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Summary 

This book is about five accounts of journeys filled with much humour and irony. They are five reports at a time in which travellers didn’t have a digital camera with them able to contain thousands of pictures and not even a mobile phone with a lot of functions in order to solve any unforeseen event. The reader will plunge into an initiatory journey, explore purely adventurous landscapes and will remember an unprecedented historical event that happened at the same time as one of these travels. All these episodes happened at the end of the 20th century as we were starting to live a radical change leading to such an extreme use of technology which changed our way of travelling. While we were reaching this point, we kept looking at the map, there was no GPS and we called home from a phone booth. Get ready to relive all those feelings through these travels; after all, “travelling is worth the money”, isn’t it? 

Short author’s biography

Born in Madrid in 1972, he graduated in Computer Engineering at Madrid Polytechnic University. During his professional experience he took part in various IT projects for some businesses and the Ministry of Defense. I  spite of his technical education and activity, his passion for literature led him to write stories (“Feliz Navidad... o no”) and accounts of journeys (“Los viajes del cambio de siglo”). He became famous on social networks thanks to his story “Amor de consultor informático” (which was published on the literary magazine Almiar on 08/18/2016) and the series “Nostalgias Pretéritas”. His most ambitious works are until now the adventure novel  “El Reino de los Malditos”, that was published by Editorial Leibros, and the contemporary novel on the digital world “Las sinergias de Marcio”.

Dedication

To my parents and brother.

To all those who shared and will share with me adventures and travels.




PREFACE


––––––––
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“Travelling is always worth the money”. This motto is one of the undeniable big truths in this world. During my life, I had the opportunity to “invest money” in this discipline and up to now I was in more than twenty countries: Portugal, France, Andorra, Italy, Egypt, Austria, Germany, United Kingdom, Belgium, Switzerland, Russia, Canada, Mexico, Costa Rica, Malta, Lithuania, Latvia, Estonia, Hungary, Slovakia...

In the effort to rememeber them all to mention them, you realise what you live, above all when you’re aware that the list is incomplete, that you have forgotten some countries. Anyway I hope to double or triple this figure as long as my body’s healthy... but at the moment, all my experiences fill me with joy every time I think of them: I visited the burial chamber in the pyramid of Mykerinos in Egypt; I crossed the biggest lake in Europe, the Lake Ladoga, skipping more than two-metre high waves on a Soviet boat; I visited a Mayan city which was partly eaten by the Mexican jungle, high in a pyramid which was recently discovered; I explored the tongue of the Pasterze glacier in the middle of the Alps; I took a more than 1-kilometre long zip wire above the cloud forest in Costa Rica; I saw the Mont Saint Michel in the gloom, as it was a fantasy castle; I visited the magic Matterhorn corners in Switzerland; I saw the whole of “Toronto” from the 446-metres high of the CN Tower feeling the dizziness of walking on its transparent floor; I saw the “Azure Window” on the Maltese island of Gozo, before it faded away forever; I went across the Eurotunnel from Brussels to London; I was in a submarine dating back to the Second World War in Estonia; I was on the last floor of the Eiffel Tower; I dived into the famous swimming pool which is surrounded by columns of the Gellert spa in Budapest; in the north of Canada, I saw a whale coming to the sea and staring at me for some seconds at a distance of only five metres...

I know there are still lots of things to do, see and live, but sometimes it’s worth focusing on our origins before starting new projects, this is exactly what this book is about: my first journeys giving birth to all the others, preparing the ground for this everlasting vocation, keeping driving me to do other trips; I refer to those to the island of Majorca, Portugal, Pyrenees, Italy and finally to the most surprising place I have ever been to, Egypt.

It is true that I’m not Rustichello da Pisa, nor this book resembles “The Travels of Marco Polo”, but I am sure that this humble book will reach all those who are passionate about travelling or who would like to do it; who knows, perhaps one will be given the impulse to write about his experiences as well...


TRAVEL TO EGYPT
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1 - Destination  Aswan
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FRIDAY, 3rd OF SEPTEMBER 2004

The first mistery about Egypt we had to solve was our flight departure. Two months before this adventure, at the Austral travel agency they told us the flight would depart at 9 a.m. This strange statement made us very happy, as such an early departure would give us the opportunity to do a far unplanned experience—in terms of distance, habits and much more we couldn’t even imagine— Aswan. But a week before departure, the time changed to 12:30 p.m.  And the day before it changed to 15:30 p.m. When we payed the rest of the travelling costs and collected the flying tickets, we asked for explanations. The agency was not well organized, so we got annoyed and made a phone call to have our flights and airlines, as every flight that was changed was by an airline that was different from the other. They gave us not very convincing explanations and the wholesaler knew; as well as he knew that no adventurer would have given up flying to the country of pharaohs due to a change of time in his departure. 

—During travels like these you have to be ready to face such events —so the clerk tried to convince us—. Take it or leave it... 

As the clerk of the agency knew, no traveller wants to lose his “money”. Yet we didn’t give out a penny until the first day for dinner, since, having left six hours after 9:00 a.m., we had still to pay half a meal.  

So on the 3rd of September at about one o’clock my brother Luisito, Pepe and I went to the airport of Madrid-Barajas. We had to meet up with Jerónimo Peix (henceforth “Peix”), the fourth expeditionary, coming right from Salamanca to the airport. At that time Peix was a distant acquaintance of Pepe. They met while gathering with common friends and Peix, who was literally game for everything, had told him to let him know if he would go on an interesting tri  p. Taking advantage of the message and aiming to be equal and to arrange the spaces, Pepe called him and he from Salamanca joined in immediately. But they hadn’t seen each other for long so they had to take with them a group photo showing both of them in a corner. But while reaching our meeting point, (the bar of “Mapa Tours / Tierra Joven”), there was nobody who could resemble the man in the picture. So Pepe was on the lookout for him and suddenly a man with his baggage came out from the bar and stood waiting for my brother and me. He really was Peix and Pepe saw him when he came back. 

—So this is your baggage—Peix said pointing out at us—. It’s not that big though. Pepe had told me it was a trunk as big as a house.

The curious reader has to know that in the previous weeks an unwholesome legend came out about the size of my new baggage: a black Paekil size 29x47x70. A big one but not too much. A baggage which can contain everything smoothly. In the end, my brother had to open it to put the things that couldn’t fit in his baggage, although he’ll never manage to find them, after all it couldn’t be any other way.

—o—

The EgiptAir aircraft departed with 1-hour-delay. The piped music played Arabic songs to get us in the mood. The stewardesses were tall and smiling except one who was serious and majestic, identical to Nefertiti: wrinkly face, very big eyes and long neck. There were also stewards; now and then one of them came over and lively talked with some women in their fifties sitting right to us. They couldn’t understand a bloody thing, nor his clingy attitude nor what he said, as the man talked to them in English. If one of them wanted to shift her seat back, the steward appeared out of the blue to pull the right lever; if she suddenly was cold, the man came and brought her a blanket. The women smiled in a puzzled way, he did too and went on till he went away again.

Two hours after Nefertiti came along with one of her colleagues. They came to serve the meal. Nefertiti was proud, like a Queen fallen into disgrace. The other one had a grin on her mouth ear to ear and asked: ”Would you like a drink?”

—A mirinda —I answered, choosing that orange drink among others. I haven’t tried that for at least twenty years.

The meal was the typical one they serve on aircrafts but it wasn’t bad. Except some buns like a croissant but much thicker, that should be typical of Egypt. As the story goes on we’ll call them “messy buns”.

After eating, we gained our watch one hour and it got dark. It was by chance of course; as far as we know, we can’t have power over time through our watches.

Suddenly, through the aircraft windows, we started seeing a huge black snake whose borders were surrounded by light with glitters on their back. It sinuously came forward crossing the blackness of earth with its side sparkle of light.

The steward, who was caring and annoying, cleared up the fifty-year-old women’s questions as well as the others’: it was the Nile, plowed through by some boats and whose edges were completely populated. Beyond there was the desert, totally empty and with no light.

—o—

We arrived at 10:00 a.m. at night, local hour, to Aswan airport. Coming out of the aircraft, the stewardesses said goodbye politely. I tooked a final look at Nefertiti’s face. It seemed to me to see that her eyes had no pupils, white as a sheet. After all it was probably just my imagination, after going past the door, we got a heat stroke of more than 30 degrees.

We drove past a hall, before the police controls. The Nubian Mustafa was waiting for us over there. Following the chaos and typical unrest in these moments, the black man took attendance and started to stick stamps on passports from all over the world. We took back our stamped documents and in the police station some annoyed Egyptians sealed our stamps —you will forgive the repetition— so, once clean and lawful, in a hurry we went to another room to collect our baggages. A funny Muslim opened the door giving us a hand in case anything fell down. But there was no need. After all we were a group of Spanish who didn’t have a clue about local habits; or who weren’t interested in getting to know them at that time.
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