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			Dedication

			
		
    “You wouldn’t believe the incredible stories people have told me about their travels!”





Sometimes there’s a very fine line between what we sometimes denote as the“wild” as in “wild” animal. And so, I leave you with this thought: is there not, after all, a potentially fine line between that which we might think of as being not quite “domestic,” or not quite “wild,” maybe somewhere in an in-between wondrous world?





And, after all is said and done, does such a distinction, in the end, really matter? After all, why not try to describe such a fine-line distinction of such things like what all happened to our friend, poor Lloyd Youngblood on our tour one fateful day in India.





You’d have a very hard time, indeed, trying to make such a distinction to Lloyd’s satisfaction on that one fateful day that just about sums it all up for him and the rest of us on that one obscure day we all spent together in India in 1993.





For on that one and the same day, poor Lloyd was no less not only butted by an entitled holy cow walking along the street in, perhaps, Calcutta… or was it maybe Delhi? Or was it Bombay? But our poor Lloyd was also crapped upon on his head by a bird, wild or no… and, finally — and not the least of all — a monkey stole and ran off with Lloyd’s bunch of bananas! Poor Lloyd! So, be it! Wild? Domestic? What does it matter, sometimes?





This book is dedicated to all the Lloyds among us who simply cannot get enough of the ceaseless wonders of a life of travel that never seems to quit!





Thanks to all of you brave, adventurous souls who have ventured to lands far and wide, and who shared your sometimes bizarre, oft frightening, and mostly ineffable experiences of your travels 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 that 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…
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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 of your closest calls and greatest escapes with me for publication. Without you, this book could not be 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 I am today. 

A profound thank you goes to Ellen Stuart for her incessant help in editing this book and her outstanding suggestions for improvements. 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 I thank you profoundly, Ellen. 

And finally, thank yous go to 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.

— Michael Brein 
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Joseph Redmiles
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I am the widower of Rosemary Ellen Guiley, the co-author with Michael Brein and publisher of the first two books of The Road to Strange series. Rosemary sadly passed away in July 2019. Appropriately enough, I came to know Michael Brein during one of my cross-country trips to the Pacific Northwest. Michael was one of Rosemary Ellen Guiley’s many personal and professional colleagues and friends. 

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

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

Rosemary had told me about Michael, the world traveler, author, and Travel Psychologist. As Michael resided on nearby Bainbridge Island, naturally we got together during one of our early trips to Seattle. We quickly became friends, and Michael graciously acted as our tour guide around the island. I have fond recollections of our times together as we shared travel anecdotes in our far-ranging conversations over meals and coffee breaks.
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I Write 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 UAP, as they are often referred to (unidentified aerial phenomena). 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

UFO and psychic experiences take place in exotic locations all over the planet, and 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’s who’s come before me: I look at the subject of travel in a distinctly different manner than nearly anyone else. Oh yeah, of course, ordinary people and writers on travel have thought about and written about travel from all conceivable points of view for eons, no less.

But no one I know has distinctly looked at travel from a social scientific point of view as I have, by 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 behavior with all its aspects from the point of view of a social scientist, namely, by asking this very simple question: “Say, what’s travel all about from the standpoint of psychology?”

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

Indeed, my studies led me to study a variety of exotic languages such as Chinese, Japanese, Indonesian — and even the study of Tongan, the official language of 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: Wild Animals

***
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I have so many fascinating stories of the close calls and great escapes of the nearly 2,000 people whom I have interviewed over nearly five decades that I’ve divided them into three companion books: Volumes, 1 and 2, of Close Calls: Great Escapes, that contain roughly fifty-fifty of the material. And a third book, even, Travel Tales: Wild Animals is a further subset having to do with viewing and experiencing the world’s abundance of wildlife.

This book is all about the enjoyment of the world’s wildlife, so much so that it warranted its own book, that I especially created it featuring the world’s abundance of wild animals because so many people enjoy viewing them.  

But the important point of this book is that the world’s wildlife needs to be fully enjoyed and viewed safely and securely.

Simply put, Mother Nature has endowed nature with a simply unimaginable abundance of wildlife so varied, and so rich in number and variety. Along with the beauty of nature comes an important caveat: it is to be sure also a dangerous world out there, and to be enjoyed to the maximum one must be aware of and prepare as best as one can to deal with the risks and dangers of travel of which there are many. 

For the most part, you will travel to the world’s wilds safely and securely, but only if you are careful. And it is to this end that Travel Tales: Wild Animals hopes to prepare you by good example how to view and experience wildlife as safely and securely as possible. 

These are the true travel tales of travelers having had at times some very close calls and great escapes throughout their travels around the world. Indeed, some of their encounters did not end so well but could have been much worse. Some travelers were lucky, and sadly, some were not.

Some travelers have experienced inordinate fear and anxiety over their close calls. If one can say that the “inexperienced life is not worth living,” some travelers have pushed their lives to the max and can say — and some may even boast — “I’ve seen and done it all, be it even sometimes at great risk ” 

There is no thrill, no excitement, no exhilaration so great as that which brings a mortal soul to the very edge, to the very brink of danger and yet to be able to extract oneself safely at that very last instant from the razor’s edge — that very fine line — between safety and mortal danger. 

Over the last five decades, I've interviewed nearly 2,000 world travelers. I’m weaving their 10,000 or so fantastic travel tales 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 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 life-threatening disasters, but of embarrassing and oft unforgettable moments one would wish would simply not happen at all. A few such tales are interspersed here and there if only to give a brief respite by way of a smile or a laugh from accounts that will likely take your breath away. 

Travel Tales: Women Alone

#The MeToo of Travel

Travel Tales: Women Alone is an important first book about close calls and often enough without escapes, and therefore a very important earlier book in my True Travel Tales series. Not only are sexual misbehavior reports being increasingly told by women passengers in air travel within the U.S., but the recent #MeToo phenomenon has now empowered more women to speak up regarding such incidents. The result is we are hearing more about it, especially regarding foreign travel.

However, this is not at all new: women travelers have long suffered such disparaging and dangerous unwanted attention and sexual assaults by men overseas since time immemorial. I have many reports of women in their solo travels having to ward off unwanted dangerous approaches by foreign men.

Whereas most sexual harassment borders on being mainly just bothersome, disconcerting, scary, and largely unwanted, I have, nonetheless, well over 100 accounts of sexual harassment and assault travel-related incidents of a more severe nature ranging from unwanted touching and groping, indecent exposure, to rape and even kidnapping and disappearances.

This is very serious business for independent solo women travelers who often include among their ranks relatively young, inexperienced, and naïve Western young women who are simply unprepared to deal with the unwanted sexual advances by non-Western men in strange and different cultures.

While often enough occurring even in Western countries, much of the sexual misbehavior tends to occur in North Africa, the Middle East, and in parts of Asia, where the cultural norms of the locals are entirely out of step with what Western women are accustomed to, especially regarding attitudes of men toward women.

Travel Tales: Women Alone — The #MeToo of Travel is the first book of its kind to present nearly 100 sexual harassment and assault incidents of solo women travelers, where these took place, and how the women handled them.

Fortunately, many of these women who were featured in this book were lucky enough to resist, thwart or escape such advances and attacks, but some, sadly, were not. I have documented a number of regrettable and avoidable kidnappings and disappearances as well. 

It is such a serious, timely, and growing problem that I have determined to make sure more women travelers become more aware of the potential sexual harassment and assault problems that may await them in their travels.

Aside from recording these experiences, I note, as well, various strategies that are essential to traveling more safely and securely, and in that volume, I provide a variety of travel tips, which assuredly help to prevent and reduce the likelihood of such debilitating sexual harassments and assaults.

Travel Tales: Wild Animals

Travel Tales: Wild Animals, this next book in the True Travel Tales series includes specific tales of close calls, and, hopefully, great escapes with encounters by travelers, largely on safari in Africa and India, and elsewhere, even, with lions, tigers, snakes, hippos, elephants, Cape buffalos, crocodiles, dogs, bulls, monkeys, baboons, hyenas, birds of prey, cougars, bears, and more.

This collection of true tales is the place to hear about them. I hope they don't happen to you, but if they do, I hope you manage to escape and overcome. Hopefully, you'll be all the wiser for reading about such things throughout these pages. By reading the accounts of the near mishaps of others you'll gain a healthier respect of what it is like to experience the true wild. And with a better respect of mother nature in the wild one gains better enjoyment and the utmost appreciation of creation.

Close Calls: Wild Animals includes examples of bad things that happen to travelers despite their best efforts to avoid such things. But bad things DO happen on occasion, and the best thing to do is to avoid them in the first place. But if we cannot, we should do our best to escape them.

While there is no easy, simple list of failsafe strategies for always staying safe and surviving each dangerous situation with wild animals that may arise, there are, nevertheless, meaningful takeaway strategies from the many examples presented in this book that’ll enable one to develop and keep in mind by way of the many examples presented in this book ways to enhance personal safety and reduce the risks of potentially dangerous outcomes.

While many of the tales in this book are not strictly about life and death situations surrounding wildlife, many of them are, and many are about difficult, embarrassing, and otherwise annoying nuisances that we all would do well to avoid and do without.

The scope and variety of close calls with wild animals in this book may surprise you. And some would never likely even occur to you. Some are even humorous, like, for example, the many examples of exotic wild animal meats that you’d never eat on a dare back home, but are, instead, all in when it comes to trying, say, pressed rabbit in Peru or even steak tartare during your travels in the south of France! (I won’t be the spoiler and reveal it to you here!)

Yes, such an adventure may never even occur to you, but after reading about it in this book, it may give you pause — who knows? Maybe you’ll never, ever eat a bizarre, strange dish in the first or next instance. Sure, you’ll read stories in this book that will alert you to situations that may never occur to you. But if you avoid even one new travel danger that you might never have even thought of by reading this book, then I’ll have accomplished a very useful purpose.

This Book:

Travel Tales: Wild Animals is the next book in line in the True Travel Tales series. This book is a collection of some very scary tales of coming close to serious trouble in your life and travels but managing to just barely escape

They are also a collection of the fearful sorts of things that can and do happen to travelers, but mostly these will not happen to you. But if they do, you may get to experience real, raw fear including sometimes even fear for your very own life. These are very unsettling occasions that pop up now and again in your travels. 

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.

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

Finally, some important helpful travel tips to enable you to travel more safely and securely appear in Appendix 1 at the back of this book.

DISCLAIMER 

Please know that some stories in the True Travel Tales series 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 toward a mature adult audience. Yet, some material ought to be communicated clearly and responsibly to younger and relatively inexperienced travelers who could benefit by knowing how to travel more safely and securely.

No story in the series is meant to depict any country, people, 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 relevant books in the True Travel Tales series depending on the countries and subject matter covered where appropriate.

STATEMENT

The stories shared in this volume as far as I know are all true, whether told to me by the persons who experienced these instances of danger or injury to themselves or whether their deaths have been related to me by others.

Some tales told in this book are not intended as entertainment at all but rather are meant to be informative. Some stories, indeed, are about deadly serious and dangerous situations. Their purpose is to inform travelers, what can and does happen at times to people during their travels.

These stories, however unpleasant and unpalatable as some may be MUST be told. Someone needs to address the horrid things that do occasionally happen (and more often than one would like to think) to travelers. And it is exactly for this reason that I have taken it upon myself as my own personal responsibility.

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

It is with this caveat and warning that a portion of stories that may involve more graphic material involving sickness, injury, or death, may have, therefore, the following note appear at the outset of the story:

[Note: some graphic material. Reader discretion is advised.]

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

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

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

Finally,

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

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

Again, no story in the series is meant to depict any country, people, race, culture, religion, or gender in any negative light. Good and bad things can and do happen anywhere and to anyone.
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Michael Linden’s Very Bad Day
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How He Nearly Lost Three of His Nine Lives

***
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Told to me by my good friend, Michael Linden. I should have died three times in 1969 in the Transvaal, South Africa, all on the very same weekend on safari. But fortunately, I didn’t. And to make matters much worse, you must know this: the odds of my surviving such a ludicrous safari were greatly reduced by one important thing — I am blind in one eye. 

Michael L: To author Michael: You have depth of field — or I should say — three-dimensional vision... 3-D vision, so to speak. I live a life of 2-D. Imagine that. You live in a world that has length, width, and depth — a three-dimensional planet. I might as well live in a flat world. But I don’t; I live in yours. 

This is about the day I nearly died three times. You call me a “nine-lives traveler.” I can relate to that. Well, I’ll tell you about how I nearly used up three of my nine lives all at practically the same time 

I truly should have died three times all on the very same weekend safari. But I didn’t. And to make matters much, much worse, you must know this: the odds of my surviving such a ludicrous safari were greatly reduced by one important thing — I am blind in one eye. 

A Crazy Stupit Scoundrel Goes on Safari is not at all an apropos title to this story. Rather, maybe it should be read more like: An absolute crazy fool cheats death three times in one safari. That would be more like it 

Three friends and I decided to go on our own makeshift safari for a weekend. This was like in the middle of the northern Transvaal, a wilderness area of South Africa. If you lived in South Africa at the time as I did, this is the sort of thing you would do: you had the beautiful, wild alluring African wilderness right at your disposal.

This was just south of Northern Rhodesia, as it was called in those days. Now it’s called “Zimbabwe.” And it'd be just about 20 miles out to the border. 

And I tell you it was literally out in the middle of nowhere. And so, on this one weekend, we chose to go camping in this one private wilderness area, where there was game within a vast fenced-in area of, you know, hundreds of thousands of acres.

Author Michael: Did you think there might be some animals around to see?

Michael L: We knew there were animals because that's part of being in Africa. Give me a break. Are you kidding me?

Nearly Losing Life #1: The Lion

The Early Morning

Michael L: I was sleeping in my tent. And then suddenly I smelled this absolutely awful, horrendous, horrible smell, which, no doubt, woke me up. I woke up with a start in the tent to find this huge maned male lion literally standing over me, sniffing my face. No wonder the awful smell; it was the lion’s bad, bad breath.

I instinctively bumped him on the nose with my closed fist. And he sort of jumped back and snorted and backed right out of the tent. I should say, rather, I punched him with all my might in the nose, which was certainly a deed of both first and last resort. 

That it was a first and last resort at once was easy for me to say: it was my only option. There was absolutely nothing else to do. And thank God I did the only thing I could really possibly do at the time, and fortunately, it worked. There by the grace of God went I. Scratch one of my nine lives off the list.

Auth Michael: Were you scared?

Michael L: Was I scared? Oh, yeah. Of course. To say I was scared was an understatement. Can you imagine it?

But here’s what’s interesting only after the fact. You never are so scared when the event is first happening, but how you react afterward is very telling. I literally began pissing and sh*ting myself, and my knees were knocking afterward. 

Auth Michael: How did the lion get in there in the first place? 

Michael L: Aha. I must have left the tent unzipped. My other three companions had zipped theirs.

So, anyway, that was the morning. The day was off to an absolutely very good start: almost losing my life in the first place. However, I had yet to nearly expend two more of my nine lives later on that day. We were certainly getting our money’s worth 

Auth Michael: All right, so you're now out in the bush. What’s next?

Nearly Losing Life #2: The Waterfall

Mid-Morning

So anyway, we decided after the lion incident to do the next thing on our agenda, to visit the waterfall. One of the reasons we were there in the first place was to go and see this beautiful waterfall and climb it to the top. So this was like a three to three-and-a-half-mile hike from our campsite. And to get to the waterfall, we had to traverse a section of river. And this being the dry season, there was very little and almost no water at all in it. So we're walking along the river’s edge but dipping into and out of some shallow areas and crossing some rivulets, and so on. 

And the waterfall itself, once we got to it, had very little water coming over it. Like I say, in the river itself were many huge rocks and puddles and pools of water, stuff like this. But this being Africa, you know, whatever sort of water there was we needed to get through it.

And by the time you’ve done half a mile or so, you’ve already collected about 20 to 30 disgusting blood-sucking leeches clinging to you. So you'd periodically have to stop and go through the ritual of putting burning cigarettes near the heads of the leeches to get them to let go. It’s really disgusting; leeches really are. Yeah, they’re just really gross, but it’s all part of the adventure, I guess. 

Auth Michael: Did you already feel weary and spent at all walking through there and having to deal with this? 

Michael L: Well, truth be told, we were not all that well-prepared in the first place. We were weekend safari-goers at that, weekend warriors, you might say. We weren’t armed, and we weren’t all that properly prepared or equipped for the occasion. 

Let me put it to you this way: We were all basically wearing shorts and tennis shoes. And that was about it. We’re not armed either. And there's malaria all over the place as are deadly tsetse flies, but you're just hiking as you would probably in the States — totally unprepared. No joke 

If you lived in Africa as I did, you know, you just lived there and you didn’t worry about that kind of crap. You know, it's just the normal. You didn’t sweat the small stuff. It’s all very stupid, but we were young, careless, and stupid. What more can I say?

It must have taken us probably about an hour to an hour and a half to get from the campsite to where the waterfall was. And when you got to the bottom of the waterfall and looked up... holy sh*t. It was maybe like 300 feet up, something like that 

And, of course, that’s just it: we’re there to climb this sucker. So up we go. And you know, I’m the least common denominator. I am slipping and sliding side-to-side, and me one-eyed at that 

I’m now going to the other guys, “Oh, you guys go ahead... Go right ahead of me.”

And, of course, I'm trailing behind them — the last one in line trailing behind them. I am what you could say, a liability, the weakest link, so to speak, and definitely to say the least 

Okay, okay... so I get about halfway up the waterfall, and I have to get across a little part of the rock face of the wall. Easy for the others to do what with their normal stereo-vision, but not so for me. The trouble is, I can't really move forward or backward. I’m kind of stuck. And, to say the least, I’m literally frozen with fear. There’s a crevice I have to cross to catch up with them, and I couldn't. I simply froze. I couldn't move. 

That's terrifying. I’m up to about halfway, about 150-200 feet up from the bottom, and down about the same distance from the top. So what to do?

Auth Michael: So, basically, what were you thinking when you found yourself caught between a rock and a hard place, literally?

Michael L: I was thinking, This is it. I’m thinking, I just may have to give up my real life, (not to speak of having to give up one of my so-called “nine lives ”). My God, I’ve chanced fate already at least twice on this trip. What are my chances a third time?

I'm screwed. And I don't know what I'm going to do. Go back down? We hadn’t any rope. For fu*k sake, all I had, you know, was a pair of tennis shoes and my shorts on. This sucked. I’m thinking, I’m frozen in place: I can't go back down, and I can't go forward. Whose idea was this, anyway?

It wasn’t as if my life flashed before me. No, no, I didn't have any flashback like that. Not quite yet 

What happened was one of the other guys came back for me. He came back down and worked it over with me so that I could kind of jump over a crevice, and he’d catch me in the process. Can you believe that? It came to that. He studied the situation, and he studied me, he looked back and forth in contemplation. And he figured it all out, FORTUNATELY. And then I was okay. So that was the second time I nearly bought it one day. 

Auth Michael: Now, before in your life, had you ever come any closer than this to maybe dying? Maybe dying twice in one day? (Other than, of course, the lion of earlier this morning.)

Michael L: No, probably not. I don’t think so. I mean, that was so terrifying. But you know, I had to go on, man... to get to the top of this waterfall. And this guy came back down to get me: I grabbed his arm; he grabbed mine; I jumped. He guided me and steadied me, and we got to the top all right, by the skin of my chinny chin chin 

Auth Michael: Is it fair to say he saved your life?

Michael L: Oh, my God, yeah. No doubt about it 

Auth Michael: What was that feeling like to get topside?

Michael L: Jeez... a great, great relief. You just cannot imagine. It was all very cosmic in a way.

Auth Michael: Did you look up and see you still had some more distance to cover? 

Michael L: Oh, yeah. I knew there was still some distance to go that was still ahead of me, you know, and there was no guarantee that it wouldn't happen all over again. But thankfully, it didn't. And, of course, I couldn’t look down. No way. But here's the kicker. 

When we finally got to the top, what was really interesting — and what we all thought was funny as hell — was the irony of it all. Being as dangerous as it all was and being as unprepared as we were — it was all so ludicrous. I mean, seriously, I (and maybe the others) could very easily have even lost our lives to either one or two potentially very dangerous events. It was ludicrous that we were so unprepared for what we were undertaking.

And, even though I very, very nearly could have died twice, and we finally made it to the top, there was a funny irony to it all. It was funny as hell, and we had to laugh. The whole irony of it all resulted in an exhilarating comic relief of sorts. 

I mean I could have literally died twice, so far, on the same day. What can be funnier than that? It was funny in a way, but it was quite serious, just the same. And I’ll tell you what: That was not the last time, either, that I could have lost my life on that day 

When we finally got to the top, it was this flattish sort of a rocky mesa with some brush but not much else, which was right by the river at the top from where the waterfall tumbled down from. All the rocks and ledges and scary twists and turns to get up there, and suddenly there's this huge flat mesa up here at the top. What a relief. But don’t rest quite yet: we are not done — not quite yet. 

There is still Life #3 for me to possibly lose 

Nearly Losing Life #3: Finally, the Top 

Later Morning

We see these little black lumpy piles scattered all about. At first look, we have absolutely NO idea what these were, these black, lumpy pile-lettes. And suddenly, in a flash, it’s all quite clear: these are baboon turds. These are the piles of baboon sh*t, no less. And these are scattered all about, maybe as if even having been placed. As some sort of territorial markings, no less. 

It’s not that baboons simply randomly squatted here and there, leaving these in place every which way. Rather, these droppings might have even been purposively scattered all about with a single distinct purpose in the baboon mind — to mark a territory 

Well, it IS a baboon turd after all. I’m thinking. And these are their territorial markings. And let me tell you: you just don’t wantonly simply wander into a baboon territory. There just might be a price to pay 

Except this: for us, the top of this mesa is our only choice — the only choice we had was to enter into the baboons’ territory. And that’s it. Who knew? So, here we are once more, at death’s door yet again 

Behind us, we struggled our way up and through not one but several, maybe, of death’s doors, and here we are at yet another one. And there’s NO turning back, either. What to do?

Well, okay, where there are baboon turds, shouldn’t we expect that there may also be baboons in the vicinity? Seems reasonable, huh? And suddenly, there's a rustling over there in the brush. 

And this massive baboon comes out and looks at us, right? Looking as if he’s saying something to the effect, “What the fu*k? Who the fu*k do you think you are, standing in the middle of my territory?”

You know, they have to act submissively to one another, the baboons. Okay, with gorillas, maybe you have to act dominant. Who knows? But with baboons maybe you need to act submissively. I mean who knew? Certainly least of all, not we 

Okay. Or so maybe you’d bound for a tree — and that’s is just it — if there WAS one. There wasn’t. Of course, there wasn’t. Or maybe you’d lee[ your hands close to your body and just stand perfectly still, and so on, so as, you know, not to appear threatening, right? And so the four of us try to look sort of like submissive bastards. It’s all very ludicrous if you can imagine the scene.

However, this son-of-a-bitch keeps advancing toward ME, not US, and it’s starting to get really, really uncomfortable. I decide, somehow, in the shuffle, to turn sideways. I don’t know quite why I did that. I’d like to think a little voice inside my head would’ve shouted something like, “Turn sideways, you idiot ”

And just as if on cue, as I am turning sideways, at that very instant this baboon simply leaps up at me at a full running clip — and wouldn’t you know it — my foot lands squarely on edge of one of his turds and I slip and fall. Seriously, I slip. And you know how fast you can go down when you slip?

Picture this all in slow motion now: just as I slip, just as the baboon is lunging at me, he sails right over me, right over my head, and right over the edge of the cliff. I kid you not 

Auth Michael: You said there was an ironic twist. Was this the irony? How did you feel at that instant, Michael? At that very instant when he sailed right over your head? 

Michael L: Well, I was in pure disbelief. All four of us doubled over with laughter at the irony of this. That there was yet another threat and the unbelievable outcome of it all. We peeked over the edge. And way, way down at the bottom of this huge cliff, we see the shape of this baboon splayed over, lying motionless on a rocky ledge at the bottom of the falls. I mean, let’s face it: no doubt; he’s got to be dead, pure and simple. Nothing could survive that fall. But the story isn't over yet. 

Auth Michael: What's that feeling like seeing the baboon lying motionless at the bottom of the falls? 

Michael L: There’s no question that had the baboon had gotten to me, I would have been finished by now, pure and simple. I would have been the one lying at the bottom of the cliff, not the baboon 

But anyway, we still had to wend our way back down to the bottom. Thank God there was a more navigable path to take. And we had yet to return to the campsite before dark. 

Now get this: when we get to the bottom where the baboon landed on the rocks, the baboon is nowhere to be seen. He was obviously alive, and, no doubt, very, very pissed off, one would think. We had no idea where he was. And we never saw him again. Maybe some predator had already retrieved him.

Once down there, three German hikers came by. They'd been hiking along the river bed just as we had done. However, with this one difference: they had ropes, pylons, axes, and the like. In other words, they were prepared 

And now they were standing at the bottom, looking up at this thing, contemplating their next move. And, of course, they knew nothing of that baboon fecal matter that had gone on before they got there. And so they didn't know quite what to expect. 

But these Germans are looking like they belong here. We look at them, and we see they're going up. And they look at us to gauge our reactions: “Too dangerous?” 

And we say, “No, no ” 

We don't think so. Too dangerous? Nah. We did it with NO equipment, whatsoever. (And I nearly lost my life, not once, not twice, but considering the episode with the lion, almost three times )

Of course, we said absolutely nothing of any of that. These guys had all the equipment. A piece of cake 

Sadly, Michael Linden has passed on from this material life. He would have much appreciated seeing his story right here. We talk about Michael almost having lost his life three times in that one day. We laugh in his honor. We celebrate Michael’s life fully lived. And then we move on to other subjects. It’s all too easy to say, “Oh, that's the way Michael would have wanted to go ” 

At least that’s what we’d say, although we never really ever quite believed it 
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Dancing with Tigers

[image: ]




Looking for Tigers in All the Wrong Places

***
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If looking for lions in all the wrong places in Zambia, East Africa is not bad enough, and canoeing on the Zambezi River in Zimbabwe with hippos is not at all prudent, what about looking for tigers in all the wrong places in two Nepalese national parks jungles?

Looking for Tigers Part 1

By Author Michael. In Royal Bardiya National Park, Nepal in 1993. If looking for lions in Zambia in all the wrong places is not bad enough, and canoeing on the Zambezi River in Zimbabwe is not all that prudent, then it was repeated somewhat worse in Nepal. Fool me once or twice, and I still feel that I am the ‘Adventurer.’ But fool me a third time, and there's no excuse: I am, indeed, now the ‘Fool ’

Not one necessarily to take people at their word that they are ‘guides,’ it is, perhaps, excusable once or twice to be over-trusting of local authorities. But when you put your life in the hands of people who maybe you should not trust at all... or you think maybe should know better, you may still think and say, But what choice do I really have? And you would be correct. 

It's hard to doubt the sincerity of well-meaning, and maybe even self-denoted ‘wilderness guides’ and rangers, and so you do the right thing: for better or for worse you go right along with the program, anyway, just the same 

Being the only guest in one part of the Nepalese Royal Bardiya National Park on the first night — a couple was expected the next day — it was deemed that I would go on a guided walk, this time, looking for tigers, no less. 

I was extremely dubious about doing this in the first place, for the guard was not even armed. I wanted to ask him, Well, what do we do if we encounter one (a tiger) while we are on our walk? 

I did not ask, however, for fear that I do not think I would have liked the answer 

And so, we begin our walk deep into the National Park as if merely innocuously and casually looking for birds, flowers, exotic plants, and maybe even deer were all in order.

But TIGERS? I am distinctly ill at ease about doing this. Oh, I suppose they are just as afraid of you as you are of them if that is any consolation at all.

As a matter of fact, we even turn to look into caves and explore rock formations to see if any tigers just happen to be there. It’s all so casual. Perhaps the guard has secret knowledge that a tiger will never, ever allow us to surprise it. And, oh so, fortunately, there are none around 

A Tiger in the Road 

Distinctly relieved that we are now about to return to camp, we now set upon the main road back to the camp. On the way, however, a couple of other park rangers intercept us and eagerly approach, cautioning us to stop and be very quiet. (They do the equivalent in Nepalese words and gestures, of “shush ”)

We hold steady, and our eyes follow the cues of the others that lead our vision to waaay down the road, where amazingly, the largest tiger I have EVER seen in captivity appears to straddle the road with its entire length. STRADDLE the road even? I feel unbelievably vulnerable, although, as of yet, the magnificent creature is still quite a ways away. 

None of the others seems particularly concerned — and for the life of me, I do not know why. I suspect that if the tiger chooses to come our way, they (the park rangers) will all scuttle up some trees, maybe leaving me in the lurch. What about me? I am wondering.

Fortunately, that does not happen. The tiger disappears, and we continue our way back to camp. The next morning, we see fresh tiger paw prints in the sand on the camp path that had been freshly raked the night before for the sole purpose of determining if a tiger came through the camp or not during the night. 

That night one did. And on the following day, on elephant back, we saw yet another tiger in the dense undergrowth.

It is NOT advisable, in my humble opinion, to look for lions on foot in Africa or do a similar dance with tigers in Asia. Walking unarmed to tigers is something that I truly did not understand as well as looking for tigers in caves, and so on. What was the sense of all that? Exciting, yes, but dangerous as well.

I think my point is well taken when you especially see Americans who appear maybe to be too gullible and trusting for their own good.

Looking for Tigers Part 2

By Tom Tom Frantz. In Royal Chitwan National Park, Nepal in 1986

Author Michael: Your exploration into a wild jungle can mean so much more than simply searching for and spotting wildlife; it can also mean coming to terms with yourself and maybe even having an epiphany in a way that may just surprise you 

Take fear, for instance. What if, in a moment of abject terror for everyone else, you, instead, discover that the primal threat to your own sense of well-being is not quite the fear you thought it would be, but something much more central to the core of your being that suddenly roars into an epiphany that helps even to save your life?

Tom Tom: Huh?

Michael: What if it turns out that while dancing with tigers, while on an innocent-enough Nepalese safari, one that occasionally is mocked by a jokester, a moment of fear unlocks for you by way of an epiphany the sudden realization about yourself that acts at one and the same time as the proper key to your very own survival?

Make any sense? 

Do you undergo an instant understanding of yourself that suddenly puts your life into a new perspective, into the right mental space, to serve you well and to provide you with your own ticket to survival?

It’s one thing that the other members of your safari tour stand momentarily frozen in fear and then run blindly and wildly along with the ‘herd’ in order to escape. 

But for you, it’s another thing altogether that you gather your wits about you and move confidently away from the danger at your own reasoned pace and in accordance with your own particular modicum of survival.


President, Franklin D. Roosevelt, once put it this way, “The only thing we have to fear is fear itself ” 



And for you, this translates into coming to terms with yourself. And this rings especially true when you learn that one big life lesson during a truly life-threatening bejesus, no-joke moment, where your key to survival is to understand the basis of your fear and then act accordingly to save yourself.

It’s a lesson that perhaps only a few of us truly can ever get to learn 

So then, Dancing with Tigers, (Part 2) here in this story is partially a study in and of itself of fear. 

Recall an earlier initial sense of fear that you held while eye-to-eye with another critter in the jungle — an initial moment of fear perhaps more than you have felt before — that you now, while in the midst of it, not only grasp the meaning of “fight or flight,” but begin to act coolly and rationally on it in just the right way that you experience a precursor to saving your life not that much later 

And I’m not even talking yet about the tigers. In this case, I’m talking about a very menacing Burmese python that you came face-to-face with.

Let’s unwind this story where it will all come clear.

Tom Tom: I was on the border of Nepal and India in May 1986, on my way around the world. I was 25 years old and had just made a movie in Hollywood that I made some money on enough to pay for my around-the-world adventure. 

I’d rather not say the name of the movie; let’s just say that it’s on the list of the top ten worst movies of all time. (Laughs.) I co-produced it a little before the start of my round-the-world journey. 

First, I went to Australia, then on to Thailand. I tried to go to Vietnam, but they wouldn’t let me in because it was still too early for tourists to go there so soon after the Vietnam war.

I eventually decided to go to Kathmandu, where I first heard about this tiger place you could go see. It was the Royal Chitwan National Park, and I went to a place there called “Tiger Tops,” a very famous place. 

Joker John

I ran into an American guy on the flight to Nepal who could be characterized as being a joker of sorts. Let’s call him for want of a better term, Joker John 

You never know, but sometimes you get tied in with another person on a trip, and the whole thing for the other guy becomes a joke of sorts, where he seems to take nothing seriously; but for you, it is nothing less than part and parcel of a soon-to-be-evolving life lesson. 

For instance, he thought maybe there’d be tigers kind of displayed in some sort of a controlled way or setting — a la a Disneyland-esque theme park or something like that — like in a zoo or an animal theme park of sorts.

And then we find out that it just might be that we won’t likely see any tigers at all. 

Is This Some Kind of a Joke? 

When we landed on a rock-strewn runway, little kids, believe it or not, were running about everywhere as if out there playing a game of chicken with the airplane itself. It was a hard introduction for Joker John to ease himself into what will soon turn into quite the serious scene. 

At least not yet 

The pilot has landed in a dirt field, and then we were taken by an old Land Cruiser type of vehicle across a couple of rivers even. And then we hiked to our base camp part of the way. 

In this setting, I recall being the last person in the line, where I’m usually the first one. But for some reason at this point in my trip, I liked and sought to be last. 

Michael: Why do you suppose that was? 

Tom Tom: Well, for two reasons, mainly.

First, my thinking was that you get a better perspective of things when you’re the last person. You’ve got a hint of privacy, what with the quiet and solemnity of sorts behind you.

This was a lesson I learned from maybe a couple of years before when I always wanted to be the first person in line on a hike or the first person to arrive at the top of the mountain. 

But this time, it seemed like I was experimenting with being last for some reason.

Michael: You said your traveling companion liked to joke and mess around and not take things very seriously, and things like that. Can you give me an example of how he was or what he did or what he said?

Tom Tom: Ah, the second reason. Well, he was also a producer of a famous TV show in Hollywood (which I’d rather not name here). And that fueled my basic connection with him. He was always saying silly things like, “I wonder if we’re ever going to see ‘Tony the Tiger,’ and so on.”

And regarding the Nepalese music that might play, say, during a meal, he’d say, “I hope we can pay them to stop playing that awful music ” 

So he had a darker sense of humor than I had, but somehow or another we had a sort of strange chemistry with each other, you know, and he could be very tiring.

Interestingly, you know, Joker John resembled in part the sort of people I gravitated toward while growing up. More on that later.

But his attitude was soon to change radically after some very serious things happened. 

So, while this Nepalese jungle journey was soon to open up life lessons for me, it was also to have a similar effect on Joker John. 

Both he and I would soon face our demons.

I felt too American, in a way. I felt kind of embarrassed at times. I remember going along being his buddy but feeling really embarrassed at times because he’d be cracking off-putting or inappropriate jokes, you know.

An initial Life-Lesson

My First No-Joke Moment 

On one of our days there, I saw a Burmese python snake cross the trail behind me because, as I say, I was the last person. And, my God, it was longer even than the width of the trail. And the trail was at least 12-14 feet wide. I’m pretty good with size, distance, and so on. 

And the snake was like as fat as my leg; It was a darned big snake 

I remember watching it slither across, and then I kind of reached out and touched it. And instantly and suddenly, the jungle became very real to me instead of this all being some kind of big Joker John joking matter. Joker John at this point was way ahead of me, maybe some 100 yards or so.

Michael: Did you distance yourself from him at all, so to speak? 

Tom Tom: (Laughs.) Like I was saying, that, in so many words, was exactly what I was doing. Only I didn’t quite realize it yet. 

In fact, I was distancing myself thinking, I will see more that way, but in retrospect, it might just have had more to do with my distancing myself from Joker John, per se, I think.

So, I reach into the jungle a bit, and I’m actually trying to touch the snake’s tail.

Suddenly, he rears his momentous head nearly all the way back to right where I am. And here is this big Burmese python head momentarily eye-to-eye with me aimed and cocked right at my hand, only inches away. Fortunately, I am able to yank my hand back, thank God. And maybe only barely 

Michael: It didn’t like it one bit, huh?

Tom Tom: Oh, no. No, not at all. And it let me know in no uncertain terms 
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