which is on the Adriatic Coast and is a major train hub, things got entirely different. I was coming from Venice on my way to Greece. So, I stopped in Bari in order to catch the train to Brindisi, in the heel of Italy, from where you depart for Greece by ship. 

As I was walking along the streets in Bari, just minding my own business, men would come up to me and do horrendous things like grab my breasts or even put their hands in between my legs just as they were passing by and they just kept on going.

Each time it happened I was so surprised that I just sort of froze in place, and by the time I recovered, they were gone — you know like... poof! There was very little I could do about it.

Author Michael: So, what do you do? In retrospect, what would you do now?

Pamela: I have no idea, really. I talked to other people. One girl said that when something like that happened to her — she had been eating an ice cream cone at the time — she just smashed it into the guy’s face, whereupon he got very threatening and almost beat her up. 

Michael: Maybe that was not such a good idea. So, what do you do? In retrospect, what would you do now?

Pamela: And, oh, one thing that seems to work is to walk with nuns, believe it or not! I’ve talked to some girls who had friends, who just happened to be nuns, and they walked around with them, and nothing of that sordid kind of thing ever happened to them.

Walking with boys or men you would think might be a good idea, but it doesn’t seem to always work. I was talking to some guys who had a woman with them. To protect her, they would even walk with her between them, and the Italian guys would try to go through them to get to her, so these guys were actually quite glad when she left, even though they really liked her company. It just was too much of a hassle for them to have to deal with.

Another girl said that she had been traveling with a large dog, which definitely seemed to be of help.

Another thing I heard was that if you look Italian and look like you are a school girl or something, or you are walking around with your daddy, that seemed to work. But lots of luck; that doesn’t help foreign girl tourists much, does it?

On a sad note, I did run into a girl on a train in Spain, who had accompanied her girlfriend to Morocco, and the girlfriend disappeared in Morocco, never to be heard from again. I don’t remember the girl’s name, but I do recall her telling me that they had either been doing drugs in Morocco or were involved somehow with people who were doing drugs or looking for drugs, something like that. It seems like it was drug-related, anyway.

I don’t remember any more details of the story, but they had been walking around, and somehow the girl got kidnapped. The friend got really weirded out by it and did make it out of Morocco okay.

She said she tried to go to the police, but they were unable to do much of anything about it. As far as I know, they had never found her friend again.
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Ignominy in Jerusalem
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Pamela K. Stewart

***
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Jerusalem, Israel, 1974. I was in one of the towers along the wall in the old part of East Jerusalem. It had been roped off because they were doing renovations. But this obliging fellow there said he’d let me go up and see the view from the tower. 

Author Michael: Did you have any cautionary feelings?

Pamela: He seemed okay. I mean, he seemed like he was a tour guide or something and was just doing me a favor by letting me go up.

He accompanied me. We went up, and he was perfectly nice until we got to the top, and then he started trying to corner me in one of the alcoves. There was obviously nobody else in there because it was roped off and they were doing renovations, so I just kind of decided that this is not a good place to be.

I quickly ducked under his arm and ran for the exit and escaped out of there. I was faster than he was, thank God! Boy, was I lucky!

Michael: Good. So, what would you advise?

Pamela: Either take a friend or don’t go at all. 
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Near Ignominy in Algeria
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Pamela K. Stewart
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Djanet, Algiers, Algeria. This is where they have the famous cave paintings. People come here to see the paintings. And this time, I did manage to heed my own cautionary advice (of taking a friend along when things look iffy).

I got invited to a dinner by a Bedouin at his house. 

We were all there on the truck, and they were trying to ask us which trip option we wanted to go on. There were a couple of different trips that you could take through the caves to see the paintings, but they couldn’t tell us about our options since everybody spoke only French or Arabic there.

However, since I spoke a little bit of French, I went over to one of the nearby local tour agencies to find out more details, and this one fellow was very obliging. And so, in my broken French, I was able to learn a little bit more about our options.

He offered to give me a book in English, giving really good information about the caves by a fellow who had come there and made a study of the caves, if only I would come to dinner.

Fair enough, I was thinking, 

Author Michael: Was this conditional? 

Pamela: Uh, well, yeah. Kind of. Well, it was at his house, so, naturally, of course, I would have had to come to his house to get it, right?

Michael: So, how did you feel about that?

Pamela: Well, being not a little suspicious, I thought, Well, gee, I’d really like that book. 

So, what to do? I immediately ran out to the truck and grabbed one of the guys off the truck and said, “We’re going to dinner!” (Laughs.)

And with that, we went to dinner, and the Bedouin did give me the book, and it was fine.

Michael: Do you think if you had been alone with him, it would have been different?

Pamela: Well, I did manage to find out! (Laughs.)

As a matter of fact, I did go alone with him into the desert the next night! (What WAS I thinking?) And predictably, he DID try to ravish me in the dunes, but I managed to fend him off, and he finally left me alone. I guess I should have heeded my own cautionary advice, huh?
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Ignominy in Istanbul
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Michael Brein

***
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Istanbul, Turkey, 1974. When you experience people at their worst — so much so — that it causes the Turks, in this instance, to earn my story the well-deserved title of ‘Ignominy in Istanbul.’

While you certainly cannot fault the Turks as a whole, for surely, they cannot all be like this... And, surely, they must detest such behavior themselves as well... 

And although you, yourself, are not the direct victim of such truly heinous behavior... You still feel, no less, the accompanying negativity and pain caused by this despicable behavior, just as if you, yourself, were just as much the ‘victim’ as the poor Western woman who has had to bear the direct brunt of this aggressive attack and suffer the disgrace of it all.

For you, too, being a non-Turk, just as much share the brunt of the negativity that accompanies such behavior. And you, being a man, cannot help but feel the humiliation and disgrace, the embarrassment, the disgust, and the demeaning feelings that Western women must assuredly suffer when they become the direct ‘victims’ of such aggression.

I can only hope that this does not happen so much today, if at all. I haven’t been back to Turkey in over 35 years. So, I’d like to think that times and attitudes have changed.

So, what is this all about? I’ll give you a scenario, which I have observed a few times in my street wanderings in Istanbul. It happened to one group of us walking together, and I saw it happen at least a couple more times to others.

You are casually walking along, taking in the sights and the street life, with not a worry in the world, when all of a sudden, seemingly out of nowhere, one or two young men appear and ‘strafe’ a young woman, grabbing her about the breasts, laughing, and then bolting off as if it was ‘open season’ on young Western women in this way.

It was also as if it was just good sport that these men were engaging in — the thrill of the chase and seeing whether they can get away with it. I’m sure they ‘competed’ with one another in these exploits.

To call them ‘scoundrels’ is patently inappropriate, for in the West we would label this as sexual assault. It is much more serious than that and nothing less than symbolic rape. They would not behave this way towards their sisters, their mothers, as well as other Turkish women.

I maintain that the men suffer from this effrontery as much as their women do because it is directed against Europeans (and other Westerners). Oh yeah, the men of the victims will make an effort to chase down and catch the perpetrators but rarely succeed. And what if they do? What then? There are usually two or more of them in collusion together increasing the risks of confrontation.

I venture to say that, today, if a Turkish policeman saw this happening, he would likely try to apprehend the perpetrators. Nevertheless, I would like to know for sure.
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Ignominy in the Near East
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Jeannie Kelley
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North Africa and the Middle East, the 1970s. 

Author Michael: As to walking down the streets, what can you say about being touched by people? 

Jeannie: Surprisingly, it wasn’t always just the men who were the offenders. Oh, yeah, of course, walking down the street, the men would sometimes try and touch you, but you’d move very quickly aside.

You were always aware when you’d walk down the street. There would be the better-dressed men in suits. Then you’d usually be all right. You could walk past them. They might make comments, but they would never try to touch you because it brings them down in front of the poorer people and also their friends.

But sometimes walking past the young children, that’s another matter altogether. The children are sometimes the worst. They’ll try and touch you on occasion, too. And groups of teenage boys can be horror stories as well.

WOMEN on Women!

But in Cairo, we went into the bazaar and it would be the WOMEN who tried to touch my girlfriend and me, and it was the men who pulled the women away! The women tried to touch us between the legs and on our busts, and it was the men who pulled the women away.

In Tehran, I found the same thing walking down the street. The women tried to touch us. The men tried to touch us, too, but the women were worse.

All we could do to get away was go into a shop, a cake shop, or some sort of shop, and buy something and stay in there for a while and then try to hail a taxi.

When we were in Tehran, we found that the taxis wouldn’t stop. Although, if the taxis did stop, once they saw us, that we’re European people, they’d often just speed off. A lot of taxis just wouldn’t stop for us. They’d see we were in trouble because the people were annoying us and so many people were coming around us, I guess they just didn’t want to be bothered and they’d speed off.

I think the place where I’ve been hassled the most is Tehran. If you are a woman, you are always better off going there with a fellow or a couple of fellows. 

Michael: Why were the women touching you? 

Jeannie: I suppose a lot of the women are bisexual and homosexual, I guess, and to see another nationality, another race of woman, and that we had trousers on... they’d just assume it.

I wouldn’t go into town with shorts on either. If we had trousers on, they could obviously see we were something else aside from what they were used to and they would try to touch us. 

That’s the way they are. 

Michael: A sexual thing? 

Jeannie: I don’t know whether it was that so much. They’d often be laughing or wanting to touch us, or feigning so, and as we went past them, they’d want to touch us, grab us in the bust, and sometimes even between our legs. 

Same in the bazaar in Cairo. Exactly the same thing. And, again, strangely, it would be the fellows that helped us. Shoved the women away, just pushed them away. They were adult women. Maybe in their 20s laughing and touching us. 

Michael: Really? 

Jeannie: Most of the people I’ve been with — a lot of the girls I’ve been with at the time — have had the wrong attitude. They’d go into hysterics or they’d just keep on going. But if you keep a very blunt face and show anger, it’d usually frighten them. They never picked on me. It was my friend; she tried to be friendly. They think it’s just a come-on, some of them when you are simply just trying to be friendly.
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Groped on a Bus
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Elisa Wirkala
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Guatemala, 2005. I was on a five-week trip traveling with a friend around Mexico, Belize, and Guatemala. We were traveling cross-country from Belize to Antigua, Guatemala, and then to Xela in Guatemala, which is the nickname for Chichicastenango, the famous market town.

We had been on the bus for maybe 15 hours traveling from Belize, but we were with just Guatemalans; there were no other tourists on the bus. When we started out we were the only two people on the bus.

So, we decided to take seats across the aisle from each other and kind of stretch out. And then a few hours later an old woman decided to sit next to me, and that was fine. I fell asleep again. Several hours later I kind of half wake up and I feel this man’s hand on my leg. I was kind of in a dream state, and I finally snapped out of it, and there was this huge man, especially for Guatemala standards — 300 pounds or so — sitting next to me, blocking the aisle.

Author Michael: Now, what’s your first thought when you experienced this?

Elisa: Uh oh! I’m thinking, How do I get out of here? What’s going on here? He’s pretending to be asleep, but his hand is obviously in my lap. 

Michael: And what is that experience like to wake up with that happening?

Elisa: Oh, it’s terrible; it’s just terrible! It’s a really disgusting feeling waking up to that; it’s a horrible feeling. I hope to never repeat it. And, it really left me scared, and I felt very violated. Very violated.

Michael: So, what were your options? What did you do?

Elisa: It took me a couple of seconds. The first thing I did was bat his hand away. And he moved his hand and kind of pretended to just kind of roll over and continue sleeping. It was obvious he was NOT sleeping.

And, it took me a second to just make sure that he wasn’t really sleeping. I thought, Was he really sleeping? Was it really just an accident that he did that? No, it couldn’t have been!

So, I jumped out of my seat, yelled at him, and I told him to get out of my way in order to get past him.

Michael: Did you have your stuff?

Elisa: Yes, I had my stuff. I just had my purse with me. My bag was above me, anyway. So, I kind of just jumped over him at that point. My friend was right on the other side of the aisle.

Michael: Did she see what happened?

Elisa: No. She was asleep, but she still had her seat. She didn’t let anybody sit next to her, and she’s a lot feistier than I am.

Michael: Did any other people see this happening on the bus?

Elisa: Nobody saw it, but as I jumped up, I saw that the bus was full of almost just men, which was another scary thing. 

Michael: Did you get any looks from these men?

Elisa: Well, not yet, but we sure got looks a few minutes later. (Laughs.) I threw myself from my seat past this man and into my friend’s empty seat next to her. And she woke up looking like she was just about to hit me, you know, thinking I was a Guatemalan man or something.

Michael: Had she had similar experiences with Guatemalan men?

Elisa: Yes, with Latinos. Since both of our mothers are South American, we have had plenty of experience with men like that.

Michael: Having mothers that are South American, were you both pretty good in Spanish?

Elisa: Yeah, we were, luckily. (Laughs.) So, my friend asked me, “What’s wrong, Lisa? What’s wrong?”

I said, “This man... I just woke up and he was touching me. And I just don’t know what to do I’m so mad!”

She just has me sit down and tells me, “It’s okay.”

And then about 30 seconds later she says, “You know, I have to go to the bathroom. Can you excuse me, please?”

So, I say, “Okay, sure.”

She gets up, crosses the aisle, and goes straight for that man’s seat. And she sits down next to him, makes him move over his stuff, takes his bag, slams it in his lap, and sits down right next to him.

Now, this is a 120-pound very pretty American-looking girl that sat down and started saying things to him really quietly. And, I could tell from her expression that she was just totally pissed. And his expression — I’ll never forget that — he looked shocked and he looked scared like he didn’t know what he was going to do with this little girl.

Michael: Was she speaking perfect Spanish?

Elisa: She was peaking very funny Ecuadorian street kid Spanish, the Spanish she speaks with her mother.

Michael: Her mother was Ecuadorian?

Elisa: Yeah. Finally, a minute or two later, she comes back to my seat and sits down. And I say, “Jackie, what did you do? What did you say to that guy.”

And, just as I say that the guy gets up, grabs his stuff, goes to the bus driver, has the bus stop, and he gets out. And keep in mind, this is in the middle of the mountains in Guatemala — seemingly in the middle of nowhere — just countryside and fields all around. No towns, nothing. He just gets off the bus!

Michael: This little 120-pound friend of yours just scared the sh*t out of him, huh?

Elisa: Yeah. Scared the sh*t out of him!

Michael: And he just got off the bus? What did she say to him?

Elisa: She said she told him — playing the Catholic card on him knowing that Latin Americans are very Catholic and because she is from a family that was very Catholic, herself — that
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