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THE TRAVELLER 
Destinations, Tips, Book Reviews & More for the Serious Traveller 

 
By Mary Kay Seales 

************************************************************************************************* 
Welcome to the first issue of my newsletter 
THE TRAVELLER.  
 
Each issue of the newsletter will feature travel 
destinations, tips for travelers, desert island 
books, and whatever else strikes my fancy! 
 
In this issue: 

• Tips on how to avoid getting robbed 
while traveling 

• Bora Bora Blues 
• Desert Island Books: The Human 

Stain by Philip Roth 
 
****************************************** 
Tips to avoid getting robbed while 
traveling: 
I’ve been robbed 4 times so far on my myriad 
trips abroad: at the Eiffel Tower, the Nice 
train station, the Camogli train station (Italy), 
and in Old Town Barcelona.  
 
Here’s how these happened: 
 

1) At the Eiffel Tower, I had a big bag 
slung on my shoulder and I was 
taking a photo. While my bag was 
hanging open on my shoulder, 
someone reached in and stole my 
wallet. This was a disaster since it had 
the credit cards for the student 
program I was leading. Super bloody 
hassle! Lesson: Keep your bag closed, 
zipped and snapped shut tight!  

 
2) On the train from Paris to Nice, I was 

jammed in the aisle with too many 
people and too many suitcases and 
someone pulled open the Velcro flap 
on my bag and lifted my wallet. I’m 
pretty sure this was a set up, a tag 

team with cell phones at the two train 
stations. Lesson: Keep your purse in 
front of you on the train, and try to 
travel light. Fewer bags mean a safer 
and more comfortable trip. 

 
3) At the Camogli train station, a pack of 

young girls surrounded my sisters and 
I as we got off the train, pretending to 
want to help us carry our bags. (The 
little thieves!) My backpack got 
unzipped in the scuffle and my wallet 
was stolen. Lesson: Don’t trust young 
girls in packs at train stations, and 
learn to swear in Italian. 

 
4) My worst robbery occurred in the 

early morning hours in the Old Town 
of Barcelona, when a friend and I were 
catching a taxi. As the taxi driver was 
putting our luggage in the taxi, I 
started to set my small carry on bag 
on the ground for just one second. 
Out of nowhere, a young man came 
up, grabbed it and ran pulling me over 
on my face. My friend valiantly ran 
after him on his very bad knees, God 
Bless him, but we didn't have a 
chance. I slightly suspected the taxi 
driver was in on it.  

 
 This time, it WAS a disaster. 
 Passport, Macbook Air, Canon 7D 
 and a new $500 50 mm lens, 800 
 Euros, some jewelry, the bag itself 
 which was the most perfect ever 
 travel  bag. I bawled like a baby, but 
 the stuff didn’t appear. Whenever I 
 think about this, I cry again. The 
 lesson: Skip Barcelona? Nah! 
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BORA BORA BLUES 

Getting High on Beauty and Color 
********************************* 

	
					
					Bora Bora.  Images from Mutiny on the Bounty and Tahitian beauties in grass skirts,   
     luring seamen ashore, never to return to “civilization.”  Palm trees and blue lagoons, 
     an island paradise.  50 minutes by small plane northeast of Tahiti, then a boat to the 
     main island. No girls in grass skirts, but plenty of beauty.  
	

	
	
	
	
	

Blue, green, hot tropical days, a postcard view 
from every angle. Sting rays and sharks, small 
outer islands called “motus” dotted around 
the outer reef, surrounding the inner island 
with craggy green Mt. Otamanu rising up in 
the center.  
 
Deep blue waves of the sea lap against the 
outer rim, giving a sense that the whole island 
could be easily consumed by the sea 
surrounding it, just sinking down into the 
water, swallowed up.

   Small ramshackle houses line the one road circling the main island, 22 miles around, a 
   day’s bike ride. Dogs everywhere.
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    The myriad shades of blue fill you all the way up. Color as food.
 
    Surprises:  Very few birds (strange). French influenced-cuisine. Only one really good  
    swimmable beach on the main island, Playa Matira. Luckily, it was walking distance 
    from my hotel, and I was often the only one on it. Which was heavenly. 
 
    In early December, visitors to Bora Bora are sparse. It’s a good time to go.  
 
    The native population, a mix of French immigrants and native-born Tahitian-speaking 
    islanders. They seemed to me a bit worn out by the tourists (I get that). I met several 
    very friendly people, the bike rental guy down the street from my hotel, the young 
    waiter at the Bora Bora Yacht Club (tiny, you will pass it on your ride around the 
    island), and a young woman at the restaurant near the beach. 
	

	
	
		 	
   One small town,Vaitape.  
   One café.  
   A few tourist shops selling pearls (who wears pearls anymore?).  
   One drug store.  
   One grocery store.   
   Two very large churches (one Protestant and one Catholic on either end of town).  
   One road you’re in and you’re out of Vaitape, just like that.  
   Was that the town, you ask?   
  
   Cool money and elaborate tribal tattoos on everyone, young and old. A lazy pace.  
   
   Gauguin-esque.  
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   You’re high all the time on the sheer beauty and heat, having escaped the winter    
   blues back home. Like a dream to be here in December, rain and snow in Seattle, yet 
   here, sunshine and moon rises from the terrace of the hotel.  
 
   Drinking a glass of wine at the little hotel restaurant by the beach, feet in the sand,  
   waitresses in red flowered dresses, long jet black hair in a braid, flip flops and   
   beautiful perfect tattoos of native designs.  
 
   I sat there every evening for hours watching the sun go down. 
	

	
 
   The stars and moon are incredibly clear and bright every night. It’s still warm as you 
   sit looking up, and you know that tomorrow you’ll just get up and spend the day 
   swimming and swimming some more, and walking, and maybe take another bike  
   ride to town, take more photos of the same incredibly blue water and swaying palm 
   trees, and you pinch yourself because you’re in Bora Bora, for heaven’s sake, and     
   how cool is that? 
	

	
	
   I almost got bored in Bora Bora. But not really. I’m already dreaming of going back next 
   December. 
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On the boat leaving Bora Bora, December 2013 

 
   Practical Information: 
 
   Getting there: Air New Zealand, Air Tahiti Nui, Air France, LAN and Hawaiian  
   Airlines all fly to Bora Bora. Most U.S. flights leave from Los Angeles. Prices vary 
   depending on the date, and sheer luck. I found a package deal on Expedia.com that 
   gave me roundtrip air and two weeks in early December at the Maitai Hotel for $2000. 
   That was a killer deal! Keep your eyes open for these packages. 
 
   Hotels: There are hotels on the main island and on the outer motus, the little islands 
   surrounding the main island. Those outer hotels tend to be VERY expensive places,   
   like the Four Seasons. If you are on a budget (and who isn’t?), look for package deals 
   that include airfare. I loved the Maitai Hotel on the mainland and would choose it 
   again for the price and the feel of being where the locals are.  
 
   Restaurants:  Not a whole lot of choices when it comes to restaurants on the main 
   island. When I was there in early December, the few restaurants that were advertised 
   in tour guides were closed.  
 
   You always have the restaurant at your hotel, where I ended up eating most of my 
   meals. Feet in the sand. Staring out to sea.  
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“Tourists don’t know 
where they’ve been, 
travelers don’t know 
where they’re going.” – 
Paul Theroux 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

   Have you been to the South Pacific?  Please share your stories or leave your 
   comments on my website! http://www.marykayseales.com/newsletter/	
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DESERT ISLAND BOOKS  
*********************************** 

 
  Here is a suggestion for a winter vacation book. Take it with you for your long   
  afternoons by the pool, on the beach or in the hammock.  
 
  The Human Stain by Philip Roth (2000) 
  Winner of the PEN/Faulkner Award 
 
  By turns unnerving, hilarious, and sad…It is a book that shows how the public  
 zeitgeist can shape, even destroy, an individual’s life.” – Michiko Kakutani, The New  
 York Times 
 
  If you’re already a Philip Roth fan, then you have surely read this book, and if you’re 
  not, then this can be the first of many reading pleasures. It is not only my favorite 
  Roth book, but also among my favorite books ever.  
 
  It is a story about racism, class, small towns and dark secrets. The main character, 
  Coleman Silk, a professor at a small and prestigious liberal arts college in New England, 
  becomes the unlikely victim of racist allegations, a genius twist by Roth and the source 
  of Coleman’s secret life.  
 
  Here is a short excerpt from the beginning of the novel: 
 
   It was about midway into his second semester back as a full-time professor that Coleman   
   spoke the self-incriminating word that would cause him voluntarily to sever all ties to the 
   college – the single self-incriminating word of the many millions spoken aloud in his years  
 of teaching and administering at Athena, and the word that, as Coleman understood things, 
   directly led to the death of his wife.  
 
   The class consisted of fourteen students. Coleman had taken attendance at the beginning of  
   the first several lectures so as to learn their names. As there were still two names that failed to 
   elicit a response by the fifth week, Coleman, in the sixth week, opened the session by 
 asking,“Does anyone know these people? Do they exist or are they spooks?” 
 
   Later that day he was astonished to be called in by his successor, the new dean of the faculty, 
 to address the charge of racism against brought against him by the two missing students,  
 who turned out to be black, and who, though absent, had quickly learned of the locution in 
 which he’d publicly raised the question of their absence. Coleman told the dean, “I was 
 referring to their possibly ectoplasmic character. Isn’t that obvious?”  
 
 
  If you haven’t read this book, pick up a copy and tuck it in your bag. Although it was   
  written almost 20 years ago, it still rings true. Roth is a master. Enjoy! 
 

Power to the Journey 
	


