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  HAWAII, HERE I COME!

  Mars, Pluto, and Jupiter were my constant companions when I was a child and nothing fascinated me more than the universe. I still remember how one Christmas I asked for every book that had anything to do with the realm of the stars. Of course, I also asked for the newest toy space station with a moon unit and extra intergalactic telescope. One year later I got a real telescope. Its 32X magnification, additional finder scope, and various sunlight filters infinitely increased my desire to be near the stars. But before the Easter Bunny even came in the spring, my telescope had disappeared from the living room cabinet. My fear of the neighbor, whom I observed with my telescope and who had made it clear with his emphatic waving that he would rather watch his evening TV show alone, created knots in the pit of my stomach.

  So, for better or worse, I focused on the things that our own planet had to offer. I devoted myself to the far-flung regions of the earth—initially with my student atlas. The most far-flung region that I could find was, without a doubt, the group of islands known as Hawaii. That moment, I declared Hawaii as my dream destination. White beaches kissed by low-hanging palms, tropical mountain peaks, water as clear as glass . . . During puberty, the fantasy of flower-bedecked, dancing Hawaiian girls added itself to this enticing list. So what was more fitting than the thought of owning my own home there? A Hawaiian dream house!

  From then on, the front of my wardrobe was decorated with a poster of Hawaii, which I unfortunately had to cut in half to continue opening the doors. The sides of it were gradually decorated with Hawaiian postcards, maps of the islands, and of course, the state license plate with the famous rainbow.

  The Hawaiian dream house unfortunately remained a dream as I started my career; however, I was able to live out my wanderlust. I didn’t just gaze at my student atlas—I traveled to seventy countries and made my passion into a career by writing about my travels. I was a curious visitor to the Yanomami Indians in the Amazon who laughed at me for managing to miss shooting an anteater that was so close by. I was able to visit bizarre capsule hotels in Tokyo and I went up against Sumo wrestlers. At the Spanish Tomatina Festival, I wore white and had tomatoes thrown at me. I traveled to Antarctica on an expedition ship, and Queen Elizabeth gave me a stern look when I showed up to her fiftieth Jubilee at Buckingham Palace dressed as Prince Henry VIII (no joke).

  But none of that ever got me a house in Hawaii. What to do? Should I travel to Hawaii and appear on a millionaire bachelorette show? Or would a headline appear in a tabloid one day proclaiming, “German Travel Writer Behind Bars after Attempting to Squat in a House in Hawaii!” Unlikely!

  I remembered that on my last trip through North America I had met a young Canadian who successfully bartered up from a paper clip to a house within a year on an online bartering website. A paperclip as the down payment on a house—not bad, I thought! Even if the house wasn’t in sunny Hawaii.

  Unfortunately, I’m not very good at closing deals online (I’ve still never won an auction on eBay), and also unfortunately, I didn’t have a year to spend on the project. Nevertheless, the idea fascinated me. Why couldn’t I do what I had been doing for years—travelling the world—except this time, I would barter. I would give myself six months to travel the world and barter, barter, barter. In this way I could learn an unbelievable amount about trading and the value of goods in different cultures—fascinating! And totally coincidentally, I would get closer and closer to my dream. At the end, I could unlock the door to my Hawaiian dream house. Sounds simple enough, right?

  It wasn’t simple at all. But I was lucky: my reputation as a man of extravagant travels preceded me. The German TV station ZDFneo offered to finance my bartering world tour along with two cameramen, Jakob and Dominik. The deal was that I had to make my bartered-for house in Hawaii available to anyone—the viewers and readers—who wanted to vacation there and could offer a trade for it. I would have two hundred days and I had to set foot on all six continents to learn about and report on the culture of barter on each of them. I accepted the offer enthusiastically. Soon, I would be moving into my house in Hawaii as a bartering expert!

  Standing in her apartment doorway, my neighbor burst into laughter when I told her about my plan. She said I could leave the key to my apartment with her if I decided I never wanted to come back from Hawaii. I watched her walk down the stairs and heard her murmur as she shook her head: “A house in Hawaii . . . what nonsense. . . . No wonder the natives and the Queen thought he was ridiculous!”

  Maybe she was right. But twenty-five years had gone by since I hung that poster of Hawaii on my wardrobe. The way I saw it, it was time to get down to it and make this dream a reality. I believe everyone should try to fulfill their dreams sometime in their lives. Who doesn’t have one of those constant dreams that accompanies them through life? And there’s always that voice in your head saying that it isn’t a good idea, isn’t appropriate, isn’t realistic, and that you couldn’t do it anyway.

  But this voice might be wrong. And so, after a twenty-five-year delay, I was off.


  1

  BITTEN BY THE BUG
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  Germany

  I’m standing at a little fruit stand in Mainz, attempting to buy an apple—my first object to barter with. It needs to be a pretty, healthy, delicious apple—an organic one. In Berlin organic is trendy.

  I proudly explain my project to the salesman. I tell him that this very apple is my startup capital for a Hawaiian dream house, and that I’m well on the path to fulfilling a childhood dream via persistent bartering. But before I can trade my seventy-nine cents for the organic apple, the salesman’s mood darkens. These young people with their crazy ideas. Always more, always farther away, always knowing better. They’re never happy with what they have. Can anyone these days still enjoy the simple things?

  I stare back at him. I had never expected this kind of reaction.

  I take my apple but the uneasy feeling remains. I begin to have my first doubts about the real appeal of this sort of transaction. How would people in Asia, Africa, and America react to me attempting to trade for my own benefit? Not like this fruit seller, I hoped.

  I approach my first potential trade partner, a middle-aged tourist from Konstanz, and I forget my rocky start. Without a long explanation I offer him the now bitten apple (you should always be sure of the quality of your offering) for a spontaneous barter. The tourist laughs and offers me an already opened pack of cigarettes. We shake hands very officially to seal the deal. When he leaves, I watch him from a distance for a while and see how he happily bites into the apple.

  I’m pleased that I don’t have to take the reaction of the fruit seller as a bad omen. I’ve already increased the value of my first object after one trade. And the fact that my bartering partner received something healthy in exchange for something unhealthy is a pleasant thought. So now I have sixteen cigarettes in my hand, which I can only offer to a smoker, obviously. After a while I seem to have fewer and fewer cigarettes. Soon, I run into a mother who is walking with her daughter. I make sure that the daughter is old enough; after all, we’re talking about cigarettes here. But unfortunately, the two women pass up the offer. They just quit smoking, the daughter explains, but I’m not ready to give up so easily:

  Me: “These cigarettes are particularly good.”

  Mother: “No thank you, we don’t need them.”

  Daughter: “No, we quit.”

  Me: “One little drag after dinner can’t hurt . . .”

  Mother: “Oh yes it can.”

  After that very clear statement, I find myself standing alone again with my cigarettes in the town square. A husband and wife walk up to me with sad smiles, as if they pity the poor guy selling cigarettes even though it’s impossible to lure people in that way these days. I explain to them that I am trying to move into my Hawaiian dream house in two hundred days. The man rushes past me and gestures wildly to his wife that she shouldn’t get involved with crazy guys on the street. However, the wife senses the chance for a little promo of her own. She is an author, and pulls out her freshly printed book on Saarland, a village in Germany, from her purse. I leaf through it and among photos of landscapes and darling villages a chapter title catches my eye: “SUCCESS!” is printed in fat letters at the top of the page. Yes, Saarland is known to produce successful people—ever since Oskar Lafontaine’s (from Saarland) political career took off, no one can deny it. Maybe I should take this word as a positive sign for my mission. The author signs the book for me, takes the cigarettes, and follows her disapproving husband.

  I start reading up on Saarland so that I have some good arguments for my third barter: Saarland has the same population as Cologne, has six highways, and you can get culinary delicacies there such as Dibbelabbes or dandelion salad. Will that persuade someone?

  A saleswoman in the town square is interested in my offering because she is so taken by my knowledge of Dibbelabbes. She retrieves a kitschy rabbit statue made of silver metal from her shopping bag. She was going to give it to an employee as a gift, but I convince her that the book with the Dibbelabbes recipe would bring her a lot more enjoyment. She agrees but for inexplicable reasons does not want to part with the bed of moss on which the little rabbit sits. We argue back and forth until she finally gives it up, mostly because she is in a rush.

  Now the silver bunny sits on the dashboard of my van, wrapped in nice paper and traveling toward Siegburg in North Rhine-Westphalia. On the way there, I try my luck at a rest stop off the highway, but it is apparently the wrong place to offer up a kitschy silver rabbit. The first driver I speak to refuses to talk to me at all, and he seems almost scared as he makes his escape. Another truck driver gestures as though swatting away an annoying fly when I try to give him the rabbit through his window. He’s also in a rush to get going.

  But there is a young couple vacuuming their car who remind me of Marc Terenzi and Sarah Connor (before their divorce of course), and they seem a bit more open-minded. They let me look in their trunk. It’s full of junk—it looks as if they’ve just been waiting here for someone to offer to barter with them. Aside from various sprays, a hand broom, and lots of newspapers, there is a first aid kit, expired but unused. The young man, alias Marc Terenzi, agrees to the barter. I ask him and his girlfriend whether they have any doubts about continuing on their way without a first aid kit. Sarah Connor’s doppelganger replies that the lucky rabbit would help her a lot more in an emergency than that old box. I see things differently, so I am happy to trade for the kit. I drive on with it to my next destination, Siegburg.

  In this little city with its historic center there is a 125-year-old prison, which is now home to a juvenile detention center. I was able to convince the warden to let me stop by before I began my trip. After all, a prison is a place where no one has their own money; what makes more sense than bartering? I was also curious how exchanges between prisoners and officers took place. Were there friendships? Hostilities?

  Images pop up spontaneously in my brain of prisoners trading for forbidden items like drugs and tools for escaping, smuggled in by friends and relatives. Is there anything to these fantasies?

  The prison greets me with high brick walls and barbed wire. When I approach the entry gate and see how they inspect visitors, I feel like I’m in a scene from a movie. The cliché of nail files baked into cakes runs through my head again, and I can’t help but think of the first aid kit, which surely contains a pair of scissors. Was my last exchange not as clever as I thought? Would I cause difficulties for myself and the prisoners? I approach the gate with a guilty conscience. I give the guard my ID and show security the kit with a grin. When I say “This is my trade object,” the guard looks at me with some surprise through his bulletproof glass, but then waves me through with a frown. Now I’m inside the jail with my first aid kit complete with scissors. I still have the feeling I’m doing something forbidden.

  I’m glad to finally meet the security guard who had agreed to speak with me on the topic of “bartering in prison.” We walk down a hall of the correctional facility that is broken up by many barred doors. The security guard tells me that bartering is commonplace for the prisoners. It is the only way for them to get many coveted items that they can’t simply buy. The administration tolerates it so long as the bartered items don’t exceed a certain value, but they firmly quash bartering for illegal items such as drugs or more expensive items like electronic devices.

  Later, I meet several imprisoned youths, almost all of whom are there for violent crimes. Serkan, who was sentenced to two years in juvenile detention, invites me into his cell. It is about eighty square feet but feels like forty, and contains a bed, a toilet, and a TV. A little piece of the sky can be seen through a small barred window. Serkan tells me that being in prison is obviously not easy, but certain conveniences like the TV, working as a mechanic, and friendly swapping with other prisoners make the whole thing a bit easier. He explains how his cell neighbor, David, has become his best friend. Since the cell doors are open daily from 3:30 to 8:30 in the evening, they can hang out. Serkan introduces me to Frank. He is about twenty and also imprisoned for a violent offense. Frank shows me the joinery where he works every day and talks about how hard the first weeks in prison were and how his girlfriend left him. But he also says that a good relationship with the officers in the correctional facility helped him get through the hardest part of his time in prison. I’m surprised to hear that the interaction between the guards and the prisoners is so trusting. I ask whether there is also a lot of distrust and fear, but Frank stands by his statement and tells me about long conversations, patient listening, encouragement, and many offers of help. I’m impressed, but I do look over to the two guards who are standing in the room with crossed arms, nodding happily. Is Frank just trying to win brownie points with them? I would have been happier to have this conversation without chaperones.

  I take a little walk across the yard with Serkan and Frank. I feel a little uneasy knowing that I don’t belong to this world where the prisoners cope with their difficult reality every day. But Frank and Serkan seem to trust me. They tell me more about their everyday lives. They talk about the anti-violence therapy that they have attended in prison. They explain that they aren’t as easy to provoke anymore, which they prove on our walk through the yard as other prisoners shout, “Hey, jerk-offs, what’s that gay shit you’re spouting?” Serkan and Frank’s composure is admirable.

  On the other end of the yard I see lots of prisoners conversing through the barred windows of their cells even though they are out of each other’s sight. Their calls echo off the yard walls so that I can only hear little bits of conversation: “Dude!” “. . . Matze says . . .” “Oh sh** . . .” The yard is like a sea of voices with big waves breaking against the walls. I call to two prisoners in their windows to ask if they can really have a conversation with each other like that. A voice answers: “Well, it’s better than staring at the wall.” It seems that in these circumstances the exchange of words is more important than the exchange of objects. Back in the cell block, I offer Serkan and Frank my first aid kit (with scissors) under the attentive and somewhat nervous watch of a security guard. Serkan and Frank look at the guard for a nod of approval. The kit is unopened in Frank’s hands. What happens if they find the scissors? A weapon for an imprisoned criminal . . . provided by me. . . . It seems to take an eternity for Serkan to open the box, and the whole time I am wondering how I could be so stupid as to bring an object like this to trade in a prison. It seems to me like the guard is uneasy too; he watches us unwaveringly.

  What happens then is nothing like a movie. No one tries to hide the scissors under his shirt; no security guard throws himself at us to wrestle the dangerous object away. Serkan and Frank look at the guard questioningly and at me somewhat reproachfully. The guard gives me a what-is-this-crap look like an annoyed dad who just caught his son breaking the rules. I fall right into that role, shrugging my shoulders casually as if to say I don’t have any idea how this could have happened. Luckily, Frank and Serkan salvage the situation by courteously turning down the barter and then explaining the prison rules to me.

  Ten minutes later I am standing before the warden of the correctional facility, still feeling a bit like a naughty little boy. But the scissors incident is prudently not discussed further. Instead, the wryly smiling warden offers me a wooden box with an ornate lid made by a prisoner. Inside is a bottle of sherry from his private stores. I don’t have to debate for long—with a hearty handshake, the bottle of sherry changes hands. The deal is done, and the first aid kit with scissors disappears without fanfare into the warden’s desk.

  The Nuclear Barter

  I drive on to Cologne with the sherry bottle in its wooden box. I have a friend there who works in the so-called bartering business. Simon explains that the company he works for sells TV ad minutes and print ad space to companies and sometimes accepts the company’s product as payment instead of money. For example, he tells me, at the moment there are ninety thousand bottles of smoothies in their warehouse. It’s Simon’s job to then sell the bartered items for as much profit as possible. Simon’s clients love to use this payment option since it allows them to pay even if they have a small advertising budget. So it can happen that a car company pays Simon for an ad with seventeen compact cars. It all started when artisans and tradesmen began to barter their wares instead of paying with money due to money shortages during wartime. After the war, a small professional bartering scene arose, in which there are currently four active companies. Simon tells me that because of his job, he has become a real professional in niche markets. He can see potential buyers that haven’t even crossed the manufacturers’ minds.

  I would have loved to discuss this interesting topic for longer, but, after all, I’m on a mission. I want to trade a bottle of sherry for something of higher value—not an easy job when I’m up against a bartering pro like Simon. So I offer him the sherry in its wooden box while explaining its unique value: the box was made by prisoners. Unmoved, Simon gazes at the Cologne Cathedral through the large glass windows of his office. As an experienced bartering pro, he is not very impressed by the rarity of an item. He is much more concerned with the material worth of the item. He is interested only in the bottle of sherry. He disappears into the warehouse and reappears with thirty-two of the ninety thousand smoothies. I’m dissatisfied with this offer, so I emphasize the high quality of the sherry. And I am successful: Simon returns to the warehouse and offers an additional twenty-eight smoothies, making it clear that that is his final offer. We seal the deal with a handshake, as one should.

  A few minutes later a dramatic scene is playing out in front of Simon’s office. I hopelessly attempt to balance fifty smoothie bottles in my arms, using my chin to give the pile the necessary stability. One smoothie falls, then a few more, and finally I’m standing there with empty hands, watching the bottles roll around on the ground. I repeat the same performance once more as I try to get the smoothies into my van.

  I simply haven’t given enough forethought to the logistics of transporting large or unwieldy items. To add insult to injury, I see Simon ride by on his bike as I collect all the bottles from the ground yet again. He grins and waves, holding the bottle of sherry in his hand. A true bartering pro, he could see right to the true advantages of the item. I clearly still have a lot to learn on this trip.

  The passersby continue on silently when I ask them to free me from at least one of the fifty annoying smoothie bottles by bartering with me. An older woman just asks me, “Boy, what’ve ya got rollin’ around on the ground there?” before turning the corner with her walker.

  As I continue my hopeless attempt to reach my van, I realize that on top of everything, I am right in the path of an anti-nuclear power march. But before I’m steamrolled by the chanting crowd carrying banners for wind and solar energy, I have an idea that could save me. I quickly join in on the demonstrators’ chants: “Stop nuclear power! Stop nuclear power! Shut it down! Shut it down!” I inconspicuously mix in some advertising for my smoothies, without departing from the anti-nuclear theme: “Soft drinks, not atom-cocktails! Enjoy while you shut it down! Smooooothies! Delicious Smooooothies!” I definitely attract attention, but it’s all uncomfortable, irritated looks.

  So instead, I go down to a stand set up by the Social Democratic Party on the edge of the action. The red smoothies could definitely be a great advertisement, or maybe the comrades are just thirsty. Barter seems to me like a truly social democratic endeavor. I approach the person in charge of the balloons and offer him my smoothies for the helium gas tank he is using to fill them. He waves me off, and when I don’t relent he snaps, “I said no!”

  I move on to the Green Party, which is demonstrating for the abandonment of nuclear power. At their stand, they have those familiar yellow barrels with the radioactive symbol on the side, used for disposing of radioactive waste. I talk to the leader about my Hawaiian dream. He asks what that has to do with nuclear power. I realize that I haven’t given that any thought and I start to lose control of the situation. However, pragmatism wins out at the stand, and the leader consults with the party base, which seems excited by the prospect of refreshment. The leader agrees to the barter, but he also wants me to make a little statement of support for the Green Party. Nothing to it, I think, and I say confidently to my video camera: “The Green Party is for stopping nuclear power, so vote Green!”

  I leave the stand free of fifty smoothies but with a medium size waste barrel. I schlep it back to the van on my shoulders. Balancing it and walking through the city is not exactly child’s play, but I manage to walk for a few minutes at a time. Compared to the smoothies, which I had to collect off the ground regularly, it’s a blessing. And the barrel has another unexpected benefit: it raises my activist status considerably. People going by in cars give me a thumbs-up, and passersby shout out statements of support: “Yeah! Down with nuclear power!” At first, I feel like I have to try to explain the situation, but then I start to enjoy the role. After all, it wasn’t easy to get this barrel. So I grin back, proud to have contributed to the demonstration in my own way.

  Herman Forever

  I drive toward Paderborn in Westphalia to visit Frank, an acquaintance who restores old bathtubs in a barn. Before I started my trip, Frank assured me that I could barter for one of his bathtubs, as long as the item up for trade was of comparable value. When he sees the waste barrel, his face gets serious. He tries to remain polite as he explains that he doesn’t have much need for a barrel like that.

  Luckily, I’m ready for this reaction. I’ve prepared a list of suggestions for alternative uses for the barrel, which I present to him immediately:

  Waste barrel as bar stool

  Waste barrel as drum

  Waste barrel as hiding spot

  Waste barrel as bodybuilding weight

  Waste barrel as full body massage roller

  Frank laughs and allows himself to be convinced by my unconventional suggestions and my Oscar-worthy performance. He takes me into his barn and presents a choice of objects to trade: an old bicycle with a flag, an even older sewing machine, and a broken red riding lawn mower no younger than the other things. The decision is easy. Having a riding mower is another one of my childhood dreams that I now unexpectedly have the chance to fulfill.

  We change the mower’s friction wheel together so that an hour later it actually starts up with a loud rattle. Frank notices the glint in my eye at the sight of the working machine, so he puts forth another condition for the barter: before I can take my treasure with me, I have to mow the field behind his barn. It’s over three and a half acres—approximate mowing time: at least five hours. I want to start right away. Frank takes visible delight in standing on the waste disposal barrel watching as I mow endless stripes in the field. As I disappear farther into the distance, he occasionally waves encouragingly. After a half hour he seems to take pity on me and waves me in. I finally get the handshake I’ve been waiting for to make the barter official.

  The next leg of my journey is Lake Constance. I’ve made a date with a bartering circle there in the small town of Wangen. They have been practicing bartering as an alternative to money for many years. But first I have to get there with my new acquisition, and perhaps along the way there will be some opportunity or another for a little business transaction.

  I let the mower ride around a few nice areas on the long trip across Germany, rattling over roads and fields. Over time, my affection for the little guy has grown so much that I lovingly christen him Herman.

  I notice some surprised locals waving at us from the distance on the way down a steep slope to the Lorelei on the Rhine. I never find out whether they are excited at the sight of Herman or annoyed by the noise and exhaust. In St. Goar I drive the thirsty, loudly droning Herman into a gas station. I fill up the wonderful tractor with five gears (including reverse!) under the perplexed gaze of the station attendant. A short while later the news of my presence seems to have spread. The sexton of the nearby church comes to ask me just what I’m doing by riding a lawn mower through town. I tell him what’s on my mind and that Herman is just a stop on the way to a house in Hawaii. The sexton doesn’t seem to understand such worldly affairs; he just grabs his camera to snap some photos to have proof of this strange event.

  A little later I ride Herman onto the ferry to cross to the other side of the Rhine. The captain tells me that this is the first riding lawn mower he has ever transported in his long career as Rhine ferry commander, although, so he tells me, he has helped transport many other strange things, like an elephant and its circus. We philosophize for a while about what his ferry means for the trade of goods. The captain says it is in danger thanks to the Rhine bridge being planned by the local officials. That would be the end of the ferry—it would be a development that disfigures the landscape in exchange for quicker transport. “Not a very compelling trade-off,” says the captain.

  Herman and I continue on through the Franconian vineyards. It seems like the spring sun is illuminating the beauty of these romantic landscapes for the first time this year. I can’t resist testing Herman’s off-road capabilities and I’m surprised by how easily he handles the 30 percent incline in the muddy vineyards. I get into a conversation with a Mr. Lehmann, who owns a winery and would like to know why I’m making this racket on his estate. I jump at the opportunity to barter, but he seems to be too annoyed with Herman and me. At any rate, he declines to trade a barrel of wine for Herman, muttering that last year’s harvest was poor, so the wine cellar is empty. I’m surprisingly relieved by his reaction; I’ve obviously become quite attached to Herman.

  The next day I roll Herman out of the van in historic Rothenburg ob der Tauber. The prominent features of the town are its old city walls, high watch tower, and medieval houses. To the wonder of the tourists, Herman rattles by at nine in the morning, drives into the open door of a women’s clothing store, and stops in front of a selection of skirts. It takes a little while for the visibly confused saleswoman to realize that it’s not an accident or a rampage. I tell her about my dream to have a house in Hawaii, and that she could support me in making my dream a reality with a generous clothing trade. Despite my pleading glance, she categorically rejects the offer on the grounds that she can’t imagine a future for her and Herman. She requests that I engage the reverse gear immediately.

  I begin to get the feeling that Herman is deciding our course. Shortly after, he drives over a bed of tulips in front of a used car dealership with his adjustable-height blades running. The sight of the mowed down tulips is heartbreaking. I’m stricken with grief as I explain to the owner that I don’t approve of Herman’s actions, either.

  In the afternoon, Herman and I make a brief stop near Ravensburg when I notice a house where a psychic is plying her trade. I suddenly think it would be interesting to have psychic guidance on my upcoming visits through various bartering cultures. Maybe I’ll get a few useful tips in the process.

  Without telling her my plans, I ask the psychic what the future holds for me in a material sense. She sits in front of me, closes her eyes, and listens for the voices within her. A few moments later she suddenly and confidently says, “A large object!” I’m surprised that she mentions an object first, and I ask her if it could be a car. She closes her eyes and listens to her inner voice again. “The object is large and you can go inside it. Maybe a house!” she finally says as though it was the most normal thing in the world. Unbelievable! I had never before believed that psychics were real. In response to my question of how I can best acquire this house, she listens again and then advises me to follow my plans and strategies, but not to allow myself any long breaks. I’m impressed; I really hadn’t expected that. The psychic strengthens my convictions. She thinks it’s possible for me to achieve my goal—as long as I don’t try to squeeze in a Caribbean vacation in the next 193 days.

  In the evening, I reach the town of Wangen, where the local bartering ring is waiting for Herman and me in the community rec room.
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