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Foreword
In the context of writing travel biographies I feel that it’s most important to project one’s
feelings as to the motive in wishing to explore the world we live in. Sometimes an adventure can
be more exciting and sometimes it can be a little less exciting. This depends on the circumstances
of the visit and the investment needed for making this attractive and beneficial to my readers.
The total length of this book is only 137 pages, which I felt was enough to project a concise and
clear message.
For any information which is learnt during the chapters, it is at your discretion to make
an assumption of what the contemporary facts, figures, and imagination are projecting.
The accuracy of the stories has been edited to be timely, factual, and relevant, so if you
should have an opportunity to travel to these and other nice paces in the world I hope we
can share the same experiences and moral values.

Introduction
Danny Teller was born in 1964. He lived in the UK for most of his childhood before moving
to Israel just after his twenty-first birthday in 1985. He left Israel in 2002 after residing there for
nearly twenty years. Then he spent three months in the United States before making another
move—this time to Nepal for nearly six months. Danny taught English to children in a rather
remote Nepalese village school before returning to his country of origin for the next few years.
Between 2003 and 2009 he invested much of his time in the world of writing, publishing, IT,
and media, and he did extensive travelling throughout the world. In more recent months, Danny
has moved to China, where he is currently residing with Yvonne Wu. Danny has a passion for
writing both fiction and nonfiction stories, songs, and poetry, and he is also in the process of
writing an autobiography set in Israel.
Yvonne Wu was born in December 1968 in a small rural village in northern China. In 1989,
after graduating from university, Yvonne entered a national trade company that finally went into
bankruptcy in 1999. This resulted in a change of jobs and a new career, part of which required
learning more about information technology and English language skills to survive. Since
February 2009, Yvonne has been connected to a certain United Kingdom national named Danny
Teller, who also was looking for a trustworthy and loyal companion. No doubt Yvonne is resolute
in her belief that the fate and fortune of individuals are related to the country’s fate. Yvonne,
since meeting Danny, has likewise indicated an interest in writing, traveling, and foreign trade.
Both wish to become authors.
It is with great pleasure that we present four stories from different parts of the world. The
first story is based in Florida, in the south-eastern part of the United States, in November 2008.
The second tale is located in Cape Town, in the south-western part of South Africa, in May 2009.
The third journey comes from Greece and Croatia, located in the eastern part of Europe, during
the middle of summer 2009. The fourth saga comes from Beijing, China, during the national
holiday at the beginning of October 2009.
Each composition has been written and edited to bring out the delights and attractions that
each nation has to offer, plus any underlying issues that need more attention, such as the
development and infrastructure in that part of the world. To say we have a favourite place
amongst the four is hard to say, for the season and residents played a large part in each visit.
The fact that we like to travel is an understatement, but the expectation that not all plans will
go like clockwork does play a significant part from start to finish irrespective of the original
motives. Historically, geographically, linguistically, and culturally speaking, all the places
offered a great deal in not just the quality of life but most importantly logical reasons that a
popular tourist attraction is either under the spotlight or neglected.
To Danny, Florida was just about money, with a lot of material attractions and oceanic nature
blended into one. Despite Florida being expensive, many people visit this part of the world and
enjoy it, especially Key West, in the Florida Keys. Cape Town projected a rather more turbulent

past but with a forthcoming enlightenment in a country that still has much to offer in terms of its
wildlife, geography, and citizens. Danny’s original expectation of Greece and Croatia was quite
high, but this changed due to the lack of modernization, which was a bit surprising, with no
evidence of a change for the better coming where he was.
The overall content also depicts a better understanding from an individual’s point of view in
relation to identifying one’s own career or social or geographical prospective. The media has
often focused on certain aspects of all four places over a long period of time. However, as is so
often the case, the difference between physically and emotionally learning about any place can
often lead one away from what the nation is really trying to project.
Interestingly enough, Africa, Europe, Asia, and the United States have a position in the world
as to the geographical ideology for the way the land masses have formed and consequently
affected the quality of life. Cape Town has been more traditionally known as one of the more
volatile parts of the world, together with Israel, but the geographical location and the wildlife can
override everything else. For all intents and purposes, Beijing represented a magical environment
for the sheer artistry, tapestry, Asian tradition, and architecture for which this majestic city is so
famous.
For each of the four stories, we have filtered out the parts that will appeal to your feelings
from the first to the last page. Remember one final thought as to the amount of work that went
into the stories because your pleasure is our delight. Please enter a realm of new worldly vision
and tradition in the kingdom of God.

United States of America, 2008

Florida: Tarpon Springs, Tampa

Florida: Clearsprings

Florida: Miami beach

Florida: Miami beach

Florida: Key West

Florida: Key West

From July 2002 to October 2002, I was in Portland, Oregon, in the good ol’ United States. It
was during a time of great stress, but I had a good time with my brothers, resting and
rehabilitating from my broken-down marriage.
Leaving in October was hard, especially after my divorce agreement, but I had accomplished
a great deal in a short time. I was not sure how long it would be before I returned, but I didn’t
think it would take as much as six years—and what a six years it had been. It was not only
challenging and interesting but, at times, left me gasping for breath after what I had done and—
more so—after what I had not.
An epilogue of adventures has seen me compress more than fifteen to twenty years into six
short ones. As such has been my industrious life, I often wonder when the excitement will end, if
at all. With a mind full of thought, word, deed, and excitement, I travelled to Heathrow
International Airport for my next journey into infinity and vanity. It was a Sunday, and I was due
to fly to Tampa, Florida, at 10:30 a.m. by way of Newark, New Jersey. With my laptop and
suitcase, I arrived at Terminal 4, fully expecting to be allowed through check-in and wait in the
duty-free lounge.
Had I taken the liberty to check on the back of my booking receipt? Well, that was another
issue, but I hadn’t. It was in such small detail I could barely read the print even with a
magnifying glass, but who bothers to read the small print?
Well, I didn’t, and now I was about to learn a hard lesson. The person who sold me the ticket
back in May 2008 assumed I had a machine-readable passport. He did mention a visa that would
apply to all passengers to the United States after January 2009, but he didn’t know my passport
was old.
My passport had been stolen in Kathmandu, Nepal, and the high commissioner who issued it
had given me one which was issued in 2003. I had since travelled to the Philippines, Nepal, and
Europe on my old passport, but not back to the United States.
Given the 30 percent of people in America who are illegal immigrants, I was gutted when I
was turned down at check-in with a British passport. This was the first time it had happened.
“Sir,” I was told, “If we allow you on, you will be deported back again.” And I would be charged
with the return fare. That fact that I didn’t argue with the American authorities took some
restraint; another person might have been more aggressive. They asked me to get a new passport
that was machine-readable, which could be done immediately at the passport office in central
London. Still in deep shock, I reminded them the US economy would collapse if they deported
the Mexicans, Puerto Ricans, Haitians, and Cubans back home and I was travelling in a modern
state on a British passport. They were hypocrites, or rather their government was hypocritical
about immigrant laws, and they knew I had made a good point.
“Sir, complain to the authorities if you are not happy with us—we are simply doing our job.”
They might have been doing their jobs, but it still didn’t make an awful lot of sense to me. I
had been on a waiting list for a green card for several years now, and people were fleeing poverty
in South and Central America and other countries in and around Asia, many of whom were
coming ashore in Miami, Florida. The authorities were not allowed to arrest them upon arriving
on the beach. When I found this out, I was amazed. If refugees were caught, they were sent back;
if not, they were allowed to stay. Immigration didn’t make a lot of sense, and the more I

travelled, the more ridiculous the law had become in different countries.
I was told that I needed to go to the passport office in Victoria and get an emergency passport
for about a hundred pounds, which could be issued within three to four hours of making the
application. Still furious, I went over to the agent for Continental Airlines and made a provisional
booking for Tuesday the 11th. They couldn’t make a booking for me tomorrow because I
wouldn’t be able to get back there on time.
I went home, but only after getting instructions from the information desk on the number to
call to make an appointment and how to get to the passport office. Once back at home, I arranged
an appointment for the very next morning. Having gotten my appointment, I was somewhat
happy but still absolutely furious and understandably so. Now I would end up compressing much
into two days and still keeping a cool head in the process.
The information was in the system, and I didn’t know how to inform Katie, an American girl
living in Nigeria, with whom I had been communicating. Little did I know she was not so honest,
so whatever information I did have to relate to her was also a waste of time. However, my
brothers did need to be informed.
I called my brother Anthony and apologized for calling him at 3:00 a.m. He told me to e-mail
him the new arrival time. When I called him again on Monday after I had gotten my new
passport, he told me he wouldn’t be coming to get me. He knew Katie was supposed to pick me
up, but I was suspicious and wanted one of my brothers to come in any case. Anthony refused
and told me to take that chance. (My brother’s original intention was correct. I should have spent
some time with her and then come, but little did I know Katie Jones was a big con.) Well, I can
tell you that trying to meet with her was in vain, but I would not find out until my arrival in
Tampa at midnight on Tuesday, November 11.
I would have to wait at the arrivals until the morning and phone him up. That was not a
particularly pleasant feeling, and it would still be a long wait of at least several hours after what
had been a hassle at the airport in London to get there in the first place. As I was going to be in
town, I decided to attend a gala that night, which was to do with my new job at the Waitrose
supermarket chain that I would begin when I returned to the UK.
Six years had gone by, and with at least three issues to be sorted out, I was somewhat
dumbfounded and trying to think clearly. So I would travel not knowing if anyone would arrive
at all, and while these wonderful thoughts were bothering me, I was tired from having gotten up
early and needed to find out the address of the gala performance.
I was still at the airport, and while I still had some credit on my mobile, I used it to phone up
my old job. Fortunately, my department manager, Dean Perrot, was able to help me. He was
sorry I had a problem with my passport and would get back to me as soon as possible. Thirty
minutes later he left a voicemail and told me the gala was located at a four-star hotel called the
Barbican Thistle.
I spent half the day running around trying to sort myself out, which included a couple of
visits to the travel agency Trail Finders because they had booked my last four or five trips. I
complained, but I decided to leave the issue alone. Trail Finders had booked my holidays
because they always found me the cheapest airfares, but this was the first time I had this
problem, and it wasn’t entirely their fault.

In the evening I had a lovely time with the new staff at the Edgware Road branch of
Waitrose, and then the next morning, Monday, I rushed into the center of London to sort my
passport out. Many people were waiting to renew their passports, and after paying a £114 fee, I
went off to the Nigerian embassy to see if I could meet up with someone I knew who worked
there.
It was almost a wasted journey, but I did meet someone else who just happened to be there at
the same time. The person I wanted to see was busy, and after being contradicted a few times as
to his availability, I had no choice but to give up. After arguing for more than forty minutes and
getting nowhere with the staff, who didn’t give me the impression that they knew what they were
doing, I decided to take down the details of a lady with whom I met over there. She seemed a
nice enough person from Malaysia. Her name was Susi, and she had been living in the UK for
thirty years. She was at the High Commission because she was travelling to Lagos soon for a
religious conference.
Back at the passport office, I was issued a new emergency one, and, somewhat relieved, I
looked at the main page, which had an electronic chip. It was valid for ten years and I didn’t need
to return to Heathrow airport. I then informed my brothers of my new time of arrival, but they
still were not promising to meet me. I was somewhat in upheaval and, not having heard from
Katie for four days, I was now suspicious.
She had asked me for help on a number of occasions, and I had given her some £300. She
had pleaded with me on a number of occasions, and it was all in vain. After receiving two
payments from someone else on her behalf, I was convinced she was honest and genuine, but she
was not.
So when I did leave my home early on Tuesday morning I still had mixed emotions and
wasn’t sure what was going on. At check-in, I had no problem this time; my boarding passes
were given to me straightaway. The plane left on time, but the flight from London to Newark was
more than 50 percent empty. There were so many empty seats that I was surprised they hadn’t
cancelled this journey, as they had two other flights when I was booking my original trip, and put
us on the next one.
It was approximately 4:30 p.m. in Newark when I arrived. Not only had I flown over
Manhattan and seen the Statue of Liberty and the Hudson River from the air, my route also went
over the Canadian border and quite close to Greenland and Iceland, which is amazing
considering how far they are from London.
I waited at the airport until 9:00 p.m. until I was airborne. This flight was fully booked, and
this quite surprised me. Normally, they are only 50 percent full, but some passengers who had
not taken the earlier flight to Tampa came on this one. The plane was a small one and I was lucky
to be by the window again.
We were flying over the west coast of Florida with two bodies of water surrounding her
shores, the Gulf of Mexico and the Atlantic Ocean. (I was lucky enough to bathe in both.)
So this was the large finger that sticks down south called Florida. Welcome, dear reader, to
Tampa.
Florida is about one hundred kilometers or fifty miles wide and about seven to eight hundred
miles long. I had been to the United States before, but that was in the opposite direction of where

I was now. This was way down south. There was so much to see in this majestic finger of land,
and it was compact.
Coming to America took a lot of getting used to, both in the way of life and the cost. America
was expensive. It was not just taxes but the lifestyle itself. It was wholly and largely all about
money, and at times it appeared nothing else mattered as I travelled in this part of the world.
Portland, Oregon, and Tampa were wealthy cities in the United States, rich and scenic in their
own ways.
As the plane started her descent, I wasn’t sure if Katie was being honest. I got off the plane
and walked inside the main arrival lounge. Would Katie be there? I looked for her, but she was
not there, even after I asked for her over the public address system. My baggage was ready for
collection, and now I wasn’t sure what to do. I walked around again to see if she was waiting, but
I was not wholly surprised. Oh well—maybe she was having problems and would see my e-mail
later on.
It was now past midnight, and all of a sudden someone was waving to me. At first I was not
sure who it was, as I was jet-lagged and tired. Despite coming here for a rest, I was nearly
freaking out, not knowing what to expect. The person was still waving at me. I turned away, still
confused, and when I turned back in his direction, I realized it was my brother Jonathan. He told
me he had decided to come because he wasn’t sure about Katie, and he didn’t want me to arrive
with no one there. Quelle relief. Luckily, he knew where Continental Airlines customers pick up
their baggage, and that’s why he was here. He was wondering why I had not recognized him. We
embraced, and he told me to put my suitcase in his large, white van.
It was surprisingly warm despite being the second half of November. This was not my first
time in the tropics; in fact, I had gone to another tropical part of the world not six months ago. So
why did I chose to come here? Well, I wanted to see my brothers.
Jonathan was surprised about my passport and didn’t know about the new electronic version.
The journey to their new home took about fifty minutes over waterways and bays, through a
maze of channels, luxury houses, and boat houses. It was dark so I wasn’t able to see much, but
in the morning that would all change.
Still tired and jet-lagged, I was trying to get my head together and adjust to America again. I
had only nine full days here. That wasn’t much, but I was glad I had come and needed to relax.
Business in America wasn’t going so well, Jonathan told me. The real estate market had
crashed, making it hard to sell and buy. The $1,500 which I would soon receive from them as a
present was half of what I normally would get. No guarantee was given about receiving money
next year, so I should be grateful for anything at all instead of absolutely nothing.
As we travelled back, there was much to chat about, and I wasn’t prepared to tell it there and
then. Jonathan was happy to see me again and asked how my journey had been. It was long and
tiring, and despite my passport problems, I was determined to make this trip no matter what—
and Tampa was quite an interesting place.
Florida was popular, with many people coming here to enjoy the warm climate and all it has
to offer. The scenery at night was somewhat of a maze of luxury and modernization shrouded in
a blanket of darkness. This was completely different to that of the UK, but I did have some idea
of what to expect from my first visit. (This reminded me partially of Israel. Israel was full of

modernization but was not as rich. The Philippines were also like this, only more ancient.) So I
was going to be exposed to some sunshine, and, like I said, this was a particularly warm spell.
London, on the contrary, was cold, wet, and miserable. Only yesterday, it poured down with rain
as I sorted my passport out.
While Jonathan drove back across Tampa Bay, I was somewhat spaced out and bemused at
the fact he was here at all. Anthony had misled me into two major developments: he had not
guaranteed I would be picked up, and he had informed me five months ago I would have to stay
in motels and not with them. I found his communication at times somewhat erratic. We had not
gotten on at the best of times, and my fate was somewhat worse than his, not by choice but rather
by misfortune.
My intention was not to do the type of work I was doing, but I had no choice. Some of my
choices in life were not too well judged, but not all was my fault. It was not possible to blame me
for everything that happened to me. Making this trip had come only after a huge effort and I was
here, so I might as well as enjoy it.
The America I was now travelling through was the America I had known before: the same
quantity of water, the same quantity of greenery, and lovely houses. It seemed too good to be
true, and yet something was wrong as we pulled up outside the house my family shared, and
Jonathan took me back into the small house where he lived all by himself.
My family owned at least three cars, a boat, and scuba-diving equipment. They owned a lot. I
couldn’t understand why my position was so bad, after all I had done. This sort of question was
hard to answer.
I checked my e-mail briefly on their laptop to see if Katie was able to get online, and sure
enough, still nothing. She was a real con artist, one with class, and this was after she had assured
me she was genuine. Her last e-mail was on Thursday, November 6, the day before I left my job.
She said not to worry, that she would be there and was really excited to meet up. We also talked
about plans to get married before we had even met.
So much for her promises. I nearly decided to call it quits with her before I got more
frustrated over the money I had lost over the last few months. Maybe she was in trouble or
wasn’t able to come to the airport. I left my brother’s contact details and still there was no
communication. I told Jonathan I was used to disappointments, so it was no big deal.
By the time I got to bed it was past 1:00 a.m. A long day had passed, and it was warm in the
room—too warm. A mattress and blanket were on the floor, and there was also a settee and table.
Jonathan told me to go to sleep. I lay down but tossed and turned on my bed, not being able to
adjust to this spring-like climate, and I wondered once again what I had done to deserve this hard
lifestyle and massive debts and no current relationship.
One possible cause was reincarnation. Though a hard subject to explain I was convinced I
had killed someone in my last life. That might sound pretty harsh, but I had done everything
humanly possible to make my life as successful as possible, but still no breakthrough. Although
some of my choices were misjudged, I often felt that if God did exist, he had let me down.
Though I had made progress since my last holiday to the Philippines, I was still unclear as to
which direction and what further risks to take and, most importantly, when. It was a fighting
spirit that kept me going, and, having come all this way in life, I certainly wasn’t going to give

up now.
After a somewhat restless night, I was up at 6:00 a.m. and went into the main house with my
computer. I was hungry and turned on my computer to check my e-mail. With a special memory
stick, I was able to get online and chat with my usual friends and associates. Jonathan got up
relatively early and asked me what I wished to eat, and I told him whatever he wished to make
me was fine.
The other occupants of the home were still in bed, but soon one got up. It was Kayan, who
was now sixteen. I had last seen him as a child of just ten years old, shortly after leaving my
family in July 2002. Now it was six years later, and he was as American as one could have
expected. He had grown up mostly in America and, for all intents and purposes, had an American
mentality and accent.
He asked me how I was and what I had been doing all this time. I told him I had been very
busy, not just writing for publication but travelling, increasing my overall debt. I might have
come back to the United States sooner, but I got mixed up in Nigeria and the Philippines.
Overall, it was a productive period, and I just had to make this visit before the end of the year,
which was most unusual.
Kayan was in a rush as he began a lesson early in the morning. He barely had time to chat
any longer, and I didn’t see him until much later on in the day. Once he was gone, Jonathan put a
cheese sandwich on the dining room table and asked if I wanted some tea, but I wasn’t thirsty. I
rarely drank or ate in the morning and certainly not this early. I was used to a set morning plan,
but all that was to change, having just left one job and soon to begin another one. With Kayan
out for a few hours and Anthony, his new wife, Mazza, and her mother, Almaz, still to get up, it
gave us a chance to chat some more.
I was not sure how much to reveal of my last six years, the financial stresses and plans that
had gone wrong or backfired or were slow to take effect. My debt was bad due to the Israeli child
support, but I had left my ex-wife and kids a home, which, in my opinion, was my contribution
to their welfare.
However, due to confusion over my divorce agreement, which was not foolproof, and having
lost some respect for Rabbi David Ernest and Rabbi Defries, I had severed nearly all of my
trusted contacts. My assurance as to the visitation rights of my two kids, Tehilla and Mordechai,
were dashed, and it only complicated matters when I returned to Israel against my father’s
wishes shortly after returning from Nepal.
The divorce agreement was in Hebrew, which I understood, but I also had the agreement for
the flat where I had last lived in Israel, which was registered under both my and Ruth’s names.
Those were probably two of the most important documents I had and would remain so at least
until Mordechai reached the age of eighteen in 2018, ten years later.
The proof of ownership and the divorce agreement were still in Israel. My copy of the land
registration document was enough proof, but the divorce agreement was the original one that had
been written up and signed up in Seattle, Washington, for $400. Most divorces cost many
thousands of dollars and take years before an agreement can be sorted out. My case was more
complicated, as we were not in communication, not living in the same part of the world, and not
likely to meet again for the foreseeable future, if at all. What would happen between now and

then remained to be seen and depended on the honesty of people I did business with until then.
There were also legal matters to sort out that would no doubt affect me with regards to my
status in Israel, but once my kids were eighteen years old, the state could do nothing to prevent
them from seeing me. Jonathan was as confused as I was, and I admitted to relying too much on
Anthony’s judgment in the summer of 2002, which may not have been as accurate as we
originally anticipated. Whatever judgment Anthony had used during our time together was not
foolproof, but it was not his fault, especially as my father also was not happy with Devries when
he arrived in Israel for his payment.
Devries spent time travelling from Israel to the United States in the context of a lawyer and
rabbi. Ernest, who was a top-quality lawyer, gave me his contact number. Devries was sly and
shrewd in how he dealt with the divorce agreement and, considering the terms and conditions, all
was not well, so I decided not to have any further correspondence until I could afford to pay for a
lawyer who could be trusted, if one existed.
However, I was free again, and the Israeli authorities were not able to do a thing, as I was out
of Israel and unlikely ever to return. Since I had left Portland in October, too much had happened
to me, and I was still trying to absorb the adventures or misadventures of the last six years.
It was not just a question of travel or writing—it was also a question of obtaining a
professional writing career. I was having problems with publishing because it was so
competitive, but I did not lose hope. My story of Israel was still a potential bestseller, and I was
determined to get my work into print no matter what. Sooner or later it would be time to inform
Jonathan of my website and the material I put on it. But for now, Jonathan was asking about my
plans.
I wanted to acclimatize and needed to rent a car. Yes, that could be done, as Anthony would
arrange it as long as I had a credit card. I did have one with me, although my other cards were
suspended because of my debt. I had limited funds available, even with the increased overdraft
limit I just arranged with the bank.
I would travel in Florida, but I was not sure where. There was so much to see, Jonathan
assured me. “You might go down south, for instance, to the Everglades. There is a national park
there, an alligator farm, and a boat trip. That will be a lot of fun.”
I thought I might also go to the Florida Keys, about three hundred miles from here. Jonathan
had been there twice with Anthony on a boat trip. Key West, in particular, is a popular tourist
place at the southernmost tip of the contiguous United States. It was the end point of a group of
islands that were all very scenic, and he was sure I would have a good time.
Soon his wife got up, and we were introduced. Mazza was of Ethiopian origin but had been
in the United States for many years. She was intellectually minded and of the Baha’i faith (there
was a temple in Haifa, Israel, that we had visited a few times as small boys). Her mother, who
was recovering from a neck operation, was also staying there and had been to Israel twice on a
pilgrimage. Almazz was a believer in Christ and wished to be buried in Israel. She believed the
Jewish people are the chosen ones.
I didn’t want to be too negative about Israel, but there were some people who were devoted
to Israel and believed it to be a focal point in the world. Catholics, Jews, and Muslims were of
that opinion. I was not. I didn’t come to America to complain about Israel. I had been out of there

for more than six years now, and it was unlikely I would return there again, not even to see my
kids. If my kids wanted to see me, they could come to the United Kingdom or the United States.
About 8:00 a.m., Anthony phoned up a car rental company, and we arranged to go and pick it
up after breakfast. On Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday, I made myself busy. Then we drove
along the interstates, and I realized that all I was seeing was money being spent. Florida just cost
money. It was big and luxurious and not much else, it seemed.
The more we travelled, the more uneasy I felt. To be able to afford to live here, I needed to
make money from my writing. That meant getting published, and so far efforts to receive any
royalties from my writing had been unsuccessful.
I had been on the waiting list for a green card for several years now, and I was not sure
whether the authorities would go back on their word or not. I didn’t trust them and had lost
contact with Immigration Services since my initial sponsorship in 2000. With mixed emotions
about all that had happened since I had left, it was all a mystery as to why my life was treating
me in this fashion and for so many years in relative poverty.
I would need a car for a total of nine days. So, still jet-lagged and trying to get used to my
new surroundings, I went with Anthony to pick up the car. Jonathan told me when we got home
that it was convertible in which I could sleep. He was sure I could spend some nights there and
save myself the hotel bills.
The plan for that day was to go to Clearwater Springs, a city about twelve miles away with
plenty of beaches. Jonathan gave me some food and indicated on the map how straightforward it
was. Despite being disorientated, I got in the car and followed his instructions. I turned right off
their small road and continued for about twenty minutes south on Alternative 19, a small country
road with room for one car to pass in opposite directions.
The United States was pretty, green, and spacious, but it was strange to be driving after so
many years. This was not the United Kingdom, Israel, Nepal, and certainly not the Philippines.
Some liked it; some loathed it. For some, it was too big; for some, it was just right.
I was still trying to navigate the road system. Most cars were automatic in America, but I still
preferred a manual one. I liked being able to put my foot down on three pedals and not two.
I had driven an automatic car before but didn’t feel comfortable; however, this car was easy
to use and control. There was a radio, but I didn’t use it much because I had my MP3 player,
which I used a lot.
As far as that afternoon was concerned, I was by myself. The area was full of tourists, mostly
Americans, but some foreigners. Eventually I found a place to park for about $1.50 an hour. I
wanted at least two to three hours on the white sandy beach. It wasn’t as nice as the ones in the
Philippines, which were more tropical than this one.
There was no coral or sharks, but sharks were not unheard of. Florida had many attractions,
including some sharks; however, they didn’t come close to the beach. The Atlantic Ocean lay to
the east, and the Gulf of Mexico to the west. One side was damn cold, and one side was warm.
The temperature only a few days ago was eighty degrees. Now as I went in, it was just below
seventy. It was cold but not unbearable.
Many Spanish-speaking people came here. In America, about 30 to 40 percent of the people
spoke Spanish because they came from South American countries or learned it in school. In some

parts, it was more than 90 percent of the population. Spanish was the second language in
America, but amazingly most didn’t speak English at all well.
I might be strong in languages, but most people I met in America were not good in
linguistics, as one might have thought with all the money spent on education. Not everyone
studied at Yale and Harvard Universities, which were supposed to be two of the top places in the
world. Most of the people here were Spanish speakers, but they were nice and were soaking up
the November sun while it lasted.
Once I got used to the water, I was able to enjoy swimming in another body of ocean. I didn’t
have to go too far out to sea before my body was submerged. This was my first swim in an ocean
since leaving the Philippines in May of this year. This place was nice, full of people, the beach
was clean, and I also managed to get sunburnt. Getting sunburnt in the middle of November was
almost unheard of in my life, but the sun was still high in the sky.
Florida was tropical, and it felt like being in a sort of paradise. There were hotels and
restaurants all around me, which reminded me of Israel and the south of France. A motel in
Tampa would cost me a minimum of about seventy dollars. The closer to the water, the more
expensive; but the further one went away from the sea, one could find prices as low as fifty
dollars.
Though I stayed on the beach about two and a half hours, it was enough to expose my skin to
the sun and go back to Tarpon Springs red in the face, arms, back, and shoulders. It was lovely. I
had not really dreamt of getting sunburnt, certainly not in November and not considering from
where I had just come.
Oh well, I thought as I went for a walk along the clean beach that seemed to stretch for miles.
To my rear were hotels, and big ones at that. One was still under construction, and others were
full of people enjoying the early winter delights of Clearwater. The whole area was scenic with
marinas, lagoons, bridges, and large boats. This sort of scenery one expects to see in a postcard,
but I was seeing it with my own eyes.
Due to my hard financial situation, I was not used to this. I didn’t like to be surrounded by
money, but this place was just investments. Where the money was coming from I couldn’t
imagine . . . surely loans and mortgages. There weren’t that many people in the world who were
wealthy, and not to the degree that they owned a huge car, house, land, boat, etc.
This was far too much for me. I had been in such impoverished parts of the world, where
people lived in complete and utter squalor or hovering just above the poverty line. This was the
exact opposite. Somehow I needed a balance between the poor and the rich.
Being here might have been too much for me, but my brothers had moved from Portland,
Oregon, to here. My own choice for settling in America if and when that did happen would be
Seattle, Washington. My other choices were Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada, and Sydney,
Australia.
As I walked along the unspoilt beach, taking in the sunshine and the peace, I realized how
lucky I was to have been able to come here and take in the Florida sun. I stopped a few times to
take a few pictures and asked people to take a few of me, but it was hard to get a good shot.
Digital cameras were so popular, and all took clear pictures at a price next to nothing.
I went back to the water and felt the cold all around my body. It wasn’t too bad, but I was not

the only one saying how cold it was, although, from what I heard, this was an unusually warm
spell in Florida. I didn’t mind it one bit.
When I had had enough of the water, beach, and hotels and my parking time was up, I moved
on to an area called the India Rock Beach, which looked on the map to be quite some distance
away from here. As I drove down, I saw some national parks and many other tourist attractions,
an aquarium or two plus many other water sport activities.
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