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Jamie Bruhn’s plan was a little respite from winter—the very 
definition of a monthly awesome. Didn’t turn out that way … 

Beach … Bummed? 
If there’s one thing the average person from the Upper 

Midwest thinks about in winter, it’s a beach. Just a brief, 
passing thought of a beach helps break up the monotonous 
cold, snow and freezing rain that plagues us for somewhere 
around six months at a crack.  

Work had been extremely stressful and an opportunity came 
up for an affordable trip to Colombia, to the Rosario Islands off 
the coast of Cartagena. I’ve set foot on forty-five countries and 
maybe just one or two of them involved a beach. But I 
relented. What better way to break up a stretch of sub-zero 
weather than 
snorkeling in the 
Caribbean Sea?

I quickly made 
arrangements for 
transportation 
and lodging, 
booked a guide 
to take me into 
Cartagena one 
day and a boat 
ride out to the 
islands the next. I 
could tick off a 
few more 
countries and get 
some sunshine in 
the process. 
What could go 
wrong?

Apparently, a 
lot. 
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TRAVEL MISHAPS 
Fear is only temporary. Regrets last forever. ~ Anonymous

MISHAPS! 
#Maldives #smelly
We arrived to our 
hotel in the Maldives 
and were greeted by 
a lady spraying air 

freshener in our room. We thought – how 
nice, they want to make sure our room 
smells nice. Turns out she was spraying 
bug spray so cockroaches don’t come in 
the room. Well that’s nice, too, but was 
without any result, as they kept crawling 
out of the bathroom sink!

—Linda, reveriechaser.com

#Cambodia #foreignfood #smelly
My first time in Cambodia, the emphasis 

of the signs in the rooms cracked me up. 
And their number: on the counter, on the 
bed, in the bathroom, everywhere. Most 
had exclamation points, some were in 
bold, others were hand-written.

NO DURIAN FRUIT! 
Later, while exploring, I couldn’t help 

notice the entire area smelled awful. 
Vendors selling food, clothing, souvenirs, 
even the restaurants, all of it smelled 
literally like it was right next to an open 
sewer. My imagination was not kind to the 
local culture, I admit. Until I went to a fruit 
vendor and saw a large, spiky fruit 
wrapped profoundly in plastic. It was 
durian. Even while fresh, once cut open, it 
reeks exactly like feces! It’s also yogurty 
and brainy looking, but tastes pretty bland. 

—Sir Brian, Las Vegas, NV
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The flight from Chicago to Panama City was uneventful. My 
itinerary gave me about 90 minutes in Panama City to get 
something to eat before the next flight to Cartagena. But when 
I walked off the plane and found the departure board, I did a 
double-take. Yes, that’s my connecting flight, but it was 
delayed five hours. Five hours? It’s just a 45-minute flight! 
There goes my pre-arranged ride from the airport to the hotel. 
And of course I’m in a foreign country with no cellular service 
and extremely limited airport wifi so I’ve got no way to contact 
my ride. 

I approached the gate and was going to inquire on the delay 
but several irate passengers were already screaming in rapid 
Spanish, demanding answers. I listened as carefully as I could 
but with the NASCAR-like speed they were roasting the airline 
employees, I couldn’t catch much. I hadn’t been fluent in 
Spanish for almost 25 years and without regular use, you 
forget quickly. 

The board changed again. Delayed another two hours. I’d 
already been working on about two hours of sleep so I needed 
a nap. But the airline was now handing out meal vouchers to 
quell the riot, so I grabbed one and headed for the food court. I 
was quickly disappointed. All of the restaurants were closing. 
So a Lara Bar from the small backpack it is. Hell of a dinner. 
Might as well break out a book. I usually bring several on trips 
but this was a short trip and I only brought two. By 3am, one 
book was finished. I’d be in trouble soon if I didn’t slow down 
my reading. 

Time passed quietly and the zombified gate staff started 
materializing out from the lack-of-sleep fog. Then a captain 
and crew. Looks like we’ll get underway at 4:45am as the gate 
monitor had promised! We quickly boarded, buckled in, and 
were in the process of getting the usual safety lecture when 
suddenly the captain jumped on the intercom and advised we 
had to wait yet again. Cartagena’s airport was not open until 
6am so no point in taking off just yet. I heard choreographed 
groans from most of the cabin through my earbuds. It’s fine, I 
thought. I can still make my city tour at 9am…on zero sleep. 
Why not? You only live once.

Finally we took off. The flight was smooth. I could make my 
city tour, take a short nap and then hit the beach in the early 
evening for some relaxation time. The captain came over the 
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#Brazil #BadWeather
In Brazil, the guest house we were 

staying at was struck by lightning during a 
ferocious storm. Our room was the highest 
point of the building, so we were the ones 
struck. The crash of the accompanying, 
simultaneous thunder was deafening and 
sparks flew out of the electrical sockets! 
Luckily my iPhone and iPad weren’t 
plugged in, though the charger was and 
got fried. It blew up the house’s internet 
and killed the power for a long time. 
Luckily, nobody was hurt. 

—Jill M, Whitebeach, Australia 

#Trains #BadWeather
My girlfriend and I decided to go from 

DC to Chicago for Christmas via Amtrak, 
about a 12 hour trip. The train kept 
stopping then moving for a bit at a time in 
the middle of nowhere until eventually we 
were told the tracks were frozen. The heat 
went out, the toilets backed up, and the 
train ran out of food before we finally rolled 
into Chicago after almost 30 hours.

—Adam C, Basalt, CO

#BadWeather
We left home to visit the in-laws, and 

found ourselves in rapidly worsening 
snow. Google estimated the 90 minute trip 
would take four hours. After being stuck 
motionless for half an hour, we decided to 
pull off the interstate. We discovered that 
only one mile away was an IMAX theater 
screening Interstellar in just 15 minutes. 
We’d been very much wanting to see it, so 
we hit the theater, enjoyed the three-hour 
show, and returned to the interstate again, 
now with no traffic at all.

—Brad F., Kansas City, MO
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intercom and advised the crew to secure the cabin for landing. 
It was dawn and I could see the landscape of Cartagena 
coming into view. The flaps extended slowly and methodically 
until they were in full landing mode. Then I felt the landing gear 
come down. We might have even started the landing flare at 
this point. We were close!

Without warning, the engines roared back to life and we 
were all pressed back into our seats by the massive thrust. 
The plane banked right and aimed its nose high while 
retracting the landing gear and flaps. Everyone was looking at 
everyone else with a look of confusion on their faces. After a 
few minutes of positive climb we leveled off and the captain 
explained Cartagena wouldn’t let us land. They closed the 
airport again and we were being rerouted to Barranquilla. Ok, 
fine. I grabbed the in-flight magazine and found the map. 
Barranquilla is not that far from my destination. Maybe they’ll 
bus us to Cartagena. I’ll miss my city tour but I can still take a 
nap and chill on the beach. No big deal. 
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GLOBAL GOOD LUCK CAT 
Meeting people is all fine & dandy, but I still 
prefer meeting cats. I met this little guy in 
Kowloon (Hong Kong) in 2019. This was deep 
in a meat market which, to be honest, 
probably sold some of his fellows. I saw all 

manner of meats there that were utterly unidentifiable. I try not to dwell 
on that. But this cat was lucky because he was clearly under the 
protection of some humans. Rodents are obviously a hazard in a food 
market, and this place was not exactly being patrolled by government 
health agencies. So this little guy had his fill of mice and whatnot. 

Who am I kidding? This cat worked for fish vendors. He was eating 
sashimi day and night. Under no circumstances would he share any of 

the fish in the canisters upon 
which he sat. From this lofty perch 
he gazed down upon me with 
suspicion and dissatisfaction. 
Perhaps not so strangely, I was 
reminded of my ex-wife. 

Lucky cats need some help 
sometimes. Be an Alley Cat Ally.

#camping #lost #lies
This past weekend, my friends and I 

decided to go camping on a friend’s land. 
We were thrilled to be presented with the 
opportunity. So we four packed into a 2-
door Eclipse and headed out on the open 
road. We did not print out any directions 
prior to leaving because my friend Nikki 
said she knew the way because she had 
been there multiple times before.

At first, the road trip wasn’t that bad. We 
had stopped early for drinks and snacks 
and were headed on our way, jamming out 
to favorite songs. As we got closer and 
closer, we noticed that Nikki seemed more 
and more unsure about which direction to 
go. Pretty soon we found ourselves on the 
side of the road and lost! So, Nikki called 
our friend and asked him how to get to his 
house. About thirty minutes after we 
headed back onto the road, we found 
ourselves passing the same stores over 
and over again. Lost and confused yet 
again, we pulled over once more and 
phoned our friend. He gave us an entirely 
new set of directions and once more we 
tried again. By this time, we were tired, 
hot, and hungry. And getting ill.

When we final ly arr ived at our 
destination, we were four angry and 
restless teenagers. Sadly, this was only 
the beginning of our troubles. When we 
actually got to the guy’s house, we found 
out that by “land” he meant his backyard 
and by “camping” he meant we were going 
to have a fire and then crash in his 
grandmother’s basement. Yay. He saw 
that we were getting angry and said to 
cheer up because we were in for a great 
bonfire. Of course, that turned out to be 
a disappointment also because he meant 
the fireplace, which he failed to light 
endlessly.

[continued]

http://www.alleycat.org
http://www.alleycat.org
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After landing in Barranquilla, the captain left the plane to get 
information, but we weren’t allowed off. The crew started 
passing out beverages and snacks to placate the growing 
irritability of the passengers. Eventually, he was advised the 
Cartagena airport was open again and we’ll head there 
immediately. The short flight was uneventful. Again the flaps 
were extended, again the landing gear was down. I could see 
we were mere seconds from touching down. Without warning, 
yet again, the engines roared and we were thrust back in our 
seats. The massive groan from the cabin was longer and 
louder. The captain said, “We cannot land in Cartagena. The 
airport is now closed again. Due to a minor fuel issue, we’ll be 
rerouting to our alternative airport…Panama City.”

Yelling filled the cabin. Everyone was upset. That’s 
understating their emotions. I shrugged my shoulders and took 
a deep breath. What could I do? I didn’t actually have to be 
anywhere until Wednesday. We landed back in Panama City. 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LOCAL HARD LUCK CAT 
When the authorities shut down a kitten mill that 
had been abusing the animals, I adopted Athena.  
When she reached about 15, she slowed down, 
became very careful. We suspected arthritis, but 

discovered she was losing her vision. She’d already lost her hearing. 
As time passed she began to bump into things, and we knew she had 
gone totally blind. We had no idea what to do for her. The vet told us 
it’s probably harder on us than Athena, as cats are resilient. 

And Athena sure is! She quickly memorized the layout of our 19th 
century condo. At the couch she patiently waits to be placed up or 
down. She favorited the spot in the kitchen where a giant window 

warms the floor. Especially after 
her summer “lion-cut”, she enjoys 
the extra heat. 
 Inspired by this, we put a heating 
pad in a spot out of traffic, where 
she ages gracefully and safely. 
She’s being a champ to the end!

Help others like Athena, donate to 
the ASPCA. 

[continued]

After all the drama, we just wanted to 
sleep, so we asked if we could go inside 
and put an end to this failure of a day. 
Only then did we find out his grandmother 
did not know we were coming. She didn’t 
allow him to have guests, either, so we 
had to camp in his backyard. When we 
asked for the tent he said he had assumed 
we would bring our own. Now, keep in 
mind that he had invited us all to come to 
his land and camp with him. 

Now, this guy was our friend Nikki’s 
friend of whom she said was really great 
and never backed out on his word. Nice.

Luckily, we had a 1-2 person tent in our 
trunk. For four of us. We soon had it up 
and were ready to put an end to this night. 
Nikki told us that she was going to hang 
out with her friend and that we should go 
to sleep. So we three crammed into the 
small tent. When we awoke in the 
morning, Nikki was nowhere to be seen. 
We tried to call her but our phones had all 
died in the night. So we packed up the tent 
and went to find her, to leave. 

She was in the nice comfy bedroom of 
her friend’s house. Not only that, but we 
also found out that the only reason she 
dragged us down there was because he 
was not her friend, he was her boyfriend of 
whom she had not seen in two months. 
Also, we found out that she had given us 
directions that took us well beyond the 
town then back up into it. The trip took us 
an hour and a half when it should have 
taken us about thirty minutes. Needless to 
say, we will not be relying on our friend 
with ulterior motives to find us a camping 
spot anymore and we will definitely not be 
trusting  her directions. When we got 
home, it could not have been soon 
enough!

—Dawn A., Boone, NC

https://www.aspca.org
https://www.aspca.org
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At least that airport was open. But the 
captain didn’t know if we’d ever be allowed to 
land in Cartagena, so I needed to come up with 
a plan if I wanted to get home on time later in 
the week. 

So I walked off the plane. 
That meant abandoning my larger backpack 

stowed in the belly of the plane. All I had was a 
cell phone charger, one remaining book, some 
snacks, a notebook and a credit card. For 3 
days in a foreign nation, no change of clothes, 
no shorts, no swimsuit…no beach.

I made it through customs with only a slight 
issue and headed out to find a trustworthy 
cabbie. I didn’t plan for Panama City so I knew 
nothing about the city aside from the fact there 
was some sort of canal nearby and perhaps the 
ghost of Manuel Noriega lurking about. 

After being delivered to a tolerable hotel, I 
needed to figure out what my next move was. 
I’d walked off the plane with essentially nothing. 
It’s hot in Panama. Won’t be long and I’ll start 
smelling, shall we say, ripe? So, I set off on foot 
and quickly found a gas station. Fortunately, 
they had some deodorant. Unfortunately, it was 
ladies deodorant. 

Now that I had found some basic, but 
essential items, I had another issue cross my 
mind. I had no change of clothes. And again, it’s 
hot in Panama. I might smell flowery 
underneath but my Tears For Fears tour shirt 
and a single pair of obviously-used underwear 
wouldn’t hold up long in this heat. I still had a 
couple days before the journey home and no 
clothing stores nearby. 

When forced to improvise, solutions 
materialize when you least expect them to. I 
stood near the air conditioner in the hotel room 
to pull the curtains open and my hat blew off. 
Hmm…I have a sink. And an air conditioner? 

Problem solved. I pulled a bar of soap from 
the shower, turned on the sink faucet full blast 
and shed my clothing on the spot. Within an 
hour or so, my clothing weaved through the 
vents on the air conditioner unit, were dry. I was 
back in business, ready to enjoy two more days 
in Panama City at my clean and flowery leisure. 

Three weeks later, I was reunited with my 
luggage. 

It turned out to be a most-pleasant time in a 
beautiful and vibrant city. One I never planned 
on visiting for longer than a quick meal and 
bathroom break…never did find a beach either. 

contact@briandavidbruns.com Macrophilia: a love for long waits  of 5 5

SIR BRIAN, NOW 
Due to the pandemic, my plans for next month’s benefit are in flux. Stay tuned for that. 

It’s been a tough month on us all. In my case, efforts to make audiobooks have been scuttled. (I’ve 
produced several audiobooks before but never narrated them myself.) Alas, even my sound booth  
can’t block all the increased noise (the park across the street, the delivery trucks on the hill, etc.). So 

now, with more time than ever at home and eager to work, I can’t. Small price to pay for safety. Day by day, my friends!

Have an adventure tale, or met a hard luck cat? Please email me. And join us on Facebook, I say! 

Remember, my friends: this isn’t really about mishaps—it’s about adventure, about our desire to embark, even if it 
barks back. The world will be a better place if we all share a little more with others and laugh a little harder at ourselves. 
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