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To My Readers 
 

First and foremost: 

Thank you, for downloading this book.  Thank you, for continuing to read my blog and support 

me.  And finally, thank you for all of your encouragement and listening to my travel stories. 

This memoir is a summary of the series I ran at ThisIsTrouble.com which I titled Trouble‟s 

Travels.  You can see every post in that series here: http://thisistrouble.com/category/troubles-

travels/ 

The majority of this book is the above posts copy and pasted into a nice and clean .PDF format 

so it flows nicely.  Some words have been changed around, and pictures edited, but the meat of 

the content is the same.   

There are, however, a few new things that you can‘t find publicly on my blog – a quick Q&A 

guide to planning a budget trip, slightly more personal notes, and a few other tidbits. 

Thank you again for your continued support, and I hope I have influenced some of you to go 

travel the world yourselves.   

It is worth it. 

Best, 

Kyle | ThisIsTrouble.com 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

© Copyright 2014 of ThisIsTrouble.com 

http://thisistrouble.com/category/troubles-travels/
http://thisistrouble.com/category/troubles-travels/


 
3 

Prologue: The Fears Of Being A World Traveler 
 

This was written on March 7
th

, 2014 – about three weeks prior to taking off for my trip. 

 

As of writing this, my trip is less than three weeks away.  The weeks leading up to this trip are 

beginning to feel very much like the moments right before I stepped on stage for my first live 

guitar performance.  Truthfully, my emotions are all over the place, like a hamster spinning 

wildly around in its wheel.  While I couldn‘t be more excited to begin my adventure, there is one 

emotion that I wish would go away. 

 

Fear. 

I‘m smart enough to recognize the benefits of fear though.  It means that I‘m pushing myself far 

out of my comfort zone, into the realm of challenge and hardship.  Where blood, sweat, and tears 

pour down.  Where winners are made, and where men become men. 

Nothing easy is worth doing. 

I‘m also smart enough to not try to deny the fact that I have my apprehensions.  Being that this is 

the first time out of the United States for me (apart from a cruise to the Virgin Islands and 

Mexico), and my first time traveling solo, it‘d be silly not to.  I don‘t pretend to be some alpha 

male who is phased by nothing.  Rather than live in denial of that, I‘ve decided to write some of 

my fears down and how I plan to conquer them. 

What If I Can’t Find My Way From The Airport? 

There is very little doubt that the descent into Poland will be probably one of the most nerve 

wracking times of my trip.  I‘ll be about to touch down in Europe for the first time, and quite 

frankly my Polish is rather, well, limited.  I‘m sure there will be a million thoughts going through 

my head, such as: 

 I have the right kind of currency, right? 

 How do I find the baggage claim? 

 How the hell do I read all these Polish signs? 

 Where do I find my friend who I‘m linking up with? 

 How do I make sure the cabbie doesn‘t rip me off? 

 And, most importantly, are the girls cute? 

To combat this, I‘ll have a small tablet on my carry-on.  I‘m a tech savvy guy, I‘ll manage to get 

on the wireless network in the airport and find whatever information I need through 

there.  Truthfully, I am ecstatic to have a fellow red pill wingman and friend meeting me in 

Poland from the UK.  It will make the first country I visit much less intimidating to have 

someone to get lost with. 
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What If Lose My Passport, Phone, Credit Cards, etc? 

I‘m going to place the blame for my paranoia on this squarely on my grandmother.  She has been 

telling me for months that I need to watch out for being pickpocketed or beat up in a dark 

alley.  While I understand her concern, I also understand that I cannot possibly be paranoid on 

my entire trip – that will ruin the experience.  I plan to take precautions, and simply not be stupid 

(well, as not-stupid as a 22 year old can possibly be).  What does this entail? 

 Not getting ridiculously drunk 

 Keeping copies of everything back in the apartment 

 Taking precautions to ensure pickpocketing isn‘t a breeze for some smooth thief 

I think my grandmother is deathly afraid I‘ll be looted and won‘t be able to get back to the 

United States.  But hell, I suppose there are worse things than being stuck on the beaches of 

Barcelona. 

Okay, My Sense Of Direction Sucks – I’m Going To Get Lost 

I‘ve come to terms that at some point I‘ll likely be very, very lost.  Not the fun kind of lost when 

you‘re exploring a new area, but genuinely lost with no idea how to find where you need to be.  I 

suspect it will be while I‘m in Rome and all of the architecture begins to look the same to me 

after a day or two. 

When this likely happens, I‘m going to take a deep breath and calmly remind myself that this is 

part of the adventure.  The experience.  There will be no panic, just rational thought. 

Fortunately, I‘m sure there will be cute girls around to point me in the right direction.  It‘s a good 

thing I conquered approach anxiety a long time ago. 

http://www.returnofkings.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/03/WRO1_1_wroclaw.jpg
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The Fear Of Not Having A Plan 

I‘m a very by the book kind of guy.  However, I have come to the realization that at some point 

in this trip, I need to just wing it and go with the flow.  Hence, I haven‘t made any travel 

arrangements to get from Rome to Prague (where I depart to come back to the States).  I‘m either 

going to grab a last minute flight or take an overnight train with a stop in Vienna or Zurich. 

The idea of winging it makes me a bit nervous, but I‘m determined to have freedom of any 

obligations at some points during this trip. 

I Fear I Will Dread Coming Back 

My life here in the US is great.  I have a good job, live in a great city, and have a beautiful 

girlfriend.  But what if life on the other side of the pond is really a lot better?  Will I be fully 

dreading walking back into the office on the day I‘m due back at work?  What if my girlfriend 

pales in comparison to European girls I meet? 

Will this be the final nail in the coffin of my American dream? 

I don‘t have the answers to these questions.  I‘m sure I will find the answers to them at some 

point between March 27th and April 14th. 

One thing is for damn sure though: I‘ll have zero regrets.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://www.returnofkings.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/03/london.jpg
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Getting To Europe 
 

Holly dropped me off at the airport with a look of sadness on her face, in which I reminded her 

that the next time I saw her we would be touching down in New York City.  That brightened 

things up for her. 

 

I walked into the airport with the biggest smile on my face.  Most of the nerves had faded away 

at this point, and I was ready to begin the trek to Poland.  I breezed through security, since I 

qualify for the ―TSA Pre-Screened‖ crowd, meaning I basically skip security.  Apparently, this 

blog and my new website aren‘t enough for the government to think I‘m a risk for hi-jacking a 

plane. 

Once through security, I decided it would be appropriate to consume the first of many-to-be 

alcoholic beverages: 

 
 

The flight from San Diego to Washington D.C. was entirely uneventful.  Well, except for the 

lady who cried on my shoulder because her sister had just suffered a stroke. 

Oops. 

http://thisistrouble.com/2014/01/01/i-couldnt-go-dark-i-now-have-a-girlfriend-and-said-girlfriend-found-my-blog/
http://thisistrouble.com/2014/03/13/the-fears-of-being-a-world-traveler/
http://sandiegonightlifeguide.com/
http://thisistrouble.com/2014/03/26/european-hiatus-327-to-416/
http://thisistrouble.com/2014/03/26/european-hiatus-327-to-416/
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The same could be said about my flight from Washington D.C. to Frankfurt, Germany.  It was in 

Germany that the shit-show began.  About 30 minutes before we were due to land, the flight 

attendants announced that there was an airport strike in Germany that day.  About 95% of 

outbound flights were cancelled, and we were one of only a dozen flights coming in that day. 

Getting out of the airplane and into an empty airport was one of the most bizarre things I have 

ever seen.  I was reminded of that Call of Duty level where you get to go on a rampage and kill 

every civilian in the airport.   

After speaking to the Lufthansa Airlines representatives, I was told I really had no way to get to 

Wroclaw, Poland, that day.  Lucky Lothario, a fellow blogger I was meeting up with (we had 

met previously when he visited the states) had already touched down and was awaiting my 

arrival.  On top of that, I was told I was going to have to get a hotel, but that they would NOT 

release my baggage to me.  I was going to be stuck in a hotel in Germany, with no change of 

clothes or other basic hygienic items.  Keep in mind; this is my first time out of the USA, besides 

a trip to the Bahamas (hardly foreign).  I‘m going around trying to get help, and the Lufthansa 

reps were just giving me the jerk-around.  I was re-directed to a different ―specialist‖ at least ten 

times. 

I really can‟t say enough about how shitty of an airline Lufthansa is. 

Finally, I found a nice lady and charmed her into at least releasing my bags to me.  So began my 

adventure to find a hotel.  Except, I finally found the United Airlines counter, and, after some 

more ass-kissing, convinced them to get me on a flight to Warsaw, Poland, which I would then 

transfer to Wroclaw.   

http://luckylothario.com/
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Only about six hours behind schedule. 

Except, at that point it was about 12:55 and the flight was due to take off at about 1:15.  I started 

to run towards security, since I had to go through it again since I had left the gates.  It was then a 

realization hit me – my bags were already released. 

I sprint back to the counter and explain the situation.  They make a few phone calls and tell me 

that my luggage will make it to Wroclaw.  Not completely convinced, but with little choice, I 

begin my rush through the Frankfurt Airport.  I make it just in time, at about 1:10. 

Once landing in Warsaw, I decided a fucking drink was in order.  So I bought some cheap Polish 

beer at the airport; which cost me…$1.   

Yeah, really. 

 
 

Finally, I touched down in Wroclaw, some 27-30 hours since taking off from San Diego.  I don‘t 

remember the exact math.  I‘m able to find bus 149, which is supposed to take me to Wroclaw‘s 

main square.  After some slight panicking about how to get a proper ticket, I figured it out and 

was on my way.  I didn‘t get to see the scenery going in or out of Wroclaw from the airport 

(leaving is another hilarious story), but from the bits I did manage to glimpse, it doesn‘t look like 

I missed much. 

I got off on what I thought was the proper stop, and had fleeting Wi-Fi service.  I managed to get 

a text from Lucky telling me to let him know when I was on the way, and that he would meet me 

at the bus stop.  Except, I had no way to text him back.  Fuck me, right?  I wandered around the 

entire Wroclaw Square, which was absolutely gorgeous.  I‘m asking all of these girls, who are 

trying to get me into a strip club, on where the hell this apartment is.  None of them are 

http://i0.wp.com/sandiegonightlifeguide.com/thisistrouble/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/img_1640.jpg
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particularly helpful, but they are sure to remind me how many beautiful girls are in their 

respective clubs. 

Finally, after about a lap and a half around Wroclaw‘s market square (which is about a half-mile 

loop), I find the address of our apartment. 

22 Rynek 

Of course, I still have no way to contact Lucky so I can get in.  I thought he may have gone out 

anyway, since it was past 10pm.  I walked to a coffee shop, tried to get Wi-Fi, no avail.  I trekked 

my way back to the apartment, and was preparing to just start yelling for Lucky, when low and 

behold, the door opens. 

And there‘s Lucky. 

Finally, I‘d made it.  I was done with airlines and shitty food.  The real fun was about to begin.   
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Wroclaw, Poland 
 

Needless to say, after the debacles of getting there, I was ready for a drink, or five.  Fortunately, 

Lucky had already stocked our fridge with cheap Polish vodka – likely the equivalent to 

Smirnoff here in the states.  Except, it was much better than any American vodka I‘d had in my 

life. It was one of the smoothest vodkas I had ever had.  Poland knows how to do that shit right. 

 

Of course, I also had not eaten anything of solid substance for quite a long time due to the whole 

being delayed in the airport for about 30 hours thing.  Needless to say, after a few shots, I was 

feeling pretty good.  I have to admit, parts of this night are slightly hazy to me, and I don‘t have a 

ton of pictures to go off of, but I‘ll do my best to recall what I can. 

We left the apartment and started walking around the main square to find a good spot.  Our 

mistake was not referencing one of the many Wroclaw data sheets on the Roosh V forum prior to 

heading out for the first night.  One of the first groups of girls we talked to that night thought I 

was some famous Polish singer.  They thought I was a bona-fide celebrity.  Little did I know at 

that point, having a California driver‘s license might have made me a bigger celebrity than any 

Polish pop star.  In an article I posted on Return Of Kings, I wrote: 

You do have a bit of an “American God” factor at play in these countries.  My California 

driver‟s license was the biggest and easiest value demonstrator I‟ve encountered in any 

situation.  I played the hell out of that thing – even introducing myself as “California 

Kyle” and seeing how far I could take it. 

I remember we didn‘t have much luck finding any good venues on the main square.  It really was 

a bit of a tourist trap in terms of nightlife.  We wandered into a place called Bau Bar, which 

claims itself as ―Wroclaw‘s New Home of Electro‖. 

 
Bau Bar would have been pretty cool, except there was absolutely nobody in the bar apart from 3 

other dudes.  At this point it was probably about 1:30-2:00 in the morning.  I was dead exhausted 

from getting to Wroclaw, so we decided to call it a night.  But, while on the way back, the real 

fun started. 

http://wroclawuncut.com/2013/12/16/bau-bar-wroclaws-new-home-electro/
http://i0.wp.com/sandiegonightlifeguide.com/thisistrouble/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/baubar1-620x239.jpg
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There are dozens of girls walking around Wroclaw‘s main square as pitchmen for the strip 

clubs.  It‘s easy to tell who these girls are, due to the bright pink umbrellas they all carry.  We 

had one in particular, whom we had run into several times while walking around the 

square.  Knowing that game applies in any situation, I teased the hell out of her.  We ran into her 

again on our way back from Bau Bar, and she ultimately decided that she liked talking and 

goofing around with us as opposed to, you know, actually working. 

Who can blame her?  We‘re two charming and handsome men. 

Once again, my memory is a little hazy, but I decided it would be great fun if I started trying to 

hustle people into strip clubs.  I took her tickets and went to work.  I think I did manage to get a 

couple of guys into her club.  Then, three girls are walking by. 

Challenge accepted! 

I open them with something like, ―Hi, I‘m from California, blah blah blah.‖  However, the stupid 

strip club girls won‘t let Lucky and I take them to a strip club, they still want us to pay cover 

despite bringing three girls.  So instead we decide to continue the party back at our 

apartment.  Within five minutes of meeting these three girls were upstairs in our pad doing shots 

of vodka with us.  Being a loyal man to my own girl, I did not attempt anything with any of 

them.  My goal was for Lucky to score. 

A few minutes after they were back in our apartment, I snapped this picture of him and a cute 

brunette, sitting on our balcony overlooking the main square. 

 
Picture perfect, right?   

http://i1.wp.com/sandiegonightlifeguide.com/thisistrouble/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/img_1649_2.jpg
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Our first night in Wroclaw and we‘ve got three girls (2 cute, 1 not in hindsight) in our 

apartment.  Lucky is set up beautifully, with a girl isolated on the balcony, and plenty 

drunk.  They smoked cigarettes and were out there for probably a solid 10 minutes.  There was 

only one problem. 

Lucky never made a move. 

He doesn‘t know why he didn‘t.  I sure as hell don‘t know why either.  He‘s got plenty of game, 

but for whatever reason he decided that isolated on a balcony overlooking a square and ancient 

cathedral wasn‘t picturesque enough for him.  I think he would probably go back in time and fix 

that if he had the chance. 

Wroclaw, Day 2 

The next day we wandered all over town, making our way to Wroclaw University.  We also 

checked out the Bridge of Love, where I bent Lucky over and raped him in the ass.  Okay, that 

didn‘t really happen, but after the events of the previous night, in which I think I earned a 

―wingman of the year‖ award, I was armed and ready to harass him all day for not making a 

move on the balcony brunette. 

Wroclaw is a gorgeous city, with a lot of quirks to it.  Rather than ramble on about the sights we 

saw, I‘ll let the pictures speak for themselves. 

 
Wroclaw University 

 

http://thisistrouble.com/2013/10/21/the-frustrations-of-daygame/
http://thisistrouble.com/2013/10/21/the-frustrations-of-daygame/
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The Bridge of Love, and no, we didn‟t write our names on a locket. 

 

 

Shortly after that we stumbled across St. John the Baptist‘s Cathedral, where they let us walk up 

about a million flights of stairs – to the most ghetto elevator I‘ve been on in my life – which then 

took us to the top with panoramic views of the city. 

 
 

 

http://i0.wp.com/sandiegonightlifeguide.com/thisistrouble/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/img_1697.jpg
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After this, we proceeded to get lost as fuck.  I‘m sure we wandered around in circles for at least 

three or more miles.  The funniest part of this was when Lucky asked this old guy for directions, 

who completely blew him off.  And that might be the nice way of putting in.  Five minutes later, 

I opened a genuine beauty that was more than happy to give us directions, and she even went as 

far as finding a map trying to help us find our way. 

Daygaming in a foreign country is really as easy as being lost.   

Eventually, we found our way home and took a nap. 

Later that night, shenanigans began with us doing push-ups and pull-ups to get fired up, as 

documented in this picture. 

 

We headed out for the night, this time documenting where we were going by doing some prior 

research of the data sheets on the Roosh forum.  There was just one problem: we got lost, 

again.  On top of that, neither of us had bothered to bring our phones out for the evening, so we 

were basically stranded.  We found this cool alleyway with a ton of bars and clubs, but not a lot 

was going on at that time.  We headed back to the apartment to double check our instructions and 

realized… 

We‟d been in the correct place. 

Okay, so our sense of direction was not exactly great on that day.  We headed back out to the 

club sufficiently buzzed at this point (having pounded more shots when we went home), and had 

a great time dancing and running around some clubs.   

 

 

 



 
15 

This picture sums up the night: 

 
Both were named Paulina 

 

Finally, after failing to hook anything effectively in the clubs, we headed home for the 

night.  And that was when we were stopped, on the street, by two stunning 18-year-olds, who 

told us we were, ―Very handsome and put together.‖   

Google ‗Yadstop‘ if you don‘t know what it is – because that is basically what happened. 

If that doesn‘t shock you, I don‘t know what else will.  Would that shit ever happen in 

America?  No.  My mind still reels about that situation, especially since they then proceeded to 

walk with us straight into our apartment about three minutes later.  Jeremy‘s tweet about it made 

me chuckle. 

 

Lucky redeemed himself and managed to get the cute blonde into the bathroom while I chatted 

with the brunette.  I heard music blasting and what appeared to be stuff falling down.  I figured 

he was probably getting it in.  About two ten minutes later he emerges, and the two girls proceed 

to leave. 

Turns out blondie was a virgin.  She ―attempted‖ to give him a hand job, but that was 

as lucky as Lucky got. 

Re-energized, we headed BACK out again for the third time that evening.  At this point it‘s 

probably about 2:30am.  We head back to the same club and proceed to fuck around the rest of 

the night, finally making it home a few hours later. 

I went to bed exhausted, but thrilled.  My first full day in Europe was nothing short of incredible. 

http://splooshworld.com/
http://i1.wp.com/sandiegonightlifeguide.com/thisistrouble/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/sploosh.jpg
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Quick author note to readers: Wroclaw is littered with little dwarf statues all around the main 

square and surrounding areas.  These little fellows are just a few inches tall, and there are 

hundreds all around the area.  Lucky and I made it our mission to find as many of these as we 

could.  On our quest, we hoped to find the ultimate Alpha Dwarf – one with superior body 

language and dominance compared to the rest of them. 
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Wroclaw, Day 3 

Another night of partying, and another morning hangover-free.  I couldn‘t believe my good luck 

so far.   

After filling up our empty stomachs with delicious tomato and mozzarella sandwiches, we 

headed out to explore again for the day.  The goal this time was to find Centennial Hall – which 

we found, but it was not very spectacular.  It‘s just another building, really. 

After that disappointment, we decided it would be fun to check out the zoo.  For all of $7 we 

both got into Wroclaw‘s zoo, where we saw a lion stud with his three mistresses.  By far the 

most epic part of the zoo though was the pelicans.  They were in a sort of cage – though I would 

not call it that.  More like a log that separated them from the visitors, which they could easily get 

around.   

To be honest, these things kind of freak me out. 

So of course, the pelicans move out of their ―enclosure‖ and start scavenging for food.  I‘ll let the 

series of pictures speak for themselves: 
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After calling it a day on the tourist stuff (we didn‘t get that lost on that day), we headed home for 

our afternoon nap before going out.  We ended up eating dinner at the supposed ―oldest 

restaurant in Europe‖ – and it was phenomenal, to say the least.  We had beers, soup, ribs, and 

roasted pork loin – all of which cost us a grand total of something like $27 combined, for the two 

of us.   

In true girly Instagram/Facebook/Pinterest/etc. fashion, here is a picture of my meal: 
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We headed back and pre-gamed at the apartment for the final time, and headed out to the 

club Insomnia – which was an amazing venue.  The only problem was, after a few approaches, 

Lucky went into this beta-romantic-faggot-pussy – ―artsy‖ mode, as he dubbed it.  All he wanted 

to do was go home, meditate, and write about his feelings or some shit. 

He was FINALLY able to snap out of the faggot trance, but guess how he did it?  By stealing my 

target. 

Yeah, some wingman he is  

He DID apologize though and tell me he would make it up to me, so all is forgiven.  Finally, at 

2:15am, I decided to head home for the night.  We had a bus to catch at 3:40am to make it to our 

6:10am flight, and I figured I‘d catch an hour of sleep before we had to head out. 

As I walked back to our apartment, I happened to take my phone out of my pocket.  I notice that 

it says 3:15am, not 2:15am.  I thought that was a little odd, but rationalized that maybe I‘d 

forgotten to wind my watch that morning.  Then I realized though, that they were exactly an hour 

apart, and my watch was still spinning as normal – not a coincidence.  Slightly panicked at this 

point, I sprinted the last two blocks to the apartment and dashed up the stairs.  I logged onto the 

Wi-Fi and tried to call and text Lucky – to no avail.  He had no service. 

To recap: it was about 3:25am, I have no way to reach him without going back to the club, the 

last bus of the night to the airport is a mere fifteen minutes away. 

And Lucky was nowhere to be seen. 

I was torn. 

Part of me knew that I had no chance of making that plane if I ran back to the club.  At the same 

time, I didn‘t want to abandon Lucky, and part of me thought I had no chance of making the 

plane without having Lucky to help find the bus.  I decided to channel my endurance athletic 

ability and make a run back to Insomnia to fetch Lucky. 

Thankfully, I didn‘t have to run far, because about 100 yards out of our apartment I ran into him. 

Apparently, daylight savings time in Europe is a few weeks behind the American time 

change.  We ran back up to the apartment, gathered our things, and threw our keys in the 

mailbox of the apartment owner.   

Thus began our completely mad dash through the streets of Wroclaw in the dead of night.  There 

were still plenty of people out and about, and they looked at us in a strange way – the two 

travelers dressed in blazers, dress shoes, and me lugging a heavy suitcase in a dead-on sprint.  I 

have no idea how far we ran, but we made it to the bus stop with about a minute to spare. 

The bus showed up on time, we piled on, and were on our way.  There was little more to do than 

laugh at this point.  While I was dead exhausted from pulling an all-nighter, and my feet ached 

from sprinting in my dress shoes, I couldn‘t help but smile. 
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Girls may come and go, materialistic items may only provide temporary satisfaction, and even all 

good things must come to an end eventually. But even if we had missed night bus 249 to 

Wroclaw Airport, I wouldn‘t have cared.  I knew this was one of those memories that would 

stick with me for a long time. 

When I look back at this trip, this is one of the stories I will always tell. 

— 

P.S. – A final follow up on the elusive Alpha Dwarf…alas, we never really found him.  There 

were lots of dwarves, but none that really screamed alpha.  But, one of the favorite pictures I 

took on this entire trip is below.  It was taken on the last night in Poland.  The two dwarves are 

helping each other move a large boulder. 

And really, I can‟t think of a better photo to sum up the time I had with the Lucky Lothario.  

When we first met in San Diego last year, I never would have imagined I would be running 

around with him and stirring up shenanigans thousands of miles away from my home in the 

small town of Wroclaw, Poland.  In truth, I had some of the most fun of my entire trip in Poland, 

and I attribute a lot of that to him.  

So thanks, Lucky.  Thank you for giving me such a fantastic introduction to Europe, and getting 

me started off on the right foot on my travels.  I look forward to the next time we get to cause 

trouble again, together. 

P.P.S. – I‟m sorry if this sounded really gay. 

 

Brother, wingman, friendship.  Thanks Lucky. 

http://thisistrouble.com/2013/12/02/my-weekend-with-fellow-blogger-lucky-lothario/
http://i2.wp.com/sandiegonightlifeguide.com/thisistrouble/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/img_1713.jpg
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London, United Kingdom 
 

In the last chapter, I left off when Lucky and I had just made it to the airport on time for our 

flight.  Unfortunately though, our flight wasn‘t on time.  Fog in Wroclaw meant that we ended up 

leaving three hours past our expected time.  Visibility was something like 50 meters.  We 

proceeded to spend these three hours playing with plastic bugs with a group of five year olds.  I 

kid you not.  Proof is below. 

 

 
 

Finally, about noon, we made it to London.  After I was interrogated by the immigration 

officer, we hopped on a bus and headed to King‘s Cross station.  I was incredibly impressed with 

http://i0.wp.com/sandiegonightlifeguide.com/thisistrouble/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/img_1784.jpg
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the tube in London – the amount of people London supports, and the speed at which you can get 

around, is remarkable.  I was staying out in Kensington, which is depicted in the picture below: 

 
 

The AirBNB apartment I booked was with two girls, whom, from the pictures, I judged to be mid 

to late 20s.  I thought they might be fun to hang out with.  Nope, turns out they were 40+ 

lesbians, one of whom had the most disgusting butch haircuts I had ever seen in my life.  So, no 

threesomes to report, in any case.  Once I grabbed a quick shower, we continued hustling to meet 

our date with another fellow blogger, YouSoWould. 

Honestly, one of the cooler guys in the Manosphere, and one whom I can still learn a lot 

from.  He subscribes to a similar mindset when it comes to women, namely that you are far better 

improving many aspects of your life and building yourself into awesome-ness, as opposed to 

running around Oxford Circus like a dancing monkey hitting on women. 

Oh, speaking of that, when I stepped out of the tube at Oxford Circus for the first time, I 

immediately recognized the area for being where 90% of daygame pickup videos seem to be 

filmed. 

http://yousowould.wordpress.com/
http://i2.wp.com/sandiegonightlifeguide.com/thisistrouble/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/london-map.jpg
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After enjoying a couple of delicious cappuccinos, some of the best cake I‘ve ever had, and a 

couple of beers, it was time to say goodbye to my two friends.  I already had my gay sappy 

goodbye to Lucky, so I‘ll pass on this.  But to YouSoWould – it was a pleasure to have your 

company, and I greatly appreciate all of the advice and tips you‘ve given me about escaping the 

workforce. 

After the all-nighter we pulled leaving Wroclaw, I called it an early night for my first night in 

London.  I was beat, and was passed out in the lesbian‘s spare room by 8:00pm. 

I would have been far more nervous if Poland or Barcelona (two places the English wasn‘t 

superb) had been my first solo stop on the trip.  In hindsight, I very well might have missed my 

plane in Poland had Lucky not been there, simply due to not having enough signs in English. 

Fortunately, everybody in London speaks English. 

I am sad to say that most of my memories of my solo time are not quite as engraved in my brain 

as some of the Wroclaw memories.  As I stated multiple times throughout the trip on Twitter, 

solo travel can definitely get lonely at times.  Therefore, a lot of the sightseeing will be narrated 

simply by pictures.  Don‘t worry, I have some stories, but you won‘t see 6 posts for every 

location I was in like you were treated to with Wroclaw.   
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London, Day 2 

I set off on the tube for the London Bridge.  I got there, and realized that it really is not that 

spectacular.  It was then that I was educated that the real landmark bridge is in fact Tower 

Bridge, which is visible from the London Bridge.  Yeah, I felt pretty retarded. 

 
Once I finished walking through Tower Bridge, I proceeded to get lost as hell for the first time, 

wandering deep into some suburb before I finally found a train to get me back to the center of the 

city.  One way or the other, I ended up at Big Ben, which was probably my favorite site to see in 

all of London.  The best shot I have of Big Ben was taken near the London Eye: 

 
Ben from The Eye. 
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At this point, I was tired as hell from walking and had probably already logged a solid 5 miles on 

foot for the day.  So, like a typical tourist, I bought a bus tour pass, which got me touristic rides 

around the city for 48 hours for all of 30 pounds.  And truthfully, it is very cliché, but these 

things are fantastic if you want to see everything, not get lost, and you want a break from trying 

to navigate. 

Of course, my bus pass also included a Harry Potter tour!  Being the fucking nerd I am, I went 

and did it.  I made some cool, nerdy friends along the way, too.  It was a little over the top, but it 

was neat to see some of the movie filming locations, as well as some of the places that inspires 

the book in the first place, such as Diagon Alley, Cecil Court, etc.  I don‘t have any good photos 

of this. 

I wandered around a bit more and eventually caught the Tube back home, where I knocked out 

for about three hours, until 9pm.  I decided to roll out solo for the night, but had no idea where to 

go.  I decided on a place called Soho, where is on the west end of London. 

Sadly, I have no pictures from this entire night. 

I settle on a pub and start drinking.  Two beers in, a young group of English lads (look, I‘m even 

talking like them) asks if they can steal some chairs.  We started chit-chatting and they‘re 

actually really cool guys.  They are absolutely fascinated by the fact that I‘m there by myself, 

and even more fascinated by the mention of my blog. 

Of course, the talk starts going heavily into game, and we decide to bounce to another pub, 

though I can‘t for the life of me remember where we went.  It was on the border of Chinatown, 

that‘s about all I know.  The place is surprisingly popping for a Monday night, and before I know 

it, I‘ve had one too many beers and am realizing I‘m about at my limit.  Thankfully though, I 

show off my game quite well.  I opened a French girl with red hair, who happens to be there with 

her sister visiting. 

A little chitchat on the roof and one of the English lads starts macking with the friend.  I‘m 

impressed, because this guy, Ollie, looks to be about fifteen years old.  He looks like a little punk 

skateboarder you would see in an Avril Lavigne video.  French sister is 24 years old.  I also met 

some cute young ladies from Brazil, one of whom threw up, and in general had a blast in the 

venue teaching these young guys a little bit about game.  I ended up giving them the link to my 

blog – so if you lads are reading this, drop me a line – I‘d love to stay in touch. 

Finally, at roughly 2:30am, the two girls and the two guys I‘m with want to find an after 

party.  I‘m realizing though, I‘m at the end of my energy, and there‘s no sense in killing myself 

when I‘m not looking to score with either girl.  So, we find a street promoter who promises a 

good party (though I have my doubts), and I bid adieu to my two new friends, sending them off 

with the two cute French sisters. 

As for those who say game is bad – fuck you.  I‘m practically a saint. 
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London, Day 3 

After stumbling home the night before (got off on the wrong bus stop and had to walk through 

Kensington at 3am), I somehow still woke up by about 9am.  Traveler‘s insomnia is a real thing, 

which unfortunately wears you down even more so than travel already.  Up to this point on my 

trip, I hadn‘t done any day drinking!  So I hopped on the Tube to Oxford Circus, and began 

wandering around.  Eventually, I found a cheap little pub a few blocks off the street and put 

away a few beers. 

Then I had one of the best burgers (and cheese fries) of my life. 

 
From there, I headed to the top of The Shard, which had some pretty spectacular views of 

London: 

 



 
27 

 

The Shard kind of sticks out like a sore thumb, once you leave the premises. 

I tried my best to take it easy the rest of the day.  I found out that Westminster and London are 

two totally different cities, intersecting fact of the day.  Apparently the ―real‖ London is only a 

couple square miles in diameters. 

Here is the guardian to the city of London: 

 

That sums up London.  I went to bed early, having to wake up at 4:30am for my flight. 

 



 
28 

Barcelona, Spain 
 

If you follow me on Twitter (which you have no excuse not to to), then you would have picked 

up on the fact that Barcelona was not my favorite place whilst travelling.  Hell, I even wrote 

this while holed up in my apartment on a rainy day there: 

 

“…I think it is a bit of a disgusting shithole.  And maybe it is because I have yet to have a 

sunny day here.  Tomorrow is supposed to be 66 and sunny, so maybe I will be singing a 

different tune at this point tomorrow.” 

However, it reminds me a lot of Mexico, which, being from San Diego, I have a fifteen minute 

drive to the border.  But the way there is graffiti everywhere, the smell, the gypsy beggars…it 

reminds me a lot of the country that borders my city.  This is not a good thing. 

I‘m sorry to report that my opinion of Barcelona did not change much over the next two days.  I 

was fortunate enough to have a sunny day on the final day there, and did get to see some cool 

sites.  But overall, here is how I would sum up the city: 

 Disgusting – it smells bad, there‘s graffiti everywhere, and like I said, it reminded me of 

Mexico, which is a hell of a lot closer and easier for me to get to. 

 Expensive - food, souvenirs, transit, you name it – it was expensive. 

 Overrated - the food was lackluster, at best.  Admittedly, I am not a big seafood guy, 

which Barcelona is quite renowned for.  However, even chicken and steak dishes were 

mediocre at best.  I ended up cooking most of my meals in my apartment.  In addition, 

the nightlife is hardly better than a Las Vegas sausage-fest.  Now, I did do the ―tourist‖ 

nightlife areas, and did not venture into the more locals areas, which I suspect would 

have been better.  Why didn‘t I venture into those?  See the next bullet. 

 Sketch - I constantly had my guard up for pickpockets and punks looking to cause 

trouble.  I wasn‘t really worried about my safety, per se, I‘m a young guy who is in 

excellent shape – most people aren‘t going to fuck with me.  But, I knew right away I had 

to be careful, with tons of gypsies getting in your face, and the sheer madness of some of 

the tourist areas.  I kept my hands in my pockets at all time to ensure I wouldn‘t get 

picked off.  In addition, this resulted in making it difficult for me to enjoy the nightlife.  I 

would pregame in my apartment and knock back 4-5 drinks, but when it came time to 

head out, I‘d sober up as soon as I left my apartment.  I just didn‘t feel safe, which meant 

there was no way I could let myself go and have fun – which makes going out solo dolo 

in a foreign country very difficult. 

 The language barrier - I didn‘t have a huge problem - fortunately, I speak some Spanish 

which made it easier for me.  But, I was surprised at how poor the English in this country 

was, and those considering a trip to Barcelona should keep this in mind.  You see, not 

only do they speak Spanish, but Barcelona is rich in Catalonian history, which is 

different than typical Spanish.  In addition to that, being from California, I 

http://thisistrouble.com/2014/04/03/thoughts-on-europe-so-far/
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speak Mexican-Spanish, which is different than Espana-Spanish, which (once again) 

differs from Catalonian. 

With that being said, Barcelona does have some cool architecture, and I would be lying if I said I 

didn‘t enjoy exploring the city.  But, it is not a place I would visit again, and certainly would 

never consider living there on a permanent or even semi-permanent basis. 

Back to the story – I managed to get to my apartment in the city center at about noon.  I stayed in 

the Gotic Quarter, very close to the famous Las Ramblas street.  I didn‘t find out until I got there 

that Las Ramblas is tourist-central, and most of the reports on the Roosh forum said to stay the 

hell away from that area.  Oops.  Here are a few random pictures of the area. 

 

 
This was close to my apartment. SKETCH. 
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One of many plazas/squares. 

 

I spent the latter half of the first afternoon just exploring and walking around.  I scoped out a 

couple clubs and bars and settled on where I would head out that night.  Once it started raining 

on me, I decided I‘d pick up a few groceries and rest up for the evening. 

So let‘s fast forward to the evening.  Like I said, I pounded about four rum and cokes and headed 

out.  Instantly, it was just hard to keep any sort of buzz, much less actually get 

drunk.  Eventually, a young promoter stopped me on the street, and he spoke excellent 

English.  He actually seemed like a cool guy, so when he offered me a club entry and a drink for 

all of 15 Euros, I decided it would be a deal.  So he walked me to a bar where he said people 

would gather until about midnight, and then we would all walk to the next club.  I actually really 

enjoyed the venue – knowing where I was going next allowed me to relax a bit, but there was 

only one problem. 

Every girl in my ―group‖ was from Denmark, and they were all wearing jeans and Chuck 

Taylors.  Not exactly what I imagined when I had fantasized about partying in Barcelona until 

the wee hours of the morning. 

Eventually, when it was time to roll out for the actual club, my promoter friend found me and 

told me he would get me into the VIP with him in the club.  Rolling my eyes at him, knowing he 

was full of shit, I played along.  He introduced me to another friend of his – from Sweden, who 

was helping him promote.   

She was cute and friendly, and our group walked a long way.  Probably about a mile up the road, 

we waited at a bus stop, and it hit me that I had no idea where the fuck I was going, only had 30 

http://i0.wp.com/sandiegonightlifeguide.com/thisistrouble/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/img_2031.jpg
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Euros left to get back, and didn‘t know my way around well enough to find my way back if 

needed.  I asked the promoter how far the club was, to which the response was, ―About 7 miles 

by bus.‖ 

Fuck that. 

Maybe I was paranoid, but this didn‘t seem like a situation I should go along with.  In hindsight, 

it was probably one of the clubs I visited on a later night, but I decided to bail out and call it a 

night.  You have two more nights, I thought to myself.  You‟ll figure it out. 

I‘m sad to say, I really didn‘t figure out Barcelona throughout the entire time I was there.  

Barcelona, Days 2 & 3 

My second day in Barcelona consisted of being stuck in my apartment due to pouring rain, and 

then another unsuccessful night out at the clubs.  Hence, this section combines days two and 

three of Barcelona into one post. 

And truthfully, I really did nothing the second day.  I wrote a blog post, read a book, and cooked 

pasta in my apartment.  Exciting shit, isn‘t it?  I did go out for the night when the rain finally 

ceased, only for it to start down pouring about twenty minutes after I left.  Seething at how much 

I hated Barcelona, I called it a night and hoped that the projected sunny skies for the next day 

held up.  Thankfully, they did. 

Wanting to see the entire city, I decided it would be worth to hop on another one of the tour bus 

services, like I did in London.  And thank goodness I enjoyed it, or else these Barcelona posts 

might have been even worse than they already are. 

One of the first stops was the breathtaking La Sagrada Familia – which, if you didn‘t know, has 

been under construction for over a hundred fucking years. 

The Basílica i Temple Expiatori de la Sagrada Família (Catalan 

pronunciation: [səˈɣɾaðə fəˈmiɫiə]; English: Basilica and Expiatory Church of the Holy 

Family), is a large Roman Catholic church in Barcelona, Spain, designed by Catalan 

architect Antoni Gaudí (1852–1926). Although incomplete, the church is 

a UNESCO World Heritage Site,
[5]

 and in November 2010 Pope 

Benedict XVI consecrated and proclaimed it aminor basilica,
[6][7][8]

 as distinct from 

a cathedral which must be the seat of a bishop. Construction of Sagrada Família had 

commenced in 1882, Gaudí became involved in 1883,
[5]

 taking over the project and 

transforming it with his architectural and engineering style, combining Gothic and 

curvilinear Art Nouveau forms. Gaudí devoted his last years to the project, and at the 

time of his death at age 73 in 1926 less than a quarter of the project was 

complete.
[9]

 Sagrada Família‟s construction progressed slowly, as it relied on private 

donations and was interrupted by the Spanish Civil War, only to resume intermittent 

progress in the 1950s. Construction passed the midpoint in 2010 with some of the 

project‟s greatest challenges remaining
[9]

 and an anticipated completion date of 2026, 

the centenary of Gaudí‟s death. 
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Pictures don‘t do it justice.  I actually do regret not booking a tour of the inside ahead of 

time.  One look at the line though was enough for me to remain an Atheist.  

 

From there, the bus wandered around town, hitting up the FC Barcelona futbol stadium, and then 

wandering to the top of Barcelona, where the palace and Olympic Stadium lie. 
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We ended the bus tour with a view overlooking the port.  My grandparents are actually taking a 

cruise out of Barcelona next week, so it was neat to see where exactly they would be. 

After my excursion for the day, I was determined to avenge the last two shitty nights of partying, 

and leave Barcelona with a bang.  I donned my best blazer and headed out to the biggest tourist 

nightlife hotspot, right on the beach – featuring all of the exclusive clubs.  I made sure to put my 

name on all of the guest lists.  This is what ―Clubbing Row‖ looks like during the day: 

 
The night started off good enough.  I started with a couple of gin and tonics in a little lounge, and 

the bartender turned out to be from San Francisco, which is only about two hours from where I 

grew up.  It was fun to hear about his experience living in Barcelona for the last two years, and 

he had concluded many of the same things as me (food overrated, expensive, dirty, etc.).  At least 

I wasn‘t the only snob in Barcelona.  At about midnight, I headed down to the actual clubs, with 

their beachfront entrances.  I simply walked right into Sako, and was met with a disgusting 

realization. 

Barcelona nightlife tourism spots are just like fucking Las Vegas. 

This means there‘s four guys for every girl, drinks cost $15 a pop, and it is completely 

overrated.  Oh, and there were a lot of faggots around. 
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At 2:30, I called it a night.  I was tired of overpriced drinks and watching dudes kiss each 

other.  I had another early flight, so I shuffled myself on to the late night metro and bowed my 

head in disappointment.  The entire reason I had gone to Barcelona was because I wanted to 

party into the wee hours.  Unfortunately, it wasn‘t to be, due to many reasons – my bad attitude, 

bad logistics, the area, and more. 

But I managed to smile to myself, because I had done it.  I had at least tried and failed at running 

solo in Barcelona.  It wasn‘t a city I meshed with, and that‘s okay – there were two new beautiful 

cities right around the corner. 
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Rome, Italy 
 

I had headed home from the Barcelona nightlife at 2:30am, and I had to be at the airport by 

5:00am.  After a half hour of drunken sleep, I rolled out of bed and hailed a cab to the bus 

stop.  Except, the taxi driver drove right past that bus stop and continued onward…somewhere. 

In a bit of panic, I whipped out my poor Spanish and figured out that I had somehow agreed to 

have him take me straight to the airport.  For only 20 Euros, it actually seemed like a decent deal, 

so I stuck with it.  After a mid-flight nap, I found my way to the beautiful city of Rome. 

I stayed in a bed and breakfast, and never saw any of the occupants of the three other 

rooms.  They even put breakfast out every morning, and changed the sheets every day.  Plus, 

being right next to the Coliseum was a big bonus.  It was amazing how small Rome was – St. 

Peter‘s Square was the farthest possible major landmark from the B&B and it was easily walked 

to in 45 minutes. 

Despite my utter exhaustion, I made the hike across the city to the stunning St. Peter‘s 

Square.  Here are a few pictures I took along the way. 
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On the way home, I had some of the best pizza I have ever had in my life.  The actual fancy 

restaurants in Rome were not great, I actually much preferred the small little pizza shacks (and 

the same held true in New York).  Lesson learned, pizza is not meant to be enjoyed as a gourmet 

food. 

After what I reckon was my third all-nighter of the trip the night before, I called it a night by 

8:00.   

Again. 

Rome, Day 2 

The Roman Coliseum was probably the historic landmark I was most looking forward to seeing 

through my entire trip.  Ever since I was quite young, I was generally fascinated with Roman 

history. 

For me, the Coliseum was nothing short of breath-taking.  The previous day I had bought a 

Coliseum/Roman Forum ticket, and I got up early (after sleeping from 8pm-6am) and got in right 

when the Coliseum opened up.  I was one of the first ten people in, which meant that I actually 
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had some peace and quiet to myself to reflect.  It is incredible to think – hundreds 

of thousands of people died in that arena.  I‘m surprised has activist group hasn‘t won a petition 

to have it torn to the ground. 

Like I said in the previously, I was about a five minute walk by foot to the front door of the 

Coliseum.  I am so glad I used AirBNB to find places to stay, and I really couldn‘t recommend it 

highly enough. 
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After my morning of wandering through the Coliseum and Forum, I decided it was time to just 

explore the center of the city and some of the landmarks (the previous night before I had taken a 

route along the outskirts of the city to St. Peter‘s).  I saw the Pantheon, the Fountain of Trevi, as 

well as all of the major squares in the city. 

 
I even found a Ferrari store.  I wanted to get a die-cast model as a souvenir, but they were about 

$150 at the store.  Needless to say, I said fuck that and bought a Hot Wheels die cast for $10 at a 

stand later in the day. 

With that being said, that sums up Rome!  It is incredible to me that I haven‘t even finished 

blogging about my time in Europe – I still have an entire country and New York City to 

go!  Hell, my first post in this series was April 16th, over two weeks ago.  And truthfully, I am 

ready to return to my normal writing, and was ready to actually just skip today and show the 

pictures.  However, I realized – I need to do this for my own reflection.  In a year, I won‘t be able 

to remember all the details and sequences of events that I did these things.  I need to have this 

journal/log of everything I experienced. 

The final verdict on Rome: I would go again, in a heartbeat.   

One catch though – I would want to do it with a special someone.  I would not recommend it as a 

city of experiencing solo, unlike some of the other cities (Wroclaw, London, and Prague) where I 

would consider spending a decent amount of time alone.  Rome is very much a city of ―love‖ – 

everything is so beautiful, you just can‘t help but want to share it with someone.  Seeing the 

sights with someone else to take pictures and laugh with would have made the experience even 

better. 
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Prague, Czech Republic 
 

I caught another early flight out of Rome and was shortly after air bound towards my final 

destination in Europe - Prague, Czech Republic. 

Prague is one of those cities that you always hear is so beautiful, but yet nobody can really tell 

you why it is so.  Truthfully, it is beyond gorgeous, and it is difficult to put it into words, but I‘ll 

do my best. 

Prague is so beautiful because of the stunning river background, the blend of modern-classical 

architecture, the lack of light pollution, and the laid-back, genuinely nice attitude of its people. 

Prague is the only city I visited that I consider moving there on a long-term or permanent basis 

(Wroclaw would come close, but is probably just not nice enough for my snobby rich ass).  It has 

enough modern amenities, is clean, and once again – is stunningly beautiful.  Just see for 

yourself:  

Have I mentioned that the Czech Republic is absolutely fucking insane about Absinthe?  Here‘s 

proof: 

Absinthe has been consumed in the Czech countries (then part of Austria–Hungary) since 

at least 1888, notably by Czech artists, some of whom had an affinity for Paris, 

frequenting Prague„s famous Cafe Slavia. Its wider appeal in Bohemia itself is uncertain, 

though it was sold in and around Prague. It is claimed that at least one local liquor 

distillery in Bohemia was producing absinthe at the turn of the 20th century. 

So needless to say, Prague is absolutely covered with shops like the below.  In addition to that, 

many of their open bar specials include all you can drink Absinthe. 

Yes, UNLIMITED Absinthe.  Sounds like trouble, huh? 

 
I had epic plans to join a Prague Pub Crawl, which are supposed to be reasonably popular and 

supposedly TONS of fun.  So I showed up to one, $25 with two hours of open bar (including the 

aforementioned Absinthe) – but there were a bunch of hideous tourist girls, and three guys.  So, 

knowing that groups were going off at 8, 9, and 10pm (they all meet up again in a large club), I 
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stuck around in a different bar.  At 9pm, there were 10 dudes, no girls.  Granted, it was a 

Monday night, but still disappointing. 

In hindsight though, it was probably a good thing that I didn‘t go out.  Unfortunately, this was 

the night that my overall exhaustion from the trip really started to set in.  As I was hanging out in 

the Bombay Bar, recounting the tales of my travels to a cool bartender, I was about passing out 

after one gin and tonic.  On the bar.  With my hand in a bowl of peanuts. 

It wasn‘t a pretty sight, especially since I was blazered up for the night, too.  Ultimately though, I 

realized that trying to force myself through it when I was already so out of it, especially without 

a wingman, was going to be a futile event.  I did some recon on some of the other bars in the 

area, and headed home for the night. 

Prague, Day 2 

I now had two days left in Europe before heading back to the States.  I think this was the point 

that reality was starting to sink in – I had to return home and go back to work.  I thought that I 

needed a rest day before heading back to meet Holly in New York.  Like every time I tried to 

take an ―easy‖ day beforehand, I didn‘t end up doing it.  Traveler‘s insomnia is like a kick of 

Red Bull that gives you this burning desire to continue walking, even though your legs ache from 

walking dozens of miles around cities and climbing up dozens of flights of stairs because none of 

your apartments have elevators. 

First world problems, right? 

On my way to the town center, I saw a gorgeous girl walking towards me.  5‘7″, wavy brown 

hair with bright blue eyes.  My exact type.  My pulse quickened a bit as she got closer, and I 

lightly touched her arm and asked: 

“Do you know where a grocery store is?” 

Her English was quite good and she was happy to point me in the right direction.  We talked for 

a few minutes and then said our goodbyes.  The overall vibe I got in Prague, much like Poland, 

was that you could be a king at daygame in my situation.  Good looking, well dressed, American 

(Californian) accent – I‘d clean up.  I have never done much daygame around San Diego simply 

because it‘s not very productive.  If I lived in Europe, though, it would be a whole different 

story. 

I eventually found a local brewery, which served me an interesting (and quite good) dark 

Budweiser. 

I actually had a few too many and proceeded to get pretty buzzed.  I took a walk to the St. 

Charles‘s Bridge and walked around the part of the city I had not explored yet. 

That night I went out and it started raining.  I went home.  

Again. 
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Final Day In Europe (Prague, Day 3) 

At this point, I was indeed ready for some company on my adventure again.  I was ready to see 

my girlfriend.  I had missed her – yes, I am a pussy whipped beta bitch. 

And truthfully, it was an amazing last day.  I took a hike across the city to go see Prague 

Castle.  Let me tell you, it was a hike - some of the steepest stairs I have ever climbed in my life. 

 

I spent the rest of the day walking around the city, and treated myself to an amazing final 

European meal.  This combo meal had about every type of meat you could ever imagine. 

 

 

 

http://thisistrouble.com/2014/01/09/soon-you-will-be-able-to-have-sex-over-social-media/
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And…that was it.  I went to bed early that night, so I could be on my flight at 6:40am the 

following morning.  After dinner, I took my time walking across the bridge back to my 

apartment.  I threw a coin into the river for luck.  Finally, I took my favorite picture of the entire 

trip on that last faithful walk. 

As I tossed a coin into that river and made a wish, I knew one thing for sure: I would be back. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
43 

New York City, USA 
 

I had a long journey to get to New York City from Prague.  First, I caught a flight from Prague to 

Brussels, Belgium.  I then hopped a flight to Geneva, Switzerland, and finally got going on my 

trans-Atlantic flight to JFK.  Switzerland is expensive as balls – a bottle of water and a pen cost 

me eighteen dollars.  I mean, I get that it‘s an airport, but that is incredibly expensive.  I flew an 

Airbus 330 back, which was glorious compared to the cramped inter-Europe flights I‘d been 

shuttling around on for the past couple of weeks.  

 

My girlfriend, Holly landed in New York before I did.  I had told her to find where my flight was 

coming in to, find the closest AirTram exit to that terminal, and then meet me outside of 

customs.  Once I landed, she informed me she was already on the AirTram heading towards the 

subway transfer station. 

Damnit, woman! 

 

Fortunately it wasn‘t difficult for her to get back.  I breezed through customs, glad to finally be 

the traveler in my home company and not have to deal with all the bullshit of being a 

foreigner.  I was greeted by my girlfriend right outside customs, and then I got a look at the 

fucking suitcase she brought. 

Jesus Christ, is she moving here? 

http://thisistrouble.com/2014/01/01/i-couldnt-go-dark-i-now-have-a-girlfriend-and-said-girlfriend-found-my-blog/
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That was my first thought, as her suitcase was heavier (she had to remove things at LAX to get it 

less than 50 pounds), and significantly bigger than mine.  And she was coming for four days to 

New York, whilst I had been in Europe for two weeks. 

Damnit, woman.   

Of course, escalators are not common in NYC like they are on the Tube in London, and frankly, 

elevators are not exactly easy to find, either.  Holly could not lift my suitcase or hers – so here I 

am, walking up flights of stairs in subway stations with a fifty pound suitcase in both of my 

hands.  I will admit, my patience coming in, and leaving, NYC was pushed to the limits because 

of this.  It was also pushed to its limits in other ways, too – but we‘ll get to that. 

The first night, knowing I was going to be up for over 24 hours again, Holly booked a river 

cruise on Groupon.  We walked the two miles to the ferry port and boarded.  We got some 

spectacular views of the Manhattan skyline (breathtaking), as well as the Statue of Liberty (not 

as cool as I thought). 
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New York City Day 2 

I got up the next day as Holly slept, and headed out to Times Square to check on some Broadway 

ticket prices (my sleep patterns were completely fucked, to say the least).  I personally wasn‘t 

keen to see a Broadway play, but since the girlfriend offered to pay, I was all for it.   

After getting some pizza, we hopped on a tour bus.  $125 got us three days on the bus as well as 

admission to three venues of our choice – we chose Top Of The Rock, Empire State Building, 

and the Madame Tussauds Wax Museum.   

Honestly, again, it sounds cliché, but the tour buses I took were some of the best value I got out 

of the trip.  I‘d highly recommend them, again. 

I didn‘t take many pictures on the tour.  Holly took close to 1,000 photos in New York, which is 

2/3 of the total amount I took on my entire trip.  In any case, I still haven‘t bothered to download 

them all of her computer to my own, so I don‘t have a zillion photos to share of our first day bus 

tour.  But hell, you guys have seen enough photos of my trip overall, anyways.  But, we did see 

every major landmark in the lower half of Manhattan, as well as get a decent view of all of the 

neighborhoods. 

After that, we headed out to a nice dinner and saw Chicago on Broadway.  I can‘t say I loved it, 

but I wouldn‘t say I hated it, either.  It was a cool experience to at least see a Broadway play 

while in New York City.   

However, when I move there, I‘m certainly not going to be the guy frequenting Broadway plays 

because I‘m some cultured snob.  One Broadway play in my life is probably enough. 

Except maybe Lion King or Aladdin.  Two of my all-time favorites. 
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New York, Day 3 (Saturday) 

Saturday: Central Park 

Holly and I decided to walk all the way from our hotel (8th and 45th) to Central Park, and then to 

walk through Central Park.  In hindsight, that was a terrible idea.  The north end of Central Park 

is something in the 90s – so we walked around fifty blocks total. 

 

This was the point of the trip where I got snippy with her.  She‘s a major picture-holic, and I felt 

like she was getting more enjoyment out of taking pictures to post on Instagram than spending 

the time in The Big Apple with me.  Some of the shots she took did come out beautiful, though, 

and we had a nice little discussion regarding the picture-whoring.  Central Park is amazing, 

considering it is smack dab in the middle of one of the largest metropolitan areas of the world.  I 

could completely envision myself living on the Upper East Side and going for runs in the 

morning there. 



 
47 

 

The problem was getting back.  Taking a bus in Manhattan is something I will never, ever, 

EVER in a million years do again. I think it took about an hour to get back on the bus, and it was 

only a few miles.  We eventually got off the damn thing and walked the rest of the way back to 

the hotel, which my tired feet did not agree with. 

Saturday: Meet Up With Law Dogger 

After getting back and grabbing a quick shower, I headed out to meet my fellow Return Of Kings 

writer Law Dogger.  We met up at a cool little bar in what I think was technically the East 

Village district.  He has done a lot of travelling in his life, including spending several months in 

Eastern Europe as recently as last year (check the Roosh V Ukraine thread, I believe it‘s 50+ 

pages at this point), so it was awesome to get to share my own stories and compare his 

experiences with my own. 

While we didn‘t go out and do any gaming, it was good to talk to someone about my travels from 

a ―red pill truth‖ standpoint.  His understanding of cultures, and the differences in men and 

women in the United States versus Europe – is something that I can‘t talk to my friends and 

family about.  I mean, I‘ll try, but I already know exactly how it will go.  I might as well be 

talking to a concrete wall. 

Truthfully, Law Dogger is a talented writer, and his travels have enough material he could easily 

launch his own blog.  Dude, please do it! 

Saturday: Gaming The Subway & The Empire State Building 

I wanted to get a view of the skyline at sunset at some point during my trip, so after meeting up 

with Law Dogger I headed off to the Empire State Building.  At this point, I was reasonably 

buzzed, bordering on drunk.  Some of those beers were actually pretty strong.  I was completely 

confused as to which subway line to take.  Naturally, I turned to the nearest cute girl and loudly 

asked where the hell to go to find the Empire State Building.  She giggled, and said she couldn‘t 

https://twitter.com/lawdogger
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help me because she was new in town herself.  She had come all the way from Ireland.  We 

talked a bit on the subway before she got off, and I stayed on to try to find Holly before sunset. 

We didn‘t quite make it up to the top for sunset, but we still got some cool pictures. 
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New York, Day 4 

Sunday: All The Shit We Didn‟t Have Time For 

Sunday, our last full day, we decided to do all the things we saw on the bus the past few days, 

but didn‘t have time to explore more in detail.  First up was the 9/11 Memorial, which 

was chillingly (not sure if that‟s even a real word) beautiful. 

 

After that, we went and checked out Wall Street.  We have a hilarious picture of Holly standing 

by the bull, with a little Asian girl sitting below the bull‘s nuts.  I wish I could post it.  We also 

went to the New York Stock Exchange, and then walked to the famous Grimauldi‘s Pizza in 

Brooklyn.   

This, by the way – is completely overrated.   

Much like Rome, I thought the little shops on the street were far, far better.  I had suspected 

Grimauldi‘s might be a tourist trap, but even some locals had told us it was good – so I was 

disappointed.  It wasn‘t bad, but not blow-your-socks off good. 

After devouring the entire pizza to ourselves, we decided we had better walk back across the 

Brooklyn Bridge to earn those calories back. 
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 Sunday Night: Boston Red Sox at New York Yankees 

I have been a Yankees fan since the beginning of time, which is odd considering I‘ve spent my 

entire life in California.  I grew up playing shortstop in little league, and idolized Derek Jeter.  I 

had seen a couple Yankees games previously – once when they came to Oakland to play the A‘s, 

and another time in Los Angeles when they played the Dodgers, but going to Yankee Stadium 

had always been a dream. 

Finally, that dream came true.  What a great way to end the trip.  Old man Jeter didn‘t play, but 

the Yankees beat the Sox and I stayed until the final out, much to Holly‘s dismay. 
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New York, Day 5  

Monday: To The Top, One Last Time 

We still had a couple of tickets from our tour bus pass to use, so we went to the Top Of The 

Rock at Rockefeller Center – which Law Dogger had told me was better than the Empire State 

Building.  You know, if you‘re in New York, you feel like you have to go to the ESB, 

right?  Wrong.  Go to The Rock instead, it is a better view, better service, and superior in every 

way.  If I ever live in New York, when people come visit me you bet your ass I will be saying, 

―No, we are NOT going to the Empire State Building!” 

 

 



 
52 

Monday: (Almost) Missing Our Flight 

 “Jesus Christ, is she moving here? 

That was my first thought, as her suitcase was heavier (she had to remove things at LAX 

to get it <50 pounds), and significantly bigger than mine. 

Well, while I was lugging those two suitcases down multiple flights of stairs, Holly found the 

platform of the train I had told her to.  The problem was – that platform served A, B, and C 

subway lines.  We needed the C line, but instead, we just hopped on the next train that came, 

which was an A train.. 

We were nearly to Harlem before I realized.  A cute girl told us to take the A Express south all 

the way to the AirTram, saying it would be faster than transferring.  Except the Express train 

simply was not express at all.  Our flight was at 5:00, but at 4:00 we were just getting to the 

AirTram – which of course is fucking broken.  Finally at 4:15, we‘re on the train, but realize that 

we are departing from terminal 8, which is the last stop on the way. Oh, and our flight 

is boarding at 4:30.  I come to the realization that there is no way in hell we are going to make 

the flight.  But then, a stroke of luck happens – it‟s delayed until 5:45. 

We rejoiced, but not for long.  You see, this flight would take us to Boston from New York, and 

then to Los Angeles.  The flight to Boston was supposed to land at 7:00, and then we would take 

off to LA at 7:45.  The problem was, our NYC -> Boston flight was now delayed until 

6:00.  This meant we weren‘t going to land in Boston until 7:30, which isn‘t exactly enough time 

to de-board a plane, get through the airport, and then board another. 

I told the American Airlines reps this and they proceeded to try to find me a new flight.  The 

problem was, they were so slow, by the time they told us we had to get on our normal flight and 

hope we could make it in time – it was 5:15 and we‘re supposed to board at 5:30.  So do they 

take us through a special security line, considering they had been holding us up for the last 

hour?  No, we get stuck in normal TSA lines which are going NOWHERE.  Finally, at 5:25, 

estimating that we are still twenty minutes away from getting screened, I convince TSA to let us 

skip to the front of the line.  We got through by 5:30, and made the flight with plenty of time to 

spare. 

American Airlines sucks and I would never fly with them again.  If anyone from AA sees this and 

wants me to remove this, get in touch and get me some free shit. 

As a final nail in the coffin, there were about twenty planes on the runway waiting to go out, so 

we didn‘t leave on time, either.  Fortunately, there were about 40 of us getting on that Boston -> 

LA flight, so they held that plane until everyone boarded. 

We arrived in Los Angeles at about 11:15pm, and got back to San Diego around 2:00am after 

stopping for some much needed Taco Bell (yeah, welcome back to America) I was glad to be 

home.  But, a day later all I could think was: 

“How can I go back?”  
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Epilogue: Lessons Learned 
 

This was written on April 18
th

, 2014 – three days after I returned home. 

 

Unplugging from the matrices of society and beginning your own journey down the red pill 

opens the doors to many new things.  How to understand women, the bullshit of the workforce, 

finances, and the freedom you get from traveling the world are some of the many opportunities 

whose doors are swung wide open when you awaken from the coma society puts you into at a 

young age. 

Travel was one of the few things I had done very little of in my short lifespan.  I was determined 

to remedy that, as I wrote this in a post earlier this year here at Return Of Kings.  I booked a trip 

to Europe last December, for a total of 20 days.  I burned through nearly all of my vacation time 

that I had saved up at work.  I knew that if I didn‘t take this opportunity soon, I would regret 

it.  So, I took the plunge. 

After now traveling through Wroclaw, London, Barcelona, Rome, Prague, and then New York 

City on the way back to California; I can confidently say that my eyes have been opened.  Never 

in my wildest dreams had I ever planned to leave the Sunshine State, but now 

in no situation whatsoever can I see myself living in California permanently for the rest of my 

adult life.  I do not know where my next calling is (New York is at the top of the list, 

admittedly), but I can say this with the utmost confidence – travel changes a man.  It will open 

your mind. 

With that being said, here are five things that really stood out to me that I discovered about 

myself, American culture, and more while abroad. 

The Creative Juices Will Never Flow Faster 

Once I was relieved of my usual cubicle duties, my mind was freed.  It is difficult to explain how 

exactly these floodgates open up so drastically, but I was amazed at how much deeper my 

thoughts were once I had stepped away from work for a few days.  I would say it took about 

three days of freedom, as well as a fair amount of drinking, admittedly, and all of a sudden ideas 

began coming. 

I had book ideas, business ventures, blog posts, and potential product concepts all coming to me 

at a speed I never realized my brain was capable of producing.  Today, my first day back at 

work, do you know how many new, exciting ideas came to me from a creative aspect? 

Zero. 

http://www.returnofkings.com/28125/were-all-living-the-human-resources-nightmare
http://www.returnofkings.com/30589/the-fears-of-being-a-world-traveler
http://www.returnofkings.com/25161/how-your-life-can-change-in-one-year-after-swallowing-the-red-pill
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A man‘s life was not meant to be lived in an 8×8 prison cell with dull grey fabric walls.  Even a 

woman‘s kitchen has more space. 

America Is Spreading, And Fast 

As stated, I visited five countries/cities: 

1. Wroclaw, Poland 

2. London, UK 

3. Barcelona, Spain 

4. Rome, Italy, 

5. Prague, Czech Republic 

I suspected that Poland and the Czech Republic would be the biggest culture shock to me.  I 

suspected London, Barcelona, and Rome to be relatively Westernized.  However, even in ―poor‖ 

countries like Poland (one girls reaction as I nearly ripped apart a 10 PLN bill was priceless), the 

American way of life is spreading fast.  Smartphones are common.  McDonald‘s and Kentucky 

Fried Chicken are everywhere, and you‘ll be hard pressed to find a coffee shop more popular 

than that garbage chain Starbucks. 

However, despite the fact that American culture is spreading rapidly, you do have a bit of an 

―American God‖ factor at play in these countries.  My California driver‘s license was the biggest 

and easiest value demonstrator I‘ve encountered in any situation.  I played the hell out of that 

thing – even introducing myself as ―California Kyle‖ and seeing how far I could take it. 

If you have game in America, I can definitely say you could do well overseas.  If you suck with 

girls here, I doubt you‘d be better off in any country. 

Solo Travel Can Get Lonely 

I had by far the most fun in Poland, when I had a great wingman with me (Lucky Lothario), and 

in New York City with my girlfriend.  Traveling solo can get lonely, especially during the 

day.  While I met other tourists every day, and made friends at night, the amount of energy it 

took to get myself into a social mood constantly was draining.  By the end of the trip, I had 

almost nothing left in the tank to go out and meet people.  I nearly fell asleep in a bar in Prague 

at about 9:30pm on one of my final nights. 

With that being said, if I had company the entire trip, I would not have gotten as much 

enjoyment out of it.  I also think living in a foreign country would be vastly different, when you 

establish routines and make new friends.  However, doing the ―tourist‖ thing constantly solo is 

not something I would personally recommend. 
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I Knew I Was Making A Mistake By Seeing So Many Places 

Everyone told me; I didn‘t listen. 

Five countries in the amount of time I had is simply way too much.  It is hard to account for 

travel time for airlines and public transit to city centers, in many cases what was supposed to be 

three days in a city turned into two due to being delayed.  I knew going in that I was really going 

to be pushing the limit, and I learned my lesson. 

I wanted to see Poland because I‘d heard so many good things.  I needed to see London with the 

possibility of moving there for work.  I had heard Barcelona‘s nightlife was legendary (quite the 

contrary, I found it to be a bit of a disgusting shit hole).  I have always loved Roman history, so I 

wanted to sight-see there.  I‘d heard Prague was a gorgeous city with a lot of gorgeous girls 

(truth). 

Overall, I did everything I wanted, and needed, to do.  I will try not to have regrets about my 

logistical choices.  But, if I were to do it again, I‘d spend a minimum of a week in a city if I truly 

wanted to immerse myself as a local and get the most out of a trip. 

Post-Vacation Hangover Is Real 

This trip was amazing in so many ways.  Truthfully, I looked forward to coming home when I 

was at the tail end of my time in Europe.  Now that I‘m back in California, and back at work – I 

can‘t wait to go back. 

Cars, fancy apartments, and other materialistic items are cool, and I‘d never deny that I enjoy all 

of those things.  The problem is, to buy all of those things, most (not all) will need this shitty 

thing called a corporate job.  A corporate job which allows you a vacation for, on average, two 

weeks a year.  Two weeks a year in which you can unplug before you return to your life as a 

legal slave, working for peanuts to make your bosses millions. 

Fuck them.  There are ways around the system, and I‘ll find them and abuse them until my last 

breathe.  I have too many places I want to see, and not enough time on this planet to see 

them.  The materialistic items pale in comparison to the experiences and memories of this trip 

that will stick with me for years to come. When I‘m lying on my deathbed, it won‘t be my 401k 

bringing me happiness; it will be my memories of the world; and the people and cultures within 

it. 

This was not my final good-bye to Europe.  I‘m just getting started. 
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Plan Your Own Trip 
 

Hopefully, this book has inspired you to want to take your own trip around the globe to cause 

trouble.  Since releasing this blog series, I have received numerous comments and emails asking 

me how I did it.  Common questions include: 

 How did I get the time off of work? 

 Why the countries I chose? 

 How much did I spend? 

 What are the best resources for cheap shit? 

 What are your general tips? 

 Does it get lonely? 

 What would I do different? 

I‘m going to answer all of these questions once and for all in this book. 

How did I get the time off of work? 

I am fortunate enough to work for a company that gives me three weeks (nearly four after other 

holidays we are given off, such as founder‘s day and our own birthday) of paid vacation off of a 

year.  For the record, I work as a data systems engineer for a large company.  I understand that it 

will not be that easy for everyone.  Firstly, three weeks of vacation is nearly unheard of in 

today‘s world.  Most people consider it good if they get two weeks off, much less close to four.  

I‘m also lucky enough to have a cool boss who let me take such a large chunk of time off in total. 

If your situation is not as good as mine, don‘t fret.  You can still make a world trip possible, but 

understand that it may just be shorter.  Even if your first trip is only a week long, it will at least 

whet your appetite for more.  If you really enjoy it, and want to start traveling more; well, you 

may have to consider a job move within sectors or perhaps an entire career change. 

Why the countries I chose? 

Well, when I first planned the trip, I didn‘t have a girlfriend. 

I am very much attracted to white girls, especially the girls of Europe.  I find their accents sexy, 

their generally slim bodies irresistible, and their mannerisms impeccable.  My initial plan was to 

spend a week in Wroclaw and Prague and just try to nail as many chicks as I could during that 

time frame.  My plan was to arrive on Thursday, go out Thursday-Saturday nights, and then try 

to line up dates for the following week.  I had also planned to daygame every day and see where 

that led me. 



 
57 

Then, though, I met Holly – and I am still very happy with her.  Once we got together, I decided 

I would shift the focus of trying to bang European sluts and check out a few tourist spots that I 

had always wanted to see. 

So, how should you choose a country?  It depends what you want to do.  Do you want to nail a 

bunch of chicks?  Well, pick countries that have the most attractive women to do.  From there, 

do research on sites like the Roosh V forum, Naughty Nomad, and other expat forums and see 

what cities have the best situation for your particular preference of game.  Only after you have 

done this should you even consider booking a flight. 

How much did I spend? 

Here is a breakdown: 

 Round trip from America to Europe = $1,300 

 Apartments - $50/night (rough estimate) for 14 nights in Europe (I‘m excluding NYC 

because I splurged for a nice hotel) = $700.  Note: I had private rooms in every country, 

but shared an apartment or B&B in Poland, London, and Rome) 

 Flights within European countries = $200 (average $50/flight) 

 Everything else (food, drinks, public transit, souvenirs, etc.) = $1,200 

Grand total = $3,400 

That‘s for two entire weeks.  Understand, these are rough estimates.  This should show though, 

that it is really not that expensive to travel overseas for a brief period of time.  It is also important 

to note that I was not trying to budget at all – I was using my credit card very willingly, eating 

out constantly, spending a lot of money on tour bus passes, souvenirs, and more.  In addition, I 

also waited until the last minute to book some of the flights and apartments.   

The $1,200 I spent on ―everything else‖ could easily have been reduced had I given a crap.  But I 

make good money and wanted to enjoy myself, but I recognize not everyone is in the same 

situation.   

Look at it this way, if you can save a couple hundred bucks a month you could easily save 

enough to take a trip in a year.   

You have no excuses not to. 

What are the best resources? 

 For flights, see Skyscanner.com or Kayak.com – these apply to transcontinental flights, 

as well inner-Europe flights.  I would imagine they are the best resources for flights 

within other continents, too. 

 For apartments, see AirBNB.com. 

 For picking a city, check out NaughtyNomad and Roosh V forums. 
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What are your general tips? 

Firstly, pick a place that you are genuinely excited to see – don‘t just go somewhere because 

some other people tell you that you should go there due to the ease of women, nightlife, etc.  I 

had always wanted to go to Europe, much more so than South America or Asia.  So, I went.   

Secondly, try to get in a position where money is not a huge object.  I‘m not saying you should 

be racking up massive bar tabs every night of the week, but you shouldn‘t feel bad about 

splurging for a couple of nice meals out or a ticket to see something you are passionate about.  

Understand, too, that the American dollar goes very far in a lot of places.  For example, a three 

course meal with beers, soups, and wild boar was a $27 for two people in Poland.   

Lastly, try to find someone to go with, at least part of the time.  It is critical to find someone who 

has similar interests as you.  If you want to game, bring a wingman.  If you want to do tourist 

stuff, bring someone interested in history.  While spending time alone on a trip is awesome, it 

can get lonely and take you into a negative state. 

Does it get lonely? 

It absolutely does, and anyone who tells you otherwise is simply a liar.  Like I said in the 

previous paragraphs, bring a wingman to help with this.  On a positive note, being alone gives 

you time to self-reflect and to push yourself to the limits. 

What would I do different? 

There is no way in hell I would visit as many countries as I did in the short period of time.  I 

would be much more inclined to visit a country for at least a week, maybe two.  It takes at least 

that long to get familiar with the people, to learn the nightlife spots, and to start to feel 

comfortable.   

After all, the whole point of travelling is to push you out of your personal comfort zone and to 

immerse yourself into other cultures.  It is quite literally, a culture shock.  This takes time to 

adapt to, so you won‘t get a true impression of a country, and whether you‘d like to come back, 

without adequate time to do so. 

I would also take trains to opposite countries as opposed to flying.  The reason?  If you want 

cheap flights, you better be prepared to be taking off at 6:00am.  This means you have to be at 

the airport by 5:00am, meaning you have to leave for the airport from the city center by 4:00am.  

The problem is, most public transit doesn‘t run then.  So you‘re stuck with taxis or shuttles, 

which can get expensive.   
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Plus, the time saved is not all that: 

 Time to the airport from city center: 1 hour 

 Time waiting for flight in the airport: 1 hour 

 Time in flight: 2 hours 

 Time to get off plane, get baggage, and get to shuttle/taxi/train: 1 hour 

 Travel from airport to city center: 1 hour 

Total: 6 hours, assuming no delays 

You can take a train, which has far less bullshit than flying.  You can show up ten minutes 

beforehand, don't have security to deal with, you'll have plenty of room in your seat, and most 

trains stations are right in the middle of the city – meaning you‘re often within walking distance 

to your apartment or hotel.  On top of that, trains are less likely to be delayed than flights, and 

you aren‘t forced into taking early times due to price.  I definitely would have taken trains from 

country to country rather than flying, in hindsight. 

The website Seat61.com is excellent for trains throughout Europe. 

Other than those two points that I mentioned, I wouldn‘t change a damn thing. 

Trouble‟s Travels was the time of my life.   

Thanks for reading. 
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Thank You 
 

Those who came before me – and wrote about their travels and experiences.  Websites like 

Roosh, Naughty Nomad, SwoopTheWorld, and more were inspirational in me taking this trip. 

Pete (Manosphere Radio) – for encouraging me and giving me plenty of advice after his past 

travel experiences.  I can‘t wait to meet up with you in San Diego. 

Lucky Lothario – for making my first trip to Europe memorable.  I know we will wing each 

other again someday, man. 

YouSoWould – for having the guts to leave the poison of the 9-5 bullshit and encouraging me to 

take those steps myself.  And for recommending a good product to keep my hair. 

Law Dogger – for showing me a New York City locals spot, a place I would have never 

discovered otherwise.  I hope to join you in NYC in the near future. 

My little sister – for taking a real trip before I ever did, which certainly didn‘t hurt my 

motivation for wanting to experience it. 

Mom and Dad – for always believing in me, and for instilling that belief in myself that I can do 

anything. 

Finally, my girlfriend, Holly – for being a really cool girl. I know you weren‘t thrilled I went 

on the trip, but you didn‘t once try to stop me, guilt trip me, or otherwise pull any selfish acts to 

take away from my experience; which is something many, many girls would have done.  I know 

you say all the time that you‘re not like other girls, and that I usually laugh at you and say that 

every girl says that – but in this case, I am happy to eat my own words.   


