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This book is dedicated to my friend Iris, whose steady help and kindness have carried me through many years. I owe her a lifelong gratitude.

I also dedicate this book to my wonderful son, daughter and in laws for their supports during my hard times.

I also dedicate this book to my classmate and long term good friend Alan, who creates a home for me to come back to, after I lost everything.

Yours truly,
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FOR THE LONELY TRAVELERS of the world: May these pages offer a moment of peace, a place to rest, a sense of coming home
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After two years living in the four seas (Living in the four seas is a Chinese saying meaning homeless people living in the world, in between countries), I decided to live in the town of ZengMuTao, Dongguan, Canton, China for a few months to a year. My friend in China rented a good, one bedroom apartment for me at 1,400RMB per month, which is a great price. To go to my home city, I must take high speed train to Shenzhen LoWu, then walk across the border. 

After that, I must take the city Metro Transit Railroad (MTR) to wherever I wanted to go. I am a senior citizen, to everywhere by MTR costs only 2 dollars. In April 2026 the fares for senior citizens will change.

The costs of the high speed train to Shenzhen from ZengMuTao is 36RMB per trip. 

Today I am trying to settle down in this apartment. I am trying to put some thoughts together but the universe keeps on interrupting me.

The stormy events in the last 25 years had finally ended after I cut ties with the old family. But is it a real closure?

In the last two years of living in the four seas, I have yet to find a home that I can say, “I am home!”

The only thought that keeps on interrupting me, other than the universe is, “Where is my home?”

I always travel alone. I decided to leave my home city about two years ago to live in the world forever. I threw everything away, from my office, and the rented apartment. I put everything needed in a big luggage, and a small cabin size luggage. I discarded everything accumulated through the years. I paid someone to do that, after I left the place. Those included expensive jackets, camera filters, speakers and clocks.

Since I am homeless, when I come back to my home city I live at a relative’s house in the suburb, about 100km from city central. The trip to my home city from the suburb takes about 1.5 to 2 hours. It involves taking the estate bus, then West Railway to the city central station. Driving also takes 1.5 to 2 hours.

After living in the suburb for some times, I changed to hotels in my home city for seven days each trip. Then resuming my journeys to the world again.

I am traveling in the most costs efficient ways. Living in China at 1400RMB per month makes sense. It is much cheaper than staying in hotels. Monthly expenses are very low. Electric is about 30RMB and water 33RMB per month. Town gas is on a prepaid card basis. A 100rmb top-up lasts for about six months.

Food costs are also very low., in fact incredibly low by my home city’s standard.

In 2024 I wrote a story called “A Stupid Man’s Story,” and in 2025 I wrote another story called “Survival after Betrayal.”

I feel that I must continue the experiences of the two stories, by adding a “Soul” to complete the adventures.

I started my first journey in the sky at age 16. I visited the World Expo in Osaka Japan by myself. I flew on a Japanese Airline. That is the early days of jet engined commercial airlines.  I remember that fabulous plane has four jet engines at the rear of the plane. It is like a gateway to ultimate freedom in the sky. 

But there were horrifying moments for the young first time world traveler. The plane was dropping and rising at about 500 feet due to some crazy air turbulence. The well trained air stewardesses were giving us sweets to calm down our stomach. 

For the first time traveler, this is like- “Making a break-in on my new engine.”

In Osaka, Japan, the trip opened up my eyes. I noticed how wonderful the world is, and it is big. In the expo I saw many things. The biggest exhibition hall was the US NASA display. I saw models of the spaceships to the moon.

The music performed by a lady Japanese rock band is still ringing in my mind even as of today. Their music was so nice with powerful riffs. That makes me into a scientist and musician today. 

After the Expo I took a bus to a place called Asakusa.

Asakusa is a famous district located within the Taito ward of Tokyo, Japan. Asakusa is best known for its Buddhist temple, which attracts millions of visitors each year. The area is also renowned for its traditional shopping street, Nakamise-dori, where you can find various Japanese snacks, souvenirs, and crafts. Asakusa is a popular destination for experiencing traditional festivals, rickshaw rides, and river cruises along the Sumida River.

When I was walking on the old traditional streets of Asakusa suddenly a familiar face showed up. It was my old classmate from St. Stephen’s College primary school. He was with his Japanese girlfriend. We had and unforgettable lunch together. 

I could not stop but thinking at that moment: “What a wonderfully small world. I am meeting a friend from the past at a small town within Tokyo. It is like discovering a note from someone I knew in a bottle in the Four Seas. It’s magical, and just incredible.”
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