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			Dedication

			
		
    "You wouldn't believe the incredible stories people have told me about their driving and hitchhiking accounts in their lives and world travels!"
Thanks to all of you brave, adventurous souls who have ventured to lands far and wide and who have shared your sometimes bizarre, oft frightening, and mostly ineffable travel experiences with me for publication. Without you, this book could not be written.
And a special thanks goes to 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 Travel Psychologist I am today.
And finally, thanks to you, the proprietors of the innumerable unnamed coffee houses that have tolerated me as I sat endlessly working on these stories, hour upon hour with endless refills after refills...

      

    



  	
        
            
            "You would not believe the incredible stories people have told me about driving and hitchhiking abroad!"
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Thanks to All of You
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We thank our contributors for their stories. Thanks to all of you brave souls who have ventured to lands far and wide and shared your sometimes bizarre, frightening, and mostly ineffable experiences, including UFOs, aliens, the paranormal, and the otherwise oft inexplicable, with us for publication. Without you, this book could not have been written.

A special thank you 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 that I am today.

A profound thank you goes to my good friend and colleague, Ellen Stuart, for her tireless help in editing this book and her invaluable suggestions for improvement. Having had a career as a senior legal secretary with the prestigious law firm Perkins Coie, based in Chicago, Ellen brings top skills to any writing effort, and we thank you profoundly, Ellen.

I extend my heartfelt gratitude to my good friend and colleague, Richard (Rick) Dickison, former Assistant State Director for MUFON (The Mutual UFO Network) during my tenure as State Director for Hawaii. Rick has played an invaluable role in shaping this book, offering both conceptual guidance and technical expertise throughout its development. His thoughtful input and behind-the-scenes support have been instrumental in helping me achieve the level of quality and clarity necessary for the successful publication of this work. I honestly could not have done it without him.

And finally, thanks go to the proprietors of the innumerable unnamed coffeehouses that have tolerated me as I sat endlessly working on these stories, hour upon hour, with endless refills after refills.

— Michael Brein
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Joseph Redmiles
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I am the widower of Rosemary Ellen Guiley, the co-author of The Road to Strange book series with Michael Brein, and the publisher of the first two books. 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, 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, a world traveler, author, and Travel Psychologist. As Michael resided on nearby Bainbridge Island, we naturally 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 fondly recollect our time together, sharing travel anecdotes in our far-ranging conversations over meals and coffee breaks.
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Two Book Series
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If but one of these is true, what then?

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 UAP, as they are often referred to (unidentified aerial phenomena), and now, more recently, to unidentified anomalous phenomena).

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

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, thousands of accounts of all sorts of things that have happened to them. I’ve also delved deeper into the psychological aspects of their experiences.

Typically, I’ve asked people to share some of their most interesting experiences with me, whether in their travels or daily lives. Interestingly, about five percent of the stories are about strange things that have occurred to them, whether of a psychic nature or highly strange things they’ve seen in the skies, on the ground, or in the seas.

It became apparent that many people experienced far more than they had anticipated, either from travel or during daily life; they’ve had extraordinary, 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, so I began a special collection of them, forging new territory in the UFO or UAP realms and paranormal lore that had been largely ignored and neglected by mainstream scientists or academia.

With a social science background and personal experience of the paranormal, I bring to the fore a rare combination of social scientists and experiencers of the strange and unordinary.

I bring scientific rigor into the equation and the openness and wonderment of someone who has had psychic experiences beyond the normal pale. I suspect that our current scientific paradigms are not the be-all and end-all of knowing and explaining all there is.

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 mainly through the novel experiences offered by travel adventure and curiosity that we achieve more personal growth and gain an understanding of realities that we perhaps never even knew existed. This aspect of life, as expanded by these 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 represented in our 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 going on throughout my life.

I call this gift my “Inner Psychic.”

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

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

The true stories presented in the (now) five-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. Some of the stories in these books are of people who have also reported UFO accounts.

UFO and psychic experiences occur in exotic locations across the planet and under various 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 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 gotten 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’ve come before me, namely, that you can study travel as a form of human behavior with all its aspects from the point of view of a social scientist by asking this straightforward question: “Say, what is travel all about from the standpoint of psychology?”

Oh, yes, I’ve taken 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 traveler behavior, and the nonverbal and verbal communication of travelers to exotic countries and with their hosts.

Indeed, my studies have led me to study a variety of exotic languages as well, such as Chinese, Japanese, Indonesian — and even Tongan, the official language of the Pacific Islands 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, yep — five hours a day, studying the Tongan language 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 was published in the prestigious psychological journal The Psychological Bulletin at the time. I was the rare graduate student who could claim such an accomplishment. 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 wherever I could find them, sit 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 and The Road to Strange books series you see before you.

“Thanks to Michael Brein... To be the pioneer of this field.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction

[image: ]


Travel Tales: Driving Abroad
— From Cars to Camels
*** 
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I have collected so many fascinating stories of traveling or transiting the world’s highways and byways, from tales of overland travel by cars, buses, trucks, motorcycles, bicycles, tuk-tuks, and yes, even by camels and elephants: one might say on conveyances from “cars to camels!”

If you expand the notion of travel along the world’s myriad of roadways and paths to include some of the planet’s most famous ways of overland travel, to include all manner of land conveyances, and yes, even including animals you will have indeed a very good idea of the enormous panoply and wealth of the means of overland travel which travelers and adventurers are known to traverse and enjoy across the Globe.

Indeed, suppose you consider the variety of ways travelers travel and transit overland. In that case, you will very well appreciate the wealth and variety of overlanding means by which travelers and adventurers engage to convey themselves from one place to another to participate in an enormous variety of overland activities that travelers involve themselves to get from point A to B.

It’s so huge, after all, the why and the wherefore of how we engage in so many land-based means of travel that it does nothing less than boggle the mind, so much so that in my True Travel Tales book series, I have dedicated this one entire volume to the myriad of overland-based and traveler-adventurer-related overland travel means by which travelers engage themselves in whether for the simple purposes of transport from say here to there to the almost limitless variety of entertainment, adventure, and sports activities as well as mind expansion that travelers engage themselves in.

To be sure, the vast wealth and variety of land-based traveler-adventurer activities that people involve themselves with will be seen to include an almost unimaginable array of activities that a mere perusal of the chapter titles in Travel Tales: Driving Abroad — From Cars to Camels will be impetus enough to stir your imagination to appreciate more the considerable scope and variety of possibilities, including some unbelievable means of conveyance of which you may not have ever even thought of.

So relax and engage yourself in reading some of the most interesting overlanding travel tales that have resulted from my interviews of some 2,000 world travelers and adventurers on the particular subject of traversing and experiencing some of the world’s most engaging roads and pathways.

On a more serious note, please be advised some of the stories in this book take a more somber look at some of the more serious close calls, great escapes, and some not-so-lucky overlanding encounters during their travel and adventures across the Globe. In travel and adventure, just as in any other human activity, there are some serious personal safety and security issues that we must all involve ourselves with.

Finally, very sadly and very somberly, no book on travelers’ and adventurers’ experiences could ever be complete without paying homage to those travelers who, through no fault of their own, have fallen victim to disappearing and even losing their lives at times to the dastardly (still very likely occurring) — north African slave trade, as well as elsewhere throughout the world.

This Book:
Travel Tales: Driving Abroad 
— From Cars to Camels
Of course, no book dedicated to overland travel, exploration, and transititing from points A to B would be complete without exploring some of our interactions with the peoples and cultures we are bound to encounter along the world’s wealth of roadways, highways, and pathways.

To be sure, you will read about our encounters with the means of conveyance and the people we encounter, some of which are curious interactions and even unbelievably dangerous. So beware and prepare to explore such encounters’ potential wealth and variety.

While there is no easy, simple laundry list of failsafe strategies for always staying safe and surviving each dangerous situation with road and overland travel that may arise, there are, nevertheless, meaningful takeaway strategies from the many examples presented in the True Travel Tales books that will enable one to develop and keep in mind some sure-fire ways to enhance one’s personal travel safety and security and reduce the risks of potentially dangerous outcomes of encounters on the road.

While many of the tales in these particular books are not strictly about life and death situations surrounding overland travel, some are also about difficult, embarrassing, silly, and otherwise annoying nuisances that we would do very well to avoid and do without.

Overview of True Travel Tales: 
My Shorter- vs. Longer-Take Books

You won’t believe the incredible stories people have told me about their travels!


I’m ”The Travel Psychologist.” I’ve interviewed more than 2,000 world travelers for my True Travel Tales book series on the psychology of travel as revealed through the most exciting, memorable, good, great, and funny (as well as the bad, genuinely horrible, and absolute worst) close call and great escape travel experiences of this remarkable collection of travel-savvy (as well as not always so savvy) world travel adventurers.

We can learn valuable travel life lessons and be entertained by their best travel stories.

The Longer-Take Books

These are most of the books in my True Travel Tales book series. These are often jam-packed, heftier books of multiple hundreds of pages or so, usually containing at least one hundred or more stories each, all on a more-or-less single theme.

The Shorter-Take Books

These are mainly briefer starter books, usually on a single theme and about 64 pages long. They include my relatively recent or forthcoming books of collected travel stories, for example, on Turkey, India, “Foreign Intrigue,” ancestors abroad, and the like (as well as more books to come).

These books are part and parcel of shorter books on particular travel-related themes. These are shorter-take more or less introductory books of a couple hundred pages or fewer that are part and parcel of my True Travel Tales book series.

First, why not enjoy these relatively shorter books? Then, you may want to move on to the lengthier, more substantial books in the series on a wide variety of similar or other travel themes.

Would you like to learn more about my books?

Please go to books2read.com/michael-brein

More on This Book:
Travel Tales: Driving Abroad 
— From Cars to Camels
It’s the next book in my True Travel Tales book series. This book is a collection of very scary tales of close calls on paths, trails, roadways, and freeways while plying or transiting some of the world’s most extensive overland routes and just barely managing to escape imminent danger in some rare instances.

Somewhat facetiously, if you are a so-called “Nine-Lives Traveler,” you might even be one who, by all rights, should have or could have very easily lost one or more of your so-called “nine lives” via not making it through a particular travel or life situation that by all accounts should have very well claimed at least one of them, had things worked out differently than they did.

Driving Abroad is a collection of fearful close calls and, hopefully, accompanying great escapes that can and do happen to world travelers on rare occasions about their means of conveyance and transit. Mostly, these will never occur to you, but if they do, you may get to experience some real, raw fear, including sometimes even fear for your very own life. There are certainly some very unsettling situations that can potentially pop up now and again for any of us world travelers and adventurers.

This collection of True Travel Tales is the place to hear about them. I hope they don’t happen to you, but if they do, I hope you’ll manage to escape and overcome. Hopefully, you’ll be all the wiser for reading about such things throughout these pages.

Again, Driving Abroad includes examples of bad things occasionally happening to travelers despite their best efforts to avoid such things. But bad things DO happen now and again, and the best thing to do is avoid them in the first place! Hah! But if we cannot, we should certainly at least do our best to escape them.

While there’s no easy, simple laundry list of failsafe strategies for always staying safe and surviving each potentially dangerous situation that may arise in your life and travels, there are, nevertheless, meaningful takeaway strategies to be learned from the numerous examples presented in this book that will enable one to develop and keep in mind ways to enhance personal safety and reduce the risks of potentially dangerous outcomes.

While only some of the tales in Driving Abroad are not all strictly about life and death situations, many are doubtless about difficult, embarrassing, and otherwise potentially annoying nuisance situations that we all would do very well to avoid and certainly do without in the first place.

The scope and variety of close calls and ultimate escapes in Travel Tales: Driving Abroad — From Cars to Camels may surprise you. And some would never likely even occur to you in the first place. Some are even somewhat humorous, like, for example:

The extreme close-call adventure may never happen to you, but after reading about it in Driving Abroad in my True Travel Tales book series, it may give you pause: who knows? Maybe you’ll never be followed, stalked, or chased at all in the first place or the next instance!

Sure, you’ll read stories in this book that will alert you to situations that may never have occurred. But if you avoid even one potentially new (to you) travel or life danger — if you avoid losing that one potentially valuable life (of your “nine lives” if you do happen to have them) that you might never have even thought of save by simply reading this book, then I’ll have accomplished a useful purpose.

Since it’s impossible to include every fascinating travel tale of nearly losing one of your valuable nine lives in my collection of True Travel Tales all in one volume, they appear throughout my True Travel Tales book series.

Nine-Lives Travelers

For discussion’s sake, what is a “Nine-Lives Traveler” anyway?

For this book, Travel Tales: Driving Abroad, in particular, and the broader entire series, True Travel Tales, in general, we assume that those of us travelers and adventurers, though having naturally our one and likely only single cherished God-given life to live.

Nonetheless, we do have the potential, of course, to court some seriously scary, dangerous, or potentially disastrous (or even funny or embarrassing for us) close calls such that we may very quickly and loosely have skillfully managed to “save” (or even sometimes hypothetically “lose”) in our travels or life adventures one of our so-called hypothetical nine lives. And we manage to live on to experience yet another mindful, adventurous day.

We may say that we have indeed “lost” (or nearly lost) one of our potential so-called sacred “nine lives” when and if we have managed to maintain barely, contain, or even sustain ourselves in these sometimes dangerous-seeming (or exceedingly embarrassing or funny or scary situations during our travels or ordinary every-day lives) and have duly managed to “survive” and “overcome” to live on to yet another travel day!

DISCLAIMER

Please know that some True Travel Tales series stories may include graphic, unpleasant, disturbing, harsh language, or 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 should 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 True Travel Tales series is meant to depict any country, people, gender, race, culture, nationality, 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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A Psychic Visitation
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-1970-
Honolulu, Oahu, Hawaii,
USA
The “Aloha Spirit” revisited!

By author Michael. It is only fitting that I begin this book on ghost or spirit encounters with my own story of my visitation in a lucid dream of my graduate school mentor and good friend, Dr. Herbert Weaver, who “drew me,” so to speak, in a sense, to Hawaii to become the first “Travel Psychologist” ever!

One night, in 1970, I had a dream. It was a lucid dream — real, vivid, and scary.

In the dream, I saw a gravestone in a cemetery. The name on the stone was Herbert B. Weaver.

Whoa!

Oh, I’d had these sorts of dreams before — three times, in fact — just before the deaths of both my parents and a first cousin.

I knew full well the meaning of this particular dream — it was a precognitive dream of the impending death of someone who was a part of my life. There was no avoiding the stark reality of it — I knew.

But there was more:

I was confident that there would be an obituary notice for Herb in the next day’s newspaper, the Sunday Morning edition of the Honolulu Advertiser.

Furthermore, I “knew” with absolute certainty that I would be receiving a phone call in my Honolulu office on the following Monday morning from one of my best friends and former roommate of mine, Ken David, when I first arrived in Hawaii, telling me of Herb’s death.

I didn’t have time on Sunday to look up the obituaries in the newspaper, but just as if on cue, I received a phone call early Monday morning from my friend Ken, telling me of Herb Weaver’s passing over the weekend. You see, I’ve received such expected phone calls before about the deaths of a few family members. And indeed, the obituary was in the Honolulu newspaper, as I had surmised.

But there’s one more aspect to the story.

“Aloha” is a Hawaiian word with various meanings, both as a single word and when used with other words. It is most commonly used as a greeting, meaning “hello,” “goodbye,” or “farewell.”

“Aloha” is also used to indicate “love.” Also, it expresses one’s compassion, regret, or even sympathy. So when someone tells you “Aloha,” a lot is wrapped up in the term.

I felt the spirit of my good old friend, Herb Weaver, travel to me in my dream that night to say one final “aloha” to me, a farewell tinged with love and perhaps even regret that we’d ever had an ever-so-brief falling out. Herb had now come to me in spirit form, and he literally was “the Aloha Spirit.”

Strangely and beautifully, his visit was a bestowal of a blessing on my calling — I have been the “Travel Psychologist” ever since those days at the University of Hawaii.
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Driving Miscellany

*** 
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My collected best travel stories of car and driving stories (overseas as well as home in America) include all manner of conveyances from hitchhiking, cars, taxis, tuk-tuks, and even animal-drawn carts (and, yes, elephants and camels, too). (Of course, some tales go from the funny to the ridiculous and even sublime).

Some accounts, particularly in this first chapter, include all kinds of driving disasters and bizarre mishaps in all sorts of conveyances along the roads and byways of the world.

But these stories, whatever their nature, must be told so they are appropriately included in these pages.

One even wonders how some of these events could have conceivably happened in the first place and even wound up being chronicled in their final instances.

How or when these stories crisscrossed paths with me and ultimately wound up right here is interesting in and of itself.

So, why not sit back, relax, and enjoy this particular parade of true travel tales of travel along the world’s highways and roads that might well not likely have found themselves anywhere else in any other venue or collection of travelers’ accounts or any other annals save those buried right here in these very pages.
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The End of the Road
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Or Maybe Just the Beginning?

*** 
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-The 1970s-
Dalhousie,
India

For some, the end of the road is just the beginning. Sadly, it can be a tragic, bitter end for a few!


As told to me by “Karma Rienchen Dorjiy,” also known as Michael Jason Miller.

It’s the 1970s, and I’m in Dalhousie, India, in Uttar Pradesh. I’m living in a monastery with Tibetan monks. We live isolated, some 8,000 feet above sea level in the mountains. I’m studying their culture, ways, and attitudes about what they do.

They are doing things from embroidery to meditation, yoga, and all the cultural things that make up their existence. I’m also very interested in learning their language and ways.

The Tibetan name they gave me is “Karma Rienchen Dorjiy.”

“Karma” is one word meaning from Heaven. “Rienchen” means very precious, or anything precious, such as gold, silver, or a jewel. And “Dorjiy” means a single syllable or seed in the Universe.

So I mean “a precious little tidbit of the Universe!” or something like that.

Before coming to this monastery, I had met many people in the Southlands, many Tibetan refugees. I found them among the most interesting people I have ever encountered in the East, besides the bubbas, the sadhus, and the gurus.

So, I wanted to spend time with them and seek them out in the isolated mountains.

One day, I encountered a traveler up in those mountains who had come all the way from France, through Europe, the Near East, and the East, and finally to the high peaks of the Himalayas, to attain some sort of knowledge or just to come up there, I don’t know — I couldn’t understand what his point was.

But what I realized was that this guy had gone all this way just to come to this point of leaving his gear on the side of the road, saying, “I finally made it here,” walking off down the road saying, “I’ll be back in five or ten minutes. Now that I’ve gotten here, I’m just going to have a walk,” and coming around a turn only to suddenly be hit and killed by a truck within fifteen or twenty minutes of his arrival.

I see a message in that experience: “What is the point? Where are we going? What is our purpose?”

I think he achieved his purpose, whatever that was. He got to where he was going and achieved his whole fulfillment in life.

He walked around one turn, and there it was; he was suddenly dead!

Commentary

There you have it!

To attribute a single, ostensible purpose to our walk along The Road to Strange in this life is to presume to understand its true purpose.

Or to presuppose that we really know anything much at all in our quest to understand the meaning of life and our purpose through a single, solitary lifetime adventure in search of The Contiguous Universe — in this one lifetime — is sure to presuppose an awful lot.

To walk The Road to Strange and feel comfort and solace by simply doing so is sure to wish for a lot.

Instead, the messages we get to keep, the peeks into the vastness of the ALL of The Contiguous Universe may — rather than be the be-all, end-all of one singular journey of a lifetime may — merely be the briefest of glimpses of an infinity of awarenesses and realizations without beginning or end — an endless trek or journey to knowing the ALL through an infinite stream of teeny discoveries across many lifetimes in which the process becomes what is maybe the most important.

We may never seek an end to all our exploring (a la Robert Frost). Still, always, always, with each new beginning, we have a glimpse anew of but a single piece of the eternal puzzle that awaits our endless discovery and understanding over presumably endless lifetimes.

You know what?

I think we are all “precious little tidbits of the Universe, you know.”

Author Michael’s (the Travel Psychologist’s) Take:
Crucifixes Alongside Roads from Hell
Mexico

By Author Michael.

Death is, of course, not at all a pleasant subject, necessarily, but it is a part of life. In Mexico, you are constantly reminded of death by noticing all the crosses and crucifixes alongside the roads, where presumably accidents have taken place, and people have been killed in these accidents.

And there are so many of them!

It’s almost as if you can hardly go a kilometer without seeing this along the highway. And that’s no surprise because there are always monster trucks and monster buses all bearing down on you.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

My VW Bus Near Accident
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Don’t Talk, Tape, and Drive
All at the Same Time, Okay?
*** 
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Spain

By Author Michael.

I almost had a car accident in Spain while dictating a tape-recorded letter to my parents. By the time my VW van came to a complete stop by the side of the road, the tape was still going. I might add that only the windshield wipers could be heard on the tape.

I might have been dead!

Can you imagine how my parents would have felt had they been sent this tape?

There was no accident, thank God — it was just a close call!
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King of the Road
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Continuing On

*** 
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-The 1960s-
Mumbai (Bombay),
India

Sometimes, a brazen escape is the only true safe alternative for continuing, And things don’t always go as you may have wished.


As told to me by Michael Jason Miller.

We were traveling in our Volkswagen bus, traveling very super economy and enjoying ourselves. We were just outside of Bombay (now Mumbai) after visiting the Indian state of Rajasthan, traveling with a bunch of people of different nationalities.

We were on our way from Delhi to Bombay, intending to go on to Goa, and were traveling along the coast.

We were in the area of Maharashtra, near where Gandhi was born. It was a very pleasurable trip so far. The main thing was that the people we were with were new to India.

We’re traveling through there in our van on a narrow one-lane highway for cars and trucks and everything else. One lane exists for everybody. And the bigger you are, the more seniority or power you have.

So, you go along this highway with the understanding that if a truck is coming, you pull off the road because he is bigger than you are. Pure and simple! That was the unwritten, acknowledged ‘rule of the road!’

With this understanding in mind, we are proceeding south to Bombay. Every once in a while, we would encounter people along the highway, whether they’ve got donkeys, camels, or whatever they have.

You usually give them a little toot, and they’ll typically accommodate you and pull off the road, but you have to warn them miles in advance, seemingly because they’re often so slow on the uptake.

As we entered this small village in the middle of nowhere, an older man rode his bicycle. We figure he must be upper or upper middle caste (class) because the poorer classes can’t afford to buy bicycles.

After all, these people work all day long on the roads, breaking up big stones into little ones for a mere three rupees a day, which is about 25 cents U.S. You know these people can’t afford bicycles.

This guy on his bike in front of us must be upper class, Brahman, because he’s wearing all white; he’s got his white lungi on.

We beep the horn because he’s riding right in the middle of the road. He swerves off a little, and as we approach closer, he returns to the middle of the road again. Naturally, we beep again, and he swerves back off. So, we think he’s heard us the second time, so there’s no problem.

As we approach him even closer, to maybe within twenty-five feet or so in the back of him, suddenly, he pulls back onto the middle of the street. So we beep again, but it’s too late. We try to swerve off as we approach him but bump into him.

He doesn’t even get knocked to the side of the road but lands, instead, right on the road itself. He just gets knocked off his bike. We continue. And as we look back, we see that he’s just a little dirty and brushing his legs off. So, he’s not hurt, but maybe just a little scratched and shaken up — a little worse for wear but essentially unharmed.

We thought we had better continue without stopping because if we were to stop there, who knows, the Indian people would crowd around us, maybe even as many as 50 at a time, and create such a scene that we surely wouldn’t want to be involved with this at all.

Maybe it wasn’t the right decision, but we kept going.

However, as we pass through the town, we notice a big truck suddenly honking behind us. We turn around to see immediately behind us a truck filled no less with angry Indian farmers with their pitchforks, machetes, and all of their gear.

There must have been at least 25 guys in the back of that truck; it’s just packed solid.

They’re stomping on the side of the truck, yelling at us, ranting and raving, and shouting at us. I can understand their language a bit, things like, ”Terri mahkajut,” which means “Your mother’s an old whore, ‘cause you knocked our Brahman man off his bicycle...!”

I tell you, it didn’t look at all good.

So, we carry on, thinking they’ll nail us if they catch us.

We next step it up, and they follow us head to head and neck to neck. We’re going around turns, and they’re also skidding around these turns.

But we skid around this one turn, which is like a hairpin turn  —  it’s all very deceiving  —  it just goes right back the other way, almost in a U.

We drift around that turn with our four wheels sliding in the dirt, skittering over sand, dust, and gravel, and we just barely manage to hold on and continue on the road.

But that truck full of irate Indians comes screaming around the corner and just sails right off the embankment, right over the cliff’s edge! That truck went down some 35 to 50 feet, at least that steep.

Needless to say, we did not stop. We never looked back. And we never found out what happened to that truck full of angry, vengeful men with machetes and pitchforks seeking instant retribution and justice.
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CHAPTER 2
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Michael’s Own CAR-tastrophies!

*** 
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It is only fitting that I include in this book, Travel Tales: Driving Abroad — From Cars to Camels, some of the most interesting highlights of my accounts of my own personal overland driving chronicles in a variety of places around the world where I have been fortunate enough to be able to drive in.

My personal stories are mostly fun but scary at times, and needless to say, most interesting and full of an unbelievable variety of exigencies of adventurous driving overseas that can happen to any person — namely ME — and you, too, under such circumstances.

One even wonders how some of these varied travel and adventure occurrences could have conceivably happened in the first place, let alone to a single individual such as ME! But they did. And these can even conceivably happen to you in the final instance. And that’s just it!

How these seemingly unbelievable tales of my own personal various CAR-tastrophes could have happened to anyone such as myself and just as likely to you, too, is only half the fun.


And that’s just it, isn’t it?


Is it not true that what we strive most for ourselves in our travels and adventures are the unexpected, exciting consequences of what comes next around the next turn in the road?
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Wanted: Travel Companion!
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For Overland to India

*** 
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-The Late 1980s-
London,
The UK
By Author Michael. I wanted a traveling companion for an overland trip to India! I was in London in the late 1980s. One cannot conclude a silly anthology of my mostly failed personal travel relationships without due mention of a scurrilous, dastardly deed that the ‘Scoundrel’ in me so frivolously and glibly pulled off right in the heart of London.

I have always liked the “Swiss Cottage” neighborhood in London. In the heart of that area, I found the most conducive spot to park and operate out of my VW bus. I would find myself a suitable space in this one lot and ‘park and go,’ so to speak, and then return for the night.

During one visit, in particular, I was a little more mischievous than usual. I decided to craft an ad, put it in one of the free new age-oriented ubiquitous newspapers, and advertise for a travel companion to India.

It was ludicrous.

There were two primary qualifications: 1) you must be a relatively young adult woman, and 2) you must be mechanically inclined!

Now, I might get in some real trouble for this if I told you that I expected this pair of qualifications to be somewhat of an oxymoron — a virtual impossibility!

But I placed the ad, anyway, and waited to see what kind of responses I would get.

How serious was I about driving to India? Well, probably not very. But I’d at least take a wait-and-see attitude and see what develops.

You never know. (I probably half-convinced myself that I’d actually do such a trip. After all, I had a great VW bus, all decked out and ready to go. I mean, many people were going overland to India in those days, so why couldn’t I? (The ‘Adventurer’ in me perceived this as just another scam of the ‘Scoundrel’ in me to scare up a few girls!)

And, oh, boy. Wasn’t the ‘Adventurer’ spot on about this one?

Sure enough, a few responses from eager and willing girls ensue as if on cue.

And, of course, I am to interview all of them. (At this point, my memory is a little blank, and rightly so, because it is, I am afraid, a bit embarrassing to rehash over things I’d just as soon forget.)

Suffice it to say, I believe there was one cute girl, in particular, who showed up and who joined me in amorous endeavors in my so-called “F*ck Truck” (as Winkelle of story fame in this book so aptly put it.)

The ‘Scoundrel’ in me ceased to post these advertisements at the behest of the ‘Adult’ and ‘Adventurer’ in me, and I now reined in my life, to be sure, into more honest control at this point.

And, oh, yeah, I never did drive overland to India.
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My Life as a VW Bus
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A VW Bus Named “Lucky!”

*** 
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-1975-
Europe

“I’ve been abandoned, accosted, assaulted, and broken into and robbed. I’ve also been in danger, had some close calls and great escapes, been detained, ripped apart, and searched. And I’ve been a smuggler. Twice in my travel life, I was even surrounded by people with machine guns. I had an accident once.

And I’ve been sick, in the hospital, had surgery, and even had an engine transplant. I have done some dumb and stupid things. However, truth be told, I was only following the orders of my master (Author Michael). But I’ve also been admired, liked, envied, loved, loved in, and the scene of camaraderie and many happy times. My life as a VW bus has been a great one!”

I’ve led a full life. I was born in a factory in Germany in 1972. My parent or I should say, my ‘custodian,’ or ‘guardian,’ or ‘master’ was a German woman named Monica, along with her Austrian boyfriend, Justus.


As told by a VW Bus named “Lucky.” (As told essentially by Author Michael.) It all began in Europe in the late 1970s to the early 1980s. They all had big plans for me, and since Justus was very handy with mechanical things, he essentially, all by himself, outfitted me — let’s say — ‘dressed me up,’ so to speak — with just about everything you would ever need to trek across Africa.

But, sadly, Monica and Justus began to fight with each other and did not get along very well. It was sad because you could feel the tension in the air every time they got inside me.

The big breakup came in Rota, in Southern Spain, in 1974, where they finally decided to sell me and go their separate ways. I was already feeling abandoned when the “for sale” sign went up, and they sat me on the side of the road, waiting for any interested takers. I think they assumed that an American would be the most likely buyer, so they parked me right outside the gates of the American Naval Base in Rota and simply waited.

It didn’t take very long when this young-ish, long, blonde-haired American college professor stopped by to take a look.

I don’t know why he would even consider me when he was already driving a more handsome, modern, orange VW Pop-Top Camper about two years younger than me!

But his eyes lit up, especially, more than likely, when the ‘Adventurer’ in him must have glommed right in on me, what with my being all decked out for Africa and whatnot. Truth be told, I was all dressed up and really had nowhere to go. My future was very much in doubt.

I was quite surprised when this American, Michael, arranged to buy me. Okay, okay, don’t get me wrong; I was an eye-catcher and had a great personality, much more so than his orange bus, which was modern but sterile.

Monica and Justus separated, and I arranged to drive Monica and Michael back to Germany to check out my health, complete the sales transaction, register me, get official German license plates, and then belong to Michael.

Author Michael, ‘The True Adventurer’

My adventures in Michael’s stewardship were many. I became well-traveled, having gone as far east as Turkey, down to Syria and Lebanon, and almost everywhere you can imagine throughout Europe. I even went to Morocco, the Canary Islands, and Ibiza in the Balearic Islands (Spain). And I almost got to go all across North Africa from Tunisia to Morocco via Algeria. Still, I was traveling with an ‘Idiot Abroad’ (Michael, no less. See Travel Tales: Idiots Abroad) who should have known better than to have the correct car papers with him, including a so-called ‘carnet de passage.’

After breaking up with his Scottish-English girlfriend, “Winkie,” Michael abandoned me to his good friend Alan Hanmore in Southern England. Michael had tears in his eyes when he finally handed over the keys to Alan, promising me to return. But I saw it as the end of my relationship with Michael. I now had the distinct fear of rusting to death in England’s cold, damp countryside.

As it turned out, I would never see Michael again.

Oh yeah, he wrote the occasional letter to Alan, who, in turn, would read it to me. He would say such things as, “Please take good care of the Bus, Alan. I cannot wait to get back and drive it again.”

I think this was all bluster on Michael’s part since he didn’t want me to be a burden on Alan, so his letters always sounded apologetic. I know Michael felt guilt about abandoning me to Alan and his wife, Les.

But, surprisingly, my life continued on. I sat on Alan’s friend, Bob M.’s, ample acreage not far from Alan’s house. And maybe, twice a year, Alan, Les, and the kids would take me on occasional excursions over the next few years.

The Isle of Wight

On one occasion, I got a nasty bump. Oh no — not outside the van; it happened on the INSIDE. I got severely bruised. It was a scary experience. And I was not fully and wholly apologized to by Alan. But it’s best that I tell you the whole story.

It seems as if Alan and Les decided to visit the Isle of Wight in southern England. I do not quite know why for the life of me because there’s really not all that much there. I guess they just wanted a nearby outing, as it wasn’t very far from their home base.

So, we’re on this island, and we note that one reason the Island of Wight is so famous (I think the proper word here is ‘infamous’) is because it housed the Parkhurst Prison for hard-core prisoners. Oh, terrific!

Not only that but when we happened to be there, a famous prison escape occurred right then and there! It’s bad enough that they escaped; worse, a guy was still at large.

Alan could get quite obsessive at times. It seems that every time we passed a newsagent (newspaper kiosk, or ‘shop,’ to you), Alan had to stop to read the headlines and dwell on it incessantly with Les. The headlines in the papers at the two or three kiosks we stopped at were all the same: “Dangerous Criminal Escapes!”

It wouldn’t be so bad if we had overnighted at a hotel. Oh no; Alan, like Michael, had to scope out the best possible spot to park me at night and camp. By now, Les was overwrought with paranoia, and Alan was feeling sorry for having made it into the big deal that it now was. But this is Alan’s sense of humor — he could not help himself.

So, with great anxiety, Alan found what ordinarily would have been the perfect, hidden overnight spot to park me. And this we do. Reluctantly, Alan and Les give way to nature’s quiet nighttime lull and din, and gradually, releasing the day’s anxiety, the two slowly dozed off to sleep.

Suddenly, in the middle of the night, Les let out a horrendous, hideous scream. Alan immediately stirred into action, quickly raising his head and shoulders to prepare for fight or flight — but mostly, I believe, Alan was just as terrified, if not more so, than Les.

As Alan raised his head, he banged smack dab into my lower ceiling at the rear of me (the van). He swore that he did no damage to me other than to my ego, but I’m convinced he made a serious dent. Okay, he hurt his head and had a bump for days. But at least both he and Les were still alive.

Alan and Les were sure that it was the escaped convict that invaded me, and Alan was sure that the convict had even struck him on the head. (Of course, it is always easier to blame someone else than to take responsibility for such an utter nonsensical act yourself).

Now, if Michael had indeed been the ‘Fool,’ if not the ‘Idiot,’ at times for his sometimes ludicrous behavior in me, but the grand prize for the all-time most ridiculous shenanigan by an owner or guest went resolutely to Alan and Les!

As it turned out, Les had merely had a nightmare — and quite a nightmare at that! And Alan patently believed that they were under attack by the escaped convict no less. But after all was said and done, we all had a good time, and I got a huge laugh out of it.

In the ensuing years, during the early 1980s, Alan and Les took me on a few more trips here and there, and even Suzy, Alan’s ex-wife, took me out for a stint or two.

But as all good things must eventually end, my time in England drew close. I had long given up hope for Michael’s return. It just didn’t make sense to me that he wouldn’t be coming to visit and drive with me more often if not at least one more time. I guess Michael had a life for himself back in Hawaii, and my reputation as Michael’s “F*ck Truck” came sadly to an end.

Enter Charlotte, the German Artist

As the young American couple told me when they came to get me in England in the late 1980s, the following events took place in Hawaii with Michael.

Michael loved to spend his time away, uselessly sitting around coffee shops and ostensibly working on his writing projects, but in essence, seemingly accomplishing very little, for all the time he sat at the cafe tables.

One day, it was said that Michael spotted an apparently distraught older woman wandering about anxiously from his cafe perch, appearing to be lost. So, Michael does the right thing and asks her the problem. She can hardly speak English, and Michael quickly determines she is German. What do you know? German is one of Michael’s ten languages or so, which he has studied or bandied about over the years.

He orients her, helps her out, and they become instant friends. It seems that Charlotte is in Hawaii to visit one of her friends, but somehow, they miscommunicated where and when to meet, and so on. But it all got straightened
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