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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, and 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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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 study UFOs (unidentified flying objects) or UAPs, as they are often referred to (unidentified anonyous 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 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 that I’ve not had just one experience with 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, 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 paradigm bender 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. 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 under 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 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 becoming the world’s first travel psychologist — a person who’s approached the subject from a social science point of view — is a first that I am distinctly proud to say that I’ve accomplished.

My approach has been different from those who have 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, the spatial aspects of the behavior of the traveler, or the 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 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 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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Travel Tales: Snakes & Other Critters!
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In my True Travel Tales book series, I have collected so many fascinating stories of all sorts of things that happen to travelers. Indeed, of the nearly 2,000 travelers whom I have interviewed over nearly five decades, I’ve collected and chronicled the phenomenal, the good, the wonderful, and fascinating sorts of things that happen to travelers as well as the potentially bad and dangerous downside of travel.

I’ve recorded as well for posterity their most interesting and informative stories in the form of ebooks, paperbacks, and audiobooks, just about anything and everything noteworthy that defines what the travel experience is all about.

And along with these stories I’ve noted of course as well some of the not-so-good and not-so-wonderful sorts of risks, dangers, including a myriad of close calls of travel that travelers sometimes face. You might say I’ve studied and analyzed as best as I could the essence of travel safety and security while traveling abroad to countries around the world.

The books in my True Travel Tales series include as well travel stories of pickpocketing, theft, robberies, con games, scams, and even close calls and great escapes — the sorts of situations that some travelers may face on occasion in their travels and adventures.

Many stories are about the good and wondrous aspects of travel such as the art and architecture of a country, the museums and galleries, the foods and drinks, the wonderful people encountered, and the marvelous scenery, and so on.

And sometimes even stories may include the fascinating, and even sometimes the paranormal and psychic aspects of travel, and, yes, even the strange and the bizarre. Some travel tales even involve travelers’ mysterious experiences with UFOs.

And not by any means the least, a few books in the True Travel Tales series include the funniest and silliest travelers’ tales gathered by me as well.

Finally, a couple of books in the series contain the most interesting travel encounters with the wildlife of the world that travelers have encountered in their marvelous adventures.

The Psychology of Travel

Over the last five decades, through my True Travel Tales series I’ve weaved the incredible stories people have told me about their travels into a psychology of travel as revealed by their very telling stories.

These are travelers I've met on planes, trains, buses, ships, tours, safaris, and in campgrounds, cafes, and pubs who’ve freely shared their most personal travel tales with me, which I, in turn, get to share with you now through my True Travel Tales book series.

Each book in the collection features noteworthy travel tales of a particular kind, all on a specific travel theme, or country. The travel stories that appear in the True Travel Tales series are but waypoints to understanding in a broader way the very psychology of travel.

Travel tales are told here — but with this one unique difference — with my being the world's first travel psychologist, you get more of the psychological pay dirt behind the incredible travel tales as told to me by these wonderful world travelers.

Lastly, there’s always a little bit of room for levity and humor, too. Indeed, some close calls and great escapes are not life-threatening at all but are even embarrassing or funny, for they are not so much the tales of impending potentially life-threatening disasters, but rather of embarrassing and oft unforgettable moments as well. Thus, a few such tales are interspersed here and there if only to give a brief respite by way of a smile or a laugh or two from accounts that will likely take your breath away.

This Book:

Travel Tales: Snakes & Other Critters

No collection of 10,000 or so complete travel stories, paragraphs, and miscellaneous parts of travel tales shared with me by the nearly 2,000 world travelers that I’ve interviewed across the Globe over five decades would be complete without gathering into one place simply the scariest, spookiest, and nastiest of all the snake and other critter stories that I have collected.

There are lessons to be learned, rules to be followed, and extreme care to be taken when it comes to the world’s most dangerous and potentially life-threatening creatures that may be encountered on occasion in one’s travels. And when it comes to safety and security issues in travel we can never be too careful.

So please live and learn when it comes to potential encounters with deadly poisonous snakes as well as other nasty critters garnered from this worldwide sampling of travelers’ experiences including loathesome pests, bugs and insects, rats and other rodents, rabid dogs, wild Australian dingos (dogs), scorpions, as well as other wild and potentially dangerous nuisances such as malicious and threatening monkeys and baboons.

In my True Travel Tales book series you will find travelers’ tales shared with me regarding their myriad encounters in hotels on ships, planes, and trains, as well as in towns, pubs, restaurants, museums, historic battlefields, and even campgrounds.

DISCLAIMER

Please know that some stories in the True Travel Tales series may possibly include some graphic, unpleasant, disturbing, harsh language, or even sexually explicit material.

And some stories may not be for the squeamish at heart. This book is aimed at a mature adult audience. Yet, some material ought to be communicated clearly and responsibly to younger and relatively inexperienced travelers as well who could benefit by knowing how to travel more safely and securely.

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

Finally, some stories may be repeated and appear in other books in the True Travel Tales series depending on the countries and subject matter covered where appropriate.
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Chapter 1: Jungle Dreams
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Day and Night
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The Overnight Train to Agra
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An Epiphany on the Platform?
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We slept overnight on trains in India, which in and of itself, somebody ought to write a book about the experience that I had! What I experienced you could say was nothing less than a “sidebar to reality,” — an epiphany about what really is.

A Sidebar to Reality

As told to me by Esther Wright. Let this story be such a thing!

Author Michael: So please tell me about the train ride in India.

Esther: Okay, so we're in New Delhi, India, and we're going to Agra, in the state of Uttar Pradesh, the home of the famous and incredible Taj Mahal.

The train is scheduled no less to leave the station at around 10:30 p.m. So we’re all there waiting at 10:30 p.m. It turns out however that the train is not going to be there — in reality, it likely has no intention to be there at 10:30 — and we truly have absolutely no idea when it is actually going to be there.

So I am thinking, So what else is new? Am I the only one to be thinking this?

It got progressively worse from there.

We're all sitting on benches on the concrete platform.

Now, get this picture: cows are walking on the platform... yes, right on the platform among the people! Monkeys are scavenging for food on the tracks, and black rats are scurrying all around just about everywhere on the platform as well.

And the Indian people themselves seem to be sitting there just totally oblivious to this primordial scene — make that “show” — that is going on all around them as we speak. They are not even apparently in the least noticing or interested in these rats whatsoever.

And there I am sitting on this platform with rats scurrying all about and around me, and I am not going to let myself be afraid — I will not allow myself to be afraid — simply because nobody else seems to be in the least afraid.

And then there were dogs, too, some of which were probably no doubt rabid, and fighting over the few scraps that there were to go around. You know, people would eat things and with apparent wanton disregard, indifference, and abandonment simply dispense with and discard their packages from the cookies or the popcorn, and other foodstuffs or whatever, the truth be told, right onto the platform and tracks with complete total disregard, indifference, and abandon with respect to this primordial scene that I was witnessing.

And the dogs were fighting among themselves.

Just imagine: here I am sitting on this platform where there are literally thousands of people waiting for this train. It certainly seemed like thousands to me. And why I am seemingly the only one conscious of the primordial scene seemingly going on all around me?

And woefully the train did not arrive until around 2:30 a.m. some four hours late and later — if you can call it that.

Why am I apparently the only one noticing or paying any attention to this incredible and mortifying scene going on all around me?

It turns out I'm sitting there trying to be at one with the rats and the cows and the monkeys and the dogs that are all fighting over scant food scraps and trying my best not to be fearful but just surrendering to the experience.

It was as if I had no choice at all but to just surrender to this experience. But once I did, it became nearly an exhilarating realization that left me aghast with now a sense of incredible peace.

Author Michael: This was no less than an epiphany, Esther! What was that like?

Esther: Well, I was realizing that I could have so very easily been there for four hours in a total panic.

The idea of possibly being bitten by a rat or by being attacked by a hungry dog, or having monkeys, you know, jumping on my head, was, indeed to my way of thinking quite a distinct possibility for me, which luckily and fortuitously — thank God — could very easily have been the case with me, but which, of course, fortunately, it was not.

But just the mere thought of that possibility could have been so frightful if I had only let it be that way, you know.

But here I am, so to speak, at one with this experience, with which I really and truly had no choice but to just let it be... to just trust the Universe that the rats aren't going to harm me. and the monkeys don't care at all about me. And the cows could not care less about me. And the dogs are just hungry, but they are not going to eat me.

So once I just talked myself — or rather de facto surrendered — to the fact or realization that whatever after all that was going on, it was all simply just there for me to be at one with and not to fear in the least.

And I had many more such experiences like that where I had very little or no clue or control over such situations in India.

Now get this: if a train schedule in India literally says 10:30 p.m., it’s a simple realization that does not have much to do with reality in terms of the time a train actually will be there, which in this case, just happened to be at 2:30 a.m.

Beings in Touch

On the Other Hand...

As told to me by Walter Chotzen. And for a slight change of pace, here’s an unbelievable story about monkeys, not as pests but as beings to possibly be venerated.

In the mid-1970s we went to visit a temple in Colombo, Sri Lanka. There were lots of monkeys around, and the people were buying food and feeding the monkeys, and so forth. That was the big tourist attraction there.

I personally did not have any monkey food with me. We were up above, and I was waiting outside for some people to come out of the temple there. And there just happened to be a monkey perched on a wall. And the little monkey just looked at me, and I looked at the monkey. And as I got closer, oddly, he did not move off.

And so I stood there right in front of him and slowly stretched out my arm and opened my hand out level. And still, the monkey kept right on looking at me. Finally, he takes his little hand and puts it right on top of my hand like this. (Shows me mano-a-mano, his hand on top of my open hand.)

And there we stood and stared at each other for just a few seconds, which seemed like an eternity. I would say I felt a tremendous feeling of oneness with creation. That was probably the feeling I had. Because, to have this feeling of unity with this other living being was very meaningful to me, very moving.

Author Michael: What do you suppose the monkey was doing?

Walter: I believe he wanted to show a certain kinship or love as warmly as possible.

Michael: And then what happened?

Walter: Nothing more happened. He simply moved back along the wall to where he’d originally been sitting and remained where he was. And I pointed out to some people what just had happened.

Michael: What did they say?

Walter: They all thought it was very interesting.
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My Ayahuasca Experience
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At One with the Jungle
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I saw myself like a snake. I saw in front of me a snake lying there as well. I had visions that were more like films, three-dimensional films... movies, so much, but I cannot begin to tell you what those films were all about, you know, just that the feeling was so gigantic, more so (on ayahuasca) even than being on mescaline.

As told to me by Peter Pollert. Really, it's hard to describe such a trip in vivid detail, you know? I mean, I had a mescaline. trip in northern Peru. Four of us rode in a big bus. I had a friend who had this big bus, and the four of us traveled in, tripping on mescaline along the Pan-American highway.

But on that trip — literally (the drug) and figuratively — it still really wasn't nearly as good as with the ayahuasca, really. And boy, did it sure clean out your stomach! That second time I had to throw up even before I began the trip. It took only about 20 or 30 minutes, but then I was really on the trip.

Michael: You literally had to throw up?

Peter: Yes. Throw up.

Others told me they've even seen snakes. Yes, snakes, dancing for them, just dancing for them. In the book, Wizard of the Upper Amazon: The Story of Manuel Córdova-Rios, the author, described seeing a huge snake about 20 to 30 meters long, a huge snake crossing the jungle floor. It was apparently just a vision. But those visions are so incredibly true.

Ayahuasca is infamous for making you see all kinds of jungle animals.

Michael: On that trip into the jungle did you see any other animals as well?

Peter: Oh, yes. Once, while I went through the jungle suddenly on one occasion I looked very sharply into the eyes of a monkey, one of these huge monkeys. That monkey even winked at me. Yes, winked and ran off. (Makes a monkey sound in that one moment and laughs.)

He actually winked at me. Imagine that!

At that moment, I even imagined that the monkey was the Wizard himself with whom I had taken the ayahuasca. It was incredible. I thought that the monkey was the Bru (Brujo — the sorcerer, the Wizard).

Michael: Whoa, then, did you actually talk to the Bru during or after your trip?

Peter: Oh, no. I never saw him again.

Michael: What other animals did you see?

Peter: Well, I didn't really look for them as such because they simply were all around... everywhere! I’ve seen birds. I've seen snakes, I've seen fishes and more.
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Dreams of Mythical Critters
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Jungle Nights

***
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Dr. Tom of ‘Nine Lives’ fame encounters mythical creatures by way of an intense lucid dream. Was the Amazon jungle trying to tell Tom something? Did Tom’s adventure with the Ybarro Indians change his life forever?

As told to me by my friend, Dr. Tom Smith.

Part 1:

Shaken and Stirred!

The Flight

Some years ago, after going to Peru, I decided to take a side trip over the Andes into the Amazon. I flew on a small commercial flight on a Japanese YS11 over the Andes at that point.

As a little sideline here, it was my first time on a plane — I had flown a lot and experienced all kinds of severe turbulence — flying over the Andes, and this small Japanese plane shook in several different directions at the same time as well as side to side.

I cannot hope to describe this verbally, but I can show you with my hands (motions frantically). Now, when this happens it's mostly turbulent like this (demonstrates), but when you get this combined with sideward motion at the same time, well... people really freak out. I thought it was pretty damn strange, you know?

Well, that was, as I said, an aside because there was indeed much more to strangeness to come!

The Disease Maybe?

I got into a small town in the Amazon; I believe it was Iquitos. Shortly after arriving there, I became quite ill. I went through the symptoms of malaria fever. I really was incapacitated; I was in this little room with a little fan and just sweating away, wetting my sheets, and then I suffered chills and laughing and crying fits, and everything, even vomiting.

I mention this all because I’m sure it had part and parcel much to do with my jungle dreams which were to come.

It was not until much later that I found out that this was actually something that I caught in Lima because some of the other people that I was with at the time returned back to New York from there directly.

When I ultimately got home myself, I found out that they had all been to a tropical disease specialist and checked out resulting in nothing especially definitive, however. But we had all been to a high-class restaurant in Lima together. And this is where it all must have happened. Instead, I went on for the next few weeks or however long it was I imagining mistakenly that I had contracted malaria!

The Ybarros

Well, I got over the crisis period of this and I was able shortly thereafter to hook up with some of the local people... not really regular travel agents, per se, but just people who apparently had contacts with the local Ybarro Indians a few hundred miles from a town from where you could go by boat and visit the Ybarros, one of the last remaining of the most savage and headhunting tribes in the Amazon.

This is pretty much a known thing that some deal with the Ybarros, who have some contact with Ybarros and are particularly open to having visitors. I was not your typical tourist, though, but in a sense, I was just there as a tourist, you know.

So, I was taken along with perhaps two other North Americans by small boat, far enough away down the river from a small town to a genuine deep jungle area of the Amazon.

There are two aspects to this story involving an unusual kind of food and drink experience, by which I had as well as an intense scary experience with wildlife.

It all happened on the same day. We went, like, say, maybe 100 or 150 miles down river, and hiked through the jungle to a village. Upon getting there, we saw that some of the people I was with, of course, already seemed to have some kind of relationship with the people who took us there. These native people were not actually — at least on that one day when we were there — actively hunting people. Maybe that was part of their recent or distant history — but not on that day at least!

“Ramar of the Jungle” and the Blowguns!

The natives all had their blowguns out on that day. And they were quite willing to demonstrate these and even let us try them. And it was through these long tubes, you know... You’d put the little dart in the blowgun... (I had to laugh because it reminded me of the soundtrack from the old jungle films that used to be on TV back in the 1950s, I guess where you heard pffffft — the sound of the dart going through the blowgun). That was always sort of like in the background of all the so-called “Ramar of the Jungle TV episodes. If you remember Mr. Ramar of the Jungle, always in the background you'd be hearing that little pffffft!

But that's actually the sound that occurs when you have to work up enough pressure in there to blow that dart all the way through and out. Needless to say, these guys were always quite accurate with them! And, you know, we just took a couple of shots that, I guess, went the distance. I don't know. But they do use the poison darts for killing game monkeys or whatever there is to eat, I guess. And if they decide to eat people... Oh, yeah!... They would certainly use their blowguns for the same purpose! (Laughs.)

Yucca — Getting “Jagged” with the Ybarros!

This isn't even the main point of the story yet because the main thing of this, which might be of interest, is the fact that a drink — yeah... Let's call it “a drink” with the understanding that in just a few minutes, we all went into a hut, and there were perhaps eight Ybarro women in nothing but loincloths, probably about six of them.

They all had huge hanging breasts. They were nursing mothers; each held a baby at their sides. Some of them were in the process of nursing, and they were all sitting around this big, huge tub. And there were lots of flies around everything. And they were all doing the same thing. There was a white mush in a huge tub.

And they were all scooping it up with their hands. At that point, it was probably the consistency of mashed potatoes, which needed just a little more “milk” added to the cistern in order to get a creamy texture to it. But it was all still a little stiff-looking.

And what these women were doing was scooping big globs of it up, smacking it into their wide open mouths and then chewing on it until it got real juicy and slimy, whereupon and they just sort of spewed it right back into the tub working on this communally.

In other words, getting this stuff juiced up with their own saliva, can you believe it?

At the time, I didn't really know what it was. But later, I found that it was “yucca,” a potato-like root, which is a staple food in South America.

But let it be known that the Ybarros use this more than just for food. What they do here is they continue to slosh this all up with saliva until it gets really juicy and creamy. Then they simply pull a cloth over the vat and leave it to sit for three days. (Thank God but for the incessant flies!)

After which at this point this is all shared with the whole tribe, and they all get “jagged” (dead drunk) because it actually along with the saliva and the yucca ferments into a pretty powerful drink.

The Camp

An hour or so later we were away from them in the jungle and at the place where we were going to stay for the night, which was some kind of an impromptu makeshift camp.

And what was on the menu that night?

You guessed it! — We were cooking yuccas, baking them or something. We did not have any of this yucca drink yet, but we did eat yucca that night after all, and it certainly still felt kind of strange.

Part 2:

The Animals

On that same day, the second part of the experience had to do with the animals together with my fear of the hostile environment.

Within a single 24-hour period, I had seen a whole range of things that I had not been accustomed to seeing before in the form of wildlife. I had seen a lot of jungle cats: little tegritos, and jaguars, some of which would be in pens. It really was not an area there that was anything like a park or a zoo. But this is the real deal! What it was, obviously, was that this was right in the middle of the Amazon itself!

In the small town, I had seen a number of caged animals, too. I had seen some loose ones as well, like smaller cats. And, I saw an anaconda. And, when we went to a pond, there was a man-made place where they had inserted piranhas. We had taken some kind of meat, thrown it into the water, and saw the incredible fast thrashing about for just a few seconds, and then a mysterious calm — when the water all calms down just really fast, really so fast.

So, there you have it: I had seen anacondas and piranhas...

The Dream

And the cats, and whatever else, you know, and all the insects... miraculously... all within this very short time. So, I think that these animals for the most part must have really been in my mind, I guess. And that night it all erupted in the form of a bizarre lucid, nightmare dream, whatever it was.

I was zipped up in my little hammock with a mosquito net around it, swinging at this camp after we left the Ybarro village. My consciousness in the middle of my dream was this: I felt that a big cat was sitting on my chest, a huge Jaguar or something. Yes... sitting on my chest, no less!

For this reason, when I woke up (apparently inside my dream) I wasn't awake yet. But when my consciousness realized it was dreaming, I was lying there. And a big cat was sitting with his paws right up around my shoulders. He was sitting on my chest. But he really didn't seem to know that I was there. So what happened was that I stopped my breath. I held my breath. I couldn't breathe because I was afraid that if I started breathing, he would feel me.

All I know is that I must have held my breath in my dream to the point where I couldn't breathe anymore. And when I woke I was screaming and thrashing around in this hammock within the mosquito net that surrounded me. I just was literally going berserk. (Laughs.)

It happened just at the very instant when I guess I couldn't hold my breath in my dream any longer. It was just a dream (or was it?). But it was really only a dream, which ultimately had occurred simply because I had seen soo many wild animals in that one particular 24-hour day!

On top of that, I had also seen forms that I — and perhaps no one else — had quite never even seen before in any book, I had never seen such weirdly shaped turtles and things that I don't know if they've even been named yet! It seems that once you get out in the wild, there's a myriad mad array of really uncommon wildlife.

And, as a result, your whole perception begins to change. You start to — if you came down there as I had at that particular time, from New York, where, you know, maybe you would encounter some of the groups or issues that we're making a big deal back in the cities about preserving certain species of wildlife for you know, not making coats out of certain forms for instance

But if you were to be down there for any length of time, I haven't yet flown down into the jungle per se, but had just flown over 800 miles of a carpet of solid green, dense jungle and now realize that it's just chock full of jaguars and all kinds of wildlife, if you stay out there for any length of time.

I'm not saying that there are no endangered species, but your consciousness really changes when you get out in these extremes. You don't have to go too far, either to begin to do so. It could be down in the Amazon Jungle and you begin to wonder, or you could be sailing the seas. And your whole attitude changes. Everything you think that is important in your life in the big cities now becomes very small scale after you're out for even as little as ten days or two weeks., And you’re either in the jungle under the stars or just on the ocean and under the stars. You cannot help but be affected by it all.

And when you are exposed to the media or the news, per se, you begin to realize, how all those little people are still making such a big deal about what's going on in this little flimsy film of an atmosphere that surrounds the Earth. I mean, the dimensions change, you know. Your whole outlook on things changes. Actually, sailing, in a way, can give you that same feeling that I guess you would get as an astronaut I would think.

I could, from sailing, almost feel what an astronaut would feel. It doesn't seem so at first like so much of a difference. But once you're out there for quite a quite a ways, away from civilization for a long enough period, all the things going on in society seem much smaller and much less significant to you.

Commentary

Dr. Tom is the epitome of a nine-live traveler, namely, one who subjects himself to base, ground adventures that shock you to your core, which turn out to add such great significance to your life as you have never experienced before. Each “nine-lives” encounter, whether instigated through dangerous, scary incidents, such as erratic airplane flights, rare tropical diseases, or the shock of the novelty of the jungle environment, all shake Dr. Dom to the core.

The combined effect of which literally jolts him with a panoply of new personal revelations. Tom’s near-native venture into the Amazon with the Ybarro natives is just almost about as distant from modern urban civilization back home as maybe anyone can be or can experience in everyday modern civilization.

Mix in a variety of shocks to your ordinary system, and you’ll be shaken to your very core, which now opens you up to novel insights that you could never ever hope to experience in your typical at-home, mundane existence.
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Ugh! Mosquitos!
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Lariam Dreams!

***
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There’s an inordinate fear of mosquitos in Africa. Why? Malaria! They spread malaria.

Okay, so we’re camped out in the bush in our tents. And mind you, we’re all on malaria medicine, on Lariam pills. Everyone was so bad about taking their malaria pills once a week that we all decided to schedule it together to be on Wednesdays. So Wednesday was Lariam day. And everyone would just be paranoid, hallucinating, and like up all night, or they’d fall asleep and have these crazy, crazy dreams. I mean, just crazy. And we are tripping out at night. I mean, dreams like you wouldn’t believe. I wrote down every single Lariam dream I’ve ever had in a journal. I had intense dreams and even lucid erotic hallucinations, too.

As told to me by various safari-goers. One safari camp manager related a story to me that a woman guest, undoubtedly on Lariam, was found wandering stark naked about the safari camp one night just babbling nonsense. She’d apparently taken her Lariam malaria medicine, and that was the net effect on her. I think she was taken from the camp and sent home... *“Alexa,” was her assumed name. I remember one such Lariam dream I had on the first night I took it. I apparently got into this enormous fight with this person I knew from years and years back who had stolen money from me. But, okay, this was in the form of a Lariam dream now.

My tent-mate on the trip woke me up, and I was like punching the air and screaming and sitting up in my bed flailing all around. This was hilarious — a full-on Lariam dream. And that’s not all.

I’m next dreaming about my cute springer spaniel puppy back at home in Oregon. I can just hear my cute, wonderful puppy sniffing... I open my eyes and am now looking up at the mesh air vent just to the side of the tent beside me, and I see a heavy dark shadow of something lying down, pressed up against me just to the other side of the tent where my head was pressing against it during the dream.

Get this: I’m lying on my stomach, pressed against the tent mesh, with my cute golden retriever (or so I thought) just outside of the tent and my face. I’m suddenly startled awake to the stark reality of a hyena sniffing my face and licking the mesh only an instant before, and a mere quarter-inch from where my head was pressed right up against it. I am not kidding.

I'm like, “Whoa!”

It’s like this close to my head (gestures) because it was so hot. And to, like, be pressed up against the mesh and to have such a crazy dream at one and the same time. And then to wake up thinking that my golden retriever was licking me and that I'm back in America. Holy sh*t. It's a hyena licking the mesh against my head! And I'm NOT in America; I’m in the heart of the African bush. And, “Oh, my God. It’s Lariam Wednesday. And I’m in the middle of a Lariam dream!”

I sit straight up and am now screaming so loud. Everyone teases me so much about how I sat bolt upright and screamed at the top of my lungs for 20 minutes non-stop, and that I barely even remembered doing it.

Author Michael: It’s not so far from the truth, as you can imagine. I’ve heard stories of people having slept in open sleeping bags, with no tents, and have had hyenas literally bite off their faces. The hyenas smell the food in their mouths from the campers’ earlier fireside dinners.

That's just how close to actually happening. It could have been the same outcome but for the only thread-lick mesh between you and the hyena. It could have very easily taken off half your face in one bite. I mean, it's a similar story, too, with black bears in America.

While people are sleeping along the Appalachian Trail... The bears lick the mouths of campers and maul them really badly. And I mean, they have claws bigger than they know what to do with. And because of the smells and the tastes, or whatever, it’s pretty scary.

From the Internet:

Mefloquine (originally sold as Lariam) is an antimalarial drug known to cause serious and potentially lasting psychiatric adverse reactions. Since 2013, drug regulators in the U.S., the U.K., Ireland, and Canada, have required mefloquine labels to warn when taken for malaria, the drug should immediately be discontinued at the onset of psychiatric symptoms.

These recent changes to the international labeling serve to imply that psychiatric reactions to mefloquine prevention may be an early warning of an impending more serious reaction that may further jeopardize the patient with continued use of the drug.

*Anonymous “Alexa,” an assumed name, to protect the innocent, the embarrassed, those who write under a pen name, crazy stupit scoundrels, or, of course, those who are simply guilty as hell trying to get away with something!
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Chapter 2: Loathesome Pests
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Leeches in the Streams and More
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