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May the road rise to meet you
May the wind be always at your back
May the sun shine warm upon your face
May the rain fall softly on your fields
Until we meet again, may God hold you
in the hollow of His hand.
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Introduction
On July 3rd 2014 I set out to walk from my home town
Nijmegen in The Netherlands to Istanbul. A journey of
about 4000 kilometer that would take me right across
Europe. The idea came into existence after my girlfriend
and I broke up in May of that year. A month earlier, I quit
my job. So all of a sudden I had no girlfriend, no job, no
studies to finish and as a result of these three, no house.
It would be a great struggle to get all of these in place once
again and I felt I was not up to the task. All I wanted was to
walk. As long and far away as possible. I decided for
Istanbul. For one because it was always the city of dreams
of my now ex-girlfriend. I came to really hate this beautiful
city and all of its history, just because she fell in love with
someone who happened to live there. I did not want to
have this hate against this city. So I thought it a good reason
to walk to.
Of course, walking also worked as a therapy. I loved her and
did not want this break up. I just could not stay home and
be reminded of her again and again. I had some savings and
decided that at least once in my life, I needed to do
something extraordinary. Something that I will remember
the rest of my life. So I did. Arriving on November 6th in
Istanbul, on bike.
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Along the way I wrote blogs to keep the people at home up
to date about my adventure. This book contains those blogs
I wrote. I did some editing in order to make this book
readable for people who did not follow me online at the
time. But most of the writings do contain the purity with
which they were written.
They show the struggles I had when I left, and tell about the
transformation I have been through while walking. Of
course, they do tell not even half the story and cover not
even half the adventures I have had. But they do show what
it was like to walk, all by myself, to the other end of Europe.
One day I hope to be able to write in more detail about my
trip. I have five journals full of my thoughts and experiences
of the trip. But for now, this will have to do.
All the best,
Thomas Hontelez
December 13th, 2015
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The Why
Before I left, I came up with four reasons why I really should
embark on this journey. This is what I wrote on my website.
1: Love (or the lack of it)
First the cliché part; I had the most beautiful life companion
one can imagine. The girl I spend my university time with is
one of the most fascinating persons I have ever met. I am
really grateful for all the time we were allowed to spend
together. We conquered the challenges live gave us with
fascinating ease. Until a couple of weeks ago. Some things
happened which could not be conquered by us. That made
her decide to part ways.
I was left alone in a home we once shared with no job, no
study and, as I felt, no future. I felt put aside by my exgirlfriend and did not know how to cope with this situation.
She had taken the steps she needed in order to fulfill her
passions and dreams. This is what I admired most about
her. Now it is easy for me to blame her for breaking up with
me. But this is, I believe, her way of granting me absolute
freedom. It is up to me to take the full advantage of this
situation. I have decided to step up and do what I have
always wanted to do, take my stuff and walk away.
2: Adventure
Where should I go? Santiago or Rome are two of the first
destinations to pop up. But these places mean nothing to
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me. If feel no connection with them. There is only one place
on this earth I feel compelled to walk to. One place which
made me both love and hate. One place which turned my
life upside down. One place which both fascinates me and
scares me at the same time. There is only one place I really
feel the need to walk to. Too bad this place is on the brink
of Europe and Asia. But nevertheless, I will be walking to
Istanbul.
As I did my research on walking from Holland to Istanbul I
came across the book Walking the Woods and the Water
(2014) by Nick Hunt. He, and Patrick Leigh Fermor before
him, went before me. They both walked across Europe and
made me realize this idea of mine might actually work out.
On the back of the book it says: ‘An old-fashioned
adventure’. This is what I want.
3: Regret
There are two types of regret. One is regret of what you
have done and shouldn’t have. The other is regret of what
you should have done, but didn’t. I do regret some things I
have done in the past. But I will never forgive myself for
having regrets about things I have not done. The situation I
am in currently gives me so much options, so many ways to
fulfill my souls’ purpose ( I do believe I have one), I really
had to dig deep to understand what I needed to do. I could
go studying again, I could try hard to find a job I really like, a
new girlfriend which I want to share my life with. But all
these things can wait. I won’t regret them if I do not go
after them now.
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There is only one thing I will regret if I do not act upon it
now. I will never forgive myself if I do not take this
opportunity to experience an ‘old-fashioned adventure’.
One has to have a goal, and I do have one (Istanbul). But
the ultimate goal is to have the courage to walk away and
take every day as it comes. To live the life to the fullest and
discover if this kind of life is for me. If I do not make it, I will
never regret the trying. If I stay, I will never forgive myself
for not daring.
4: The Goal
Yes, one can walk away and burn all the bridges. But that is
not what I intend to do. Walking for the sake of walking will
not give me the satisfaction I need. There has to be a thread
in the journey. As I graduated in the Religious Studies and
am undertaking a sort of pilgrimage, one can easily guess
the purpose of my trip. I want to discover if religion is, in
the current age of secularization, still able to connect and
aid people.
I will try to eat and sleep with as many religious
organizations along my route as possible. In doing so I will
prove religion is not about disclosure and violence, but
about hospitality and love. About hope and forgiveness.
Visiting different sanctuaries every day, I try to show
religion is still able to provide shelter and comfort for those
who are seeking it. I hope to show that in that, all religions
are the same.

4

The Netherlands

Thank you!
JU N E 5 , 2 0 1 4

Dear readers,
The days after publishing my website and spreading the
news of my adventure, I have had so many wonderful
reactions. Thank you all! You might all have read the
support my parents gave me. This really means a lot to me.
When I first told them about my plans, they did not really
know what to think of it. ’Are you serious? Why would you
do something like that? Why not Santiago? I thought you
were going to university again…’ Those questions I was
asking myself around that time too. But now that the news
is out in the open and my plans are getting clearer,
everything falls into place. I really can’t do anything else but
starting to walk. It is, as my dad said about my birth
announcement card, as if it was meant to be.
A number of people asked me whether they could walk
with me. This is the best support you can give me. It cheers
me up to know people are actually thinking about joining
me for a time. If you feel attracted to the adventure and
want to share in it, you are more than welcome! But please
don’t make me empty promises. It is easy to tell me you
want to walk with me. But it might take a lot of courage and
effort to actually find me along my way. Do know that I am
looking forward to meet people from home along my way.
You know how to find me!

5
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It is my wish that my website will be the main source of
communication about my trip. It is great to see all the
reactions on my Facebook post, but these reactions will
slowly vanish in nothingness over the next days. The
comments on my website will stay and are easy to find for
me when I’m looking for inspiration. Therefore I am asking
you all to place your reactions on my website. They don’t all
have to be as long and deep as those of my parents, a
simple word of encouragement is enough. I value all of
them.
This week Anouk and I quit the rent and started to sell some
of our stuff to provide for our stays abroad. Making these
steps was hard and confronting, but we both knew it had to
be done. It all makes this plan so real. The coming days I will
be putting together my gear list and start to plan my first
couple of weeks of walking in more detail.
Please keep sharing the news and feel free to leave a
comment.
Love,
T.
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What my parents wrote
June 4, 2014

Jolanda-Abha Hontelez
Lieve Thomas,
Ik schrijf je maar in mijn moedertaal, dat gaat mij het beste
af. Toen je vertelde over je plan een voettocht te willen
maken naar Istanbul voelde ik onmiddellijk dat je het
meende en dat niets je er vanaf zou houden. Er zijn eerder
drie momenten geweest waarbij ik ook onmiddellijk zeker
wist dat jij iets écht wilde en het ook zou doen. Alle drie
hebben ze je heel veel opgeleverd.
De eerste keer was voordat ik je in mijn buik mocht dragen.
Het is niet zo gemakkelijk te beschrijven hoe dat gegaan is
en dit is misschien daarvoor ook niet de plaats, maar je hebt
je komst duidelijk en met zekerheid bij mij aangekondigd.
De tweede keer was je aankondiging om naar Trinidad te
gaan. Daar was je ook heel zeker van. Je bent gegaan en
veel rijker teruggekomen. De derde keer was het besluit te
gaan studeren aan de universiteit. Dat is misschien wel de
mooiste tijd van je leven geworden.
Waarschijnlijk is er ook een vierde besluit geweest in je
leven, dat ik niet ken maar wel kan raden: het besluit dat je
je leven met Anouk wilde delen. Dat heeft jullie beiden
gevormd, en gemaakt tot mooie krachtige mensen die nu
ieder hun eigen weg kunnen gaan. En ik heb veel respect
7
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voor de manier waarop jullie dat doen. Je kúnt niet anders
dan je weg volgen en het mooie aan jou, vind ik, is dat je dat
niet zómaar doet maar dat je daarin weloverwogen
besluiten neemt. Dat maakt dat ik er alle vertrouwen in heb
dat ook deze reis in je leven je enorm veel zal opleveren.
Hoewel ik natuurlijk ook weer de pijn voel van afscheid
nemen want het is niet alleen dat ik je lange tijd niet zal
zien, het zal je ook vormen en veranderen en dat voelt als
afscheid nemen van het kind Thomas. Het moederhart wil
nou eenmaal altijd blijven koesteren en vasthouden ook
tegen beter weten in.
Je hebt prachtige teksten op je site geschreven zo vanuit het
hart. Heel mooi en het doet me goed dat je ons meeneemt
in jou innerlijke wereld, dat je ons meeneemt, via deze site,
op je voettocht en je innerlijke reis. Ik heb je altijd in mijn
hart en mijn hart zal altijd bij jou zijn. Ik wens je op alle
fronten een heel mooie en goede reis.
Veel liefs van je moeder.

Martien Hontelez
Hi Thomas, dear son,
Wow, what an amazing journey you’re about to make. Let
me be the first to write something to you on your website.
Although it feels a bit strange to write to you in English, I’ll
do the best I can.

8

The Netherlands

I am very touched by reading your thoughts and feelings in
this season of your life and by the way you describe them on
these pages. I think I did not realize fully how much the girl
you write about and we both know meant for you. Now I do.
And it makes me even more happy to see how you take the
loss of being no longer in her proximity and how you grab
the opportunities the Universe grants you.
I like the way you refer to your stay in the Blue Star ashram
in Trinidad and Tobago for we know that you can have life
changing experiences there. I remember how your mom and
I felt a deep pain when we took you to the airport at the
start of that trip. We both realized that this was the
moment that we had to let you go. As it should be. And
now, somehow, I do have that same feeling. And even more
intense and I think it is because of the fact that you are
doing what we all should do: to have the courage to walk
away and take every day as it comes. In my opinion you are
about to face your life as it is, in full contact with creation
and with You. Say goodbye to all that is obvious and wellorganized. I admire that. And, at the same time, we both
know that this (facing life as it comes) counts for everybody,
walking away or not and if we accept it or not. We can
make as many plans as we wish and that is exactly all we
can do. For the rest: it is none of our business. That’s why I
like the quote of Mooji you use so much. (‘If you want to
make God laugh, tell him about your plans.’ TH)
Nevertheless, the steps you take have something to do with
your life purpose. When your mother and I were looking for
a birth announcement card, to let the world know that you
had arrived, we chose one with the clipart of a baby, seen
9
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on his back, walking away into life, with a knapsack on his
shoulder. As if “we” knew.
Maybe I told you once that “being proud” is a strange
emotion to me. But now I think I begin to recognize
something of that in me, of you and of the way you act. And
“being jealous” (although that is not new to me because:
such a one am I that never made a journey like you, despite
all deep wishes (although my life hasn’t been very boring
thus far).
Good luck, Thomas, I love you,
Martien
May the road rise to meet you
May the wind be always at your back
May the sun shine warm upon your face
May the rain fall softly on your fields
Until we meet again, may God hold You in the hollow of Its
hand.
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A little more about the goal
JUNE 11, 2014

De Volkskrant (a Dutch newspaper) wrote today:
‘’Jihadleger neemt tweede stad Irak in.’’ (Jihad army takes
over the second city in Iraq.) Here’s why it ties in with the
goal of my hike.
Sunni Muslims of the ISIS movement want to form an
Islamic state in parts of Syria and Iraq, the area between the
Euphrates and the Tigris rivers. They recently took control
of the city Mosul in North Iraq. The Iraqi army was unable
to stop ISIS and fled. What shocked me most was the
suggestion made by the correspondent of the NOS (Dutch
news service). Sander van Hoorn said the Iraqi government
could send Shi’ite militia to take up arms against ISIS
because the Iraqi army is too demotivated to defend Mosul.
This proves the power of separation religion has. Even
different currents within one religion can be set up against
each other. This is nothing new. Sunni and Shi’ite Muslims
have taken up arms against each other before. Basically
right after the death of the Prophet when his successor was
to be chosen. Protestant and Catholic Christians have done
the same, but over the riches of the church and its leaders.
In the Central African Republic we currently see a terrible
war going on between Muslims and Christians. Both say
they do not want to fight, but have to because they do not
trust the other. Religious violence has always been
dominant in the news.
11
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A lot of studies have been done on the subject of religious
violence. Two main lines of thought are dominant in this
field. The first is the so-called realistic conflict group theory.
This states that ‘’religious‘’ conflicts are not about religion,
but about (the lack of access to) resources, power, influence
etc. If these resources were accessible to anyone, there
would be no (religious) conflict. The second theory,
the social identity theory, states that these religious
conflicts arise because people have the tendency to
categorize oneself and others in in-groups and out-groups.
The fact that one belongs to another group is in itself
reason enough to start a fight, so they say.
I have met a lot of religious people, both in Holland as well
as abroad. Not all were open to other opinions and some of
them tried hard to convert me. But all of them were
friendly, open, hospitable and helpful. I want to know if
(and hopefully show that) religion can still play a role in
bringing people together and can be useful in creating a
harmonious co-existence in Europe.
By walking through Europe and having encounters with the
different religions, I hope to add some positive news to all
the negativity which surrounds religion.
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One of the many updates
JUNE 17, 2014

Time flies a bit faster than I would like at the moment and I
realize that from now on I have to say I will be leaving in
two weeks instead of three, and the preparations start to
feel more serious. I also came to realize I do not like
‘goodbyes’.
I have updated some parts of the website in the past week.
‘The How’ is now ‘The Route’ and has more information
about the exact route I will follow. Namely the E8 to Vienna
and the Sultan’s Trail from there. I have linked all the GPStracks I have so far and it showed a staggering 4200 km!
More than I expected. I do realize however that I might not
follow this exact route, since a lot can happen along the
way. This week I will be planning the first part of my trip
through Germany in more detail and go by the week from
there. It it’s basically impossible to plan in any detail. I just
pick some towns and have to figure out the path along the
way.
I have been interviewed for the local newspaper ‘De Brug’,
which will be distributed tomorrow in Nijmegen and
surroundings. You will find a copy of it online soon of
course. I have also ordered my business cards to hand out
along the way so people can stay in touch with me. So far
the practical side…
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I have also come to realize this week that a lot of people are
inspired by what I am about to do. Even more than I
expected they would be. It feels weird to be called an
example or to see that what I do actually matters to people.
But I feel very honored to be in this position. I feel blessed
to be able to follow my heart where others can, for all kinds
of reasons, only dream about undertaking such an
adventure. But I keep telling everyone I still have to take the
first steps. And however good-looking or well-written this
all is, I have not come any closer to Istanbul yet. But please,
keep telling me these stories, it really means a lot to me and
strengthens me in my drive to leave.
This week I also received the first donations to my trip. It
felt a bit unreal. People are giving me money, just because I
am going to do what I love most. I am struck by the fact that
people are offering me some way to sustain myself during
the trip without wanting anything in return. Somehow I feel
obliged to give them something in return, but that would
spoil the intention of their gifts. So I am stuck in a position
where I am forced to be humble and accept the goodness of
others around me. It is a somewhat discomforting position.
A role I hope to learn to play a lot better along the road.
With the donations I bought a brand new stainless steel pot
set to cook my meals along the way. These things will last
forever, so the salesman said. So on all my future trips I will
be grateful to the one who made this possible.
You will hear from me soon!
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The (good) advice
JUNE 22, 2014

When undertaking an adventure like I am, it is nice to have
some good advice from other people. There are two kinds
of people I especially value the advice and opinion of.
People who really know me and people who have gone
before me.
Sometimes however, I have to rely on the advice of
complete strangers. How do I know how to value their
advice? For example when I was buying documentation for
the route this week. I have the route I want to walk very
clear in mind. I know what cities to walk through and what
countries I want to visit. The shopkeeper advised me
strongly to walk through France to Rome and take the boat
to Albania from there. That would be much easier as that
route is marked and described recently. He kept bringing
books and maps, until I told him I would stick with my
original idea, walking the E8 to Vienna and take up the
Sultan’s Trail from there. He went to his computer and did
not pay attention to me anymore. He was willing to help me
only on his terms.
When do I follow the advice of other people, and when do I
have to be determined and stick with my own ideas? Maybe
the shopkeeper, who really seemed to know what he was
talking about, is right. When I enter unknown territory
during the hike I have nothing else to go on but the advice
of people unknown to me and my own intuition. How will I
15
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value these two? This is an interesting question because it
has not only to do with this trip of mine. Everyone will
encounter situations in their lives where other people’s
advice runs counterintuitive compared to their own
feelings. The art is to really understand what feels best. I
know I am still learning this. I am very determined about
this trip, and nothing is going to hold me back. But still I
need to be open to everything that comes along my way.
Finding the balance between sticking to my own ideas and
really listening to the advice of others almost feels
impossible.
The last couple of days really tested my determination in
this. Not only in a mental way, but also emotionally. Do I
really want to leave everything I have, or can have, behind
for the time to come? Is this the right time to go, or should I
stay here and build a new life? In answer of all these
questions the mind does sometimes say: ‘Stay. You know
this place. Your friends are here. Your family is here. You
feel at home here, why leave?’ But the heart wants to go.
And I have decided to follow the heart for a while.
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Papers and television
JUNE 26, 2014

Next week around this time I will be setting up my tent
somewhere, it’s a crazy realization. I’ve been sleeping on
the mattress I’ll be taking with me for some days now. I sold
my bed already, so sleeping in the tent probably won’t be
much different from tonight I guess. I have started laying
out the stuff I want to take and am still wondering how and
if it all will fit in my backpack.
Last week my parents bought me my tent, or better said,
my home for the coming six months. It is a 4
season Hilleberg Akto 1-person tent. It should be able to
shelter me during my entire trip. It’s spacious enough to fit
me and my pack, still leaving a bit of room to sit and cook. If
no other option, it can hold two persons, but the one
joining me must really, really like me. I have invested in new
pants and jacket, both decent enough to last the whole trip
(I hope).
I also decided to deviate a bit form my original planned
route to stay true to my intention of visiting religious
places. I will spend a night at the Pilgrim house in Kevelaer.
A well-known Catholic pilgrimage site near the GermanDutch border dedicated to the Virgin Mary. I have never
been there before, but heard a lot about the place during
my studies. I am really anxious to go there myself. The first
part of the route I will walk along the Jakobsweg, also
known as the Camino.
17
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My story was shared by a couple of different media this
week. As I wrote last week, an interview with me was about
to be published in the local newspaper. They had some
stories with higher priority then, so they published it this
week.
The website www.nieuwwij.nl also shared my story as did
www.bezinningsbureau.nl. I was interviewed by the local
television this afternoon. It will be broadcasted later this
week.
(Enter ‘Nieuws donderdag 26 juni 2014’ in Youtube and look
for channel N1. You’ll find me at roughly 9:33 min in.)
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Interview in the local
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newspaper
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To know oneself
JUNE 30, 2014

A lot goes on in my mind these days. The days are above all
very emotional in numerous ways. I have come to see these
emotions as an invitation to write. First of all for myself, but
I have this blog and apparently you are interested in what I
have to say, so why not share my emotions with you? Once
I’m on my way I’ll write a bit more about the adventure
itself. Feel free to tell me what you would like to read about
during the trip!
As departure draws closer, more and more questions start
to arise. The most demanding of them all probably is the
question; Who am I? Leaving all I have behind leaves me
only myself to take. I can take many of you with me in the
heart and the mind, but in the end there is just me. Just me
to keep me going when times are tough. Just me to share in
the joys and just me to remember the rest of my life.
For long I thought that my identity was constructed by
those whom I spend time with. Those people reflect my
actions and give me an opportunity to reflect something
back. I thought that that reflective behavior was me. The
same goes for the country I live in. It defines who I am. But
now that I start to slowly pull away from my dearest friends
and family, I notice something familiar stays with me. I still
remain. So there must be more to me than just the one who
is interacting with others or reflecting from a cultural
background. This ‘I’ is to be known by inner reflection from
22
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now on. Others are no longer able to make me define
myself. As one person moves away, another comes in. This
meeting of another makes me a different person, because I
have to reflect myself differently. But when people start to
come and go faster than I can change myself, as will happen
along the way, this way of identifying myself as a reflection
to others will start to fade away. There’s only one constant
factor in me and that is me. It is only from knowing that,
that I will really be able to interact with others. Of course, in
each encounter with someone else do I reflect some part of
myself. But these short interactions will not be as defining
as spending years with someone.
Only from knowing oneself can one know another. How
cliché it may sound, at the moment it feels true to me. I
really wish for everyone to be able to be alone and be
content with it. Only those who are happy with themselves
can provide true happiness for others. It is my wish to be
truly happy by (and with) myself. This is hard when
surrounded by people I love. I hope it will get easier as I
move away from all that I know.
The definite date for departure is set on July 3th, which is
Thursday. This is an open invitation for all those who would
like to join me on my first km’s. I expect to be at the
Duivelsberg at 9:30am. If you feel like joining me, please let
me know by e-mail or phone.
p.s. Today’s my birthday.

23
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It has begun
JULY 3, 2014

‘Vandaag ben ik gaan lopen. Waar ik loop is van nu af aan een
weg.’ - Acda en de Munnik

The moment is finally here! I have packed all my stuff and
shut the door of my apartment, never to return again. The
last couple of days have been tough. My birthday was a day
filled with laughter and crying. It was good to see everyone
one last time before the great adventure. To know that all
believe in me and support me. I hosted a party in the
garden of my apartment. We made a fire and ate
marshmallows. Some people laughed and made jokes, while
others were crying in the kitchen. It all was so perfect. It
was just like life.
I have had a lot of donations, either in cash or via the
internet. So much even that the money should no longer be
an issue during my planned 6 months. If you contributed;
thank you so much! I did not have time to reply to all
individually, but as times go by I hope to reach out to you all
individually.
While packing my stuff yesterday my GPS device gave up on
me. It was quite a shock, but these things can happen. And
always will happen on these moments. It really felt like one
last test of faith. I managed to fix it this time though and
hope it will guide me to Istanbul. I know I will get there
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without it, but some guidance from the modern era would
make it a lot easier.
I hope all will work out with this blog so l can keep you up
to date during the trip. I will try to get internet working in
Germany, but the walking is my number one priority from
now on. Anouk is walking with me for the last time now.
She joins me the first hour after which my parents await me
for the next couple of kms. After that I will be on my own,
as longed for so long.
Thank you all for supporting me. I hope you will continue
supporting me in your own ways. From now on I will really
need it. See you in 6 months!
Love,
T.
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Am I a pilgrim?
JULY 4, 2014

Dear friends,
The first steps have been taken! Today I arrived in Kevelaer,
as intended. I have walked over 60km in just two days. It’s
just a matter of not stopping and I will make it to Istanbul in
no-time. But when I set out yesterday, Istanbul was not at
all on my mind. It was saying goodbye to the people I love
most in my life; Anouk and my parents. Anouk walked me
the first 5km; there, after nearly 4,5 years she ‘gave me
back’ to my parents. They walked me to Kranenburg when
they too let me go. Some last words were spoken and I
started to really walk. One step at a time. All so very
symbolic.
The saying goodbye was tough, but as soon as these people
were out of sight, they took refuge in my heart. I know they
will remain there, whatever may come.
I ended my day in the forest just outside Goch. Setting up
my tent felt in a weird way like coming home. I slept better
than I have ever slept in a tent (I have been camping all my
life). This morning I awoke under a cool morning sun, soon
to get way hotter. After packing my home (a matter of just
3 minutes) I went for my long walk along the Niers to
Kevelaer. Within an hour I encountered a lady walking the
other way on the Jakobsweg. We had a chat and she
blessed me, a complete stranger.
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The day was hot and my mind still restless. Wondering
about what could have been, should have been and still can
be. ‘Listen to the birds’, my dad would say. ‘They bring you
back to who you are.’ But it was too hot for the birds to
sing. It was just me, and the ticks of course, I pulled 3 out
and discovered a dozen before they bit me. Same goes for
mosquitoes…
As I had a schedule to make, I really had to push myself. I
finally spotted the church of Kevelaer when I walked out of
the woods into the fields. I felt like a pilgrim. The church
meant life, food, drinks, people and shelter. No religious
feelings arose, just the thought of satisfying men’s basic
needs. But the joy I felt is beyond description. Even after
just two days of walking.
On arrival a surprise awaited me. The cathedral had its
150th anniversary. I visited the mass and drank some beer
afterwards, as a good Catholic should. The rest of the
square was filled with chapels and candles; I will light one
for you all tomorrow. I now stay in the pilgrims’ house
which shelters about 150 people. I have seen none…
For me it’s the history of the place which awes me. Ever
since Hendrick Busman build a small Mary shrine here in
1642, thousands of people over the last hundreds of years
have come here before me. Miracles are said to have
happened and people are cured here. Nowadays people
come by bus, light a candle and move on. That’s not the
way of the pilgrim, that’s not my way. I will walk and only
stop when I have arrived. Wherever that might be.
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Just give it some time
JULY 7, 2014

Why can’t two people who love each other so very much,
simply be together? I’ve seen it yesterday when talking to
some people on the terrace and was confronted with it
myself again today when I spoke to Anouk. Does it mean
the love is just not strong enough? Is it that we just finished
our business together and should move on to new lessons?
Then why should there always be a lesson attached? People
should be able to be together because they love each other,
no strings attached. Who decides if two people can and
should be together, and how does one know whom one
should be with? Is it all just a matter of choice, or is there
really a plan behind all of it?
I’m sorry to bother you with all this, but if you want to know
what it’s like to be walking in silence all day, I have to share
this with you. I had hoped all would fall off me once I was
on my way. That I would feel the freedom I really have.
Nothing turns out to be less true. Why is it so incredibly
hard to surrender to the unknown of the future? It is
possible I feel it, I can almost reach out and grab it. But it
feels as if the surrender is walking just one step ahead of
me, all the time.
‘Just give it some time’, a wise woman would say. However
true that is, I feel the urge to push towards a certain
outcome of all that I’m going through. Knowing what I
want, I wish I could fast forward time and live the outcome
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already. But of course, that would ruin everything. Not only
my trip, my life’s adventure, but also the surprise that’s
called life. It will never be as planned or thought, that I
know. Having said that, I would give all I have to right some
of my wrongs, and since all I have now is time, I’d better
give it lovingly.
Physically all is well. The backpack starts to feel more like a
blessing than a curse and I’ve gotten only one blister so far.
I do miss some comfort of a house, a fridge, a couch, the
company of my friends and so on, but I’m well taken care
off. As I’m walking the Camino my new friend (Jesus) greets
me everywhere. He’s not speaking much, but he hangs in
there. Yesterday I was invited by Nicole. She worked in the
bar I was having a beer and she did not think it was a good
idea of me to sleep in the woods. She offered me her couch
and made me früstuck in the morning. That was lovely,
thank you Nicole!
I’m on my way south to Aachen, where I hope to be
Thursday or Friday, and then start my way east into the
heart of Germany. I still hope to meet some of you along my
way. Feel free to contact me whenever you like.
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Meditation and rain, what
life’s about
JULY 9, 2014

For the Dutch readers; yes it’s raining too in Limburg! Thank
you so much for all the encouraging messages, they really
keep me going! Yesterday (Tuesday) I walked with
Mathilde, an old friend of mine from primary school. Her
stories, laughs and songs helped me through the day. Even
though everything was wet, we enjoyed walking. Having
lunch in the pouring rain, trying to find a place for me to
sleep, talking about past adventure and future plans. We
ended up having a pizza while drying our stuff. Today I’m
alone and have decided not to walk too far. I guess two
days of non-stop rain is God’s way of telling me I should
have a rest.
Monday I was welcomed by Charles and Elsa on MERU. This
is the international headquarters of the Transcendental
Meditation organization founded by Maharishi. They
showed me around the compound and told me a lot about
the history of the place and organization. It’s build around
an old monastery which they want to demolish since it’s not
in line with the Sthapata Veda. Some rare species of bats
prevent the government from giving them permission
though. The whole compound is therefore a funny mix of
tents, containers, wooden buildings, white buildings, the
monastery (half demolished) and a lot of huge, white, stone
elephants.
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After the tour, Charles and Elsa took me to their home and
TM center to tell me a bit more about the actual meditation
technique for which the organization is famous. With
Maharishi being very interested in physics, the whole
concept is very scientifically set up. I am shown lots of
research results of research done into TM. ‘It can be done
by all. It’s no religion, just a technique anyone can learn’,
says Charles. ‘The roots are in the Vedas, but those are not
to be seen as Hindu scriptures, there just laws of nature
first heard in India but universally applicable, as is physics.’
Charles himself is very learned and knows a staggering lot
about the background theories of the organization. Even for
a graduate in religious studies like me it’s sometimes hard
to keep up with all the Sanskrit words and attached
theories. After his crash course he drives me to his son
David and wife Tegan. Both brought up in the TM
community, they prove to be good conversing partners
during the lovely dinner and rest of the evening.
David served Maharishi closely and tells me very
recognizable stories of what it is like to live with a guru.
They all do play with their disciples in order to facilitate
their growth, or just like to push their buttons. After the
passing away of Maharishi, the organization had to be led in
another way. That created some stress, but ended in a very
structured international business-like organization which is
still going strong after all these years without the physical
presence of its founder.
At the moment I’m having my second hot chocolate
brought (in high summer!) as rain is still pouring down hard.
31

Nijmegen – Istanbul 2014. The blog collection

I’m mentally preparing for the last 6 km of today towards a
hot shower in Bingelrade, where I will be welcomed by the
parents of another old friend of mine. Knowing that I will be
welcome there, I am the happiest man alive.
All the best,
T.
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Roads turned rivers
JULY 13, 2014

Dear friends and loved ones,
I have survived the rain. It turned out to be the heaviest
rainfall in the last 850 years. From Sittard I walked roadsturned-rivers to Bingelrade. I knew a hot shower awaited
me there so it was worth the effort. My feet were soaking,
my backpack twice as heavy with water and I felt an
emotional mess. Why was I walking again? As I walked
through the fields gushing with water I wanted to cry. I was
grateful to be welcomed somewhere, but I missed home.
My parents, their fireplace and my former parents in law,
whose door was always open to me. But the tears just
would not come, not yet.
I was welcomed by Marita, who offered to wash my clothes,
an offer I could not turn down. I took a warm shower and
started to feel human again. The Dutch soccer team had to
play so we stayed up late and enjoyed a fairly bad game. I
got up early the next morning. At 7.30 am I worked my way
through the hilly landscape of southern Limburg towards
Brunssum, where I bought some cards to send home a
couple of souvenirs I bought back in Kevelaer. The route
took me through Heerlen and Kerkrade, two cities, so I had
a couple more km of tarmac to go. I cursed my GPS for not
having the option of showing the most scenic route, but just
the shortest and fastest. Leaving Kerkrade behind I walked
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into Germany, the country I will be in for the next couple of
weeks.
I found the E8 way marking and set out for Aachen. The
German fields are no different from the Dutch, but walking
east finally made me feel like I was on my way, for real this
time. Aachen proved to be a student city vibrating with life.
I felt at home, but at the same time quite out of place with
my pack and pole. Once again the wish all was different
came up. I had no one here, no one was waiting, telling me
where to go, what to do. I am not used to this freedom yet.
So I went to the dome, lit a candle and said a little prayer. I
still don’t know for whom. I hung around town a bit and had
some dinner. I camped in the woods right outside of town.
The next day I woke up by the sound of chainsaws and
decided to move out quickly. I followed the E8 again and
was glad to do so. No tarmac, just forest and fields. The rain
had made it all the more green. Rivers were flowing and
birds were bathing, butterflies happy to fly again and deer
playing hide and seek. I crossed tracks again with the
Camino and bumped into a private funded chapel. I lit a
candle again and walked away. But after 100 meters or so, I
could not walk anymore. My feet just stopped. I felt
something, coming from deep inside me. Tears came, just
one from each eye. It wasn’t much, but I felt relieved. I was
now walking alone for 10 days with nothing on me, no
home, no work, nothing to bind me. I started to realize
what freedom I have. I hope this feeling will grow the
coming weeks.
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I walked to Simonskall that night to wait for two friends to
spend my first day of rest with. We drove to a camping in
Heimbach and spend the next day driving through the Eifel,
ending up in Monschau. In Heimbach that evening we
found all bars closed and ended up in a hotel to watch the
last match of the Dutch team in the world cup.
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Meeting an old friend
JULY 18, 2014

I’ve been on the road now for over two weeks. It’s hard to
really be sure, but I think am getting used to my new life.
When camping in the woods I’m not scared by every sound
I hear. I start to like my own company and found a way to
spend the day effectively. Rather than walking till 5pm and
then rest. I now walk till about 8.30 pm before I’m done,
taking a long break at lunch.
A couple of days ago I stayed with Onkar in Bonn. I found
him through the Couchsurfing network, which was quite a
hassle actually. He thought, quite understandably, that I
would stay for two nights. I didn’t plan on it but found his
company so enjoyable that I seriously started to doubt
about whether or not to walk the next day. When I woke up
the next morning a kind of restlessness befell me. I just
couldn’t stay in the same place for two nights in a row
anymore. I left, with deep regret in my heart. Bonn also
meant the start of a couple of days waking along the Rhine.
When I saw the river in Bonn for the first time, I realized it
was the same river along which I spend the first years of my
life. I grew up seeing it every day. I swam in it and when the
water came too high, I fled for it. It felt like seeing and old
friend again. One that you might not see often, but when
you do, you know the friendship is real. It goes deep in the
soul. No questions asked, just being together. Now this
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friend is guiding me south-east on a new adventure and I
trust her fully.
Walking from the Eifel into the Rhine valley was a
wonderful experience. I saw the landscape changing before
my eyes and felt part of it. Looking back I saw the hills I
crossed, looking forward to the hills I’ve yet to walk.
Between them wide open fields and flat lands. With the sun
on my face in the morning, I know I’m going east finally.
These are the moments I know that what I’m doing is what
I’m supposed to do. No more hopes and dreams for the
future, no more thoughts and regrets about the past. Both
make absolutely no sense at all. The past has been lived
already; the future never comes the way you hope. All
worries are gone and it’s just me and the road in these
moments. Just these moments.
I know some people worry about me, and wonder if I’m
really doing well. Last time I wrote to you about going
home, or at least about missing it terribly. This was just one
of the thoughts going through my mind, it was no serious
consideration. As long as I feel like going home, I’ll keep on
waking. As the Rhine keeps flowing till it has reached the
sea, so will I be walking till I merged fully into the ocean
that’s called life. When I no longer feel the need to go
home, or to anywhere actually, I might be ready to return
physically to you all.
In thought I’m with you more than you know. And I know
the opposite is true as well. But still it’s nice to read
messages and e-mails at the end of a long day of walking!
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The wrong way
JULY 24, 2014

Last week I’ve not only broken the 500km, I guess I’ve also
walked my 50th ‘kreuzweg’, as they seem to be along every
road I walk. I can now tell every stage of the crucifixion
process from memory. But I have also some bad news. My
fuel stove broke, as did my mattress, so I couldn’t cook my
own food for a couple of days and had some bad nights,
waking up with an aching back.
Some good stuff happened as well. In Koblenz I was looking
for an outdoor shop when a girl started talking to me. She
brought me to the shop and I thought I was saved. It turned
out I lost something in the woods as I tried to fix the thing a
couple of days before. They didn’t have the part, so still no
home cooked food for me. As I walked to the ‘Deutsche
Eck’, where Rhine and Mozel meet, I stumbled upon the
same girl again. Meeting a single person twice on a day
makes one question the purpose, since I do not encounter
much people twice when walking.
Leaving Koblenz I decided to walk along the Rhine instead
of going uphill to where the trail actually was. It meant
walking over the bicycle path, but also being close to my old
friend. Not much later the bicycle path turned into a big
road so I decided to say goodbye to the river and headed
for the quiet of the woods above it. Well, quiet, that’s
relatively spoken. The cargo trains that pass by every ten
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minutes, can still be heard far above the Rhine. But at least I
was not walking on tarmac anymore.
Descending to Boppard the following morning, I hurt my
knee. I was going too steep, too fast and this knee has
always been a weakness of mine. Once down I realized I
was tired of walking, packing my stuff every day and I just
wanted to have a shower again. So I followed the advice of
my mom and spend the night in a hotel, my first paid night
on the road. But it meant internet and electricity. I Skyped
with some friends and took a long hot shower. I started to
cheer up.
The following morning rain was pouring down so hard it
almost made me stay another day. But I did walk, and it was
one of my happiest days so far. I decided to stay down at
the Rhine once again, to save my knee a bit. But when I saw
Rheinfells castle, I just had to go up! It looked great and
brought me back in childhood when I pretended I was a
knight. I wandered around the castle walls and enjoyed the
view. Pretending is was the lord of the house. Around that
same time I got a message from the girl I met back in
Koblenz two days ago. Although she was leaving for Canada
in three days to study over there for 8 months, she wanted
to walk with me. So we set time and place, and met the
next day in Oberwesel.
Once we were together, a bit surprised by this change of
plans, we headed for Bingen and climbed up the hills. On
top we saw two guys. It turned out they were Belgians on
their way to India. So it’s not me who’s really crazy, I guess.
They were eating mushrooms and drinking beer, at 11 am.
41

Nijmegen – Istanbul 2014. The blog collection

When Annika and I arrived in Bingen we had a beer and
tried to figure out what train to take (she) and where to
sleep (me). We both ended up in some room an old lady
was renting and walked again next day.
These last two days were great. It’s really another world if
walked with two. When the time of saying goodbye had
come and tears started to flow I did not know what to think.
Someone just showed up, walked with me and was gone
like that again. Today, walking alone again, for the first time
I felt like I was walking the wrong way. It made no sense
turning back, but the feeling remains. It also made me
realize this thing I’m doing is real. I do impact people, like
they impact me. But still, in the end, I will go this way alone,
as we all are, I think.
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The Hut
JULY 27, 2014

I sit on a hut. The skies pink from sunset, surrounded by the
vineyards I’ve been walking through the last couple of days.
I’ve damned and cursed them for being too hot, too boring
and not being along the Rhine. As I sit above them now, I
know I’ll miss them when I walk on tomorrow. When I look
past them, further west, I see the hills of the middle Rhine
valley. The valley of my old friend and my new, a valley of
memory and future, for I will return there.
To my right, planes are approaching Frankfurt airport. I
know they are bringing people together there, but for me
planes become a means of separation more and more
instead of a means of being together. It’s the history I have
with them I guess. I see fireworks next to the airport, it’s
symbolic for the reason I’ve made a new friend. If it were
not for the fireworks we might not have met. Funny how
meeting and saying goodbye are so interconnected. Once
the one occurs, the other is never far away.
When looking left, I see windmills slowly turning in the
evening breeze. They remind me of the Eifel, where two
other buddies of mine visited me, already two weeks ago.
That was when I missed home, when I felt lonely and when I
was not feeling at ease with the new life. How much has
changed!
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Behind me, I see the industry of the city of Worms. The
place where I’ll cross the Rhine tomorrow and head for a
new episode in the adventure. I never realized this old
friend the Rhine, would actually come to mean this much to
me. I’ve not seen it for two days now and tomorrow it’ll be
only for the goodbye.
I sit on the hut and close my eyes. All these memories; they
are real. They make us who we are and who we will be. I
start to wonder about the future. Will we meet again? Will
the planes ever come to mean anything else to me? What
will it be like, reaching Istanbul, how many friends will I
have made?
As roes graze beneath me and foxes shoot back and forth
below the trees, I look at the setting sun once more, putting
up my tent in the last light of the day. I stop worrying about
the future and am grateful for the past. All experiences
remain within and all will walk with me to the other side of
Europe.
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28 days later
JULY 30, 2014

It’s been 28 days, 4 weeks, since I closed the door of my
former apartment in Nijmegen. Time to give you some
factual information about the trip.
I have walked 730,6 km so far. In 28 days, with two days of
no walking at all, that leaves an average of 26 km per day. If
I keep up this pace, I’ll pass the 1000km in 10 days. With
those days of rest not counted, the least I’ve walked on a
day so far is 10,5 km. That was when I injured my knee on
the steep descent to Boppard.
The furthest I’ve walked on a day is 35,8 km. That was
when I left Bingelrade and passed through Aachen. If it’s
about 4000 km to Istanbul I’m on 1/5th now. I have 10
blisters on my feet now, but only have had two so far which
made me limp a bit.
Of the 28 days I’m on my way now, I’ve slept 18 nights in
my tent, 7 times I stayed either with people or in a sort of
shelter, and I’ve paid for 3 nights by now. On 4 days I had
the pleasure to walk with somebody else.
I had really bad rain on 4 days while the hottest day so far
was about 37 degrees. My backpack has a weight of
about 20-23kg, depending on water and groceries.
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I bought sunglasses, maps, a waterproof bag, a book (The
longest way, from Christoph Rehagen about his walk
through China) and underwear in addition to what I already
had, and lost the same sunglasses, a part of my fuel stove
and a waterproof bag (different from the one I bought).
With my website I’ve reached about 1200 individual people
from 34 countries. On average 130 people read my posts,
of which 3 leave a comment. An average visit lasts about 3.5
minutes, enough to read a post.
So far the facts, now the estimations:
I’ve lit 15 candles in 13 different churches, saved about 20
beetles from dead by turning them around, tasted 12
different kinds of beer so far, walked in the wrong direction
only 3 times and never more than 1km. I’ve had
compliments about my German 5 times and killed 100
mosquitoes…
Leaves me to say the following:
People have been asking me where I am at a certain
moment, please look at my site. I can name the village I’m
near, but most likely you’ve never heard of it. That’s why I
put the map on my homepage. It’s quite accurate as I
update it around once every two days.
So far this side of the story. Look forward to more
inspirational posts when I’m on my way to the Main again!
(Yes, I’m actually having a day off today.)
With love,
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Now you tell me
AUG UST 2, 2014

A couple of days ago I wrote (something like) this in my
diary:
I have always found it difficult to undertake new
things. In the end there’s only one reason for this;
I am afraid of being rejected. I’m afraid of being
not good enough, of being judged. This fear of
rejection tells me a lot about who I am. I hold
quite high standards for myself, regarding
everything. Now this attitude of mine is reflected
in the deep fear of being rejected or judged by
others.
The real goal of my trip is not discovering religion
in Europe or even reaching Istanbul. The real goal
of my trip is to learn to open my heart. This has
been said to me, but only now rings as really true.
Studying religion would only be a means to this
end. It requires me to knock on unknown doors
and put my trust in people whom I have never
met. I have to trust in their goodness, when I do
not even fully trust my own.
Meeting Annika has been a great lesson in this for
me. She took the initiative to talk to me, no
expectations, and look what came from it. The
same thing has been happening under my eyes for
4,5 years as Anouk would never discard someone
without first getting to know them. In this, I gladly
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take her as an example and know she is still dear
to me. I keep learning from all that happened and
can only be grateful for it.
These two people have shown me how to trust in
the goodness of others, while I have a hard time
doing this because I do not trust my own goodness
fully.
I thought I should push myself to discover the religion in
Europe more, so that my heart might open that way. I
wanted to force a change in the core of my being by forcing
encounters with others. But now that a couple of days have
passed, I think differently about it.
Why would I want to find religion in Europe anyway? It
came to me only as a 4th reason to walk. I thought I needed
a theme for my trip. I wanted to let this trip count; I wanted
it to be something special. I thought that I needed to meet
many people so I could post pictures of them on Facebook.
That would show how great this adventure was. I thought
that if I did not use the couch surfing network and partied
every night, people would find my trip lame.
I now see that by just writing to you and doing what I do, I
inspire too. Just being who I am and doing what I love to do
should be enough, shouldn’t it? I don’t want to be part of
this kind of travelers hype. Even writing to you and inspiring
you is not the main goal. I like writing and as long as I feel
like it, I’ll post something for you to read. But I am walking
to Istanbul and take life however it comes. The good and
the bad.
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And those two people? You can admire people without
wanting to be like them, I guess.
So please tell me, how should I deal with these two
possibilities? Should I force myself in making more contact
with the people along my way by using the research into
religion as an excuse? Or should I just do what I feel
comfortable with? Both sides somehow seem possible to
me. How do we know what choice to make? Do we have to
become more than who we are? And if so, do we let that
happen naturally, or do we force the process of change a
bit?
P.s. there will be something about religion on here soon.
But there is so much I’d like to share with you; some things
just have to wait for the book.
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The broken phone
AUG UST 8, 2014

Dear friends,
A couple of days ago I accidently dropped my phone. It does
not work anymore. I do not know if I’ll be able to replace it,
so I do not know if the website will be updated as frequent
as I would like. The insurance needs a lot of stuff which I do
not have on the road, and with my parents being on holiday
now, it might take a while before everything is organized
again.
The last couple of days I walked with Klemens from Berlin.
He travels through Germany without any money. He is
waiting outside for me, which is why I cannot write you too
much at the moment. But somewhere in the coming days I
will find some proper time to update you on all that
happened the last couple of days. But it all fits too perfectly
not to tell you! Especially regarding the things I wrote about
last time.
I’m sorry for all this, but it is part of being on the road I
guess.
By the way, I will walk my first 1000 km today!
All the best,
Thomas
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The angels
AUG UST 10, 2014

As I walked in this town, Rothenburg ob der Tauber, the
staring started. The Japanese tourists stared at me, using
only one big, weird eye which ‘clicked’ every once in a
while. I, surprised to see so many of them here, stared back
with two great eyes full of curiosity. I stared some more
when I saw the teddy bear museum, the Christmas bus and
the Japanese menus in the restaurants. My eyes almost fell
out of their sockets when seeing this all after two days in
the fields and woods.
The city had a beautiful church, dedicated to St. Jacob and
the pilgrims. I was told a lot about them by the tour guide.
He kept thinking I was walking the Camino so made me the
focus point of his tour. He showed us the Holy Blood Altar
and the other beautiful wood sculptures made
by Riemenschneider. The Holy Blood Altar is a wood
crafting masterpiece on which Riemenschneider worked
from 1501 till 1505. It contains a drop of blood of Jesus.
That is, a drop of wine after the transubstantiation
happened. So technically it is wine, not blood. The sculpture
depicts the last supper. It is really worth a visit!
But I was in this town for one goal only really, and that was
to have my phone fixed. I went to a shop, waited half an
hour at least, while two Russians were buying a phone and
didn’t understand anything. When they were done, the guy
in the shop told me it would take two weeks and 200 euro
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to get the thing fixed; I knew all hope was lost. I went for a
vegetarian dürüm and a coke, and decided to take a hotel
for the night to sleep and drink away my self-pity,
cumulated during the last couple of days. When I looked at
my boots, backpack and pole, I felt the deep longing to
walk, instead of to cry. So I did. I went to a computer in the
tourist office to let my parents know I would meet them in
Donauwörth in three days so we could spend some time
together. Leaving Rothenburg I was called Mozes by some
Koreans which had the most crazy travel itinerary through
Europe. I will spare you the details.
This self-pity had also to do with the question I asked you
not long ago. I had no way of checking any responses I
might have gotten and still was in doubt about the goal of
my trip. I knew walking would be the only way to get some
peace of mind. The next day my mood was not much
better, as also in the telephone shop in Feuchtwangen I was
told that it would take two weeks and at least 200 euro to
get it fixed. It felt like the end of my trip was getting nearer.
Staying in touch with all of you was just so important to
me.
As I walked through some fields, with my head in my hands,
I saw someone running down to me, backpack on his back,
pole in the hand. It was Klemens from Berlin. ‘I walk
through Germany without money and live better than at
home!’ was the first thing he told me. He was twice the size
of me. We needed to walk roughly the same way and
decided to stick together for a while. We walked together
for only half an hour when a cyclist stopped and gave us five
euro, out of the blue. So weird, so nice. Klemens had
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arranged a place to spend the night already and called his
host to ask if it was okay if he brought me. We ended up in
a big house drinking and tasting German beer and eating
cheese and sausages. Our clothes were washed and we
took a good long shower. The next day he would show me
how he walked through Germany for two weeks already
without spending any money (even getting some).
We walked into a bakery and had us four ham and cheese
croissants and a big loaf of bread. In the butchery we got
two sausages and from a man along the way we got
tomatoes and a cucumber from his garden. We spend the
night in the garden of a monastery of nuns and the next day
we repeated the bakery trick and got us some more free
bread.
At our last evening we decided to ask in a restaurant if we
could eat ‘umsonst’ (free). And we did. Along the way we
ate apples, pears, blackberries, raspberries, blueberries and
plums from nature and swam a bit amongst the fish with
the sun coloring the horizon pink and orange.
We lived depending on other people’s generosity. We really
lived like kings and were never ever turned down. It showed
me to have no fear of asking other people. It showed me to
trust in the goodness of others. This all came at the
moment I doubted about this being possible. Am I good
enough? Will people welcome and support me? Life itself
couldn’t give me a clearer answer. It is hard to believe this
all really happened this way. But there’s only one way I can
explain this.
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When I left home, I was given a button; ‘believe in angels’ it
says. I have it in my wallet all the time and after almost 40
days on the road; I do start to believe these beings exist.
The coming days I will try to keep up this spirit and accept
the challenge before me. Yesterday I met my parents and
the Danube, my guide for the coming months.
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Who are you?
AUG UST 17, 2014

I don’t know why, but this question pops up in my mind
every now and then. I don’t know where it comes from, but
it feels like everything started with this question. Once the
question is asked, there is no way back, it just begs for an
answer. But do we really want to go through all it takes to
find an answer?
Being alone is hard. After spending a good week in the
company of others, I almost forgot what it’s like to walk
alone. To have only my own thoughts to ponder upon, only
my own eyes to see with, only my own pains to feel and
only my own drive to walk on.
In these moments all that you are comes together and with
that you have to find a way to keep on going. There are
things that press you to go on, and things that want you to
turn around and go home.
I really wanted to quit the other day. I felt so determent
that I was not supposed to be alone all this time. It feels so
counter-intuitive to be alone, as if nature did not meant it
to be this way for me. Of course, the shirt my parents
bought me and says “walking to Istanbul” earns me many
and more conversations. Some just 2 minutes, others half
an hour. But not having a life’s partner somewhere,
somehow, is still very hard to get used to for me. I do not
miss anyone in particular, but just the idea that this kind of
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love, or this kind of bond with anyone is not there, keeps
coming back at me. Someone needs to hold my hand, laugh
about my jokes, admire my courage and so on. Someone
needs to be next to me when I fall asleep and someone
needs to be there when I wake up. Life, for me, is so much
better when shared. This at least I found out already. I
guess it’s all just part of being human. Fear to be rejected,
fear to be alone, fear to be meaningless. These fears make
us do the stuff we do.
But there are also moments when I want to go on and want
to go on alone. When I walk in the pouring rain and know it
makes no difference whether I’m soaked or dry. When I’m
sleeping in a field at midday, I feel at home, nothing to
worry about. When I see the road before me, I want to
know what’s around the corner. I feel happy walking,
talking, reading, writing, cooking and camping. It’s all that
my life’s about right now and I’m glad with it. Being
stubborn helps too. I just do not want to give up. I was
meant to walk this way and I will walk this way. It’s just 6
days till Austria. I will make that, at least. I’ve been walking
till here, so I trust I will be walking some more. Experiencing
all these ups and downs, discovering how far I can go and in
what beautiful ways life reaches out to support me.
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Bavarian experiences
AUG UST 21, 2014

I try to find a balance in my writing to you between
personal reflections and ‘objective’ experiences. There’s so
much happening, both inside and out, that it is hard to
choose which one to share with you.
I told you I had a hard time being alone. It is still true. But at
that moment I was in a hostel in Regensburg, a beautiful
German city full of students and tourists. I shared a room
with great people of whom one actually studied religious
studies as well. ‘That’s quite exotic’ to speak with the words
of another room mate. With 3 of the 4 I went to mass in the
dome on Sunday morning. The rest of the day I lingered a
bit along the Danube and walked a bit through town. I did
not plan to be in Regensburg so long, but my newly bought
tablet broke and I decided that it was better to fix this issue
in the big city rather than taking the thing with me
to Passau. So in the evening me and Leiv went out for
dinner. I had myself a huge pizza. We played Mensch
ärgere dich nicht, and I lost badly.
The next day I dropped my stuff downstairs and took the
bus to the big electronics store outside town. It was
Monday morning and the woman behind the counter was
not amused when I told her my problem. I bought a show
model in the other city and it thus had to be retuned there.
When I told her I was on foot she made some effort and
after an hour she got the clearance from her chef to be
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supportive to my idea of them sending it back and me
getting my money. After another two hours of figuring out
the best way to keep my website up to date, I bought a
tablet, phone and camera. I’m most happy with the last.
At 1 pm I was back in the hostel and decided it was better
to stay one more night and get everything working
properly. Tuesday morning at 7 am I was finally on my way
again. I walked through an empty city, lit a candle in an
empty church for a friend who had her birthday and set out
for Walhalla, an oddly out of place Greek temple with a
great view over the Danube. 15 minutes after leaving the
Walhalla I encountered a man with a dog, they were on the
Camino. Marc (the man) and Louis (the dog) were on the
same campsite as my parents a couple of days ago so we
both knew of each other’s existence. It just never occurred
to me that we would meet. After the lunch we shared I
walked to Wiesent and tried my luck finding a place to sleep
by the church. The encounters of the last couple of days
strengthened my confidence, so I tried my luck. The priest
told me it was impossible for me to stay there and after a
short but weird conversation I was send away. I was proud
at myself for trying. In the next village I tried again, but no
one answered my calls. I camped on a perfect flat spot next
to an outdoor swimming pool. A tip from a nice couple I
met in the town.
Wednesday I started early and halfway the day me and my
dad came to the conclusion that it was possible to meet up
one last time that day. At 7pm he picked me up in Denkzell.
I walked 37.5 km and made at least 1k altimeters, a new
record! We had a campfire and made a BBQ. I not walking
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along the Danube the coming days. I will follow
the Goldsteig which goes through the Bavarian forest to
Passau. It’s a nice shortcut and some distraction from the
ever flowing water. The views are great and the people
really friendly.
I ended up in some mountain hut where a big party was
going on. Some colleagues hosted a farewell party for one
of them and a welcoming party for another. They had a lot
of food and drinks, Bavarian music and a lot of fun. I found
them at a point on which I lost all hope of getting food that
day, since I was too far removed from any village. But
everything happens in the perfect way. At 3.30 am we went
to bed. At 8 am I was on my way again.
I climbed my first 1k mountain and set up my tent at about
that height. It was quite cold, about 5 degrees, but the view
was worth it!
The coming days I will be going south again slowly and
make my way towards Passau and the Danube. I am still in
Germany at the moment! And it’s getting better by the day!
All the best,
T.
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One down, seven to go
AUG UST 25, 2014

Tomorrow I’ll be leaving Germany. The last two weeks here
were really great. The days blurred together in a space
where there was no difference between past, present and
future or dreams, thoughts and reality. All felt the same.
I remember clearly the moment when past and future did
not exist anymore. I walked through the fields, uphill into
the woods, when a man came to me. “Wo kommst du her?”
He asked. “Where are you from?” For a moment I didn’t
know what to say. So I said I just had lunch in a hotel
called Bayern Wald. That did not satisfy the man, so I had to
think again. But I couldn’t remember where I woke up that
morning. “Where did you start?”, he asked me. It only then
occurred to me to tell him I was Dutch. The obvious next
question was: ”Where are you going?” “Keine anhung”, I
was forced to say. “No idea.” I really had no idea. I stopped
the exact planning of my days a week ago and decided to
just walk till I find a nice place to set up camp, or till I’m
tired. So I was unable to answer these simple questions of
the man. I just knew what direction I had to go, but all the
rest, just freedom…
In this state I do have to make decisions though. As I’m
in Passau now, do I walk along the Danube to Vienna, taking
me 10 days, or via the E8 trail and the northern border of
Austria, taking me 35 days at least? I decided for the first.
The way to Istanbul will be long enough without following
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the E8 and the eastern countries are calling me, or so I feel.
It will be two weeks of tarmac and bikes, water and paid
campsites, but I do trust it will be two great weeks
nonetheless. Some of my friends will be waiting for me
around Vienna, and I’ll probably let myself buy some new
shoes, so all the motivation is there!
I’m sure my friends will see a changed Thomas when we
meet. When I think back on how I left, I was just one big
mess. Moving but not walking, looking but not seeing,
hearing but not listening and wanting things to be different.
I still have thoughts about the past and all that happened,
not all of them positive. I still struggle with putting
everything into place and have peace with it sometimes. I
do still feel worthless and set aside every now and again.
But these thoughts do not dominate my days anymore.
They are there; I notice them as I just continue setting one
foot in front of the other. With each step, change happens
and I witness it all. When I look in a mirror and see the hairs
on my chin are slowly starting to earn the title of beard, and
I see the down of my sleeping bag in the hairs of my legs at
lunch, I (almost) need nothing else. This is the feeling of
pure happiness I wish all of you could experience!

56 days later, some facts
As I’m 55 days on my way tomorrow, just a day short
of 8 weeks, it’s time to give you some facts again. I have
walked 1380.7 km to where I am. That’s 25.6 km per day on
average. Not counting my days of rest (6 so far) on an
average day of walking I make around 28.7km. I set a new
record last week; it now stands on 37.5km. Of the 54 nights
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so far, I slept 43 times in my tent, 13 times with people, in
shelters, in hotels or something similar. I paid for 9 nights.
Want me to count anything the coming 4 weeks? Let me
know!
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The lone and lost
SEPTEMB ER 1, 2014

The last couple of weeks I got used to my freedom more
and more. The only things I really had to think about were
the direction I needed to walk, the possibility of getting
food and water and a place to sleep, all against the
background of my budget, but still. The troubles of the
world seemed far away; in fact I didn’t even really know
what was going on in the world around me. It was just me
and the road. This feeling changed over the last couple of
days.
My dad was so kind to scan and e-mail me a letter which
kindly told me to pay back some tax. I totally forgot even
about the existence of this kind of forced payment. This
brought me back in the life I used to live, and so many
people live every day. Then I watched the news on the
internet. The ongoing war in Syria and Iraq touched me
deeply. People are getting slaughtered, forced to take
religious beliefs or are on the run. Although I know what it
is to walk all day and not to have a home, I cannot imagine
what life’s like if you live in constant fear. I find joy in not
knowing where to sleep, eat or drink. I chose for this and I
have the freedom to return to a home and live a life of
ignorance and carelessness. The people over there have
nothing to return to and no real prospect of living in
freedom. I do not know any solution for these kinds of
problems, other than praying that people will, at some day,
realize we are all one and should live in harmony. But
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forcing this thought upon anyone is counter effective I
think.
The last two days I spend in Linz with a wonderful, just
married couple. I was welcomed in their (still to be
furnished) house and we spend some good hours together.
The next morning I walked along. But once my hosts took
the tramway home, I knew I should have stayed longer. The
problem with me is, I’m better at goodbyes than at hellos. I
didn’t really dare to ask to stay any longer. Was I a guest or
a friend? I had this same feeling when I left my host in
Bonn, and still regret the fact that I did not act upon it. I
liked these people too much to leave after just one night,
and if I didn’t go back now, I would ever regret it. So after
30 minutes of finding the courage to call and coming back
on my decision to walk, I took the tram (7 km already) back
to them. We went out and build some sweet memories, I
will never forget these days. When I left yesterday, I knew I
left as a friend and not only as a guest.
But being in Linz also showed me the other side of life.
When I left on Sunday morning, then tram was full of
depressed looking people, drunk people, refugees and
cripple. The walking through the woods, enjoying sunrises
early in the morning and spending time only with people I
like are just one part of life. But I do not want to close my
eyes for the other, harder, more difficult part of life, which
so many people are forced to live. I have to try my best not
to feel guilty for the way I live now. I wish everyone could
live like this and enjoy the real beauty of life. My prayer
tonight is for all those people. That they may find happiness
in their lives, that they do not have to fight for their
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existence and freedom, that they can sleep well at least one
night and that they do not have to live in the fear of losing
their loved ones due to some stupid political or religious
ideas. Will you pray with me, and talk to the lone and lost
ones, even if it’s just once? We don’t have to wait ’till
Christmas.
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Money-making monasteries
SEPTEMB ER 3, 2014

Today I visited the abbey of Melk, Austria’s biggest
monastery. I had never heard of it before and had no idea it
was waiting on me today. When walking along the Danube,
it slowly revealed itself through the fog that surrounds the
hills on the river banks for days now. It is a majestic building
and walking towards it pulled me back in medieval times. I
imagined being on a pilgrimage to this abbey with some
business to do there, like William of Baskerville in Umberto
Eco’s The Name of the Rose.
The moment I was at the gate people started to take
pictures of me. As if I was no tourist but really belonged
there, or really came from the 15th century. The whole
complex was huge, rebuilt in the 18th century and very well
maintained since then. I’m no Christian, and don’t believe
God wants to be venerated by the building of these
extraordinary buildings, but I was impressed by what I saw.
Knowing it to be a Baroque church, I couldn’t wait to go
inside. The only thing was, the entrance fee was 10 Euros.
I’d never payed that much money to see a religious
building. But I decided to go for it; I didn’t walk all this way
for nothing.
It was the fourth monastery I visited on my trip and the
second for which I had to pay. In the German Eifel I visited
the Mariawald abbey in Heimbach. The second was kloster
Bronnbach in Germany, privately owned, so I paid an
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entrance fee as well. I also visited kloster Weltenburg, the
oldest monastery brewery in the world.
When in Bronnbach, and here in Melk, I asked myself; what
signifies a church? When one has to pay an entrance fee, is
it not just a museum? In all churches I lit a candle but in
only two it felt real. In those cases the churches were still in
use as places to find God. In the other, paid-for churches, it
felt different. Those churches are mainly still standing
because they make money. But should this matter? Does it
matter were one lights a candle? Is one place more
effective than the other?
Rationally I would say no, a candle is a candle, no matter
where it is lit. It’s the intention that counts. But if one
believes that God is nearer in churches, does it matter if the
church is still in use as such? Or is the ontological being of
the church enough to make stuff work? Monasteries need
to survive. I do understand they need to make money in
order to keep existing. But when the monastery earns
money by turning into a museum instead of making
candles, beer, wine or cheese, how valid is their relation to
the divine? Doesn’t it just become a spectacle? I somehow
feel so, for I strongly agree with the philosopher William
James when he states in his Varieties of religious
experiences that religion “shall mean for us the feelings,
acts, and experiences of individual men in their solitude, so
far as they apprehend themselves to stand in relation to
whatever they may consider the divine.”
Seeing all the outward splendor of this church, all the gold
on display, I knew where my money would go! I suddenly
68

Austria

realized how Luther must have felt in his days when he
decided something had to change. This abbey played a
central role in the counter reformation, so everything had
just that little extra. But the church was noisy; people were
talking loud and taking photos. I tried to sit quite for a while
but quickly gave up. Not my kind of church.
Let silence be my church.
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Building memories
SEPTEMB ER 9, 2014

Yesterday I arrived in Vienna. This city is not the official
halfway point of my trip (its only 1/3) but it does feel a bit
like it is. After Vienna I will cross the border with Slovakia. A
border which has been closed for years, a language border,
a cultural border, an economic border. A border which used
to mean something. And as effect, this border somehow
divides my journey into two.
I will stay in Vienna till Friday. In the mean time I will pick up
some stuff I ordered, wash my clothes and sleeping bag and
buy myself new shoes. And of course, I’ll spend some time
with Marit, the first person ever who took a plane just to be
with me. I still do not understand fully why someone would
do this, but I have stopped questioning. It’s probably for
more of less the same reason people offer me their house
while they’re gone, or the same reason why people invite
me for a drink and give me money to eat.
At a certain moment, when I walked along a terrace on the
river bank, people at two different tables asked me to join
them. I was shocked. One of them even offered me their
holiday house for the night. They were going back to town,
but if I was at their house in an hour, they would give me
the keys and show me around. It was not much, the house.
But it was built by her father and had a pretty view on the
Danube. I could cook in pot too bit to eat from, like I used
to, and had a warm shower right before I went to bed.
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Yesterday I was having a rest with my feet in the water. I
had some time to spare before Marit would arrive so I
enjoyed the nice warm sun and the perfectly clear water. A
man came swimming, we talked a bit and half an hour later
I was having lunch with him and his wife. All of a sudden I
had to hurry to be on time in the city! (Which I wasn’t.) It
keeps amazing me.
I can however also enjoy the anonymity of the big city. No
backpack, no pole, just flip-flops, a camera and a friend, just
like any other tourist. Not everyone has to know I came
here on foot all the way from Holland. Not having to explain
how and why can be a real pleasure. This city is also a place
my predecessors must have visited, Patrich Leigh Fermor
and Nick Hunt. I decided to pick up a book from Patrick
Leigh Fermor, a wonderful travel journal for those who like
travel books! Although he walked in 1933/34, I’m looking
forward to read about the places I’ve been to as well.
Vienna is a city with a big history and a lot of memories of a
lot of people. The coming days this city will be, somehow,
finding a place in my heart. I will build memories which will
last a life time. I believe it is these experiences which create
a certain atmosphere a place. The city holds them for
everyone who visits and when you return to this same place
in the future, it lets you relive them. I feel myself wondering
what memories the city holds, after all those hundreds of
years. I guess I’ll find that out soon enough in the churches
and the museums of the town. I also wonder what
memories this city will be holding for me in a couple of
days.
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The city life is very much different from the life in my tent I
am used to. At 8.30 pm, when it’s getting dark and the city
comes to life, I’m tired. When I wake up, most people are
either still asleep or rushing towards their jobs. A life I feel
more and more distant to and I wonder if I’ll ever be able to
live like this again. It’s also hard to imagine my days in
Austria are almost over already. I do feel like a traveler now,
leaving one country after the other. However special certain
places and moments are, I have to move on. Every country
has a special place in my heart. Germany was a country of
struggle and transformation. I will remember Austria for all
the nice people I’ve met and, probably, for my days in
Vienna. What the future countries bring, only He knows.
Thank you all for your support so far! I’m happy to see that
you somehow still enjoy reading my stories. If you want to
read anything particular, just let me know. I like to write for
you!
Love,
T.T.
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To walk or not to walk
SEPTEMB ER 13, 2014

I’ve always said to myself that Vienna was the least I should
reach on my trip. Don’t ask me why Vienna, but probably
because of what I wrote last time about Vienna feeling like
a special mile stone. I have reached Vienna and have had
great company over there. This made me realize that there
is still something in Holland which I would, or could, call
home. I didn’t burn all the bridges when I left, and people
are expecting me to come back some day. Here are some
thoughts about the continuation of my trip and the
question whether to walk or not.
When I set out, I made three simple rules for myself:
1. Every kilometer towards Istanbul has to be on foot.
(In towns I am allowed to take trains and busses to
get around. Going back a bit by car is also okay.)
2. Never turn down anything that is offered. (This is
with exception of rides in the direction of Istanbul
or harmful stuff like drugs.)
3. Pick the most beautiful way over the shortest one.
(Of course, there has to be some logic in walking
the most beautiful way.)
I have broken the last rule when I decided to walk along the
Danube in Austria, instead of following the more beautiful
route of the E8 along the Czech border. I felt I had good
reasons for doing so; money and time. Today I had a view of
some mountains to my right. I will encounter mountains
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(mainly in Bulgaria) on the Sultans Trail I’m now walking.
But by the time it will be too deep in winter to walk them.
I’ve to walk around them by going to Bucharest (Romania). I
have already experienced what the change in season does.
A road I walked the other day was completely flooded. Even
worse than when I wrote Roads turned rivers a while ago. I
tried going through the water barefoot, but it came above
my knees and I had little hope I reached the deepest point
already. I decided to turn around; the current was too
strong to try with fewer clothes on. This meant I was in
town too late to find an open store, tomorrow is Sunday
and I have to trust the dear lord above that food will be
provided (again).
Another issue is money. I do not know if I have enough to
make it to Istanbul. I know I can do without it. Klemens
showed me that, as a couple of other people along the way.
For example the guy whom I met early morning along the
Danube somewhere. We made a chat and he, on an old bike
with ragged bags and dirty clothes, told me he was going to
bike to Jerusalem. He could neither read nor write and had
no money but a small welfare. He was deeply determent he
would make it to the Holy Land. I thought him a bit mad,
but maybe he was to be an example for me.
But begging for food and shelter in the poorest countries of
my trip while having spent it in the richest, feels wrong to
me. But if so, the adventure will be over. I will not be one of
the few souls alive who walked this kind of distance at once
(I will walk to Istanbul, no doubt). I will not be one who did
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something really inspiring. I will just be someone who likes
walking a lot.
Please don’t get me wrong. However bad the weather was
today, and however bad it will be tomorrow, however much
my feet hurt and however much slugs I’ve removed from
my tent in the morning, I still enjoyed walking today and am
looking forward to tomorrow. I now feel the freedom to
both walk and go home. So, expect me home anytime, but
don’t wait on me.

75

Nijmegen – Istanbul 2014. The blog collection

To be clear
SEPTEMB ER 14, 2014

I’ve had a lot of reactions on my last post. Not everyone
understood what I meant correctly, so let me clarify myself
in short.
Before I reached Vienna, returning home would feel as
failure. It just was no option for me. Now, after Vienna and
all the thoughts I wrote about in my last post, returning
home would not feel as a failure anymore. I feel the
freedom to return home with my head held high. This does
not mean I will stop walking now or next week necessarily. I
will walk as long as I feel too. This thought gives me even
more freedom in my walking.
I’m not feeling sad or depressed in any way. The problem I
have is a luxury problem. That’s all. Sorry for being unclear
with you!
Tonight I sleep in a tent at a Roman amphitheater, great
stuff!
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Slovakia
SEPTEMB ER 20, 2014

Although it was Thursday evening, everyone was there. The
banks of the Danube were crowded and it was hard to find
a place to sit. Even for me, whose presence was the reason
for the feast in the first place. Only Alfonso couldn’t watch
the sun setting big and orange on the other side of the
river. “Probably hit by a car”, said Michael with a funny
Slovakian accent. “It happens a lot here since they build
that dam. Before that, only the swallows were a problem,
but the cars, they go fast and are much bigger.” So except
for Alfonso, all the mosquitoes of Eastern Europe were
present tonight and as with any ‘all you can eat’ buffet, they
really went for it.
When I would write to you about animals on my trip, it
would be about mosquitoes and slugs. The first ones keep
me occupied in the evening, the last ones in the morning.
The slugs usually have been everywhere both inside and out
of my tent and backpack. So I now have the habit of
collecting them in a plastic bag (around 10 fit in my hand),
turn the bag inside out and sling them away with all my
strength. After that ritual I feel a huge relief and start to
clear all their shit from my tent. I know about the
environment and stuff, but some things do still get me too
angry. During the afternoon break I do sometimes find a
well-hidden one in my pack somewhere. I just place that
one on the grass and wonder if he knows he’s 20km east.

78

Slovakia

The last three days were really boring. After being positively
surprised by Bratislava, the river and the route did not
inspire at all. The thought of going home grew stronger with
every step and I had to fight not to put out my thumb and
hitch hike a ride. Not that anyone would have taken me,
since I was not greeted once along the way in Slovakia. I
wonder if I do exist at all here. The only Slovakian speaking
to me at all was Flip, from Flips Club in the basement of the
hostel I was staying. Okay, that’s not completely true, one
man in a car spoke to me, and today the last km in Slovakia I
had the company of Jos. Jos started walking in Groesbeek
and goes to Athos, he is retired and walks it in pieces of a
month.
He showed me that walking long distances doesn’t have to
be done in once. So the thought of coming home will be an
issue for a while I think. But I will walk till Oct. 3rd. anyway
and break the 2000 km before that. Something to look out
to!
As you read this I am already out of Slovakia and heading
towards the inlands of Hungary. I am done with the
Danube, the dykes, the tarmac, the willows and the lack of a
view. I plan to head for the Balaton Lake. From there I might
walk to Budapest, or skip the town all together, since I’m
also done with walking to and from big cities. I will head
there by train to catch up with some friends and either take
the train back south, or the plane back west, I haven’t
decided on that as yet.
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First days in Hungary
SEPTEMB ER 23, 2014

As I’m sitting in a field of starving sunflowers waiting to be
harvested, let me give you just a short recap of my last
couple of days in Hungary. I crossed the border between
Slovakia and Hungary Friday and walked to Györ. I didn’t
feel so well then. I was struggling with the question
whether to continue walking or not, I was physically
challenged and had a major decision to make regarding my
route. I took a hotel and a shower, a remedy against all.
My hotel room was warm, noisy and dull, so I decided to go
for a late night walk through town. As I walked streets with
18+ shops and bars, I was pulled into an alley by the music
of violins and drums. The alley let me along the big church
to the main square where I had seen a stage in the
afternoon. It turned out a traditional folk dance group had
its performance. I stood by and watched as the crowd
began to dance as well. After just two songs the group went
off stage. I thought they were done, but instead, they
joined the crowd on the square and soon everyone was
dancing. Gucci bags and Prada coats were flung aside and
high heels pulled off. I forgot all about myself and enjoyed
other people enjoying themselves. It was one of those
mystical moments in which I sometimes fully realize what I
actually am doing. Traveling and discovering different
cultures. This was a palinka festival, famous in Hungary.
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The next day I felt slightly better. I decided to walk to
Pannohalma, Hungary’s biggest abbey. My eyes were sour
and I had to wear my glasses. The sun was bright and I
walked the first km’s with my eyes almost closed. In a small
shop I bought a fancy white cap and could at least see a bit
of the road before me. Since I was no longer walking a
waymarked trail, I was free roaming the country with just
my compass needle to guide me. It was lovely. After arriving
at the abbey, which was closed by the time I got there, the
lady of the ticket office send me to a Jacob’s house,
belonging to the abbey. The rooms were all full, but I could
set up my tent on the compound. There was a group of
architecture students from Budapest. I joined them at the
campfire. We drank beer and vodka and roasted sausages
and pork’s fat. It was a memorable night.
The next day I visited the mass with three of them. The
monks sang beautifully, but the past night made it hard to
keep my eyes open. That day I did not walk too far. After
strolling through fields and forests, I stumbled upon a Dutch
car in Romand, a very tiny village. I rang the bell and ended
up staying the night at Joop and Alice’s place from
Suriname. Long personal stories were told and slightly
melancholic I left the next day. I set my compass on Zirc and
started walking again. I found a waymarked routed along
the small flow Chuna and followed it all the way to town. I
had to cross it several times by stepping stones, logs or just
on bare feet when the water was too high and wide. The
sun was out again, and I wondered for a small moment
what made me think I wanted to go home again. In Zirc I
tried to stay in the monastery, but no one answered my
calls.
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So now I am in this field, shivering from the cold wind that
is really picking up speed now, sinking in the mud, listening
to dogs barking all around me, and hoping that it will not
rain too bad tonight. Going home sounds appealing again.
With love,
T.
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Freedom
SEPTEMB ER 26, 2014

Yesterday exactly 12 weeks ago I started walking. When I
think back on those days I realize what a mess I was. I
needed to walk to let go of all that happened and did it in a
way that was a bit exaggerated. The website, paper,
television, all not really necessary. After 86 days of being on
the road alone, I am changed. It is not so special anymore.
The big story I thought I would make is now on the
background and I am just living a life like all of you. On a
certain level, that is…
I mean, am I still inspiring? Do you still think of me like you
did before? Do you imagine what it is like to pack
everything you have in your backpack and walk, every day?
Do you still see the freedom in this way of living, do you still
admire it? For me, this all is so different compared to when
I left. ‘Freedom’ is a word that is often used to describe my
state currently. As if I were a free man just because I could
carry all my possessions on my back and decide which way
to go at every turn. As if I was free because all I had just left
me. As if I was free because I wasn’t physically bound to
anything or anyone.
I see this kind of ‘freedom’ differently now. I have to rely on
other people’s generosity for a shower, a bed and
sometimes even for food, when the stores are closed. What
freedom is in that? Every day at 4pm I need to start thinking
about where to sleep, and this gets earlier every day with
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winter coming. Every time I do groceries I need to take in
account that all I buy has to be carried. What freedom is in
that? When it rains, I just cannot take a proper rest, when
my feet are tired and I’m walking along a highway, what will
I do? Where’s my freedom? When I want to be with people
I love, but can’t, what kind of freedom is that?
My mind has the ability to always want something else than
what I have. If I’m alone, it wants company. When I have
company, it wants other company, and once I have this, it’ll
want to be alone again. If I walk it wants to go home, but if I
take a day off, it wants to walk.
So many people hold expectations towards me. About my
walking, the way I spend my money, what I do with my hair,
what I write about and when I post it, if I reply their emails
or messages. If I send them photos or a card when I arrive
at one place or another. They expect me to live a life they
never had. And probably, never really want to have,
because they know all the above. These expectations cling
to me and drag me down. I feel a certain responsibility
regarding these expectations. And with that, there goes my
freedom.
What I want to tell you is this; it makes no difference where
one is or what one does. The mind always finds his way to
trouble you. Real freedom can only exist in the heart. When
you have this kind of freedom, it makes no matter how you
live, where you live or with whom you live. So please read
my stories and posts, keep sending me messages and
wishes. But do not, in any way, feel that I have more
freedom than you have. That I live a more inspiring life or
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that I am doing something special, for I breathe the same
air as you do, and struggle with the same stuff as you.
This does not mean I do not feel blessed with my life right
now. I woke up with a magnificent view over the Balaton
Lake and will walk it a couple of more days. But this is only a
minor form of freedom as I see it. Real freedom is inside. I
wish I could tell you how to find this freedom of heart.
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The story of the angel
SEPTEMB ER 28, 2014

Let me begin with the beginning. I walked into Vészprem, a
city which didn’t really look appealing from the side which I
walked in. A lot of high flats, big shops and factories. It was
late in the afternoon, every step send flashes of pain from
my toes through my ankles to my knees. I have had sour
feet since a long time. In Regensburg I bought new insoles
because me feet already hurt But I did not want to accept
this pain. I just refused to acknowledge its existence. But
now, there was no denying. I knew there was no way of
leaving this town before sunset, so after finding the
monastery closed; I looked for a cheap hotel.
The next day when I stepped out of bed, I felt tears in my
eyes when my feet hit the ground. The little massage I gave
them in the evening did not do much good. But the weather
was nice, and I just couldn’t afford staying in hotels too
much, so I decided to walk. It was only 500 meters from my
hotel till she halted me. She said something in Hungarian
which I of course could not understand. “Do you speak
English?”, I asked her. “Yes I do. Are you really walking to
Istanbul?”, she asked, looking at the T-shirt dangling from
my backpack. “Well, I want to, but I’m tired and thinking
about on going home from Budapest next week.” I told her.
“Well, you can come to my house, you’ll have a bed and a
warm meal and you can see the porcelain museum.” I
doubted, the weather was really good, she lived out of
town and I had some sort of schedule to make. And I was a
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bit flabbergasted by this out-of-the-blue hospitality. “Yes,
why not.” I decided. After getting her father in the car, we
were on our way to Herend, porcelain capital of Hungary.
So began my day of rest. Pearl put her dogs behind the
fence and made me a place to sleep. When she was away to
her work again, I was alone in this stranger’s house. I was
struck by the perfect timing of the encounter, and by the
total trust this woman showed. After struggling with the
familiar questions of why I deserved this, and how these
things happen, I made myself some pancakes. Pearl invited
me to the porcelain factory where she works and showed
me the treasure chamber. I never cared about porcelain,
but seeing all this hand painted stuff created some kind of
awe and respect in me. The drawers and painters are really
artists, the way they draw birds, trees, animals and people,
just amazing. After spending a good hour there I was on my
way home again. Once back Pearls’ husband and I shot bow
and arrow and talked about his time in the army.
The next day Pearl, under influence if her daughter, brought
us to town. Her daughter to go to school, me to walk. I had
breakfast (two sandwiches made by Pearl) with an amazing
view over a nice part of the city and headed for Balaton,
Hungary’s great lake. The walk was nice, but at the end of
the day my feet felt as two days before and with every step
tears were forced out of my eyes. I laid on the grass at the
lake side and looked through my options. Just as I was to
fall asleep, my phone rang. “Hi Thomas, it’s Pearl, I found
your sunglasses in my car. Where are you?” I didn’t want
her to bring my glasses, I told her. It would be an hour’s
drive and I was used to losing my sunglasses, those were my
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third already. “No, I can bring them to you. Do you already
have a place to spend the night? We have a holiday home in
Csopak, look on your map, it’s not too far away. If you want,
I can bring you there.” I really did not want her to come. It
was just too much generosity. But I remembered rule
number two, ‘never turn down an offer, and let myself
enjoy her hospitality a bit more.
The house was amazing. It’s a bit old and does not have the
most convenient layout (the shower is in the living room,
the kitchen is behind another sort of front door and I have
to go outside to find the stairs to the sleeping room), but
the view is amazing. After our second goodbyes of the day, I
could not believe this actually happened. When I woke up
the next day and gave my body a good stretch on the
balcony, overlooking the lake, I knew I could not leave. I
texted Pearl and am now here for my third (or is it fourth?)
day in a row.
Yesterday I went for a walk when I bumped in on Pearls car
with her and two of her three daughters, Linda and Tamara
in it. They brought pizza, wood, apples, cake, potatoes and
eggs. They took me to town for an ice cream and a wine.
They reassured me that I could stay as long as I wanted. My
Facebook post in which I calculated how much I needed to
walk a day to reach Istanbul before Christmas (22 km
average) made her come. I needn’t to calculate this, I
should not walk for the ex-girlfriend and should only walk if
I wanted, there’s no ‘must’. She was right, and she probably
knows me better than she knows.
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I decided to stay in this beautiful house a couple of more
days. Enjoying the doing nothing. Moral of the story: angels
don’t have wings. They look like normal people, like you and
me. It’s by their actions that you recognize them. I met one
again…
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Budapest
OCTOBER 6, 2014

I have not walked for almost two weeks now. Days strung
together in a peaceful blur with just reading, writing, eating,
drinking and padding a cat. I left my lovely residence at the
lake to travel by train to the big city, Budapest. It’s been
long since I arrived somewhere by train and it felt weird not
to be able to reproduce the exact way I came. The walking
might be some time ago, but it is not forgotten. I am glad
too, since the walking and caring for a place to sleep seems
almost as if never happened. But now in Budapest, as I tell
my friends all about it, things start to get back to me.
Arriving here I had an insight I’d like to share with you. I
have had so many encounters on my trip which were so
profound. It feels like I am just always at the right place at
the right time. These meetings impact me as much as they
impact the people I meet. I am inspired by these encounters
as well. In these meetings I’ve heard often that there is
something special in me. It would not be the first time
someone called me Jesus, Moses or an angel. Hearing this
I’m starting to feel special. I feel unique, saint-like,
something like that. I feel more special than other people,
because I hear this so often.
When I sat at the riverbank the other day, overlooking the
Pest side of Budapest, I thought about the stories Anouk
would tell me about her meetings with people when she
travelled alone to Turkey. She was so impacted by these
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meetings, found them so profound and ‘meant to be’ as
well. I suddenly understood how difficult it must have been
for her to give these encounters, and the words spoken in
them, a place. Especially because they were so hard to
combine with the life she was living with me. But it also
made me feel a bit less special. The words spoken to me
could have been spoken to her as well. When we were
together, we were told how good and happy we looked
every now and then by strangers. Even when we already
broke up, (or were on the brink of it, I do not recall exactly)
a woman in the supermarket would tell us we looked like
such a happy couple. Looking at the city in which we have
some shared memories, I thought that maybe it’s just me
and Anouk being special.
But we broke up. Our togetherness was not meant to last.
However, I’m still special for some strangers, and I’m sure
she is as well, since these things happen to lone travelers.
So, I suddenly felt I wasn’t so special anymore. These things
are being said to everyone at some moment or another. But
instead of devaluating my own self-worth, I found it a
profound insight that every one of us is sometimes inspiring
to others. That everyone is a Jesus to someone else once. In
this we are all the same, all divine if you would call it that.
So instead of feeling special by myself, I suddenly realized
everyone is special. All of us have our moments of doubt,
and all of us have our moments to shine. I started laughing.
The homeless man next to me looked at me and started to
laugh as well. We looked at each other and we just saw.
How am I doing physically? In the morning my feet still hurt,
when walking a couple of hours they start to annoy me.
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When walking with backpack, they will not last me a day I
fear. Tuesday I hope to be on my way again, on foot. If they
fail to carry me, I’ll find a bike. The want to travel on and
continuing this adventure outweighs the idea of going on
foot in two times. But for now, I will spend some beautiful
days with three of my best friends in this amazing town.
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99 days later
OCTOBER 9, 2014

I bought a bike! After 99 days on foot, I will start the 100th
and with that the second part of my adventure on bike
tomorrow. I’ve looked forward to this for a long time. In
Regensburg, I cannot see what day it was from here, I
bought new insoles for my shoes since my feet hurt too
much. From that day I’ve not walked a day pain-free. It took
me a long time to accept this situation. At first I thought
about splitting the adventure into two. But now I see I
cannot go home before reaching Istanbul. Something or
someone is still awaiting my presence somewhere, I feel.
This way I can continue my trip towards my goal. It feels
within reach again. I’ve had my doubts about reaching
Istanbul ever since I set out and now feel more confident
than ever that I will reach this city. On bike it will take me
around six weeks, which is still quite some time. Enough for
me at least to feel this trip is not over yet. I know I will be
cursing this bike many and more times, wishing I was still on
foot. But the opposite has been true as well. Many a day I
walked, wishing I had a bike and could just sit back on my
way down. The adventure continues!
It will have a whole different dimension though. The
planning of the route, the roads I take, taking part in traffic,
the stuff I buy, the places where I stay at night… I am now
sitting in a pizzeria celebrating my new bike whereas I
would have been walking to find a place to sleep yesterday
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around this time. I will cover so much more distance on bike
than on I would on foot. I just do not have to hurry to find a
place to sleep before it gets dark. I didn’t just buy a bike; I
bought time, a huge amount of time. I suddenly can make
trice the distance on a day. I do not fully comprehend what
this will mean, but that will come in the next days. Saturday
I will be crossing the Serbian border already! I thought I
needed two more weeks! In a week I’ll be in Belgrade and
three weeks later in Bucharest. I’ll be traveling with the
speed of the light! It does scare me as well. I’m not used to
the speed anymore and with this backpack on my back, I’m
not as flexible as I hoped to be. I’ll be on the lookout for a
cart the coming days.
Just a quick update on my stats to close this one. I have
been on the road now for 99 days. On 58 of them I spend
the night in my tent. 41 of them I spend in a different place,
and for 17 nights did I pay. I walked 2.164,6 km so far and
took 22 days of rest. That makes an average walking
distance per day of 21,9 km. Not including the rest days, a
full day of walking was on average 28.1 km. The last couple
of days I killed a mosquito for every km I walked. It made
me feel bad, but I think it’s time they understand the
message. “Don’t bother me.” I lace my shoes three times a
day, which made it 297 times on my whole trip. Never did
one break. My pole wore 3 cm down, but will have some
rest the coming weeks; it’s tied to my bike.
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The Bike
OCTOBER 12, 2014

I just cannot contain my joy of buying a bike and cart. I am
exited again about continuing. I now see I was done
walking. It challenged me a great deal, but I now feel my
bike challenges me in a whole different way. I go faster,
need to adapt to changing environments quicker and need
to build totally different muscles. The first day on the bike
was horrible, just horrible.
I heart a hissing sound during the first night and thought it
could only be my tire. It was. The next morning, surrounded
by at least a thousand mosquitoes, I changed it and set out
for Pècs. I soon arrived in the first small village. I bought
some bread and a drink. Before I could finish it I arrived in
the second village already! I almost passed it without
stopping. I saw a supermarket and wasn’t even exited of
seeing it. While walking, I needed every village to get water
or food, now I just rushed through it without even knowing
the name. Having the backpack on my back just sucked. I
needed a break every 20 minutes because my ass was really
sour. This of course is not necessarily a bad thing, but if it is
because some things just hurt too much, I could have kept
walking.
Somewhere halfway during the day I rode pas an old barn.
A couple of young people were playing with a cheap Frisbee
and yelling at me. I pulled over and joined them a bit. In the
barn itself were more people, drunk and annoying. But they
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pulled me in and forced me to drink. A big girl with few
clothes on came closer every minute and kept pouring me
drinks. The moment her hand touched my leg I knew it was
time to go.
The approach of Pècs was uphill. I just couldn’t get my legs
around anymore and had to walk. What a bummer… The
last bit was downhill into the city, but too steep and curvy
tot really enjoy the ride. I almost forgot to look at the
beautiful surroundings. As I struggled my way up through
the woods, the sun shone warm through the orange/ brown
leaves. And however it was 25 degrees, there was this
special autumn smell in the air.
In Pècs I visited every bike shop on my way (which were all
the shops in town) to find a cart. The last one had one.
(Obviously it was the last one because I needn’t to look any
further.) It’s a simple cart, two wheels, bit rusty frame and
some wobbly screws. But it was what I was looking for! The
moment I saw it I was in love, my adventure goes on! I was
expected by Simon Wintermans. He traveled from Utrecht
to Istanbul on bike in 2010 and provided me with some
useful information. It calmed my nerves about biking a bit
and when we bought a waterproof bag for my cart the next
morning, I actually felt a bit of confidence in going on by
bike.
After a slow start in the city, I soon cruised through hills and
villages, over big and small roads towards the fifth country
of my trip, Croatia. The sun was hot again, 30 degrees,
almost no wind and very few traffic. I loved to be on the
road again. The new experience is just amazing. I have no
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words for it. I need to learn to trust the cart a bit, but it’ll
come along the way. The endless cornfields are suddenly
beautiful and inspiring to travel. With the sun setting in my
back and almost no physical extortion, I reached the
Croatian border. I put up my tent in the small park in Draz
and feel blessed once again. A light breeze is keeping the
mosquitoes away and the stars tell me I need not worry,
not now.
With love,
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En Route
OCTOBER 15, 2014

I go faster than ever imagined. In the last three days I
covered about 300 km, on foot it would have taken me two
weeks, at least. I have more freedom as I can cover more
distance in a shorter time. I need not to worry about food
and water so much as when on foot. I am a little less free,
however, in the roads I travel. My bike is not the most solid
and I do not know how much my cart can take. So I do bike
along roads with heavy traffic sometimes. Avoiding the big
gaps in the road while being overtaken by a big truck full of
concrete can be pretty scary I tell you! But on a long,
endless road between fields and forests with the sun on my
face and the wind at my back, everything is forgotten. The
rambling of the cart behind me sounds almost meditative.
Since the last time that I wrote, I crossed the Serbian border
and headed for Novi Sad. The city captured me in the same
way as Bratislava did. A really relaxed atmosphere.
Although it was Monday, the terraces were full, people
were enjoying what could be one of the last great summer
days. There were popcorn stands, men selling balloons,
children in remote controlled cars and live Balkan music on
every street corner. I was reminded of my trip to Albania
and Kosovo just last year. The same vibe was in this town, I
am in the Balkan!
Yesterday I biked with three French guys. They started from
Berlin and are making their way to Istanbul as well. They
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want to arrive at Christmas, so are taking it slowly. It was
great to ride with them for a day. Seeing someone in front
of me and knowing someone was at my back makes a world
of difference. We rode from Novi Sad to Belgrade, passing
through small villages and happily greeting farmers. We had
lunch in front of the house of a village geek. An old man
with a love for mechanics. He made a doorbell which was
almost too cool to describe. But when he saw us in his front
garden, he made us push a button. One of the guys did and
what happened next was really not what we expected. A
robot in the garden made an awful lot of noise and a lot of
lights started to flicker. It even started to pee in the garden.
We all had a laughter attack and pressed the button a
couple of more times till the man told us it was enough. He
joined us for lunch, but talking was hard since he only spoke
Serbian.
At the same time military aircrafts passed low over our
heads. Turned out the were rehearsing for a big military
parade in Belgrade this Thursday. Once in town we saw
parachutes coming down guided by the soviet music that
goes best with these kinds of occasions. At the same time
boats were approaching over the Danube and countless
tanks rolled in while darkening the sky with their exhaust
gasses. The parade is being held for the 70th anniversary of
the liberation of the city. Vladimir Putin will be here to
watch as well. It promises to be a great day of nationalism.
I love biking for now and will probably make long days in
the coming weeks, riding from dusk till dawn. I know it
makes no sense to put out a date for my arrival in Istanbul,
but I guess it will be in three to four weeks. If anyone is still
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planning to visit me along my route somewhere, or wants
to be in Istanbul on my arrival, let me know. I will be happy
to meet you wherever.
Stay safe,
Trekking Thomas

104

Romania

Nijmegen – Istanbul 2014. The blog collection

Life and Death
OCTOBER 19, 2014

First of all I want to thank all those of you who lit candles
for me over the past couple of months. I have used all the
goodwill of my dear friend above to arrive safely
in Dobreta-Turnu Severin (Romania) today. The last 20km of
today were along the E70 highway. There was no bicycle
path or whatsoever. I never really prayed before, but during
this hour long ride I made up for that. It was hell. Only
people with a death wish should ride this road. The E70 is
part of the highway connecting Belgrade with Bucharest.
Trucks rushed along the river, only interspersed by cars over
taking them. As long as the road ran straight I was relatively
safe. But there were numerous tunnels without any lighting
and no room at the side of the road to ride. I said a little
prayer before I went in every tunnel and just rode as fast as
I could. I now can laugh about it and it greatly contributed
to my adventure, but never again will I ride such a road.
Please light some more candles for me to top up my
balance.
This all perfectly fitted my expectations of riding in Romania
however. As did the rest of my days so far. I saw a lot of
horse and carriage on the main roads, since it seems the
main way of transportation still. I was charged by angry
dogs and rode from perfectly asphalted roads straight into
unpaved slalom routes along ditches. The nature is
beautiful. I biked through what are called the ‘Iron Gates’.
Steep rocks reach 400 meters in the air, straight from the
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river. The road was quiet and everywhere people were
fishing, sometimes with as much as 20 rods. My arms hurt
as much as my feet after all the waving to villagers enjoying
the evening sun on the benches in front of their houses. I
would almost say; forget about the Wachau or Donau
Durchbruch, this is where the Danube really shows off. Here
it is really mature, finally. The leaves on the trees are slowly
turning brown and yellow, and in the October sun, the hills
sometimes look as being afire.
There are some notable differences between Serbia and
Romania. In Serbia all the street dogs were dead and rotting
alongside the road. The stench of it guided me out of the
country and the smell of death will forever remind me of
this part of my trip. Romania smells like fresh sawed and
chopped wood, mixed with the smell of the burning
thereof. I have now two sticks on my bike however; my
walking pole safely tied to it and a dog stick to keep off the
most horrible ones.
The Romanian people have darker skin color and seldom
seem to smile. But in contrast to Serbia, I wave a lot now.
Serbians were not so surprised by a cyclist it seemed,
Romanians the more. Romania is also a country where the
license plate of a car does not say anything about its driver.
Do not expect to speak English with the driver of an English
car, or German with one in a German car. Cattle are no
longer behind a fence and not every herd of sheep is with a
shepherd. I had to avoid collisions with sheep, cows and
horses blocking the way.
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Moments of great euphoric feelings are balanced by
moments of complete desperation. The same goes the
other way around. After a day of fighting rain and wind, I
am rewarded with a perfect camp spot, a magnificent
sunset and clear night sky. After a tough uphill, I am
rewarded with a cool descent. And after a beautiful ride on
quiet roads, feeling more alive than ever it would only be
normal to ride this horrible highway and feel as good as
dead. The most perfect views are stained by the
unbelievable mess the Romanians leave. There is balance
always. Yin and Yang. What a ride along the highway can
teach you…
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Stay with what is
OCTOBER 26, 2014

As I am getting closer to my goal, questions about the
future start to pop up. Not just from me, but from people
who are close to me as well. I feel the need to think about
whom I will meet in Istanbul, or who I will not meet. That is,
will I see Anouk when I arrive? I need to think about what
I’ll do after this trip is over. Do I go home, do I travel
further, or do I go somewhere else completely? So I feel
already the pull of a ‘normal’ life with responsibilities and
decisions.
Some of the decisions I will have to make in the near future
will have greater impact on my life than others. There are
several possibilities in the different cases of course, like
always. And it’s up to me to take the right one. Now this is
putting a bit of stress on me. The decisions I need to make
now will not only affect me, but also the feelings and lives
of people around me. Will I see Anouk in Istanbul, will I
return home and live with Marit, or will I do something else
completely? I find this very hard. How do I discern between
my own feelings, and the expectations of other people? I
know the last ones should not be leading; I need to go with
my own feelings, like I’ve done the last couple of months.
But this is not so easy anymore. Everything on this trip has
been perfect. I could find the reason of most happenings
and could see the purpose of all encounters. So why do I
feel different now? Why do I suddenly feel the need to
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make decisions instead of letting them happen in a natural
way? I think it’s just old habits.
So, after my last writing to you I biked the Danube till
Giurgiu. In that small town I stored my bike in a workplace
where they pressurize tires so I could take a bus to
Bucharest. They did not speak English, so I hope they will
not attempt to sell my bike because they misunderstood
me. My mom came to see me in Bucharest, I did not realize
how long I hadn’t seen her. We walked around town a bit
and were surprised by the sudden snowfall today, as were
most people.
The last couple of days I have spent with my friends from
the Blue Star organization in Romania. Me and my mom
were welcomed very warmly. We watched some
inspirational talks of the founder of this organization, Sri
Vasudeva. One of them was titled: Stay with what is. ‘Don’t
be concerned with future problems, work on what is now
before you’, he said. I do not need to worry about Istanbul
or what will happen after. I need now to worry about the
snow that is suddenly coming down, the wind that is
blowing ferociously and the temperatures dropping
dramatically from a really comfortable 25 degrees three
days ago to just 1 or 2 now. But even in this I have nothing
to decide. These things happen and the consequences will
show themselves. This is easy to say when it only affects
me. Having the faith that the same feeling that guided me
on my trip will guide me afterwards is hard. My old habits
of wanting control and certainty start to come back again.
The outer, physical trip might be almost over. The inner one
continues nonetheless.
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The place where we stay is next to the Romanian
Patriarchal Cathedral where this weekend the relics of St.
Dimitrov are to be venerated. People queue for hours in the
snow and wind to kiss the coffin and make their prayers.
Amazing to see this amount of devotion! These differences
in worship make me feel a real traveler. This culture is
different and exiting. I hope to get to know more about it
tomorrow! There is so much more to tell you about my trip,
I am determent to work on this when I have finished my trip
so you can enjoy it even in more detail.
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For the non-Facebookers
OCTOBER 29, 2014

I try to post an update on my Facebook page every day. But
I know not everyone reading my blogs does also have
Facebook. So I just want to give you a quick recap of the last
couple of days in Bucharest.
I am still there. I planned on leaving the city on Tuesday and
make my way in the direction of Constanta on the Black Sea
coast. But I got delayed by a sudden illness. Sunday
afternoon I felt really weird when I walked through town
with my mom. We decided to go home, since I was really in
need of a bathroom. Luckily we found some temporary
toilets on our way. I might not have made it home clean if
we didn’t. Once home, the real trouble started. I will spare
you the details but at the end of the evening I was sure my
stomach as well as my intestines were as empty as the day I
was born.
The next day a doctor was called and pills, drops and
powders were brought in. I felt really weak, so I spend the
whole day in bed, barely able to walk the stairs. How could
this body, which carried me all the way from Holland to
Bucharest feel so weak in just a matter of hours? I felt as I
was on top of the world before, physically in the best shape
I’ve ever had. And suddenly this… It is now the third day
after this experience and I feel strong enough to get back
on my bike tomorrow. I will have to take it easy, but I hope
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I’m back in my old rhythm in a couple of days. This forced
rest made me rethink my route, though.
I planned on cycling along the Danube and the Black Sea
coast to avoid mountains. After some research on the
internet I found that it does not really matter what route I
cycle through Bulgaria since I will have to cross the
mountains anyway. I found a good GPS track from people
who went before me and found a nice way into Istanbul. I
have decided to follow this route. It goes from Ruse straight
down into Bulgaria and in an almost straight line to my end
goal. It’s about 630 km and should be doable in 7 days. That
is, if I am able to tackle the mountains and the weather with
my current condition. 7 days! Please don’t tell me I don’t
need to rush or that I do not need to push myself. I know.
But I am realistic here and have to realize how quickly this
adventure might be coming to an end really.
No big thoughts on how I will feel then though. It’s too early
for that. But a big thanks to all of my friends in Bucharest
who supported me during these tough days! I do not know
if I’ll get back to you in this way before I reach Istanbul. I
really want to make this last leg of the trip my own. You will
get a report after I arrived of course! I feel nervous and
excited, just like the day I left home. A new country up
ahead, new roads to travel and a new people to meet. Let’s
go!

113

Nijmegen – Istanbul 2014. The blog collection

114

Bulgaria

Nijmegen – Istanbul 2014. The blog collection

The broken cart
November 2, 2014

I wrote these next two blogs in my diary. They were never
published online. But to complete this book, I decided to add
them here.
If the ability to recover does tell something about the
physical condition of someone, mine is strong as iron.
Monday I was unable to walk even the stairs in the
Romanian apartment. Friday I biked 111 km with 1114
altimeters. I did not have much choice though. It is cold
here in Bulgaria. I have to ride to keep warm. The
thermometers tell me it is 8 degrees, but with the wind it
feels like it is freezing. When I have a break now, I quickly
take off my wet clothes, pull on my fleece jacket and try to
shelter from the wind somewhere. Getting back on the bike
is really horrible. I have to put on my wet clothes again. It
feels like taking a cold shower. The only thing I can do is
ride hard. After 10 minutes or so I start to sweat again and
feel relatively warm.
I do not really want to ride as much as I do, but I just need
to. There are few places I can shelter from the cold and
damp weather. Bulgaria feels a whole lot different
compared to Romania. It feels more sad, grew, and lonely
somehow. Even when the clouds move and I enjoy some
views on the autumn-colored mountains the world looks
depressed. People do not wave as often and the horse and
carriage so characteristic in Romania are gone. Only the
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very poor use them here. The carts do not have car tires like
in Romania, but wooden wheels with an iron ring around
them. Those who do have some money drive cars that
make the sound of lorries. The lorries on their turn sound
like oil tankers, the ones that cross the oceans. Both cars
and lorries crawl uphill the same speed I do. Which does
create some unity.
Here in Bulgaria I have also encountered the first mosques
of my trip. I hear the adhan (call to prayer) every once in a
while. The peculiar thing is, when I hear this call, I
immediately start to feel at home. It reminds me of the
holidays I spend in Turkey, walking and backpacking. The
Turks are really friendly and I have come to link this sound
with their hospitality. A wonderful realization that is,
because I know for a lot of people this sound does create a
whole lot of different feelings. I felt blessed for the sincere
feeling I had. It is what I want to remember.
The hospitality is not limited to Turkey. That much I
discovered when I was in real trouble the other day. The
biking was though the last couple of days. But I was going
uphill on bad roads a lot, so I didn’t really notice it. But even
downhill I felt I was not really speeding as I used to. Turned
out one of the wheels of my cart was stuck. I guess it was
not made to travel more than a 1000 km behind a bike. The
wheel was slowly coming off and I did not dare to ride too
fast, afraid it would come of completely. I discovered the
coming off of the wheel was inevitable after I posted some
letters at a very small post office. It was more like a living
room with a scale and a bag of mail than a post office.
When I came out and had a good look at the wheel of my
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cart I realized it would not get me any further. I pulled the
wheel right off when I wobbled it a bit. And during the 30
or so meters downhill from the post office to the main road,
it came of twice. I knew I had to fix it in order to be able to
get any further at all. I walked to the small supermarket and
sat down on one of the benches they had outside and took
out all the tools I had. They would not help me, I soon
realized.
I asked the lady behind the desk if she spoke English. She
said yes, but she didn’t. That’s probably why she said yes.
But she was kind enough to walk outside with me and when
she saw my cart with one missing wheel, she soon realized
what was going on. She called her father who was a handy
man and drove around in town a bit. He had e quick look at
the cart and drove away. No one was able to tell what was
going on, but the woman of the supermarket showed me in
and brought me behind the desk. She had a nice warm
stove and an very, very comfortable chair. I sat down
waiting. After 20 minutes her dad came back and within 3
minutes the wheel was back on my cart. It was really
frustrating that I could not tell them how grateful I was for
all they did for me. They saved my trip, they made my day.
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The Black Sea
November 3, 2014

I arrived in Burgas early this morning. It is a big town on the
Black Sea shore. Most of it is industry, not much to see. It
took me a moment to realize what I had done, but when I
reached the actual shore and stood on the brink of Europe, I
felt some pride. I made it to the other side of Europe! There
is just no way further east at this point of Europe. I travelled
from sea to sea (almost). All on my own strength. Not all on
foot, but I came here only because my muscles took me
here. I have seen everything there was between this side of
Europe, and Nijmegen. I put some music in my ears and sat
down. It felt as if I had reached my goal already.
A man came and took a good look at my cart. He needed
one himself, he told me. If it was for sale. I told him my
story and he understood what the cart meant for me. I
allowed myself a bit of rest in Burgas. Arriving here was
some kind of a milestone and I finally had the change to
warm myself a bit again. The sun came out slowly and here I
have the opportunity to dry my wet clothes and recharge
for the last two or three days. It won’t be much more. Just
over the mountains now and into Turkey. I just do not want
to think about it too much.
On the streets here they sell delicious roasted nuts. It
reminds me of Turkey and the Balkan. The sweet smell of it
drifts through the streets into my nostrils, calling me. As did
the pizzeria on the other corner. I was the only guest. I am
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used to eating and drinking alone by now, but being the
only guest in a whole restaurant still feels a bit weird. I
guess it has to do with the season being over. No one want
to swim and bathe now. After I had my pizza I went to the
shore one last time. I pulled off my shoes and stood in the
cold, dark water for some moments. As if saying goodbye to
the Danube finally, because this is the same water that
flowed the river which guided me so long. I am ready for
the last part. The final chapter. Onwards, to Istanbul.
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Arrival
NOVEMBER 6, 2014

I just want you to know I arrived safely in Istanbul this
morning. This trip has ended, the journey continues. As
soon as I find time to write I’ll update you!
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Istanbul
NOVEMBER 7, 2014

I know you are all anxious to hear about my arrival on
Taksim square. How did it feel? What did I think? Did I get
from it what I expected? I do not know the answers on all of
these questions yet, but let me try.
It’s tempting to start at the Turkish border, Monday. It was
on a hill top, freezing cold when I set up my tent. As I was
gathering grass and hay to have an extra layer between me
and the cold hard ground, I found a 100tl. Enough for two
hotel nights, I thought and decided to spend the last two
lone nights of my trip in a hotel. Tuesday on waking up, I
found my tent frozen hard. I had to wait for the first light of
sun to melt some of the ice before I could pack it. I
succeeded to find a hotel in Vize. When I was walking
through town that evening I was welcomed in a cheese
shop by Tekin. He sold Dutch cheese and had to take a
picture of me with the cheese. I tasted many and more
Turkish cheeses and drank tea till late in the evening while
costumers kept coming in. He told them my story and I
shook more hands than I can remember.
Wednesday I cycled 120km to end up in a very busy kind of
suburb with no hotel whatsoever. The next one was miles
away I was told. The Turks were friendly and tried to get my
bike and cart on a full bus. I had to tell them twice or thrice
there was no way of me taking a bus. I was on bike and had
to cycle the remaining kilometers to Istanbul myself.Outside
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the town the road got bigger, busier and darker. No way
was I reaching a hotel tonight. So the last night of my trip
was a real adventure. I pitched my tent next to a main
highway going to Istanbul. Cars, busses and lorries rushing
by while the dogs around me were trying to defend their
territories. No sleep for me this night…
At half past 6 the next morning I decided to move. I had just
pulled my cart back on the road when I saw a Turkish cyclist
approach. Mustafa cycled to his work every day along this
highway, what a hero! And what a luck he was passing here
exactly at this moment. He guided me along the major
roads into the city. It saved me a lot of time and effort of
finding the right roads. The going was easy. A big paved
shoulder along most roads left enough room for us. As we
turned right to have some breakfast, the road was so
slippery I crashed and almost ended up under a big bus. My
elbow is a bit blue and purple, but nothing too serious.
After breakfast I was on my own again. I wanted to arrive
on Taksim square. The easiest way to get there would have
been from the Golden Horn up, along the Istiklal street,
Istanbul’s main shopping street. But I had envisioned myself
coming from the other side, so planned my approach
accordingly. I cycled along the far end of the Golden Horn,
going steeply up and down as I approached it. I cycled
streets where no tourist ever comes let alone by bike. I saw
the city like I’d never seen her before. Millions of people
living their lives between massive concrete buildings with
views of nothing but endless concrete buildings. Still, the
vibe had something magical, something relaxed, something
vaguely reminding me of the Turkish countryside. Here
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however, no ‘Hoṣgeldinis‘ or ‘Merhaba‘ (welcome and good
day). Cycling in the city is fun and dangerous. I enjoyed
myself even when I had to cycle the last 100s of meters
against traffic to reach my destination. Angry taxi drives
shouted at me, busses sounded their horns and people on
the sidewalk stood still for a moment. But I didn’t care.
Above the cars, on top of the hill I saw the huge Turkish flag
waving in the wind. It could mean only one thing. Taksim
Square.
As I cycled on the Taksim Square, I saw the flag, the statue,
the people, simit sellers, police, tram. It was all there. My
mind was blanc. What was there to think? What was there
to feel? This was it. This was what I set out for, where I
laughed for, cried for, walked for, cycled for, this is why I
pushed myself beyond my limits. This was where I would
know if what I wanted to achieve, was really achieved. I
dropped my bike against the small white fences around the
grass and set down. As I did in May this year. Back then I
cried because I hated this city, I was angry because my
girlfriend broke up with me, for this city, for a guy living in
this city. I was angry at myself for what I had done on my
turn in the past, or for what I had not done.
Now, I cried again. But the tears were a relief. I was happy,
the square was mine. ‘Eat this, Istanbul!’ Was what I
thought. I got what I came for. Father and brother were
there with me. The reunion was great! Photos were being
taken and we took photos of and for other people. That’s
how tourist life on Taksim is.
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As I am typing to you from my hotel bed, I feel a bit sad as
well. No more biking today. Or tomorrow. I booked a ticket
home. I travel with my father and brother Sunday morning
early. I will arrive by train in Dieren and symbolically walk
home from there. It will be around midday. All those who
want to walk with me and drink a cup of coffee at my
parent’s place are invited to do so. Specific time will follow.
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What did it bring?
NOVEMBER 11, 2014

The most asked question so far is: ’Did the trip bring you
what you expected?’ This is an interesting question to
answer since it forces me to think about my expectations.
When I set out, I came up with four reasons.
The first one was love (or the lack of it). I had no lack of
love, I just couldn’t share it anymore with the person I felt
this love for. I needed to cope with this. The first two or
three weeks were especially hard in this. I did call my exgirlfriend a couple of times. This felt both good and really
horrible. I hoped she would change her mind, hoped she
would tell me she was sorry and ready to start over again.
This did not happen and I learned to cope with this.
Meeting her again in Istanbul proved me I was (to some
extend) successful in this. Along the way I have found
different love though. I found love in the people whom I
met. I found love in the way the sun rose to greet me every
morning. I found love in the way I made my way through
fields and forests. I found love in the solitariness of the
journey. I found love in myself, maybe even for myself.
The second reason to go was adventure. Did I find
adventure? Yes I did. Every day I was challenged in some
way. Every day I had to push myself to go on. Of course
some days were easy. Sometimes everything went so
smooth I almost forgot what I was doing. But on most days I
had a moment in which I fully well realized I was on my
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own, making my way through the heart of Europe, towards
the edge of the continent. Rain and sun, sound and silence,
love and hate, pain and pleasure, they all challenged me in
some way. I had adventure like I never had.
Third reason: regret. There’s not much to say, I will never
regret this.
Fourth, finding religion. This one didn’t work out as
intended. But still, I studied religious studies, my way
towards the world made me always go in churches, visit
monasteries and talk to both priests and imams. I would not
write a book about my findings in this. But for me
personally, I am satisfied with what I found.
But the trip also brought me things I would not have
expected. Making this trip, I have realized I do mean
something to other people. For me this is a most valuable
realization. People do care about what I do and how I feel. I
have inspired and touched people and this is a great gift. I
would never have expected this. It build my self-confidence
and made me realize what I am capable of. Maybe I was too
modest for myself, but I would never feel anything more
than others. This is also something I realized. People called
me many things on my way, they lifted me above what I felt
I was. They saw things in me I would never ever agree on. It
build confidence, but more, it let me think about who I am
and who I want to be.
I still have to learn to deal with expectations though. Now
that I am home, I do feel the pull of expectations of people
all around me. Some expect me to be with them, others
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expect me to write a book, others again expect me to find
work and some expect me to be changed in many ways. I’ve
never liked to disappoint people , but staying close to who I
am, and keeping on walking my own way is my first priority
now.
Leaves just one question: Did my trip bring you what you
expected?
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Final Stats
November 26, 2014

I like figures so I made a short recap of the trip. As you
would know by now, I traveled from July 3rd till November
9th. So I spend 130 days away from home. Of those 130
days I spend 33 days at complete rest (including the last
two days in Istanbul) I walked 78 days and cycled 19. I
covered 2164.6 km on foot in total. That makes an average
of 27.8 km a day with the furthest hike of 37.5km on day
49. On bike I covered 1768.6 km, averaging around 93 km a
day with a record of 119.8 km at day 111. The average
distance in total, both walking and cycling combined, is 30.3
km a day, not counting the days of rest. That would make
39.9 km a day.
The longest period without a rest was 21 days from
Regensburg to Vienna, while the longest stretch of no
shower was 8 days, during the same period. I traveled
through 10 countries:

The Netherlands: 100 km in 4 days
Germany: 1350 km in 50 days
Austria: 415 km in 19 days
Slovakia: 90 km in 5 days
Hungary: 360 km in 21 days
Croatia: 200 km in 3 days
Serbia: 400 km in 6 days
Romania: 560 km in 13 days
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Bulgaria: 250 km in 5 days
Turkey: 150 km in 4 days
(distances are accurate estimations)
Of all the nights I spend on the road, I slept (or at least tried
to) 74 nights in my tent and 56 nights somewhere else. In
total, I paid for 24 nights. The paid nights involve mainly
hotels, but I paid for a camp spot twice. The nights I spend
somewhere else were spend in various locations ranging
from huts, hotels and holiday houses to friends,
Couchsurfing places and rooms of strangers.
I have not kept a detailed account of my expenses. But from
the moment I left till the moment I took the plane in
Istanbul, I spend €3460. That is, I took this amount of
money from my account. With the expenses I made before I
left, I think the whole trip cost me about €4000, maybe a bit
less. So let’s say I spend about 1€/km with the last km’s on
bike being cheaper as I went faster. My biggest expenses
were probably the bike, the cart and the bag to continue
the trip, and the new tablet and camera I bought myself
after my old one broke to keep the website up to date.
Most of the money went to food and drinks however, with
Germany and Austria taking the bulk of it.
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Epilogue
I have had a lot of support before, during and after this trip.
Not only mental and emotional, but also physical and
financial. I have always promised that everyone who gave
me support would be mentioned in the book I intended to
publish. I had no idea it would be an impossible task to
individually name everyone, simply because I did not expect
so much support. But it touched my heart deeply. Even
now, a year later reflecting upon all your support, I have a
hard time understanding why.
First of all I feel the weird necessity to thank Anouk for
breaking up with me. It has not been easy for both of us,
but if she did not break up with me, I would not have
walked. I would also like to thank my brother who was
there with me in Turkey when Anouk and I officially broke
up over the phone. He was also there in Istanbul when I
arrived. I’d like to say thank you to my parents, Abha and
Gauranga, who were there for me during the hard time
after the break-up and of course, during the whole trip,
guiding me and always available for good advice. I have
great respect for my grandma Greet who persisted reading
my blogs, even though they were both online and in
English.
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My friends Anneloes, Aryan, Leanne, Sander and Suzan who
made the effort to come visit my while I was on my way.
Their visits really meant a lot to me and deepened our
friendship. I need to thank Annika, for her encouragement
along the way. It was partly her doing that enabled me to
write some of the blogs the way they are written.
I want to thank all those followers who supported me by
leaving their encouraging words or some encouragement
on my bank account. To name a few: Aarti, Anca, Anne,
Bart, Brahmani, Carst, Chanthal, Christian, Coban, Dave,
Dirkje, Eefje, Elles, Els, Esther, Frank, Franske, Gauri, Gwen,
Hanneke, Helmie, Indu, Jan, Jeske, John, Joost, Karin, Karin,
Karuna, Kripa, Lenie, Lisa, Lydie, Maartje, Maria, Maria,
Marita, Marte, Mathilde, Nandy, Narada, Nelleke, Nely,
Niels, Nikkie, Omar, Param, Peter, Petra, Piet, Rachèl,
Robbin, Ron, Savita, Scott, Sedat, Sharo, Sri Vasudeva,
Steven, Suus, Tine, Vera, Wieteke, Willem-Paul, and
Yvonne.
A special thanks to the long mysterious Marcel, who was
one of my most loyal followers whom I only met after
returning home. And to Henk, who biked for me. A gesture I
never imagined someone would make.
I would love to thank everyone that treated me so kindly
along the way. Every day was filled with gracious
encounters with unknown people. But Charles and Elsa,
Marita and Eugene, Onkar, Olivia and Jürgen, Pearl, the
people form Blue Star Romania and many, many others
were kind enough to offer me a bed, food or drinks, medical
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support and encouraging words. And I do need to thank all
of those truck drivers who did not kill me on the road.
Last but not least I want to thank Marit, who patiently
endured all my follies while none the less supporting me.
Who told me to believe in angels and who was the first
person ever to get on a plane just to see me.
All of you added to my trip. And to all of you I can only say:
Thank you.
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Gearlist
What I set out with

What I came back with

Bags
Deuter Backpack (75L)
Sea to Summit Waterproof bag 4L
Sea to Summit Waterproof bag 8L

Bags
15L waterproof bag
Deuter Backpak (75L)
Edelrid 40L waterproof bag
Sea to Summit Rain cover
Sea to Summit Waterproof bag 4L
Sea to Summit Waterproof bag 8L

Electronics
AA Batteries 8x
AAA Batteries 3x
Garmin GPSMAP 62stc
GPS-Cable
Ipod + earplugs + charger
Micro SD-card 32 GB
Micro SD-card adapter
Petzl Headlight
Phone + earplugs + charger
USB-stick (16GB)

Electronics
AAA Batteries 3x
Camera + charger
Garmin GPSMAP 62stc
Google Nexus 7 tablet
GPS-Cable
Jaba Bluetooth headset + charger
Micro SD-card 32 GB
Micro SD-card 8 GB
Micro SD-card adapter
OTG-Cable
Phone + charger
USB-Stick 8 GB
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Sleeping
Cocoon
Duck down sleeping bag
Kaikialla matress
Tent: Hilleberg Akto + Footprint

Sleeping
Cocoon
Duck down sleeping bag
Pinguin matress
Tent: Hilleberg Akto + Footprint
Thermometer

Cooking
1L Water bottle
2L Platypus waterbag
Aluminium mug
Fire stick
Fork, knife and spoon, titanium
Fuel bottle (887ml)
Half towel
MSR Stainless steel 1.5L pot
MSR Whisperlight internationale
Pocketknife 2x
Pot holder
Washing-up liquid

Cooking
1L Water bottle
Aluminum mug
Fire Stick
Fuel bottle (887ML)
Knife, fork, spoon, titanium
Lighter
MSR Expedition Service kit
MSR Stainless steel 1.5l pot
MSR Whisperlight international
Nalgene 1.5L Water bottle
Pocket knife 2x
Pot holder

Toiletries
Contact lens liquid
Contact lenses
DEET
Deodorant
Glasses
Lens holder
Moist toiletpaper
Shampoo
Soap
Tiger balm
Toothbrush
Toothpaste
Vaseline

Toiletries
DEET
Contact lens holder
Contact lens liquid
Glasses
Tiger balm
Toothbrush
Toothpaste
Vaseline
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Essentials
Diary
Maps
Passport
Pen
Wallet

Essentials
Diary
Passport
Pen
Wallet

First-aid kit
Alcohol pads 2x
Asprines 6x
Betadine
Blister plasters 10x
Compress
Diarrhea stoppers 3x
Elastic bandage
Ibuprofen 4x
Medicines
Nestosyl
Pincet
Plasters
Rubber gloves
Scissors
Tape
Tickpen
Toe protectors
Triangle towel

First-aid kit
Alcohol pads 2x
Asprines 5x
Betadine
Blister plasters 10x
Compress
Diarrhea stoppers 2x
Elastic bandage
Ibuprofen 4x
Medicines
Nestosyl
Pincet
Plasters
Rubber gloves
Scissors
Tape
Tickpen
Toe protectors
Triangle towel

Others
Business cards
Chirurgical blade
Compass
Condom
Contact lenses 12x
Duct tape
Elastics
Emergency whistle

Others
Business cards
Chirurgical blade
Compass
Condom
Contact lenses 4x
Cotton cord
Duct tape
Elastics
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Fishing gear
Iron wire
Lashing 2x
Rope to make bracelets
Safety pins
Salt
Sewing kit
Spare shoe laces
Storm matches
Tinder
Waterproof container
Wire saw

Emergency whistle
Fishing gear
Iron wire
Lashing 3x
Pole
Poncho
Safety pins
Salt
Sewing kit
Storm matches
Tinder
Waterproof container
Wire saw

Clothing
Boots
Buff 2x
Fjallraven pants
Fleece jacket
Flip Flops
Jack Wolfskin Rain jacket
Nylon T-shirt
Quick drying towel
Socks 3x
Underpants (cotton) 3x
Woolen hat
Woolen T-shirt long sleeve
Woolen T-shirt short sleeve
Zip-off pants

Clothing
Bike pants 2x
Boots
Buff 2x
Cotton shirt (Walking to Istanbul)
Fjallraven Pants
Fleece Jacket
Flipflops
Gloves
Jack Wolfskin Rain Jacket
Nylon T-shirt
Nylon underpants 1x
Quick drying towel
Socks 2x
Sport shoes
Sunglasses
Woolen cap
Woolen socks 1x
Woolen T-shirt long sleeve
Woolen T-shirt short sleeve
Woolen underpants 2x
Zip-off pants
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Bike + accessories
Bike
Cart
Helmed
Pump
Reflector jacked
Spare cables, front and rear break,
shifts
Spare chain
Spare inner tube 2x
Tool kit
Tube repair kit
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Above: Me on departure day, July 3rd 2014.
Below: Me on arrival day, November 6th 2014.
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