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FOR OVER FIVE DECADES, I have been pursuing my passion, which Germans call Wanderlust (a strong desire to travel). In fact, whenever describing my travels in a German-speaking country or meeting German-speaking people, I enjoy saying the following sentence: Ich fürchte, dass ich eine unheilbare Krankheit habe, die Wanderlust heisst. (I'm afraid that I have an incurable disease which is called Wanderlust). The person who hears that statement instantly reacts similarly: a big smile and usually a hearty laugh. As I wrote this 15th travel book of my travel adventures, that Wanderlust flowed throughout my body and mind; it is my "blood relative," who accompanies me wherever I wander.

People often ask me, "How do you decide where to travel?" My answer to that common question never varies: I simply look at a map of the world and let my curiosity guide me, thinking: I've never been to that country or place. I wonder what it looks like. How does it feel to be there? What are the people like? What does their language sound like? What are their beliefs, their religion, their customs, and their traditions? How do they dress? How do they earn a living? Do they speak English? What do they think of the United States, our president, and Americans? 

Meeting people around the world is part of my Wanderlust, which dwells within my raison d'être (reason for being). One of my favorite quotes is: "Live as if you were to die tomorrow. Learn as if you were to live forever," written by Mahatma Gandhi. This is a natural law of the universe. I travel because I'm curious because I enjoy learning. Perhaps that is why I've spent over twelve years attending various colleges and universities, and why I read about a wide variety of subjects, always nourishing my mind and influencing my thoughts and writing.

During my travels, instead of spending time scurrying around towns and cities to visit churches, historic buildings, art galleries, museums, markets, ruins, and "must-see" places, I often prefer to experience the joy of simply observing the world around me: workers repairing a playground in Germany, fishermen bringing in their day's catch in India, an elderly woman sweeping the entrance of her home in Indonesia, children returning home from school in Namibia, and a young father playing with his little daughter in Fiji. For me, these are special, magical travel moments requiring only my curiosity, patience, and time. 

Of course, I enjoy seeing the "must-see" sights, but they seem secondary, or at least less satisfying than life's simpler things: solitude, fresh air, sunny skies, a quiet-flowing river, bird songs, lush green meadows with bright yellow flowers, and tranquility－one of the most beautiful words in the English language. At the end of the road, at the end of the day, at the end of life, I am grateful for the Wanderlust that flows so freely through my body and mind.

Over the years, some people have asked me, "If you don't mind my asking, how do you finance your travels?" Answering this common question never upsets me, because those folks are naturally curious, and, after all, curiosity is the fundamental reason that inspires me to travel the world. Like many Americans my age, I have several income streams including Social Security, a small pension, and some investments. Naturally, I also earn a modest sum from the sales of my Spanish-language textbooks and travel adventure books.

Recently, one of my best friends, informed me that he is currently gathering information to include in his fourth book, tentatively entitled The Seven Deadly Sins of Investing. Today, as I strolled along the wide walkway paralleling the quiet shore of Ajaccio and leading to a string of pretty seaside hotels, I jotted down some notes concerning some investing "sins" that I have committed to during my many years of tapping into the stock market. I began investing in mutual funds, mainly to take advantage of their excellent diversification (also known as allocation). Most of the funds did well, and I was able to save enough money so that, come retirement, I would have both the time and the financial means to travel－one of my greatest passions in life. I began slowly, poco a poco (little by little), as reflected in the title of one of my best-selling Spanish-language textbooks. Based on my extensive research, I invested in two well-known companies that seemed to be doing well: Johnson & Johnson and Starbucks. 

Over several years, these investments grew into a lucrative income stream, and eventually, I decided to invest in the stock of other companies in which I earned income and lost some of it along the way, thereby learning from my investment "sins," which I list and expound upon below. 

In my opinion, the deadliest "sin" of investing is, without doubt, greed－the sensation of wanting more and more money and wanting it ALL right now－or as soon as possible. But haste often makes waste and plenty of mistakes, as many investors can testify from their personal experience. Such errors can easily lead to significant financial loss and bankruptcy, among other unpleasant maladies and circumstances such as anxiety, depression, poverty, and even suicide. 

The second greatest investing "sin" is fear－a mighty powerful emotion that can result in varied adverse consequences, especially when selling stocks that are on a downward trend－to avoid further loss. However, fear of loss can be tempered with optimistic caution stemming from the virtue of patience.

Impatience, therefore, qualifies as a serious negative factor or "sin," if you will. Being over-anxious during a falling or a rising stock market must be tempered by calm patience plus a good dose of investing experience.

Lack of diversification of invested funds can be a detriment to a portfolio because putting all one's eggs into a single basket is a very high-risk decision that may well result in significant financial loss.

Lack of sufficient research can also wreak havoc with a portfolio because it represents the investor's lack of knowledge about a particular company's goals, history, and success. Therefore, a prospective investor must be fully informed of a company's background before investing in the future of that business' future－as well as in one's personal future. Caveat emptor! (Buyer beware!)

Many investors fail, and therefore "sin," when they pursue and spend their hard-earned money on so-called hot stocks," advertised, for example, in such announcements as "Invest in stock ABC, and it will make you rich!" Such nonsensical statements are often shouted by salespeople who know little or nothing about wise investing. They simply want to make a quick buck by taking advantage of inexperienced newcomers who are green behind the ears, eager to take a gamble on becoming wealthy overnight. Often, the consequences of taking such dubious advice are dismal failure and loss of invested monies.

Finally, over trusting the advice of so-called "experts" such as brokers, analysts, and fund managers is a risky strategy for investing wisely in the stock market. An investor must remember that stockbrokers, for example, receive an up-front commission without providing the investor any guarantee whatsoever of earning a single cent.

Perhaps there are many more "deadly sins of investing," but my foregoing comments reflect my personal ones. Based on my experience of many years of investing in the stock market, my best advice to any investor is: "Tread very carefully, or you may be trodden upon."
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FOR MY INITIAL FLIGHT on this two-month trip, I did not reserve a seat because the airline company charged an exorbitant fee for doing so. Consequently, at the airport check-in counter, I received an undesirable middle seat assignment between an overweight gentleman on my left sitting in an aisle seat, and a young German woman on my right, who had snagged a coveted window seat at an extra cost, of course. At nearly six feet tall, I settled in for a cramped 9-hour, 10-minute Lufthansa flight from Seattle, Washington, to Frankfurt, Germany.

At the Frankfurt Airport, I waited five hours for a two-hour flight to Cagliari, a large city on the southern end of the Italian island of Sardinia. At that modern airport, nearly all the passengers on my flight claimed their luggage, but my suitcase was missing. However, an airline representative there told me that because the suitcase was transferred directly from my Seattle flight to the Sardinia one, I must pick it up on the carousel in the adjoining international luggage room, where I happily located it. 

In the airport Arrivals area, I met Massimiliano, my young driver, who held a small Smartpad with my last name printed on its screen. He didn't speak English, so I switched to my poor, but hopefully understandable Italian. Over fifty years ago, I studied that language for two semesters at the University of Wisconsin-Milwaukee. But I managed to remember some of it, partially because Italian is closely related to Spanish, which I speak fluently.

In the airport terminal, I also met Peter, a tall, muscular, and very fit, middle-aged Australian, who would join me and others on an Explore Worldwide bicycle tour of southwestern Sardinia. Peter had been traveling in the Czech Republic and had just arrived in Cagliari from Prague. As we left the terminal, Mother Nature greeted us with a chilly temperature of 45 degrees Fahrenheit and a fierce 25-mile-per-hour wind, which made it feel even colder. 

"At this time of year, the normal temperature is at least twice as warm as now, about 20 to 25 degrees Centigrade (68-77 degrees Fahrenheit). But it's usually windy here on Sardinia," Massimiliano said. 

He drove us for 1.5 hours through a pastoral countryside of rolling green hills dotted with many grazing sheep. The short picturesque drive allowed me to become acquainted with Peter, and to practice my Italian with our driver. We arrived at our overnight lodging called Agriturismo Rocce Bianche (White Rocks Tourist Farm), situated a few miles outside of Arbus, a town known locally for the production of the Arburese knife. 

At the Agriturismo, we met Fabio, our tour leader, a short 42-year-old extremely fit fellow from Sicily. We also met Rose from South Africa, and Danny from England－both physically fit and younger than me. (At 75 years old, I was the oldest person in the group). Peter and I would be roommates, and the other six bicyclists in our group had rooms to themselves. Apparently, Peter and I had booked the tour late, and single rooms were no longer available.

We joined our new acquaintances for dinner. Because I wasn't hungry, and the meal cost an astounding US $28, I ate only one olive and a slice of cake on the house, and drank several glasses of water. That night, I was so exhausted from traveling many hours through nine time zones that I fell asleep immediately and slept well.

At breakfast the next morning, I met the other three members of my bicycle group, who had arrived late in the night: Tony, Mike, and Terry, all 70-year-old physically-fit gentleman friends from England. The eight of us enjoyed a large selection of pastries, four kinds of cereal, hard-boiled eggs, various breads, yogurt, cheese, coffee, tea, juice, and milk. Afterward, Fabio briefed us on our entire bicycling route.

We received our rental bicycles, which were all the same brand and color (black with green trim), but in different sizes to fit its intended rider. Attached to the left side of each 30-speed hybrid bike was a large yellow and black waterproof pannier, plus a small black handbag between the handlebars. A cyclometer and a water bottle holder completed the accessories. After my fellow cyclists and I made a few adjustments on our bicycles, we were ready to begin our tour.

Our first ride began along a road through a cork oak forest to the town of Arbus. We stopped there for a rest break, then continued cycling along a wild, scenic Mediterranean and partially-forested route, and finally, we coasted downhill to the sea. Yesterday's unpleasant weather hadn't changed much: a temperature of 45 degrees Fahrenheit and a 30-mile-per-hour wind made pedaling up and down many hills and mountains a miserable experience. Although I wore warm clothes, I felt chilly all day. The road was paved with asphalt most of the way, but long stretches of hard-packed gravel with many potholes required careful cycling, especially on the many steep downhill runs.

Sardinia is a beautiful mountainous island, but I couldn't enjoy seeing much of it. From time to time, I could only glance over the edge of the road to view them. I had to keep my eyes glued to the road and hold onto my handlebars tightly because one slip-up could have resulted in disaster. As I pedaled with all my might, I thought that the very narrow roads on Sardinia seemed fine for small cars. But not so for large vehicles, which occasionally frightened me as they sped in my direction. Fortunately, most of the roads bore little traffic, especially on the side roads.

In a small town, we stopped for a rest break, always a welcomed treat on this tour. At a snack bar, my fellow cycling companions ordered cappuccinos or lattes, but I decided to drink just plain water. Beverages in Italy cost almost three times more than in the United States. After the break, we pedaled up such a long steep climb out of town that my aching legs nearly collapsed. I was becoming tired quickly, but I kept pedaling to the best of my physical and mental ability. I hoped that my cycling companions wouldn't consider me a wimp, although they may have quietly thought and said so among themselves.

We rode along the coast with the Mediterranean Sea on our right, and soon made a short deviation in our route, which took us to one of the most extended desert areas in Europe: Piscinas Beach. Later, we cycled uphill through the almost abandoned mining village of Ingurtosu on our way back to Arbus. It was an extremely challenging ride because of the chilly temperatures, the horrific wind, and the very steep hills. My legs continued to scream with tremendous pain, but I continued spinning my pedals without complaining.

At one point, we easily rode across a shallow stream. I removed my shoes and socks, rolled up my pants legs, and cheerfully pushed my bike to the other side. Fortunately, the water wasn't too cold; in fact, it had a somewhat soothing effect on my feet and legs. Our second driver, coincidentally named Massimiliano, arrived in a van on the other side of the river, where he awaited us.

For a few miles, I cycled along a fairly flat road, but soon it became rather steep. Feeling greatly fatigued, I decided to ride in the van. Massimiliano hoisted my bike to the van's roof, secured it well, and drove us both to our overnight accommodation: Agriturismo Sa Rocche Bianche (White Rocks Tourist Farm). Gratefully, I was able to avoid cycling a 2.5-mile very steep section of road with 1,250 feet of ascent. The other group members zipped up that road at a fast pace, leaving me quite content in the comfortable van as I rested my body. As we neared the Agriturismo, Massimiliano suddenly stopped when he saw a car that apparently had just crossed the narrow road and landed on its side in a ditch. The accident must have occurred only a few minutes before we had arrived there. According to Massimiliano, who spoke with the driver, the incident happened when the driver became distracted for a few seconds, then suddenly skidded off the road.

At the Agriturismo, Peter and I cycled to our cozy bungalow, parked them outside, and settled in for the evening. I washed out my sweaty clothes, hoping that they would dry by morning. That evening, dinner consisted of local Sardinian fare including many items that I didn't like, such as pickled onions, thick slices of salami, and especially roasted rabbit, whose appearance disgusted me. However, I did enjoy the tasty aubergine pizza and the juicy home-grown tomatoes. Happily, I hit the sack immediately after dinner. The day's cycling distance was about 35 miles with 4,000 feet in total accumulated ascent and descent.

In the morning, yesterday's chilly temperatures and strong winds remained with us, but later Mother Nature blessed us when the sun peeked out a bit. We loaded our luggage into a large van, which Massimiliano drove to our next overnight stop. The day's cycling was almost as challenging as yesterday's ride, although it began with some enjoyable downhill runs. However, one ascent was so tough that I managed to ride it only part way before Massimiliano gave me a lift to our overnight accommodation, Sa Rocca (The Rock) in the village of Nebida. All the other riders arrived there at their own (fast) pace. After a quick shower, I washed clothes and hung them out on my balcony to drip dry, and the excellent room heater gradually finished the task.

Within an hour, we all jumped into Massimiliano's van, and he drove us to the village of Buggerru, where we hiked around the area and enjoyed beautiful views of the ocean. Afterward, we stopped at a bar in the village center where, in addition to various drinks, we also sampled some of Italy's famous gelato (ice cream). For the last time, we said goodbye to Massimiliano and his van. I thought, if I can't make the steep grades, I'll no longer be able to ride in the van, so I'd better prepare myself psychologically.

That evening, I didn't eat much supper except for some fennel and carrot sticks, shredded lettuce, cherry tomatoes, and a few slices of eggplant. I didn't touch the bowl of sour olives, two dishes of fried mushrooms with cheese, several more of fatty ham, some greasy pork kebabs, a huge plate of small ugly snails, two dishes of tripe (intestines) soaked in tomato sauce, and several bottles of red wine. I secretly smiled when Rose suddenly exclaimed, "Everything's yummy!" Keeping silent, I certainly didn't agree with her outburst because I didn't care for most of that "yummy" food, whose price was 25 euros (US $28) per person ─well above my meal budget. Our total cycling distance today was approximately 25 miles (3,050 feet total accumulated ascent and 4,000 feet descent).

During the night, I didn't sleep well or much at all, even though I took a sleeping pill at about 2:00 am. I was worried about whether I could pedal up an initial long ascent, followed by a scary 13% descent downhill run with many switchbacks to Portixeddu, a town that we had visited yesterday afternoon.
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