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I am writing these stories from the perspective of month twenty -

one of an eight -month trip. Yes, you read that right. When I left 

the United States in July 2018, I expected to be home for Christ-

masñFebruary at the latest. But as I passed through country  

after country, I found I loved the solo traveling lifestyle. People I 

met would say something like, òOh, you should go to Bali.ó (And I 

did , eventually.)  Some would almost beg me to visit their country.  

(That is how I ended up in Sri Lanka for three months!) One day, I 

received an email from my travel insurance company, òFive Reasons 

You Should Go to Kyrgyzstan.ó I did not even know where Kyrgyz-

stan was or that it even was a country, but I went anyway. And 

now, here I am on a tiny island, Gili Air in Indonesia, writing a 

book to share highlights of this lifestyle with you  

I have thousands of photographs and videos. Most are such 

poor quality or composition that they should be deleted, But as  

I peruse them, a few from each country stand out and evoke a 

strong memoryéand a story. This is a collection of some favorite 

photos and their stories.   

I am no great photographer. When a photo turns out well, it is 

mostly by accident. I have also gotten reasonably good at cropping  

images to improve the composition. Many of my favorite photo-

graphs are not particularly good ones. But there is value in the 

INTRODUCTION 

 ¥  The surprising Birmingham Farmerõs Market in England.  

Story on page 29.  
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memory. The tattoo photo is one of those. To be 64 -years -old and 

getting my first tattoo in Sri Lanka ñnow that is a tale. (I sur-

prised the heck out my kids!)  

There is not much to say about canal walkingéYou walk 

along a well -worn path that is very flat. But oh, just looking at 

the picture of a swan family sliding by in single -file calms me all 

over again.  

Unbelievable sand òsketchesó created by the ocean in the Outer 

Hebrides turned a boring hike into a memorable one.  

Some images, like the last grapes clinging to a stem in a mist -

shrouded Portuguese vineyard in November ñwell, they did not 

make it into that yearõs Port wine, but they still remind me of a 

lesson well learned. (See the cover image.)  

I make no apologies for the inconsistency in the lengths of 

stories. Most never came close to a thousand words despite the 

titleõs claim. In others, I just have much more to say.  

I hope you enjoy these tales. Perhaps they will encourage you 

to start your own collection of photographic essays.  

 

Catheen Fulton  

Gili Air, Lombok, Indonesia  

March 2019  

 

 

 

 

 

 

This is the first in a planned series of e -books 

about my two -year journey around the world. If 

there is something you would like to know about 

my trip, or how I go about my solo, independent, 

slow travel lifestyle, visit my website and blog at  

CathleensOdyssey.com  

or drop me a line at 

cathy@CathleensHands.com  

https://youtu.be/s2N0KDdMJt4
http://cathleensodyssey.com/
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These photos did not make it 

into this volume.  

 

They are being saved for a 

future edition.  
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Back in 2014, when I made my first foray into solo, independent 

travel, I had not yet begun harvesting my Social Security benefits ñ

that bit of gold at the end of the rainbow that we always claimed 

we would never see.  I am a book designer. That means that I design  

the insides ñthe guts ñof books and prepare them for publication. 

I also take on other graphic design jobs as well as some adminis-

trative work. I can do all of these things remotely.  

There have been jobs where I have never even met my client face to 

face. Once I was an administrative assistant helping move a rather  

large estate through the probate process. I met the executor once 

during the two -year process, and never met the lawyer or account-

ant!) With access to the internet almost universal, working on the 

road is pretty much a piece of cake ñwell, as long as some file does  

not end up in a black hole and I have to go through and chase it 

down.  

òHOW  MUCH IS YOUR TRIP TO PERU COSTING YOU?ó 

In 2014, I was in Peru doing some design work for my friend Danie l. 

It was February ñsummer in Peru, but a long, gray winter in the 

northern United States where he lived. Daniel has traveled in and 

has many fond memories of Central America. After one two -hour 

business conversation via Skype, he was lamenting the cold, wet 

weather.  

òWhere do you work? Do you have an office, or what?ó he asked.  

JUST A DAY AT THE OFFICE 

 ¥ My office overlooking Lake Titicaca, in the village of Chucuito, Peru  
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òI tell you what, I will send you a photograph.ó I replied. I sent 

him an image of the sunroom terrace of the guesthouse where I 

was residing for a month. My computer in the foreground ñLake 

Titicaca, in all its glory at my feet.  

A bit later, he texted me, òI hope you donõt mind me asking, 

but how much is your trip to Peru costing you?ó 

TEACHING A COMPUTER TO SPEAK ENGLISH 

In 2015, my second four -month trip to Peru was barely two days old,  

when my computer went south ñcompletely southéwell almost. If 

it were not for the amazing technogeek experience and patience of 

my ex -husband, Roger, my days of world travel may have come to 

a screeching halt. I had to be able to work remotely ñclients were 

waiting. To make a very long story short, thanks to the milagro 

(miracle) that is Skype, a little Samsung tablet that was still work-

ing, and the ability of Roger and I to still work together like a well -

oiled machine, my journey was rescued. Taking a leap of faith, we 

heated up the machine until some magical links inside reconnect-

ed and we got the thing to boot.  

WARNING : Donõt try this at home, unless you donõt  

care if you computer never works again!  

Then, Roger helped me research what computer to purchase and  

even find the store in Arequipa to purchase it. Let me tell you, 

walking into a department store electronics section with rudimen-

tary Spanish knowledge and trying to ask technical questions can 

be pretty daunting. But, hoping I was getting the right computer 

model, I brought it back to my guesthouse and we proceeded to 

transfer everything overébit by bit.  

Did you know that some computers sold in developing coun-

tries do not have the Windows universal language pack installed? 

This one only spoke Spanish. Between us, we researched how to 

òteachó it English by tweaking some line of code deep in the bow-

els of the registry.  

WARNING : Again, donõt try this at home without expert help! 
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I was in business. My trip was saved!  

A few weeks later, I added up the minutes Roger and I had spent  

on Skype ñover 200 hours of conversations, trouble -shooting, and 

finger -crossed trials! It is nice to be friends with your ex especially 

when he is a òtechnogeek!ó* 

AN ASIDE : Over the next several years, without  

warning, the computer would still sometimes  

stubbornly speak to me in Spanish.  

FIFTY DAYS ON  FOOT 

The impetus of my current trip was to walk the Camino de Santiago  

del Norte along the coast of Spain. I was going to make the pilgrimage  

and return home. Then I kept adding countries, resulting in a 

òplannedó six-to-eight -month trip. Once I was in Europe, I kept 

adding more countries, and here I am twenty -one months into an 

eight -month trip. Hmmmm, how did that happen?  

Anyway, back to the Camino. Before leaving home, I had prom-

ised my client, Ann that I would be able to complete some extensive  

edits to a small regional hiking guide, Walks, Trails and Parks of 

Vashon Island . This was the fifth edition to be released in time for 

the holidays. It turned out to be 

almost a complete re -write. But 

thanks to the magic of the inter-

net and my ability to carry a 

small laptop with me the entire 

715 kilometers of the Camino, the 

* Roger rescued me again a few years later when Microsoft forced me to 
install a new update for which I did not have enough disk space. This 
time I was in Scotland!  
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Ann sent me this photo of the day 
she picked up the finished books, 

over 5,000 miles away from my  
office in Alijo.  
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finished  copies were in the hands of my clients in time for the holi-

day market. A bonus to this job was that it required me to take 

one or two days off from walking every week or so, in order to work 

on the page layouts. Ann kept apologizing for interrupting my trip, 

but those rest days may have meant the difference between my 

Caminoõs success and failure.  

My favorite Camino office? In the sweet town of Santoña. My 

albergue (hostel) balcony overlooked a quintessential town square 

where Spanish food and wine was served to me at a sidewalk café.  

It was also on this trip where I worked in the nadir of my array of 

temporary offices: two days in a seven -euro -per -night albergue, 

sitting in a bunk bed in an airless room. What preserved my sani-

ty was that just outside the door was captivating Oviedo, Spain.  

After I finished the Camino, I spent three -weeks in the Douro 

Valley of Portugal and that is where I finished the hiking bookõs 

View from my òoffice,ó in Santo¶a, Spainñthe quintessential Spanish  

plaza where locals gathered every afternoon to drink wine, visit, 

and watch the children play a daily football (soccer) game .  
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layout ñin between gorgeous fall days walking through yellow, and 

orange, and red vineyards.* In November, the book was magically 

transported to a printer in Seattle, where Ann picked up the fin-

ished copies a few days later.  

You rarely see the designer mentioned in a bookõs credits. We 

are an invisible part of the crew. So, I was honored when Ann in-

cluded me on the Acknowledgements page, òForemost thanks to 

Cathy Fulton who designed and produced this edition as she 

walked the Camino de Santiago, Spain.ó 

A COZY YURT IN KYRGYZSTAN 

Where the hell is Kyrgyzstan and how did I get there? Well that is 

a completely different story. This is about my òofficeó in Kerakol, 

* See òUnder the Douro Fogó on page 37 for images of these enchanting vine-
yards.  

My yurt office in Kyrgyzstan. Because it was summertime, I could 

sometimes work in an open -air common space in the same com-

pound.  


































































































