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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Listening to 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. Listening to 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. Listen to 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 else’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 this.

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 are listening to in this audiobook.

“Thanks to Michael Brein... to be the pioneer of this field.”
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Travel Tales: The Mexico Reader

***
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In my True Travel Tales series, I’ve collected so many fascinating stories of all sorts of things that happen to travelers. Indeed of the nearly 2,000 travelers whom I have interviewed over nearly five decades, I’ve collected and chronicled the phenomenal, the good, the wonderful, and fascinating sorts of things that happen to travelers.

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

And along with these stories I’ve noted as well some of the not - so - good and not - so - wonderful sorts of risks and dangers of travel that do sometimes happen to travelers. You might say I’ve studied and analyzed as best as I could the essence of travel safety and security issues of traveling abroad to countries around the world.

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

Many stories are about the wondrous aspects of travel as well such as the fascinating, and even sometimes paranormal and the psychic aspects of travel, and, yes, even the strange and the bizarre. Some travel tales even involve travelers’ mysterious experiences with UFOs.

And not by any means the least, a few books in the series involve include the funniest of travelers’ tales gathered by me.

Travel Tales: The Mexico Reader paves a new way for an interesting, odd turn in travel writing. Due to the current travel climate, Mexico has become somewhat a pariah among nations, and travel there has likely become in part curtailed for fear of the activities of dangerous drug cartels.

Thus, this book is not so much a look at travel tales of a country as a new destination, but rather it is a look more of what travel was like in the recent and more distant past — as if this is perhaps more a time to sit back and contemplate what the travel experience to Mexico was more like up to now rather than from now on.

We certainly hope for a resolution to some of the current scary crime situations in Mexico, and we wish for a calmer, more stable Mexico to hopefully return once again to the world travel scene.

Fear and Loathing in Travel 

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 have not ended so well, and some could have been much worse. Some travelers have been lucky, and sadly, some travelers have not.

Some travelers have experienced inordinate fear and anxiety over their close calls. However, 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.

The Psychology of Travel 

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 potentially life - threatening disasters, but rather of embarrassing and oft those unforgettable moments as well.

Thus, a few such tales are interspersed here and there if only to give a brief respite by way of a smile or a laugh from accounts that will likely take your breath away.

Briefly, About Some of the Books

in the True Travel Tales Destinations Sub - Series:

Travel Tales: Morocco, Egypt & North Africa!

Is a collection of travel stories in an area of the world that has always held the promise and allure of exotic adventure so close to Europe and yet so different and removed from it.

To be sure there lies at only a mere stone’s throw across the Straits of Gibraltar from the familiar Europe that we all know and love, exotic Morocco, and the rest of North Africa promising adventures that are so different from what travelers have typically learned to expect from touring around relatively timid and innocuous Europe.

For there, deceptively so close lies the mystical alluring so - called “dark” continent of Africa with all its promise of adventure that is so tempting that it is hardly resisted by those seeking just a little bit more beyond the pale of ordinary easier - going, and less stressful European travel.

Besides being the gateway to Africa, for those less faint of heart, are several other adjoining nearby areas of North Africa that also promise glimpses of the Sahara Desert, wild camels, as well as marvelous souks and casbahs. 

Travel Tales: France — Paris & the Riviera!

Is a collection of travel stories of one of the travel world’s most favorite destinations, if not certainly among the world’s handful of the most popularly visited places anywhere. Without a doubt, Paris is by far my favorite city, not only in Europe but in all the world. And I love France as well. And while modern Paris is always exciting for me to visit, it is the old Paris that remains particularly etched in my memories.

Travel Tales: Russia & The USSR

Is a collection of travel stories of one of the travel world's most, shall we say, duplicitous destinations — a bit mysterious, somewhat alluring, yet still demanding a modicum of caution. Russia, formerly the Soviet Union, aka the USSR, is a place you can never quite get comfortable with. Oh, for sure, things improved much when the Soviet Union as such collapsed and morphed into what is now a more modern - day Russia, or more formerly “The Russian Federation.”

Russia, for sure, abounds with history and untold artistic treasures and has modernized considerably bringing itself into the more modern - day 21st century.

Maybe not quite among the world's most eagerly sought destinations on Earth to visit, like, say, the Mediterranean, the pyramids of Egypt, the shopping and culinary meccas of Western Europe, or the wilds of Africa, Russia remains, however, in the minds of armchair travelers and adventurers looking to travel one day to Russia, say, to St. Petersburg or Moscow, or perhaps, even take a river journey between these two cities, or take a train trip on the Trans - Siberian Railroad.

In the True Travel Tales series, we aim to pull no punches. You'll see some of the good and best sides of Russia as it reached the more modern era, and in so doing, you'll also sample some of the more discomforting or disquieting darker aspects as well that sadly were also part of the cycle of travel life in such a diverse and exotic region as the USSR and our token look of travel to Russia in its greater glory in the more modern day.

About This Book:

Travel Tales: The Mexico Reader

Is a collection of travel stories to one of North America’s no doubt favorite winter destinations. The allure of Mexico, whether its beach resorts, its exciting Latin culture, or its sumptuous food and drink... is a magnet to adventure and one of the easiest and closest means of escaping from the harsh American winter. 

But travel to Mexico has always been something of a mixed bag — like one of Forrest Gump’s famed boxes of chocolates — for in Mexico you never quite know what you’re “gonna” get. In fact, so many stories of corrupt police, dangerous outlaws, the cartels, and other unfortunate occasional occurrences leave people who travel to Mexico always a little wary.

Mexico with all its wonder is not entirely without its dangers. And one need always be circumspect. While many North Americans love Mexico, Mexicans, and their culture, so many travelers to Mexico warn that aspects of visiting the country portend at times distinct potential dangers, so much so, that I have divided the book into three sections, modeled after the famous Clint Eastwood movie, The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly.

Succinctly said, the chances are that nothing untoward or unpleasant will happen to you. For the most part, your visit to Mexico will be memorable. But know this: you must always maintain a healthy respect and be circumspect in so far as your activities and actions in Mexico go. Betwixt and between most travelers’ safe and secure travels to and within Mexico are distinct reports of some horrific and dangerous things that do happen on occasion to tourists.

Mexico has had a history of kidnappings, robberies, police extortions, as well as occasional rapes, and even murders.

If you act rationally and carefully and abide by common sense, again, your visit to Mexico is almost entirely likely to be among the most memorable of all your travels. 

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 at 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 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, about 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 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 s/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, sexual assault, or death, may have, therefore, the following note appears at the outset of the story:

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

Along with the good is the bad, the yin and the yang, so to speak. We’d all wish that this simply would not be. But along with the wonders of Mexico is a darker side, particularly in its recent history.

I feel it is my duty and obligation as a writer to present this darker side to you as well. I have the stories: they just do not go away; they simply must be told. It’s just the way it is.

Every big city, likely, has its darker side. And Mexico City (as well as other cities in Mexico — as surely elsewhere) is certainly no exception.

It is the author’s perception and hope here both as a writer and a psychologist that these instances need to be told, in the hope that in telling the readers, by their being duly forewarned, they may thereby be so informed and will hopefully never suffer any similar instances themselves.
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Two Coconuts in Acapulco
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A Ridiculous High School Trip

***
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By author Michael. This is my second earliest travel story in my own personal collection in this book. Our first trips — if we can even remember them at all — are priceless. Mine goes back more than 50 years to 1958. And, fortunately, I even have home movies of some of it!

It's our high school trip to Acapulco, Mexico. Six cabs at once disgorge all of us in front of the Papagayo Hotel. We're about to enter “the hotel from hell.” But, sadly, it's not really the fault of the Papagayo. Rather, it's the mob of innocent, untraveled, insensitive, and relatively uncultured ‘ugly’ North American high school students from the wealthy suburbs of Philadelphia, Pennsylvania on their spring break excursion, which for them, no less, is their first trip out of the county.

Can you blame the none - too - eager hotel staff if they do not welcome into their lobby all that enthusiastically?

The Grand Feast

Dinner is quite an experience for everyone on that first night of our arrival. Mexico, at that time, was noted for its horrible food, but when the names of the dishes even sound bad, too, the ménage of silly students now becomes a circus, with each of the three waiters now being one ring of this three - ringed dining room circus.

Each poor waiter has to explain, non - stop, and in painfully minute detail, every (Spanish) item on the menu in makeshift English. They mime, and they chime and attempt to explain, for example, that the 'vermicelli' soup is not made of vermin, but of long thin noodles, instead.

Of course, these explanations of the menu only invite more chaos, interruptions, disorder, and laughter, because the students are quite unaccustomed to hearing 'thin - noodled' and other similarly distorted phrases in a Mexican - English accent. 

The group is quite demanding and very unforgiving. There's no sympathy or compassion for these poor waiters in a room full of high schoolers totally out for reckless pandemonium. 

However, no waiter has more trouble than at our table. My best high school friend, Bill, is so picky and so choosy about his food, that the hapless waiter has to stand around with his fingers on his chin trying to think of applicable English words to describe, say, for example, an abalone salad, to Bill.

Finally, all dinners are ordered and served, and the room eventually settles down. The dinner proceeds fairly uneventfully, except for the occasional laughter that erupts from one table or another.

On a Roll: The Grand Experiment

But the coup de grâce occurs when the dinner rolls arrive at the tables. They strike picky Bill as unusually hard, and closer examination reveals them to be stale indeed. So Bill, naturally, requests fresher replacements.

The new rolls arrive. Bill takes one from the basket, and with a sardonic laugh, proceeds to puncture its stale crust with his thumb, and then burrow his thumb deeply within its core. He then places the roll back in the basket again. The others at the table immediately grasp the significance of this action and laugh.

We Pause for Two Coconuts in Acapulco

That first evening we are all free to do whatever we wish as long as we are in groups. Bill decides he wants to get a couple of coconuts and in eat them in the room. There are plenty of coconuts in the palm trees across the highway, but neither of us is brave enough to wander out to that dark area at night.

I do notice, however, some palm trees behind the Papagayo. So we find a ladder in the hotel garage and carry it out to a tree about fifty yards in back of the hotel. The ladder is set up, and Bill begins to climb it.

About halfway up, he is hit right in the forehead by a small insect and nearly falls off. On catching his balance, he yells out to me that this is a pretty idiotic idea after all! But soon thereafter, two coconuts are on the ground. And ten minutes after that, the two coconuts are now on the ground again, but this time in a hundred pieces on the Papagayo's front entrance steps! 

Bill and I have taken the coconuts to the room, drained the milk by puncturing them with a hammer and an ice pick, borrowed from the kitchen, de - husked the coconuts, and then hurled them off our second - story balcony to the ground below. 

Other students in our group now sit around the drying coconut pieces and marvel at all the trouble we've just gone through to get them.

They are wondering whether the coconuts will really taste any better than the ones we can buy at the supermarkets back home. Answer? Of course, you bet they did!

Results of the Grand Experiment

The next morning we are all in the dining room early. The waiters express their anticipation of trouble through forced smiles as they stoically approach our tables. When the rolls arrive at our table, we are all holding our breath in anticipation.

Bill now searches, fetches, and holds up THE roll from the night before. He then demonstrates to all that the roll fits right over his thumb as if to say, "If the roll fits ... COMMIT!" (a la O J Simpson).

All of us at the table break out into uncontrollable laughter. Of course, rumors of last night's experiment spread all around the night before, and today's results bring the whole house down into raucous laughter. We are carrying on as holy roll - ers! And the poor waiters? They don't even have a clue.

The Egg

Finally, in celebration of the success of the 'Grand Experiment,' Bill decides to order a scrambled egg. What arrives, however, is a soft - boiled egg, no less. Bill HATES soft - boiled eggs! Doesn't the waiter know that?

The waiter grins and tells Bill that the chef never made a "scrabbooled" egg before in his life. Bill then proceeds to carefully explain how this is done, and shortly thereafter a true - to - form, genuine scrambled egg indeed arrives.

I shall never forget the Papagayo, the coconuts, the 'scrabbooled' egg, and especially the hole - ey rolls! But what remains with me up until today is how priceless it was to be the 'Innocent' in Acapulco, some 50 years before!
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Outer Space / Inner Space:
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My Earliest Travel Story

***
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By author Michael. It's my high school trip to Mexico, and I'm outside the main Mexico City Metropolitan Cathedral in the Zocalo (center square) of the city. I'm observing these incredible people literally crawling on their knees into the cathedral. They are all so pious; I am very moved by what I see.

I am also moved — literally!

But this time, by the not - so - sacrosanct touts who hound the tourists to sell them their wares. Granted, Mexico is an incredibly poor country, and you do stand out like a sore thumb, being a relatively 'rich' Norte - Americano — but, this does not mean that you have to accept it.

I'm standing on the steps of the cathedral, snapping pictures and taking it all in. A Mexican tourist vendor, all covered up, head to toe, with trinkets, doodads, and just about everything to sell under the sun, is literally just about in my face. He thinks nothing of moving into my envelope, cocoon, or bubble — my personal space.

I think it's intrusive; he just thinks it's normal. I back up; he steps forward. I feel intruded upon; he feels rejected! (Of course, it is my absolute intent to reject him!)

We are doing this dance for a little while. I am even being filmed by a high school friend, also on this trip. It's ludicrous: it shows me covering some significant ground backward, as this vendor keeps intruding forward into my personal space.

Now, if you think about it, I'm sure you know people whose comfortable conversation distance is much shorter than yours. And there are, of course, some whose distances are greater. If you're like me, you're always trying to adjust this space by moving forward or backward, as the case may be. I had a good friend who knew his distance was much shorter than others. 

He always laughed at me as he crept in toward me, knowing I was uncomfortable, as I kept increasing the distance.

There are also cultural differences in conversation distances. Latin Americans tend to be in close, as do Arabs. And Scandinavians and the Brits, as a rule, tend to have greater distances. Of course, there are individual differences in these countries as well.

It occurred to me years later in my graduate studies of travel psychology, intercultural communication, and the like, that people of different cultures attach different meanings to spatial dimensions. Thus, what's up close (and too) personal for one, is for another quite normal. You back away as if invaded, and he or she thinks of you as being distant! In fact, I wrote a doctoral dissertation on that very subject.

I did not know in my early days of backing away in Mexico, that some 50 years later I would become the world's first and maybe only travel psychologist! Yep, I went the distance, from outer to inner space!
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Too Close - In Personal Space
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Too Close for Comfort

***
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Told to me by James Walls. The Mexico City Metro is completely overcrowded — it probably moves more than a million people every day (back in the time of this interview).

And there's absolutely no personal space available: you are always touching somebody else. You're back to back, or belly to elbow, or belly to belly, or elbow to elbow, something like that.

You're touching so much — you’re touching too much to your liking, but there's absolutely no intended or wanted personal contact there at all. It's as if there's some kind of a mental shield between you and the other person, no matter how small the space in between.

So that's the other side of this whole touching thing.

And it's just amazing how accidental touching between two people as aversive as it is means so much. Being jammed in like sardines, there's no tolerance for connection, and the people need to deal with that. And they really need to deal with that.

On top of that, the personal space (i.e., the conversation distance) between Mexicans is vastly closer than between North Americans. It is notably closer between Mexicans than it is between North Americans. And even having said that there are limits to this need to avoid connection by touching when the spaces are even restricted as much as they are.

In a word, it is much more uncomfortable for North Americans on the Metro than it is for Mexicans.

To say the least, it is so much more uncomfortable for North Americans than it is for Mexicans to have to deal with the restricted and constricted spatial distances and all and any manner of touching.

Author Michael: In fact, in scientific experiments, they say that lab rats, if they become claustrophobic by clustering them together without any space to move, will start eating one another!

James: That's true, and humans don't all behave all that properly in these close - touching situations either. 

Michael: It’s funny that one Italian woman dealing with somebody who sexually molested her on the Milan Metro in Italy shared with me that in at least one circumstance like that she actually took out a hat pin hidden in her hat and proceeded to stab the assailant with the hat pin right then and there on the spot!

His greatly muffled cry upon being stabbed was his testament to hiding his identity as best he could, so as not to allow himself to admit publicly in the Metro crowd who he was!
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American Kids ‘Firsts’
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Early Memories as Kids in Mexico

***
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A Shoe - Shine Boy in Mexico

Told to me by Angela Topliss about her son, Layton. In the early 1970s, there was a game we would all play. It cost l0 centavos or whatever to play it in Mexico. I don't know exactly what you put in, but you put in some kind of token.

Anyway, we ran out of money, and we didn't have any money to put in the thing, so I said, “Okay, I'll shine so many shoes.”

Now there were shoe shiners. I had about five shoe - shiner friends. One of them lent me his box, and I would shout out, “Shoeshine.”

And sure enough, I was shining one guy's shoes. But I really didn't know what to do, but I did it right because I'd watched my friends shoe shine. This is very true. I'm not exaggerating. There were at least fifty shoe - shining kids among us. The park was loaded with them.

There was like this balcony with seats. One row, like in outdoor baseball parks. They have one row and then another, and then another, and so on. I was sitting there and all these shoe shiners started gathering around watching me shoe shine this guy's shoe.

They had gathered around, and this guy gave me the money for the shoe shine. And I had wasted all this guy's wax. I had put lots of was on, and I just slabbed it on, and all these guys were laughing at me. I put about three tones of wax on them, because, truth be told, I didn't know what kind of wax to put on.

The guy whose shoe I was shining was really freaked because at first, he thought I was one of the shoe shiners. He thought I was going to mess up his shoe. So, when I was finished with it, it didn't look like his original shoes: a little bit brown, a little bit black, and a little bit green. It was all messed up, so he just paid me the token to get rid of me, so he could fix up his shoe.

So I was about to walk away, and he said, “Thanks.”

And I was going to give him his change, but he said “no.” And then I walked away And all these kids were looking at me like I was some kind of

nut. And the guy was there looking at his shoe like the poorest man in the world. I only did one of his shoes.

I stuck this token in the machine and we played a game.

That was the first time I had ever shined anybody's shoes. I learned how to swim and how to shine shoes in Mexico. No, I didn't really learn how to shine shoes, I learned how to get money from people to get rid of me!

My First Drunk

Told to me by Layton Topliss about when he was a little boy in the 1970s traveling with his mother, Angela in Mexico. The first time I ever got drunk was pretty funny. The Mexicans, at whose house I was staying, took me with them one evening out to a bar. It all began when they started talking to friends.

I was kind of a gross kid then. And in this bar people would leave half their sodas lying around on the table. And I'd go up and drink the rest when they seemed finished with them. I'd drink all of the sodas that there were. Some of them had been on the table for three days and even had flies floating around them.

These people would leave half their beer, in bottles with half their beer in them as well. I'd go around and drink up all the beer that I could find that the people would leave behind. I would even wait for people to leave their tables so I could drink their beer.

I would sneak around the bar where this bartender was. There were disorderly bottles and they had a case that you put the beer bottles in. You know after you've finished, the guy would come around and collect them. I just drank all of that too. It was very sickening now, come to think of it!

My friends had a little rented moped and I was on the back. There were three of us on it, and I had to take a piss. I got off, and I was very drunk by then, and everything was hazy, so I took a piss and fell flat right into it. I just fell over... toppled over right in my piss.

They took me home and I slept in a hammock. I woke up at about 2:00 a.m. and started barfing all over their house. Of course, it really didn't make any difference because there was already cat sh*t and everything else disgusting all over the house in the first place, and they probably haven't cleaned it up to this very day either. It's probably still splatted all over their floor. They were kind of lazy too!

Superman:

Grossed Out on Coffee

Told to me by Layton Topliss. This was in the early 1970s in Mexico. There were these Mexican friends of mine. I would be over at their house in the morning every day. They would always invite me in. They had a bunch of breakfast there for me, and I would sit at the head of the table, and I had all this food around me. They treated me like a king and it was really great.

They'd give me coffee. And I really loved coffee. I still drink coffee now. But then they'd give me coffee. and my mother wouldn't allow me to drink coffee then because, for one, she couldn't afford it.

Oh, these people here had coffee alright, and I'd load it and load it with sugar until it was half coffee, half sugar, half milk or 1/3 coffee, l/3 milk, and l/3 sugar. I would stir it all up.

It was gross looking, but I'd drink it all down. Then I'd have another cup. I'd drink about l0 - 20 cups every morning in all. Of course, I never told my mother that I had drunk some l0 - 20 cups every morning! 

Needless to say, I had lots of energy to play Superman. I wore this cape, and I would pretend I was flying around the house, and sometimes, even, I would jump off the ledge and jump into something and get all bruised up and come back out.

Will wonders ever cease?

I didn't wear any shoes, so every single one of my toes was stubbed by then, and every single one of them had at least twenty scratches on them, and about fifty mosquito bites on each one.

My foot was bloody and brown since they didn't have regular streets in that place. Very unsophisticated and grossed - out streets. There were no bricks or anything. It was just a dirt road.

Oh, yeah... I'd pretend I was Superman all right, and they would tie me up in knots. In one instance they got a rope and tied both my hands together, and they got a rope and they tied it around me. It was sort of like a noose. They’d get a rope and pull me up so I was sort of in the air, my feet were down.

I would always manage to get myself out of these knots. Every time I would get out of these knots.

Finally, they’d tie me down to a chair. They had knots and strings all over me. They tied strings on my ears that connected to the table, and they had it so that my big toe would hurt every time I’d try to get out.

One time this one kid said he was Superman, and I was really pissed off because he said he was Superman. And I started pushing him around and everything. Then all his friends came around and sort of told me to get lost. I left and then I saw this one guy, and I said, “I'm Superman.”

But he jumps on the back of a bus that was leaving, and he's hanging there yelling, “I'm Superman,” and he takes off.

All these kids would always beat up on me, and I had very few friends.

Author Michael: Why was that?

Layton: I don't know. I didn't really know. They'd just beat up on me because I was acting like I was Superman right in the middle of the street. My mother even made me a Superman shirt, and I'd run along in the middle of the street and pretend I was flying and everything, and I’d really act like a geek. It was really awful... embarrassing when I come to think of it.

Connecting with Hearts

Traveling Kids as Icebreakers!

By author Michael. Told to me by *“Mickey B.” One of the icebreakers in going to places like Mexico or Guatemala is traveling with kids.

Michael: Now, why is that?

Mickey B.: Well, I think it's because the Mexicans just love children. They have quite a few of them. And our kids were not raised to be scared to start a conversation with others.

And they would talk to whoever they talked to that they could. And there are places that they, you know, didn't speak Spanish, and the Mexican kids didn't speak English.

But never mind... the kids learned to play hopscotch together; they threw balls to one other. I think that the Mexicans loved our kids. And this despite that the kids couldn't all speak to one other, there was still that communication of the heart together.

And when you have communication of the heart, which is what I think that we raised our kids with — which is what I have with you (author Michael) right now — communication of the heart. And a lot of the so - called “theology,” that’s going to break down. But connections of the heart are gonna take hold. And I think that's what we taught our kids and that you don’t always need words to communicate with.

Michael: How did your kids seem to react to these experiences?

Mickey B.: Oh, they loved it. 

In Guadalajara, we took our two young girls to, Tlaquepaque, where they have the famous glass blowers, and there were Mexican teenage boys there who were learning to glass blow. They never finished a single piece without breaking it. But never mind. (Laughs.)

Well, we had our two teenage girls there. They were blonde, and the third one wore makeup for the first time. And it's the first time that the girls had felt like, you know, they were being watched all the time by the teenage boys. (Laughs.) you know, it was a good experience for them; it was all perfectly innocent.

Michael: You think so? How did the Mexican teenage boys seem to act?

Mickey B.: Like they were really intrigued by the girls, but they didn't look like they were going to do anything about it.

Michael: Did The boys talk to the girls?

Mickey B.: No, no, no, they were treated with a great deal of respect, but they were noticed. So it was a good experience for them.

Michael: So what was it like for an American mom to see her teenage girls being noticed by teenage Mexican boys?

Mickey B.: You know, I was glad that they were noticed. I would hate to have girls that were so unattractive that nobody paid any attention to them.

Michael: So what did the girls say about this? 

Mickey B.: Oh, well, the oldest two both had boys they were interested in back in the States. You know, so it was just they were kind of used to the attention.

*Anonymous “Mickey B.” to protect the innocent, the embarrassed, the plain silly or crazy stupit scoundrels — those who write under a“nom de plume,” or, of course, those who may simply be guilty as hell of trying to get away with some things. 

A Dog Named Bertha

Dogs as Icebreakers!

Told to me by Mark Johnson. A couple of friends of mine from California moved down to Zihuatanejo, Mexico, and in 1998, I went to visit them for two weeks. They were both Spanish speakers and they fit real well, well down there with the Mexicans. 

They brought their dog, Bertha, with them. 

Michael: Tell me about Bertha. 

Bertha was a Doberman - German shepherd mix, a real sweet dog real that was sleek and skinny and had short, short hair. It had more of the coloring of the Doberman dog breed. And it was real, real friendly.

And so, there in Mexico, for all to see she looked like this beautiful specimen in comparison with the local Mexican dogs that were all scrawny and mangy and apparently underfed and under cared for if at all.

And you know in their Mexican culture for the most part I don't think that dogs are particularly revered, and people don't spend a lot of money on or pamper their pets for the most part as they do in America.

So Bertha was just this beautiful - looking dog, and we'd walk her down the street in Zihuatanejo, and the locals would just fall all over each other being so amazed at what a beautiful animal she was.

We secretly always wondered if they wanted to eat her or did they want to pet her or what?

We're never really quite sure as to why exactly then they were so fascinated with Bertha, other than perhaps that she looked so healthy and beautiful and her coat was perfect, you know.

She had no mange, so some of the Mexicans wanted to pet her and others were a little more standoffish, maybe just a little scared of her because in the Mexican culture, I don't think dogs are really kept as pets so much maybe or at least in that area. You know, in a poor area. People don't have a lot of money to spend on pets so much.

Michael: Was she family to the local people?

Mark: Oh, yeah, for sure she was very friendly.

And yeah, when the owners would take her down the beach to swim and go fetch, the local people were real amazed by that because it was like she was some highly trained animal. But by American standards, she's just your average house dog.

But you know, having a dog down on the beach is an icebreaker. It makes it easy to meet people. 
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Locked Up Abroad!
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An Ode to the Cheese Balls

***
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The Cheese Balls Part 1:

The Arrival of the Big Red Balls

Told to me by Angela Topliss. This happened to us in the 1970s on the island of Cozumel, which is off the Yucatan peninsula in Mexico.

I'd lived there with my friend, Larry, for about three months when this all happened. We'd been living on top of a restaurant on the roof in a tent of all things. During the day we'd take the tent down and go snorkeling all day long. All the food that we got was what we shot with the spear gun we had. 

Every day we'd be out between four to seven hours, out catching fish and lobsters and whatever else was out. 

It was a virtual seafood paradise.

On this one particular day, we took off at about 11:00 a.m. We'd been out for several hours, and we had snorkeled way down to a point that was about four or five miles down the beach, and we hadn't gotten anything. We were really wondering what we were going to eat.

We swam up to the shore and got out because we were getting kind of cold and sat down on the rocks. While we were sitting there we were just kind of looking around at the point and we noticed all of these floating balls. We didn't know what they were. These red balls were all in the water and they were lying all over the beach.

We laid in the sun until we were really hot, and I looked over at one of the balls, and with the knife that we carried with us, I just whacked one of them.

To my surprise, it broke open and it was cheese!

I looked at it a little bit more carefully and discovered it was Edam cheese from Denmark, a ten - pound ball of it.

And the water was literally covered with them, and they were down under the water, too. They were simply everywhere. The thing is they had wax on them, you know, the red wax. And on the outside of each cheese ball, there was like tissue paper, and a lot of that was coming off. They were these big red balls.

So, we decided that perhaps they were edible. So we took them back to the restaurant where we were staying, and the guy in the restaurant took his machete and split one open, and we all ate some of it. We decided that it was really a score, so we borrowed his jeep and went back down.

We filled this jeep from front to back. Heaps of them! About four hundred of these ten - pound balls of cheese in all!

Author Michael: They must have been worth something, huh?

Angela: Yea, we figured they were... we ended up making plenty of money. There was a lot. They were worth in Mexico about $5 or $6 for each one. We wound up making $400 or better.

We went there and hauled all these cheese balls out of the water. We took a bunch of our friends with us who hung around the restaurant. And we all lined up and then tossed them chain gang style from the water into the jeep.

Then we took them back to the restaurant. We piled a whole bunch of them in, then sold them to the panaderias (the bakeries), And lots of them to the people who lived in the area.

Then we still had a lot left over, and, truthfully, didn't know what to do with them!

Oh, some of them were kind of mangy, so we decided the thing to do about those would be to recover and inspect them because there were also flies and we didn't want the flies to get into them.

We bought hundreds of candles and melted them down into a huge vat. We melted the candles and covered them. This went on for a week or so, and we were selling cheese every day.

On the last day, we took all the cheese to town, and we sold it out of the back of the jeep that we borrowed, and I guess that we had about $200 or $300 in our pockets in Mexican pesos. Really, our pockets were bulging at that point. So then we went back home.

By then we had about fifty balls of cheese left.

The Police Take Notice

It was when we were leaving town to move on that the police pulled us over and told us that we should follow them to the local police station. I don't know why we did it, but we did.

They helped us out of the car, and then they took the car, I guess. I don't know what they did with the car, but they ushered us into the police station and told us to sit down and wait for a while.

We waited and we waited and we waited, and we didn't know what all we were waiting for. We could speak reasonably good Spanish by this point, but nobody would really talk to us or tell us what was going on.

Michael: How did you feel at that point? Were you scared?

Angela: I was mad because Larry and I had just been having a big fight on whether I could spend $l0 on a bathing suit or not because mine was already rotting off my body in the four months I had been in the salt water, and it didn't even hold together.\

And he had the nerve to tell me I couldn’t spend the $l0, and that I would have to make my own!

I was really mad and was chewing on him.

When the police stopped us, we were in the middle of a fight, so I was still mad at him.

This, of course, was becoming less significant as time went on.

We played chess with the police using coke Coke bottle caps for pieces each marked in Spanish. After a while, I decided that I didn't have to stay there if I didn't want to and I was about to leave.

Locked up Abroad

I got up to walk out, and they came and got me and told me I couldn't go anywhere, that I was under arrest!

I told them that I didn't understand that at all, and he told me I had to stay in there.

At that point, I began to get upset because Layton, my son, was out at the restaurant which was about twelve to fifteen miles away. And he would be there by himself in the evening because the girl who was kind of babysitting for him was fourteen and was going to be there with him only until 4:00 in the afternoon.

So, I started talking to somebody who was behind the desk at the police station. I was chewing on him and telling him that he had to hurry up and let us out of there, and he was saying “no, no, no,’ and I was calling him a whole bunch of names in English and

as best I could do in Spanish.

They then brought somebody else in, and I saw him just take a poke at them just for the hell of it, and I decided that maybe he was somebody that I should show a little more respect to.

And I found out that he was the Commandante of the town, and that even though he was about twenty - two, he carried a lot of weight.

Then they told me if I didn't shut up and behave myself that they were going to throw me in the back and that I could go back there and look at it if I wanted to and see how I liked it.

If I didn't shut my trap and be nice, that was where I was going to be. Back there all they had to sleep on was pieces of cardboard, and they defecated and vomited and everything back there. It was like a drunk tank, and it was really awful and stinky. And there were all kinds of flies and stuff.

So, wisely, I kind of decided I would be nice, and came back out and sat down. And we waited, and waited, and waited.

Finally, they told us around 6:00 or 7:00 p.m. that night that the cheese we had sold had been exported from Denmark and that they were having a cholera epidemic at that time in Denmark, and that all that cheese was contaminated with cholera, and that is why it had been thrown overboard out in the ocean, which was why we had found it.

Allegedly, three people had already died. The hospital was full of people, and that they were probably going to hang us for it.

At this point, I was beginning to get a little bit scared, and I was wishing I could cry. I was wishing I could do anything that would convince these people that I didn't mean to do it, but at the same time, I wasn't quite buying it. I just didn't know what to think.

The fact that they told us that they might hang us had me kind of scared because in Mexico you're pretty much at their mercy.

Time went on, and they told us about 8:00 p.m. or so that we could get something to eat if we want to. If we had any money we could send out for something to eat. We sent out for something to eat and were given edam cheese sandwiches, which was obviously our cheese because it still even had salt water in it! 

We ate our sandwiches in jail and wondered if our friends would come by and try to get us out.

Matters Become Even Worse

We had a visa problem too. Our visas had expired a couple of days before. We had been there just a little over three months and hadn't known how to change the numbers on them. But we had gone in and talked to the lady next door about getting our visas extended.

She had said “no,” and that we would have to drive to the nearest border.

At that point, she was passing by the jail and we knew that we were over time already, so we were kind of hiding from her, and she didn't see us.

She kept on. She had talked to the Commandante about the gringos in jail, but she didn't know which gringos they were.

Then finally they told us that somebody brought our son, Layton in. My little girlfriend that was about fourteen sent Layton in all dressed up in her little brother's clothes. And he came in and was going to spend the night in jail too.

All the people kept walking up and down the streets and watching the gringos and their kid in jail.

I started telling Layton stories about the Little Prince because it makes him cry. So he cried, and I cried and everybody walked by, and they looked, and they began to feel sorry for us.

The Cheese Balls Part 2:

More Balls than Brains?

So, We were sitting in jail, all three of us. And our friends were coming by and trying to get us out.

The police told us that they were going to keep us for at least three days and that we would either be deported then, or we'd stand trial for murder, or for whatever we had done to these people.

At the very least we were going to be deported; at the worst, we were going to be hung.

As it turned out then, they told us that we were going to be spending the night, so we sent our friends out to get our sleeping bags and stuff. They came back with our sleeping bags, and the police gave us a couple of pieces of cardboard and told us to go to bed.

We had our son Layton with us at that point and laid down to go to sleep. But they came out then and told us we could go home. We never really understood why they told us we could go home, except that they really didn't have anything to hold us for because there wasn't anything wrong with the cheese. So we left.

It was all story. It was all just to scare us. I don't know why. Apparently, the Mexicans had thrown the cheese overboard. Some Mexican Official, or whatever, playing hotshot had thrown the cheese overboard for no good reason whatsoever because there was nothing wrong with the cheese. Just to show his authority, apparently.

And then when we pulled them all back out of the water and sold it to everybody, it was apparently making him look like an idiot. So they decided they would make us look like idiots, and say that we had sold this awful cheese and scare the hell out of us.

Also, they were worried about gringos making money down there, which is actually against the law. I'm not sure what all it was, but they told us we'd be better off getting out of town.

But we sure made a lot of friends. Everybody in the whole town loved us after that because those people didn't have a lot of money. And that cheese sold for about $5 or $6 a ball in the stores, and we were selling it for $l a ball. It was really cheap for them. They all loved us because we'd sold them all this cheese so cheap, and everybody was eating real well there for about a week.

We managed to keep all of the money, about $400, which really came in handy on the trip because that was the first leg of our trip all the way to South America.
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Scary Strangers in the Night

[image: ]




The Terrified Hitchhiker

***
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Told to me by an unknown interviewee. A young man hitched a ride with a group of men in Mexico and was apprehensive when they all produced firearms.

On the way, they stopped off at a field, and one of them got out and sighted a farmer standing in the field through the scope of his rifle. Our hitchhiker was terrified. He thought they were going to kill this poor guy. But the man just got back in the truck. The Mexicans all just laughed, and they continued on.

The hitchhiker was way beyond being frightened. He was desperately wishing he could just get a chance to report these men to the police... until, that is, the truck pulled right up in front of the police station, where our friend promptly discovered these guys WERE the police!
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A Random Act of Kindness
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The Mexican Man & the Rain

***
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By author Michael. This was in Mexico City, Mexico in the 1980s. The world works wonders in many ways. And when one of these wonders just happens to come your way, you have to stop and think about it. Just such a small, inconsequential event is about to take place, and without my in the least expecting it.

It is a simple early evening and beginning to get dark. I'm in Mexico City, having just finished up my business there. Next, I'm going to go back to my hotel. I forget exactly how I was going to do that — probably take the Mexico City Metro as part of the process.

In any event, it is now raining fairly hard, and I'm standing by the curb. I'm contemplating what I am going to do next. I believe I am standing there with an umbrella, but I still must be a most miserable sight to behold.

A car pulls up, stops, and the Mexican man gestures for me to get in. The 'Innocent' in me accepts immediately. The ‘Adventurer’ in me, however, is quite surprised that I would actually do such a thing. But in those days, Mexico City was just not considered as dangerous as it is today. The Mexican man gestures, “Where do you need to go?”

I tell him where he can drop me off — maybe it's at a nearby Metro Station entrance — I don't recall. But he graciously drives me to where I want to go and drops me off. I thank him profusely, and he nods a reply, the nonverbal equivalent of “I’m happy to do so!”

He drives away, and I stand there amazed at what just took place. I'm sure this man has continued to do many nice things like that for friend and stranger, alike.

I'm sure that this particular good deed has long been forgotten by him, but it sure hasn't been by me! Little does he know that he is getting a remembrance for his fine deed, maybe 30 or 40 years later!

More Kindness

A Mexico Epiphany

Told to me by James Walls. In 2005 I went to Cancun, Mexico for a family wedding. I flew into Cancun for a two - week vacation. And from Cancun, I traveled by bus across to the Pacific coast and ultimately flew back home from there.

On the bus, I had to travel through Mexico City. When I was in Veracruz, I bought my ticket to Mexico City telling the ticket vendor that I wanted the very next bus. He handed me the ticket. I got on the bus and went to Mexico City. However, Mexico City had four major bus stations.

The one that I arrived at was unfortunately not however the one that I had to depart from. I needed to go to one of the other three bus stations to make my connection.

Author Michael: How did that happen?

James: Well, he sold me the next ticket without telling me that it was a different bus station. Unfortunately, my Spanish was not very good at the time, so I wound up waiting and waiting around for the bus to come at the wrong bus station.

Of course, the bus never did come. So I finally went to the ticket office and I said, “Hey, what's up?”

And they finally said, “Oh, well, this ticket is for the other bus station!”

Nobody had bothered to tell me!

Michael: How easy or difficult was it to get to?

James: Extremely difficult, especially if you're not familiar with the bus system and the map of Mexico City.

So I said thought, No problem. I'll wait around for the next bus.

I asked, “When is that?” 

They told me 9:00 a.m. the following morning.

Michael: What time was it then?

James: It was about 10:00 p.m.

So I didn't want to try to look for a motel because that area was notorious for bad things happening... not necessarily bad people but possibly bad things happening.

I was traveling very light just with my backpack. And I was wearing my jungle pants shorts and only a very light cotton shirt, and a Panama hat. It was a little chilly, and I was totally unprepared for that.

I found myself a corner that was a little bit out of the wind. The bus station, however, was open to the wind. This was, by the way, in February, so it was starting to get fairly chilly.

So I sat down and tried to get some sleep because I was exhausted.

First Taps on the Shoulder

It was maybe only about only 30 minutes after I shut my eyes after I had sat down that I felt the first tap on my shoulder. I opened my eyes and saw an open palm waving right in front of my face gesturing for money.

So I, I dug into my pocket and I gave the guy — oh, I don't know — maybe 10 or 15 pesos which was about a buck, and then I kind of shined him on. And again I tried to go back to sleep, but the next thing I know I'm tapped on the shoulder yet again.

And this self - same drama continued on for about three more hours, no less, until about 1:00 a.m.

Michael: Did you keep giving these people money?

James: I did until the coins ran out. And then I just said, “No.” 

I paid no more attention to anyone and just pulled my hat down over my eyes and resigned myself to trying to get some sleep.

And now it’s getting very cold and the wind is picking up, and it’s also raining outside. The net result is it feels even colder.

Next, I pull out the two Hawaiian aloha shirts that I had in my backpack to put over the little cotton shirt that I already had on, and I also took a pair of pants out and wrapped it around my knees because my knees were really getting cold. 

As you can imagine, I was quite the sight to see!

And once again, I pulled my hat down over my face and tried to get some sleep. This is now about maybe 3:00 a.m.

I woke up, took a walk around, and struggled to try to find some other place that was a little bit warmer. But there was no such place in the bus terminal.
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