
TRAVELMAN

A NOVEL 



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TRAVEL MAN

    

    
      First edition. January 25, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Warren Brown.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393022954

    

    
    
      Written by Warren Brown.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Warren Brown

	    

      
	    
          
	      Christmas Comics

          
        
          
	          The Father Christmas Factor

          
        
          
	          Christmas Legacies

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Prolific Writing for Everyone

          
        
          
	          On Writing Magic

          
        
          
	          Universe of Creativity  and Inspiration for Writers

          
        
          
	          Ocean of Ideas and Inspiration for Writers

          
        
          
	          Museum of Creativity and Inspiration for Writers

          
        
          
	          Doorways to Ideas and Inspiration for Writers

          
        
          
	          Writer’s Library of Ideas, Stories and Inspiration

          
        
          
	          Writer’s Garden of Stories, Ideas and Inspiration

          
        
          
	          Sanctuary of Ideas and Inspiration for Writers

          
        
          
	          Treasury of Ideas and Inspiration for Writers

          
        
          
	          The Writer's Creativity Cave

          
        
          
	          The Writer's Oasis

          
        
          
	          Castle of Ideas and Inspiration for Writers

          
        
          
	          Chasm of Creativity and Inspiration For Writers

          
        
          
	          Island of Creativity and Inspiration for Writers

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Supernova: A Collection of Science Fiction Short Stories

          
        
          
	          Instant Poetry App

          
        
          
	          The Power of the Storyteller- A Collection of Short Stories

          
        
          
	          Vintage Tales: Eurasian Short Stories

          
        
          
	          Impostor Assassin

          
        
          
	          Camelot Crypto 1- Crypto Genesis

          
        
          
	          Camelot Crypto 2- Crypto Odyssey

          
        
          
	          Camelot Crypto 3- Crypto Symbiosis

          
        
          
	          Camelot Crypto: Three Short Crypto-currency Stories

          
        
          
	          Three Christmas Coins: A Poem

          
        
          
	          The Christmas Dimension

          
        
          
	          Happy New Year

          
        
          
	          Festive Delights

          
        
          
	          Coulrophobia: Empire of the Clown King

          
        
          
	          Creative Vibes

          
        
          
	          Rewrite Your Story To Become The Hero

          
        
          
	          Pandemic Blasters

          
        
          
	          New Year Odyssey

          
        
          
	          Pandemic Blasters Omnibus

          
        
          
	          Travel Man

          
        
          
	          Monkey in Mind

          
        
          
	          Masquerade

          
        
          
	          The Marauders and Mavericks

          
        
          
	          Mystic Inspiration Prompts for Writers

          
        
          
	          Cafe of Creativity and Inspiration For Writers

          
        
          
	          Quick Guide to Increasing Sales for Your Magnetic E-Book

          
        
          
	          The Global Citizen

          
        
          
	          The Mindset for Living in a World with Artificial Intelligence

          
        
          
	          Crowning of King Kang

          
        
          
	          Wild Ride

          
        
          
	          Storyteller's Toolbox

          
        
          
	          The Shangri-La Vacation

          
        
          
	          The Halloween Zombie Train

          
        
          
	          Humane Resources: A.I. Singularity

          
        
          
	          Civilization Rocks

          
        
          
	          New Year Magic

          
        
          
	          Bouquet for Earth

          
        
          
	          The Global Banquet

          
        
          
	          MELVYN BROWN Legacy of a Pioneer

          
        
          
	          The Bowl of Life

          
        
          
	          The Boy Who Dreamed Worlds

          
        
          
	          The Hungry Bowl- Fill Every Empty Bowl with Food

          
        
          
	          Prison Without Walls

          
        
          
	          Mind Expanding Vision Walking

          
        
          
	          Storehouse of Ideas and Inspiration for Writers

          
        
          
	          Lifeline AI

          
        
          
	          Mindful Moments: Stress Management for a Peaceful Life

          
        
          
	          Finding Paradise on Earth

          
        
          
	          The Plutoniax Glitch

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Warren Brown’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Warren Brown

TRAVEL MAN

DEDICATION

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

About the Author- Warren Brown

Sign up for Warren Brown's Mailing List

Further Reading: Camelot Crypto: Three Short Crypto-currency Stories

Also By Warren Brown

About the Author

By

WARREN BROWN

Goldcopy Publishing

London

2021

This is a work of fiction. References to historical events, real people or real places are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental.

TRAVELMAN by Warren Brown

––––––––
[image: ]


COPYRIGHT @ 2021 BY Warren Brown

––––––––
[image: ]


ISBN: 9781310819568

Cover: Warrenz Designs

GOLDCOPY PUBLISHING

LONDON

2021

Disclaimer: The opinions expressed herein are my own personal opinions and do not reflect the opinions of any other person, company, group or organization. Warren Brown. London.2015

––––––––
[image: ]


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

DEDICATION




[image: ]


To

My Wife Paula Brown

& My Parents

Joan and Melvyn Brown

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER 1


[image: ]


Imagine Freedom

“The world of reality has its limits; the world of imagination is boundless.”

Jean-Jacques Rousseau

It was the day the earth shifted on its journey through space. 

It was the day that the quest began for the limits to my imagination. 

It was also the time when I decided to outfox the enemy within. 

The enemy who tries to defeat us and which chains each one of us with doubts, fears, envy and all other negative emotions, preventing us from being ourselves and discovering our true purpose in life.

Should we dare limit our minds and limit our dreams to what we can see, hear, smell, taste and touch? We live within our beliefs and within the views of others impressed onto us. We believe what the world wants us to believe, just as we believe what we see and hear in society as represented in the media. Our imagination is limitless or does the imagination even have a limit beyond which we dare not cross? We can imagine anything we want to. It is possible to live several thrilling and exotic lives in the mental consciousness of several individuals across time and space, using the power of freedom as created by an unleashed imagination.

In Warren’s Blacking Factory in Victorian England, there was a young boy who would work in appalling conditions, loneliness and despair. That boy would gaze out of the broken glass and dirt stained factory windows and look at the street filled with all those people, each with a story to tell and he wondered how much better his life could be.

A young girl grows up in poverty wearing a dress made out of a potato sack. This young girl is the daughter of a housemaid and a coal miner. This girl does not want to live the rest of her life tied down by the chains of poverty.

The farm boy was tinkering with the watch his father gave him. It took the boy a while to put the dismantled watch back together successfully.

There is boundless freedom in the domain of your imagination. You can imagine sitting on a beach, feeling the warm sun playing on your back, your head, your shoulders and your chest. You can hear the sea lapping the shores with its golden sands ever so gently and it is a slow motion with the waves dancing on the shoreline.

An ordinary young lady goes through difficult times, battling depression, suicidal tendencies and poverty. As a child she was imaginative with a passion for stories.

This young boy loved cartooning. He grew up on a farm. He grew up in poverty. He sold his cartoons as a boy for money. He was a cartoonist for the school newspaper. Would he remain poor for the rest of his life? 

You can see the sun sinking into the horizon in the distance, looking like a small orange ball gently dipping into the deep blue sea.  Your toes feel warm as they point out into the sunset. You can smell the salt in the air and feel the cool warm air as it blows towards you, covering your body like a healing balm and taking away all your worries and stress. You are feeling more and more relaxed. This is a good feeling, this feeling of comfort and peace. You have nothing to worry about. 

Why must we all be bound in chains to our present lives? A tree is bound to the earth it stands on. A tree is bound to one place in time. Does a tree have an imagination? No, you and I do.

Your mind is free to roam the world and the universe. Yes, you are now free to visit any part of the world. You can travel back in time to the age of Sherlock Holmes or to the period when man made the first wheel or walk on the Great Wall of China, when it was built. You can enjoy every moment of this wonderful experience and know that your mind is free and you have broken all the chains which bind so many people to the dreary existence that they live. You are not those people, you are a free person, your mind is free and your body will also experience the same magical experience of freedom, which will have beneficial results for your health and your mind.

I am at the top of the stairs, the stairs are of dark wood, which are covered by a rich red velvet carpet. The dark wood is shining in the light of the subdued lights above the stairway. The steps are soundless as I walk slowly descending the stairs, not knowing what to expect at the end. One..... two...... three........ four..... five....six ...... seven........eight......nine......ten.

I am now at the foot of the short stairway and in front of a large highly polished oak-wood door, with shiny brass handles and a door-knocker in the shape of a lion-head. I touch the knocker which is cold and heavy. I knock it twice against the door and then turn the large round brass knob on the heavy oak door.

The sunlight streams in and the door opens out into a beautiful large garden. I step out into the garden, my feet feel comfortable on the lush green grass I am standing on. There is a quaint yellow path which meanders through the garden. The pathway is made of circular light yellow stone slabs. I walk down the pathway. The air is warm and I am comforted by the sound of birds chirping in the trees, bees humming and butterflies gliding over the colourful flowers all around.

The walk through the garden and the neatly arranged rows of flower beds is so uplifting. I come to the end of the field and there is a small white gate, which opens into a larger area. The other side of the garden looks more exciting, as I can spot large waterfalls and dense forests. I am thrilled at the thought of walking through the heavily wooded forests, but I am also intimidated by the thought of what I can encounter in the dark woods. I decide to walk through the small white wooden gate, which opens easily and lets me in so invitingly.

The narrow yellow path is beginning to get fainter, as I keep walking through the forest, the path is getting covered with small bushes and undergrowth, as the sunlight is beginning to fade on the forest floor. It is a lot cooler now, as I walk through the forest. I take out a thick grey coat from the back-pack I have on my back. The coat feels warm and snug, as the temperature seems to drop further.

I suddenly freeze in my tracks, I can hear the sound of grunts and pounding hooves coming towards me. In the last twenty years of my life I had never heard such a sound. It must be a herd of wild boars and wildebeests coming towards me, I think to myself. The tall jungle elephant grass parts in front of me and I look horrified at the herd of wild boars rushing towards me. As I try to move out of the way, I am suddenly lifted off the ground as if by a large grey hand. The grey form has curled itself around me. I look down, as I am being lifted into the air and notice that I was picked up just in time, by a man sitting on the back of an elephant. The herd charges past below me, as I am placed onto the ground, on my feet, some distance away by the elephant.

“Thank you so much for coming to my rescue,” I tell the man sitting on the back of the Elephant.

“Why do you walk through these jungles without a guide?” the jungle man asks me. He looks like Tarzan from the movies and comic books. Maybe, this is him, I think to myself. 

“This is a journey I need to take on my own. I need to find the yellow path and follow it till the pathway ends.”

“The path never ends,” says the Jungle man.

“Who are you,” I ask the man.

“I am the Protector of these Jungles. I keep the peace of these forests. I am called the Forest Guardian, says the jungle man who looks like Johnny Weissmuller.”

“Thank you Forest Guardian. I would be grateful if you could show me the path so that I can continue my journey.”

“If we walk past the field of daffodils you will reach the river. Use the boat kept near the river to cross the stream and you will find the pathway to your destination on the other side.”

“That sounds simple enough,” I tell him.

“Be careful of the alligators in the river. Take these leaves and scatter them ahead of you, as you go down the river and the alligators will keep away,” said the Forest Guardian handing me a branch of purple coloured star-shaped leaves.

I am placed on the back of the second Elephant which is traveling behind the Forest Guardian. We walk slowly down the forest path to the river. A tiny blue bird perches itself on the shoulder of the man and twitters away with him, as he whispers to it. A few wild deer walk beside us as we make our way through the dense jungle.

When we reach the riverside, the skies are as blue as the water, which glistens in the sunshine. The sand is bright and looks like gold in the dazzling sunshine, which reflects of the fine grains of sand.

A boat is at the side of the river, tied to a large tree, which spreads its branches over a large area of the beach.

I am placed in the boat by the elephant which seems to understand the gibberish uttered by the jungle man. It certainly seems to be a type of language in the form of murmurs and whistles, which most of the animals of the forest understand.

I thank the guardian of these woods and sit comfortably in the boat, as it sails slowly down the river. The boat is a small one and it is certainly not the type of vessel which could weather a storm or an attack of alligators. 

I look around to see if I can spot any of the creatures. But, there are none in view. I scatter three handfuls of leaves in the boat, in the event of getting attacked by alligators. The river seems never ending. I paddle away enthusiastically for an hour and then drop off to sleep with exhaustion.

I do not know how long I sleep for. I am suddenly awakened from my sleep by the sound of knocking, as if a hundred people are knocking my door to get in with great urgency. I awake and realize with a sense of shock and horror that I am surrounded by alligators. They are hungry for blood, my blood and there is no way out of this situation. There are over a hundred reptiles, with their beady eyes and green, yellow and brown glistening bodies. I hit a few of the coldblooded amphibians with the paddles, which I soon lose, as they gnaw into the paddles with ferocity. I throw bunches of the leaves at the reptiles, but it just seems to annoy them, as they continue to hit the sides of the boat with their powerful jaws and snouts. The boat is now about to turn over and I am going to become the next meal for these hungry bloodthirsty gators.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER 2


[image: ]


Chains of Captivity

I suddenly see dead deer corpses falling from the skies. A rope ladder is hovering a few feet away from me. I lunge for the ladder and I get hoisted up to the safety of the helicopter. I look down below and see the alligators tearing apart the ten or fifteen dead deer which were thrown down to them. The river is now red with the blood of the deer. The doe eyed- creatures were now being savaged by the hungry reptiles. It is a sickening sight to watch the bodies of the animals being ripped apart as the river is now filled with deer carcasses.

The Search and Rescue Forest Team, who come to my rescue in five specially built large helicopters have saved me from becoming part of a reptilian feast. Captain Horace Johnstone has a large crew of ten men and women. He asks his Staff Doctor Raffles to check me to make sure that I was not injured or in a state of shock.

“Where are you going to in this wilderness?” asks Captain Horace Johnstone.

“I am doing research on the boundless imagination of a human being. I am following a yellow road, which takes on different shapes and forms, as it takes me ahead on my journey and points me in the next evolutionary step of the imagination of a person.”

“That sounds interesting. I hope that you find the destination you seek,” said Captain Horace enthusiastically.

“I plan to find the yellow path and once again continue on my quest,” I said.

“Maybe you could write a book about your discovery so that we can all have an idea about the limits of the human imagination,” said Janis a member of the team, with a smile on her face.

One of the team members, a man called Joe, was looking through his binoculars and spotted a long yellow trail starting at the foot of a mountain range and it goes up the side of the mountains and disappears into the thick vegetation.

“Be careful of the tribes which live over there, as they are usually suspicious of outsiders entering into their territory,” said Mike, the team scout and tracker. He handed me a panic tracker, which I could use to beep the rescue team if I needed their assistance in case I got lost or captured.

I was given a parachute and dropped off above the yellow trail. 

Parachuting down to the forest trail was a new and exciting experience for me, as the air rushed past me and I plummeted to earth at great speed. It seemed to me that I was not moving at all, when in fact I was falling to earth at great speed. I pulled the chute open as I was falling and managed to get a bit of a rough landing close to the side of the mountain. I found the yellow trail of wild yellow flowers and started to follow this natural pathway into the mountain pass.

The Trek up the Mountain path was a rough and tough trek. I walked the first few miles with great vigor, until I got tired and had to rest for a while. It was now getting dark, so I set up a tent and lit a fire. I had a few cans of beans and spam, which I now opened and ate heartily. The sound of the crickets and other jungle insects could be heard. The night skies did not have any stars that night. The darkness was inky and black, so the fire-light of the campfire was a comfort to me. I went into my tent and zipped myself into a sleeping bag and dropped off into a deep sleep.

It must have been about four hours later, when I awoke with the sound of wolves baying. I looked up and saw that the moon was shining brightly, it was the night of the full moon. I then heard the sounds of leaves rustling in the distance, as if one or more creatures were moving around in the night, possibly hunting for a meal. I decided that it would be a better idea for me to sleep on the tree branches which were broad and could support me as I slept. I moved fast, packing up my tent and moving my pack up a tree nearby, where I was going to sleep that night. It is a good thing that I moved from my camping site, as a pride of mountain lions, came into the clearing where I was camped only twenty minutes ago. 

The Mountain lions could smell the scent of a human in the breeze and kept sniffing till they saw me in the tree. A few of the lions tried to climb the tree but failed. They decided to lie down in a circle around the tree, where I was camped.

The next morning when I woke from sleep the Mountain Lions had all disappeared, they were like ghosts which I had imagined during the night. I got down the tree and resumed my way through the forest. I suddenly heard a faint cry and moved towards where the sound was coming. I reached an area in the forest, where there was a large patch of quicksand and a young teenage girl was struggling to keep her head above the sand as it slowly but steadily kept dragging her down, the more she struggled to free herself.

“Stop struggling and stay still,” I told the girl in her native tongue. I was surprised that I could speak her language. That is the power of imagination, I thought to myself.

“Help me, please. I will stop moving, I don’t want to die,” the young teenager replied in a trembling tone.

“Hold onto this vine,” I told her as I clung onto a nearby tree, which had long vines growing out from its gnarled branches.

“You are not going to die,” I said, “not if I can help you.”

The girl clutched on the long thick green vine for dear life. I started to reel the vine in slowly, so that the movement was smooth, I could now see that the quicksand was still, as the girl lay on her side. I rolled a long branch beneath her body, so that her back was resting on it. The girl’s feet slowly came into view, as she now lay flat on the sand. There were no shoes on her feet, which was good. In a gradual slow-motion I pulled the young teenager out of the quicksand onto firm land. The girl was shaken and scared from the experience.

“What is your name and where do you stay?”

“My name is Sharene. I stay a few miles from here. I came to collect some berries to take back home for my two young brothers,” she said pointing to a basket of berries which lay on its side a few feet away. 

The girl known as Sharene took me to her home, which was not in a clearing in the forest, but in the tree tops of the forest. The thick forest canopy provided the Tree People of Zamaray, the best protection from the elements and safety from the wild animals which hunted on the grounds below.

The girl had lost her parents, who were killed by the wild savages who always attacked the tree people of Zamaray. The young Sharene and her two young brothers were taken care of by the young widow Marita. I met Marita who was a young dark haired, dark eyed woman of around thirty and who was so happy to have Sharene safely back with her. 

“This man saved me from certain death,” the young Sharene told her foster mother Marita.

“What is your name?”, she asked me.

“Logan,” I said.

“We are so grateful to you, Logan. You are welcome to stay in our village for as long as you need to,” said the beautiful Marita.

The village in the trees was a lovely habitat. It was so ecologically friendly and the people respected the trees which had given them a haven for centuries. It was a symbiotic relationship between the trees and the tree people of Zamaray.

It was agreed by the Elders of the village that I was to be married to the young widow Marita and that I would be allowed to take care of her and her family. We got married the next day and the Tree people of Zamaray celebrated with food, wine and song. On the night of the wedding as the celebrations were in progress, the trees and the Tree people of Zamaray were attacked by the Wild Savages of Kiminit. 

The wild savages shot arrows and killed several of the tree people. 

“Marita, get Sharene and her two young brothers,” I told my Bride, “we will get killed if we stay here.”

Marita went to look for the children and she brought the young Sharene and her two young brothers who were crying in fear, as the trees burned and people were climbing trees and swinging past to escape death at the hands of the wild savages of Kiminit.

“Logan, we need to get to the tree at the center of the forest, from there we can use the secret cable car to escape to another part of the forest to safety.”

I took both the young boys in my arms and followed Sharene and Marita as we all ducked the flaming arrows, which were flying all around us, like a scene from a Robin Hood movie.

We reached the cable car, which was already filled with women and children, who were fleeing to safety. I placed the two young boys inside and managed to push both Marita and Sharene into the vehicle as well, before the doors started to shut. There were too many people on the escape pod.

“You carry on with the children, Marita. I will come back and find you in the woods. Don’t worry, I will be back soon. Take care of yourself and the children.”

“Remember the forest, remember how you got here, remember how you left here, remember me and you will find me and the children,” said Marita with a smile on her face. 

Somehow, it seemed that Marita knew that I would find her and the children, when I had completed my mission. 

As the escape vehicle moved away from the trees to soar above the sky to the next cluster of forests miles away. I suddenly felt a piercing pain in my left shoulder and the back of my right leg. I looked down to see an arrow embedded into the leg and there was one sticking out dangerously from the side of my left shoulder. Thick dark blood was now oozing out from both wounds.

I looked up at the escape vehicle and got a glance of Marita looking at me with shock, as she and the children moved out of sight to safety.

I next felt my body collapse beneath me, as I stumbled, I could feel my limp body, fall off the tree branch, the air was rushing past me, I was falling, falling, falling.......
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